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        Jackson thought he was immune to love, hardened by a life shuffled between foster homes. But Emma, with her fiery hair and sharp wit, broke through his defenses, leaving a mark deeper than desire. She was a whirlwind that disrupted his life's rhythm, and just as their tune began to harmonize, she vanished, taking a piece of him he never knew he needed. Now, Jackson is on a mission to reclaim his stolen heart and the fragment of his soul that Emma unknowingly carried away. Prepared for the fight of his life, he's determined to win her back—if she'll have him.

        Emma lives by one rule: never mix work with pleasure. A rule she's dangerously close to shattering when she's tasked with training the new band she scouts and signed with SMD. The chemistry is undeniable, and the forbidden taste she had now leaves her craving more. But when life throws her a curveball, she's faced with a pivotal choice that could upend her world. Is Emma brave enough to choose love, even if it means changing everything?
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      It’s always been said that if you do believe in yourself and work hard you’ll go places.

      Not for me.

      I’ve worked hard for my entire life after my parents died. It wasn’t easy to grow up alone and be moved in and out from a foster house to another. I’ve changed so many families that I lost count of them.

      Fuck them!

      I was a name on their list, an insignificant piece of shit – as one of them called me – good to be used as a punching bag whenever they needed to vent.

      That was until Mac. My best friend and only point of reference I’ve ever had. With him I’ve learned what family meant and he taught me the values of life.

      It wasn’t easy to get my custody but he fought for me until the judge eventually signed those papers.

      September 19th has been my rebirth, and I’ve dreamed bigger each day.

      Until now.

      Nervousness creeps in while we’re waiting backstage to be called. Tonight we’ll know if Darkest Symphony can aim to sign a contract with a label or if we should keep playing only for our small fan base.

      “Jax,” Dexter's voice skirts me out of the fog of my thoughts.

      I can see the reflection in the window I’m staring at and all my band is waiting for me. “I’m good,” I lie while I spin around to face them. “No matter how tonight goes, I’m so proud of each one of you.” I know they had the same feelings as mine. The tension around us is palpable and the more time passes the more we’re seeing our chances to get low. From a thousand candidates, we’re only sixty now, and emotions are playing hard. I’ve never had grand expectations. I’ve learned way too soon that the higher you fly, the more pain you feel.

      Jillian is the first one to come to hug me. She’s the little sister of the group with a powerful voice and a shitty attitude but she’s the sweet part of our family. “The first round of drinks are on me.” She laughs, hiding her shaky voice.

      “Dinner is on me.” I wrap my arms around her while the guys come closer for a family hug. No matter how bad our days are, if one of them needs a shoulder to cry on, I’m always there, and the same goes for them. I thank God every day to have put on my path these dickheads. Our bond is strong and they know they can count on me for whatever.

      “Uhu, seems like the little doll is giving up.” One of the other candidates mocks us.

      “Shut the fuck up,” I growl while Dex moves toward the group where the idiot talked. His bandmates move backward, leaving him alone. Yeah, wise choice.

      “Or what, huh?” the guy faces Dex, bumping his chest against Dex’s.

      I can see he’s ready to punch him and in another context I’d let him to, but not now and not here. “Dex,” I call him back while releasing Jill.

      “Yeah, Dex, be a good puppy and …”

      Grabbing his collar, I tug the fucker closer. My band shields me and the guy goes pale within a second. “Another word and you’ll forget your own name.”

      “I… I was kidding.” He simpers while trying to free himself from my grip.

      “I’m not,” I clip while pushing him back. He chickens out right away.

      I’m about to say something but the buzz around us stop and the green light switches on. It’s the sign the show has begun.

      Vocal Keys is the best way to spread your wings in the music world. The contest itself is easy as long you’re talented and know what to do. The selection, though, is stressful and can take days or even weeks. It’s our third week here, and we’ve seen so many fellow singers and bands be sent away.

      After a few hours, Kevin, one of the staff moves into the backstage, and all of us peer at him. “1909, you’re next.”

      Moving toward the stage, I let the guys go on first while mentally crossing all my fingers. In front of us the five biggest record labels are sat: Vincent Fiore and Sean Mel from Media Music, Frank Smith and Robert Synder from Zante Music Lite, Angel Montgomery and William Foster from Starlight Music Distribution, and lastly Mich Walker and Gloria Recchett for Universal Sonic Music.

      My heart is pounding in my chest and I shake all my nervousness away. I’ll give all of myself as I’ve done in the last weeks. They have the list of our songs in front of them and we’re ready to play whatever they’ll ask us to.

      “Good evening, guys. How are you tonight?” Sean Mel asks while opening our folder.

      “We’re good and pumped.” I chuckle along with the band.

      “That’s the spirit.” Synder nods while turning to chat with his colleague before taking a quick look at the folder too.

      Gloria crosses her hands in front of her. “Darkest Symphony, what an interesting name. How did you come up with it?”

      “Jillian, my favorite second voice,” I turn to Jillian and wink at her, “once said we all have a background and no matter how dark it was, we’ve found each other to create a perfect and balanced symphony and it popped up.”

      “That’s kinda sweet.” Angel Montgomery looks at us, “You’re playing together for eight years now, isn’t it?” How does she know?

      “Almost nine, ma’am.” I proudly smile. “They’re my family.”

      “Highs and laws, love and war between siblings. That’s always something I adore.” She nods while flipping the pen over her fingers. “That says a lot.”

      “You’ve always been a softie,” Synder teases Angel.

      “Excuse me?” She turns toward him. “A family bond is stronger than your cold heart may ever understand and if that makes me a softie, then that’s okay.”

      “Damn, Angel, your claws are pretty sharp today.” He keeps poking her.

      Angel waves her hand to dissipate his words. “Can we go on?”

      Synder is about to say something but holds back. The grip on his pen says more than his words do. I guess the two of them are not getting along and Angel having the last word annoys him. I like her.

      “So far we chose the songs for you to play.” William Foster talks now, trying to get back to the reason we’re here. “Tonight I want you to play your best song we haven’t heard yet.”

      Looking at the guys, I mutter our last song’s title. I love it and it’s exactly the best way for all of us to be heard. When the band starts to play, the first lyrics leave my mouth and I erase all the stress right away. Music has become my secret den. A refuge to escape reality. When Mac realized I love music, he made sure I started studying it. It’s not as easy as it may seem, especially when you’re not young. But during some classes I’ve met Charlie, our guitarist and Liam, the bassist’s king. The three of us bond instantly and the rest is story. Mac always used to say in the tough times you may find the light in someone you don’t know. And he is right. The drum beat leads me back to our performance while I smile and open my eyes.

      Synder is the only one who pays attention to us and my heart sinks as he raises his hand forty seconds into the song. “I’ve heard enough, the auto-tune is too much; that covers everything.” The boo raises from the public.

      “With all due respect, sir…” I begin but he closes our folder which means we’re not enough for him.

      “They’re not using it.” Angel snaps. The public applauds and somehow it makes it less bitter. I thought no one was paying attention to our performance but it seems I was wrong.

      “Of course they do.” He scoffs, looking at her. It seems the others have moved back and there are just the two of them in here.

      “Are you for real, Robert?” Her voice reaches a higher pitch. “I’m not sure what game you are playing right now but you’re so wrong and make a fool of yourself.”

      I drop the mic on the ground, stopping their argument. The buzz makes me cringe but I hate when someone thinks I’m using auto-tune. Not that I have something against who uses it, but it took me years of classes to have my intonation and no one can say otherwise. Nodding at the guys, they start playing and I carry my performance without the microphone. When the chorus hits the higher level and Jill joins me, I let my heart out, pouring all my anger into it. My eyes are focused on Synder even though in the corner of my eyes I can see all of them. Acting on impulse is not a wise thing especially in these moments but I couldn’t help myself.

      When the song is over, I catch my breath and take up the microphone praying someone may say something but no one dares to.

      The silence is defeating.

      I fucked up big time.

      It’s over.

      “Apologize!” Angel says without even looking at Synder while writing something down.

      He tsks and turns his chair toward her. “For what? Having an opinion?”

      Angel closes the folder, hands one to William and gets up. “For being a dickhead!” The gasps in the public can be heard out loud. I’ve heard she speaks her mind no matter what and it’s intimidating to see her in action.

      “That’s unbelievable.” He growls. “Okay, I was wrong but still it’s a no for me.”

      “Now, that’s your opinion.” She peers at us while my heart slows its beats.

      The seconds seem longer than I remember, and I’m silently blaming myself for having ruined a golden opportunity.

      “I want to ask the production to remove you from the candidates,” Angel carries on.

      “Nooo,” the echo from the public sinks deep into my heart.

      “So partially you agree with me, they don’t have that...”

      Angel laughs and cuts him off. “It’s a shame that you’re so blind to see their talent because I want them aboard.” The victorious grin on her face and the applause makes me feel lost.

      William gets on the stage with a folder and gives it to me, “Congratulations.”

      Am I dreaming?

      The guys surround me while I open the folder with my shaky hands. SMD and our band name on it makes me hold my breath. “Thank you, for the opportunity,” I manage to say.

      “See you at SMD’s office on Monday.” William shakes my hand and goes back to sit. Peering at him I don’t know what to do. When the realization hits, I hug my band while my gaze shifts to Angel and I mutter a thank you.
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        Me: We’ve made it.

      

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
              
        Mac: That’s my boy, I’m so freaking proud of you Jax.

      

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
              
        Me: Thank you, Dad.

      

      

      

      

      

      

      There’s no one who ever has believed in me like Mac did. He pushed me to be who I am today. To always give one hundred percent no matter what.

      Dex and Liam burst into my room, making me snap my head up from my cell phone and don’t give me time to protest before the two of them clings to each of my arms and forces me out of my room.

      “The fuck you’re doing?” I ask when Charlie blindfolds me. Trying to free myself I grunt, “You better leave me, I’m not in a mood of celebrating.”

      “Yeah, you never are and since this is something we should be celebrating, you’ll come with us.” Charlie’s voice reaches from behind me now.

      I’m not a party kind of guy. I’m reserved and try to keep my head low. I was the one left in a corner and forgot about my existence. Bullied because no one wanted me or just for the sake of it. Being a lead singer has been out of my comfort zone until I genuinely believed in myself but still not a party guy. Give me an instrument to play, I’m fine with it. Make me sing in a crowded room and I’m fine. But partying? I’ll better pass, unless is it at my club. There I can be one hundred percent myself.

      “Okay, I’ll come.” I reluctantly give up.

      Once we step out of the elevator, the air even feels different. Tonight will be our last night out. A new life is about to begin and I can’t wait.
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        * * *

      

      
        
        Monday

      

      

      Parking the car in front of Starlight Music Distribution makes me nervous. I’ve stopped and prayed so much to be worthy of their attention but haven’t got the chance to send them a demo. The more me and the guys thought about it, the more we got scared about a rejection and pushed it for next month. Seems that won’t be needed.

      “You know you can’t be teleported there, do you?” Jill breaks the silence in the car while all of us burst out laughing.

      “You’re the best, little one.” I wink at her while getting out of the car.

      Once I lock the car it’s like my feet have their own mind until we cross the doors. People are everywhere, some in small groups and others typing on their keyboards but it still seems peaceful here and not scary as I thought.

      “Wow, look at those slides!” Dex points at the huge monitors where pictures of concerts are displayed.

      “It’s impressive, isn’t it?” A smile appears on my face while a stunning redhead walks toward us focused on her tablet. I’m sure she won’t look up until she comes to a halt and holds her hand out. One of the security guys stops to talk to her and she giggles.

      Trying to shake my nervousness away and focus on why we’re here, I walk toward the reception.

      “Good morning, gentlemen, how can I help you?” The girl on the front desk peers at us, her gaze shamelessly resting over Charlie’s body.

      “They’re with me, Karen.” A melodic voice reaches us from behind. We turn around to see the redhead in front of us. “Hi, I’m Emma, and these are yours.” She hands us our badges, surprisingly matching the right badge for all of us.

      “We have a meeting with Mrs. Montgomery,” I add while pinning  it on my chest. I can hear the guys chuckle while Jill shakes her head. What now?

      Emma’s green eyes land on mine, and for a second I forget to breathe. It’s only a quick glance but somehow it moves me. Wow, she’s stunning. “They’re waiting for you in the main meeting room.” She turns around as my eyes follow the curves of her back.

      Dex nudges me before turning around and drawing a heart with his fingers. “Aww.”

      “Fuck off.” I roll my eyes while we follow Emma.

      Jill saves my back, walking near her. “The main meeting room? Like they have more than one?”

      Emma’s cell phone trills and she opens what I think it’s a text but still she walks toward the elevators without looking up. “We have four meeting rooms upstairs and two conference rooms on this level. Two recording studios at the upper level but the offices are on the third level.”

      The doors open and after a man greets her we get in.

      “I bet we’ll get lost in here,” Charlie jokes.

      “It’ll take you a few days and you’ll get used to the building, no worries.” Emma locks her cell phone back while the doors open again.

      We follow her and the adrenaline pumps even more. The hallway that brings us toward the meeting room is a show for the eyes. The awards and pictures hanging on the walls showcase all the amazing work this label has done so far and I can’t wait to see our names on it too. Opening the door Emma steps aside and lets the guys walk in. I have a weird feeling about her, not weird in the meaning of creepy but not knowing what it is exactly drives me insane.

      I stop in front of her, “Ladies first.”

      Her smile is worth millions and it makes her eyes shine. “Thank you.”

      “Jax,” William greets me, shaking my hand. “How’s it going?”

      “Mr. Foster, I’m good, LA is pretty chaotic but it’s not that bad.” I chuckle while my eyes darts to Emma but she’s busy talking with a man.

      “Hell no, I’m William. Mr. Foster is my Dad.” He laughs it off. “LA is not that bad, but trust me, the coast is even better.” He says while his eyes skirt toward the door. Mine do too. Angel and two men are walking in along with a group of built-up men. The meeting room, even if huge, now seems little as we shake hands with everyone.

      “Let’s take a seat and have a chat, shall we?” Angel pats my arm, while leaning closer. “No need to be nervous, Jackson, SMD is just a crazy family.” Her smile somehow calms me.

      I nod at her. “I’ll try.”

      We approach the huge oval table placed in the middle of the room and I notice some folders are scattered on it. Holding a chair out, I let Jill to sit and then I do too. “Mrs. Montgomery, I wanted to start by thanking you for standing up for us.”

      “Synder is a piece of shit. Always been. He knew you’d pique my interest and wanted to jeopardize the selection, making a fool of himself.” She shrugs with a devilish smile. “The show is recorded which means the episode haven’t gone live yet but will be this Friday evening, which gives us five days to walk you through how your life will be from now on if you want to sign up with us.”

      “Honestly, I won’t give up on this amazing opportunity,” I admit, not that I want to or even think about it. Signing with one of the big five labels has always been our dreams.

      “Good, let’s roll the dice then, but first of all I’m Angel, no boss, no Mrs. Montgomery or other nicknames either.” She pauses before laughing, “I’m not into formalities either, as I said I like to treat my staff as my family. If you ever need me for whatever reason I’m a call away. No matter the day or hour.”

      I like it. Family means everything and that says a lot about how she runs SMD. It may be her golden ticket to have success in this business.

      “Same goes for us,” Dex and I say in unison. We look at each other bumping our fists.

      “That’s what I want to see, and thank you.” Her voice softens. “In front of you is a sample of our contract.”

      “A sample?” I ask while peering at the pages in front of me.

      “Of course, I want to be sure both of us are happy with all the terms in it. If you want to add anything else, feel free to discuss it. SMD offers a five-year contract as standard, then if you want, and I hope you will, to continue or not will be up to you.”

      “Five years?” The awe in Charlie’s voice makes me hold back a smile. He’s not easy to surprise but damn, five years is a dream.

      Reading the contract, my eyes lands on the six figures and the list of events.

      Ours.

      Exclusive.

      And bigger than we could ever imagine.

      Holy fuck!

      Trying to hold back the emotions I feel right now seems impossible. My eyes stop on the program Angel has included in the folder and I feel so ready to take it seriously and give all of myself to music.

      “It says we should move to LA. Is this mandatory?” I ask, my eyes skirting to Dex and Jillian. “I mean, we have a business in Vegas and I can’t just leave it.” That’s not a problem. I have Mike and Sasha to manage it and my presence is not required.

      “It’s not mandatory, but we’ll have a lot of work to do and I guess you can ask your managers to look over Royal Casino Club, at least for a week. If you want to go back and forth daily from here to Vegas, then it’s up to you.”

      She knows about Royal? How? It’s not that we are that big but still our is a tridimensional and unique place.

      Jillian’s voice makes me snap my head at him. “The problem is mine,” she confesses. “We live together and moving here will be a nightmare.”

      “That’s not a problem at all, SMD will take care of your accommodations. If you want to move on your own or share the same house, again, it’s up to you. Just let me know.” Angel smiles but I can see her staring at Jill. We need to tell her; I don’t want news to ever leap. Jill wouldn’t overcome it again.

      “In that case we need to talk about it.” Angel moves her eyes on me and I mutter privately. Her nod makes me relax. “As for Royal, I have it covered, music is my life and I want to give it a proper shot.”

      “Awesome. We have a no drugs clause, which means if you test positive, the contract ends right away.”

      Fair enough. Not that we use any. Cigarettes and alcohol yes, but nothing more. We all nod in response.

      “Take your time to discuss if you want to move here. Either you live together or not, you’ll each have a personal bodyguard.” She stands up and points to the guy on the left, “He’s Chris, our head of security and my bodyguard, then we have Luke, Em’s shadow, Venya, Trevor, Bob, Steven and Duncan.”

      Why does Emma have a bodyguard? “My pleasure, I’m Jax, he’s Dex, Jillian, Charlie and Liam.”

      “We’ll talk about security stuff in a second moment.” Angel nods to Emma. “William is one of our producers and Jake is my brother and my left hand and last, but not less important, Harold is one of our legals.” One by one they shake our hands while staying in silence. “I’ll handle your schedule both with Emma’s help. She’s our best resource, event planner and media manager. If you need help, advice, anything at all, she’s the girl for you.”

      “We’re not that popular to need all that help but thank you.” Jill moves closer to the table curious to see what’s in the second folder in front of us. I want to know that too.

      Angel smiles. “Oh, trust me, in her hands you’ll get over the top in weeks, isn’t it, Emma?”

      “No doubts about it.” She nervously flicks the pen. “I found little information about Darkest Symphony, which would have been okay if you’d be a brand new band.”

      “Good point.” Angel adds, “Our team has collected your backstory, but we need to know more about you.”

      Peering at my hands I move my thumbs in circles. “Music has always been my way to hide from reality, and when I met the lot I knew they were my family. I play some instruments and write the lyrics. I’ve taken classes both with vocal coaches and music itself to improve my skills. To be fair we all did.” I look at all of them. “I wanted to make sure we all have the best skills to do something special but we haven’t aimed that high until now.”

      “That explains why you are so good at using your voice.” William nods.

      “I wasn’t that lucky to study music from childhood but after fifteen years I’m proud of myself,” I admit, suddenly regretting what I said. All of them are wealthy people who have studied in exclusive schools.

      “I like it. How did you guys meet?” Emma’s voice echoes in the room. I can’t help but look at her. The feeling that I’ve already met her gets stronger. But where?

      “We have known each other for ten years if not more.” Charlie points to Liam and me. “Dex joined us ten years ago and Jillian five. She was a model and performed in one of Royals’ open mic. It was hard to find and convince her to join us, but she had that special touch and craziness we needed for the band.”

      “I think I’ve been at Royals, it’s an interesting place and drinks are the cherry on top.” William peers at me with a nod.

      “Apparently I’m the only one who hasn't been there. Em said the same.” Angel smiles. “I may bribe Matthew to give me a tour this Saturday.”

      “You should, the club is sublime.” Emma nods excitedly while her cell phone pings.

      My eyes are on her. Is it possible I’ve seen her there? My heart flutters as an image pops in my head of a woman tied up. Deliciously sinful. But still, have I or is it just my deepest desire to see her tied up? “It’ll be a pleasure to have you as my guests.”
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      The moment I saw Jax’s name in my agenda, I knew I was in trouble. Big time. I’m not sure if life has a bad sense of humor or if I’m jinxed. I mean, I shouldn’t have been surprised at all since it was me who pointed the band to Vocal Keys. It was pretty hard to leave fliers around everywhere at Royals without being noticed. First time I spotted them was during a night with a wannabe who pretended to be a Dominant. Their performance gave me goosebumps and with Vocal Keys scouting for bands and singers, I pushed my luck. I tried to talk to him but it seemed to be impossible. The man has a pretty busy life and he was never alone. I did the dumbest thing I could, and dressed up, wore a wig and tried to somehow get his attention. It wasn’t easy but when he offered me a drink, I knew I did it. What was supposed to be a single chat though got out of my hand and I didn’t want to back off.

      Good thing is he hasn’t recognized me and if I’m lucky and wise, he won’t. I just have to pretend he wasn’t my first heavenly fuck I have ever had and made me feel like a woman in an exceedingly long time. Easy to say, especially when you have the biggest crush ever on the man who never dates, never kisses, and uses women for his own pleasure.

      His rules, not mine.

      Too bad my heart didn’t get them and now he’s standing in front of me while chatting with my boss and best friend.

      “Are you okay?” William's voice startles me, making me squeak. The chatter stops and everyone turns to look at me.

      Holding my iPad close on my chest I peer at William and nod. “Yep.”

      “Such a bad liar.” He chuckles, shoving his hands in the back pockets, “Let me guess, you like someone in the group.”

      “What?” My voice seems surreal as I glance over the group catching Jax and Dex staring at me. Shit, I don’t want their eyes on me. “I’m mentally planning this week to get the band ready for Saturday. The media will be on their necks as soon as the show goes live.”

      “That’s true, and because of the short notice and since it’s your aunt's birthday too, you’ll go to Vegas with them,” Angel informs me.

      What? Is she out of her mind or what? My heart stops as my blood runs cold in my veins. “There’s no need and I’m pretty sure we can work remotely.”

      “Nonsense, Em.” Angel shakes her head, “It’d be easier and faster for you to train them.” True but with him close, I’d be in danger.

      “Yes, please, and no hotel needed, we have a guest room no one uses,” Jillian says in an excited voice as she comes closer and links her arm to mine.

      “True.” Dex nods at me, “If you need a lift you can come with us.”

      The hell? “I…I have my own car but I appreciate the offer.” I sigh, feeling the urge to run away from the meeting room. Fuck! There’s no way he won’t find out I lied to him. The trust we’ve built that night can be thrown out the window. My breath increases and even if I try to play cool and follow the conversation my brain gets foggy.

      “Deep breaths,” Jax’s deep voice and his hand on my back somehow calms me, “that’s it.”

      Blinking a few times I realize Liam and Charlie are casually placed in front of us and somehow shield us but still no one notices it. As no one can see I’m combusting under his touch. Red flags, Em! My brain warns me but there’s a fight in me. A part wants to feel his touch a little bit longer while the other screams at me to run away because he exudes danger.

      “Thank you,” I mutter while taking a step back. The cold spot on my back where his hand was feels so weird but this is work and we all know mixing work and pleasure is not a good choice. “Angel, if you don’t need me I better go home and pack.”

      “Keep me posted and see you on Saturday morning.” She hands me the folder with their contract to take notes for sure.

      “Do you want us to wait for you so you can follow us?” Charlie asks while Jillian goes on her tiptoes and whispers something to Jax. Not sure why but it drives me insane.

      I’m about to reply when Jillian does it in my place, “I can come with you if you want, you won’t find the address on Google and Jax is a fast driver.”

      Smirking, I turn to reply to Jillian, “Why not, that way we can get to know each other better but I’m a fast driver too.” When I notice Jax cocking a brow at me, I can’t help but playfully shrug. What the heck am I doing?

      “Ohhh, that sounds like a challenge.” William muses while Dex nods.

      “Am I dealing with kids? Come on guys.” Angel pretends to be annoyed and talks so common sense in us. “If you get in trouble, I know nothing.” She winks at me.

      “The bets are open.” William pulls out ten bucks, “Sorry, Em.”

      “William!” I gasp while Angel hands her ten too. “You two are the worst.” I turn around while finding myself in front of Jax. He’s so close I can feel his heat and I shake my stupid brain to behave. “It's game on; see you at home.”

      The smirk on his face makes me realize I said it out loud. Shit! “Eyes on the road, Emma.” His deep, commanding voice sends shivers down my spine. Even more powerful than I remembered. Jesus Christ.

      “Seems it’s the two of us.” Jillian giggles while pulling me out of the meeting room. “Drinks are on you, Jax.”

      “Dream on, little brat.” He fires back, amusement in his voice.
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        * * *

      

      Our past defines us but mine taught me several lessons. People want to be your friend for a turnaround; and the best rule is if they don’t know anything, they can’t use anything to hurt you. I admit there have been a few exceptions like Angel and SMD staff, but they’re family and we trust each other.

      Parking the car in front of the gate, I high five Jillian and then get out and sit on my hood. “How competitive is Jax?” Even though I vow to myself to keep it professional, the truth is I want to know more about Jakson, not just as a lead singer but the man under that mask. I felt a strong connection during that night and his presence sends me strong vibes even today.

      “A lot!” Jillian says while pointing her chin toward the street. “Here they are.” The roar of his car echoes as he slows down and the gate opens. “I didn't notice Luke was following us.”

      “You won’t notice him,” I pull my sunglasses down, catching her staring at him, “unless you don’t want him to stay here too.”

      “W-What?” she stammers while blushing. “He’s handsome but not my type.” Hmm-hmm.

      Once parked in the driveway, I get out and take my bag. The curiosity is killing me but still I can’t be that straight to ask her. “Dang, sorry, I forgot you and Jax are together.” I haven’t missed how he’s focused on her and I confess I’m kind of jealous since I’d have loved to explore more of him. It seems he has changed his mind though.

      “What made you think that?” Her surprised voice makes me snap my head at her.

      “Think of what?” Jax’s voice behind me makes me jump out of my skin.

      “She thought we’re a couple,” Jillian’s head flops back in a heartfelt laugh, “We’re not, Emma. He’s like a brother to me.”

      “And you are a pain in my ass!” Jax spanks her ass before grabbing my bag. “Let’s go inside and give Emma and Luke a tour.”

      “Idiot!” She playfully punches him before running inside.

      “You’ll get used to us, and I apologize for this week in advance. The lot is a crazy one and sometimes childish.” He lets me get in first. “Make yourself home.”

      “Thank you,” I smile before stepping in. I like the vibe in here and music plays in the background while Charlie and Liam are arguing over God knows what. The open space is incredible, especially the view over Lake Mead. I grew up and spent my college break over here and had so much fun.

      “Kitchen, living room, studio, my office, library, a spare bathroom, are on this floor,” he points toward the hallway that leads opposite the staircase we’re about to step, “upstairs there are the bedrooms all of them with a private bathroom, and another office.”

      “Your bedroom is close to mine, and don’t worry the rooms are soundproofed so you won’t hear anyone snoring.” Jillian drags me toward the room. “Do we need to work right away?”

      “I’m afraid so, the agenda is packed with things you should be aware of.” I smile at her lovely pout. Jax leaves my room with a nod before disappearing downstairs. His cologne is lingering here, like a permanent presence to remind me of him.

      “Okay then, whenever you’re ready join us downstairs,” she says before heading into her room.

      Closing the door behind her I rest my back against it and breathe in. Jax's cologne has haunted my dreams and now he’s here. I’m in his house.

      You’re here for work, that’s all! You train them and get out of here!
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      “Hey, what’s up?” Jill sits in the stool at the bar counter, “It’s been days you seem miles away.”

      While cutting some fruit I crank my neck to her, “I know her. Not sure where but I’ve met her before.”

      “For real?” Jill gasps while leaning closer, “do you want me to investigate?”

      I pass some lime on the board of the glass and then press it in the sugar, “Please don’t. I’ll do it on my own.”

      She tsks a few times before looking over her shoulder. “Well, I’m here if you need help but please make it discreet. Emma seems a sweet girl.”

      “Yeah, sure. Wait a second…” Emma rushes through the patio and up to the staircase but then she pivots and goes to the living room.

      I can’t take my eyes off of her and it drives me insane. What’s all that about? Her woody perfume can be smelled everywhere. Not that I complain about it.

      “A pen…” She looks around until she peers at me and I point to the fridge behind me. “Got it.” She squashes the cell phone between her cheek and shoulder while placing her bag on the counter. “Absolutely, all noted, and thank you Xander. I’ll send you an email to confirm everything…” Her words become distant when Jill nails pokes the marble. Annoyed, I peer at her while she points to the card inside Emma’s wallet. My pulse accelerates while silent words fly between me and Jill.

      “Of course, you’ll be the first ever to have them, and I can’t spoil more than I’ve already done.” Emma hums and then says goodbye while I finish preparing the drinks.

      Our days have been pretty packed after the first meeting and god damned I couldn’t remember where I met her. We agreed to sign the contract with SMD and when I told her our decision the sparkle I saw in her eyes left me speechless. It drives me crazy not wrapping my head on where I saw her. I was aiming to be alone with her and try to figure out but she’s always on her phone or in a meeting with Angel. It’s like she never stops and what’s worse, I couldn’t spend some time with her.

      “And it’s done.” Emma sighs, while placing her iPad on the counter, she steals the strawberry out of my hand. “Please tell me our drinks are ready, because I need it!”

      “Of course, ma’am.” I wink at her while shaking Liam’s mojito.

      Her cheeks paint in rose while she hums, tasting the delicious strawberry. “Do I have time for another phone call?”

      Jill takes the cell phone out of her hand, “Nope, it’s celebration time and we do it in style.”

      “Jill, no.” I call her back. Our games are wild and Emma is not used to it.

      Emma peers at me and then at Jill, “Why not?”

      “Come on, it’s a way to know her better and let her into our family.” Jill whines, “Please.”

      “What are you afraid of, Jax?” The curiosity in Emma’s voice makes her so freaking irresistible.

      The hell is wrong with me? I need to get a fucking grip. Not that she’s showing interest or whatsoever but I haven’t missed how she tenses when I get close. Or her pulse increases when I sit near her. Maybe it’s just me. Those are the signals I love because they can’t be hidden. It’s instinct and I like them.

      “He’s afraid you’ll run away.” Jillian spills it out, earning a deadly look from me. Why is she so nosey for God’s sake?

      Emma laughs while her eyes land on her open wallet. “I haven’t run from facing one of my biggest fears, figures I’ll do for a game.”

      “Awesome,” Jill grins at me, “this should be mine.” She grabs her drink off the trailer and walks away.

      Emma seems focused on her keyboard rather than me and I take a second to drink her in, forcing myself to remember where I’ve met her. “Could I ask for some advice?”

      “Sure, I’m here for it.” Emma keeps typing before opening another email. She’s fast at reading and typing out a reply.

      “It’s personal and not in the public domain yet,” I confess while washing the stools.

      Emma turns to peer at me before locking the screen. After she closes the iPad cover she hops on the counter beside me. “Feel free to share, I’m good at keeping secrets.”

      “Is there a way to keep it that way? I mean… secret?”

      “If a question makes you uncomfortable then, yeah, you’re in charge of the interview no matter how pushy they can be. You can dismiss it, skip to the next one or just say no comment.” She shrugs, “Keep in mind they’ll try to dig more though. Media are curious about newbies, especially the dark and handsome ones.” She shuts her eyes and laughs, “Yeah, you got the point.”

      “Kinda like it.” Chuckling, I take a strawberry and give it to her. Emma opens her mouth, eyes locked on mine while she bites into it. A shiver runs down my spine while my pulse accelerates. A drop of juice runs down the side of her mouth and she licks it, making my cock twitch. Those eyes.

      “I don’t think Royal is a problem, isn’t it?” she asks before biting into the strawberry again.

      “I’m proud of my club, and people will always talk about it. You can find the casino, the restaurant and something more sinful if you want. I’ve kept them separate to grant anonymity to my clients.” My eyes skirt toward Jillian, “It’s not my past I’m afraid will hurt me.”

      “Royals is my secret spot too, Jax, and I love that club and restaurant too, the chef is fantastic.” She giggles, “But if Jillian has something she wants to keep secret then we can work on it. How bad is it?”

      “Bad, but it’s not my story to tell.” Of course not. My gut says to trust Emma but it should be Jill’s choice to tell her not mine.

      “Okay,” Emma hops off the counter, “I'll be here for two more days if she wants to talk and then you’ll get rid of me.”

      The problem is I don’t want to. I got used to having her around already more than I thought it’d have been possible. It happened more than once when we were heading upstairs to go to bed but instead of going to my room I almost go into hers. It’s so weird but still I can’t figure out why I’m so pulled toward her. Never ever happened with a woman. Her cell phone pings and she’s about to grab it but I scoop her up over my shoulder, “No, that’s enough work for today.”

      “Jax, put me down.” She wiggles.

      I spank her ass thinking she’d complain; instead, she moans. The pink print of my hand over her skin makes me crave to lick it but I summon that feeling. “Stay still or I’ll drop the drinks,” I warn her before taking the trail in my other hand.

      “If you drop me I swear god, I’ll bite you.” She scoffs while I pretend to drop her, “Jax.” She screams and wraps her arms on my waist.

      “Ohhh, love the view,” Charlie whistles while Liam and Dex applaud. Should I put her down? Reminding myself she wears those freaking shorts that drive me insane, I do. Her ass should be displayed just for me. The moment the thought makes way in my head I want to slap myself.

      I’m losing my mind for sure because I’ve avoided being in a relationship and now all I want is to claim her. Is a primal urge and her teasing me doesn’t help. She’s not doing it on purpose, on the contrary. Em tries to control herself, I can see it, but it’s all natural and can’t stop herself.

      “Beach volleyball or billiards?” Jill asks.

      “Either works for me.” She sticks her tongue out to me, “Make sure to make it worth the hype though, I’ve been told you guys like to do it in style.”

      “That’s a tease, Jax.” Dex smirks at me while holding the drink up, “I want to toast.” We take our drinks while Emma tries to back off.

      Stepping behind her she bumps into my front, “You can’t run away.” I murmur.

      She looks over her shoulder, “Because you’re going to spank me again?”

      I blow on her neck, “Is that an invitation?” Her body shivers and the way she leans on me skirts me back at the New Year’s party. The brunette who haunted my dreams and I couldn’t find again. I can’t believe she let me take her virginity and after that amazing night she disappeared into thin air.

      “You’ve got your chance.” She giggles while her cell phone rings, “Be right back.” I follow her walk away before the creepy feeling of being watched sinks in. Finding the guys staring at me with a shitty smile on their face makes me roll my eyes.

      “Don’t.” I’m not an easy person to be with, my standards are high, my limits too not to mention my routine. I had a few relationships; they never last more than a week. I was looking for that sparkle and fire I’ve experienced with Brey but it never came. Brey was the only woman who moved my heart and that’s the main reason I pushed my personal life back and focused more on music and the club.

      “I’m ready to celebrate.” Emma comes back with a smile on her face, “Mackenzie Jackroll wants to meet y’all and that’s the best news ever since her popularity is on top!” I feel the urge to scoop her up but instead I wrap my arm around her shoulder and pull her closer.

      “Yeah, baby,” Liam and Charlie high five. “You’re a star, Em.”

      “Okay, here’s to a new beginning, a new adventure and to an even stronger family.” Dex toasts, “But I’ll miss your shitty faces.”

    

  


  
    
      
        
          [image: ]
        

      

      The week is coming to an end and it was one of the best I’ve ever spent since the New Year’s party. It’s eating me up and makes me feel a coward not facing Jax but honestly what the hell should I tell him?

      Hey, Jax, you know I am Brey?

      It’d be too blunt and will ruin everything now. I lied to him even though it was for a good purpose but still I lied. Rule one: No lies. Communication is the key. And that rule has been broken even before he could say it. What should I do? I want to face him but fear to loose this friendship scares me. And again, if he finds out how would he react? No, I have to talk to him and that’s it.

      Biting my nails I peer at the guys playing volleyball. On Monday I’ll go back to my routine and travel but I’ll carry Jillian’s friendship with me. It’s insane how fast we become friends and I adore her spitfire attitude and confidence. Yeah, I definitely need to talk to him before I go away.

      
        
          
            
              
        Angel: See you at Royals, maybe I can meet your crush too. Also I need an update on how it's going over there too. Are the guys treating you good?

      

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
              
        Me: Trust me he’ll be there and I won’t since on Monday afternoon I’ll fly over Italy before going to Tokyo and I have tons of emails awaiting for me.

      

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
              
        Angel: No way, Em. Can you smell it? It’s bullshit. What’s the real reason?

      

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
              
        Me: It’s too complicated but we’ll talk when I'm back. Promise.

      

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
              
        Angel: Is that bad?

      

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
              
        Me: Nope. Don’t worry. As for the band, they’re ready but you should talk with Jillian, there’s something personal that they’re hiding and I can’t wrap my head about it.

      

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
              
        Angel: Thanks for the heads-up. You know I’m here for you too, don’t you?

      

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
              
        Me: And I appreciate it, but it’s personal, nothing to do with the job and before you say it, I’ll fix it.

      

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
              
        Angel: Okay, see you at Royals though. Don’t make me beg. I haven’t been in a BDSM club in a lifetime.

      

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
              
        Me: You can’t play that card on me, missy! We’ll see, but I can’t promise.

      

      

      

      

      

      The guys come closer and I focus back on my laptop. I wasn’t lying, my inbox is full of emails for Darkest Symphony and I like it. Creating buzz is my jam and even though I’m not hundred percent focused, I need to sort everything out before leaving.

      Jillian sits next to me and peers at my laptop, “You have two minutes before Jax comes to drag you outta here.”

      Snapping my head at her I scoff, “Don’t think so.” But I’m not new to his headshots and on the corner of my eyes I check the beach. Jax has tried to involve me in so many activities making me feel part of their family and at the same time I craved even more. I can see how he tries to end up next to me, like a casualty, but it’s not. Last night we watched movies on the porch and he pulled up my legs in his lap. I don’t even remember what he said but after a while it all felt natural and I leaned on his shoulder. I haven’t missed his smirk when he lifted his arm to make me snuggle, but it felt so good that I focused on nothing else than his breath. My body has its own life when he’s closer. I love it but at the same time I did the worst thing ever: let my guard down.

      “I warned you.” She shrugs, snapping me back from my thoughts. Her eyes end on my screen, “A flight confirmation?”

      “Work stuff, but I’ll be back soon,” I murmur while I see Jax's reflection on my screen. I don’t have time to say something when Jillian takes my laptop off my legs with a devilish grin. “What are you… no!” I try to complain while Jax scoops me up.

      “I kinda got used to it, you know?” His deep voice makes me shiver while I cling to his neck. Me too.

      “I can walk by myself.” I complain while he carries me down the beach. I get lost in his eyes while my lungs seem not to want to collaborate. Feeling my feet getting wet I blink realizing what he’s up to. “No fucking way, I don’t…” I try to warn him but within seconds his hands release me, I instinctively cover my face before getting underwater. Fucking bastard! The warm water envelops me but I feel his arm pulling me up.

      “Refreshing, isn’t it?” His cocky grin gets on my nerves until his eyes leave my face and darken when he notices my dress is now transparent.

      “Yeah.” I splash him while walking past, “Should I remind you I’m here for work and not to please you?” Even if I’d love to do both.

      Jax growls before dragging me back, “You won’t go out of the water.” His eyes are locked with mine.

      “Says who?” I roll my eyes at him while the guys join us, throwing Jillian in the water.

      “Me,” Jax growls while wrapping his arms around me. “Tell me you’re wearing a swimsuit underneath.”

      “You should find it for yourself.” I giggle while his arms tighten around me. And again my heart hammers in my chest but this time I embrace all the feelings and let them lull me. I can feel his hard cock brushing against my stomach and it’s all I need to confirm this is not something I’m dreaming or making up. Since January I’ve dreamed and craved for his touch and now I’m here in his arms. “I do, Jax,” I pant while leaning into him.

      “Fuck.” He releases me and dives into the lake. I know that feeling too.

      “Hey, Em, fancy a beach volleyball match?” Dex calls me, making me spin around.

      “Count me in.” While mentally shaking my arousal away, I swim back to the shore. Taking off my drenched dress I squeeze it and place it on the chair before tying my hair in a bun.

      Jax joins us minutes later acting as if nothing has happened and of course he’s in my same team along with Dex.

      In the past days I’ve noticed their routine and they like to play beach volleyball. Jillian and Charlie are a great duo and Liam has a great shot which usually tends to aim on the right line. That's where I take my place.

      “The losers will cook.” Jillian smirks while winking at me.

      “So what’s on the menu?” I fire back, “Or can we order whatever flows our boat?”

      “That’s the spirit, little one.” Dex chuckles fisting our bumps. I haven’t missed Jax flexing his muscles while clenching his fists. I love to think he’s jealous, but at the same time I know he’s not.

      I admit their game is great but the balance our team has found is incredible. It’s like we’ve played together for a lifetime.

      “Mine,” I shout while saving it from the corner and passing it to Dex who marks a point. We high five and get back on our position. The more we switch the more we cover each other’s backs. We’re a great team and I know deep down I’ll miss them. My schedule is getting insane since I’m the one taking care of SMD’s concerts abroad.

      The guys hop for a wall before that ball flies on our part marking a point for them. We’re even and sweaty as hell. The sand is all over our body but I’m loving this match.

      And well, my view is the best ever.

      When Liam sends the ball in the right corner I knew it’d end inside. I throw myself and save it while Jax passes it to Dex, who marks our last point.

      “Yeah, baby.” Jax helps me to get up, “You okay?” He stares at me and I feel like melting.

      I nod while he’s still holding my hands. “I need a shower.” I giggle while his eyes darken. Charlie hits his back with the ball and I can’t help but burst out laughing.

      “You better run!” Jillian pushes him away.

      “I’ll chase your ass to hell and back.” Jax roars while he sprints after Charlie. This is the bond I like to see and will take them places for sure. I nod at Jillian for the great game and back off toward the house and then to my room.

      After a shower and a phone call with my aunt Trish, I pick the dress for the party before texting Luke to get the car ready.

      In the kitchen Charlie stops to look at me. “Isn’t it too formal for dinner?”

      Looking at my floral dress I giggle. I just put it on since I wanted to solve a problem first. “I won’t join you for dinner, but will be back before midnight.” I wink at him while taking a grape, “Have you seen Jax?”

      “In his studio.” Dex spins around with a grin on his face, “Looking great, Em. Should I be jealous? Where are you going?”

      Shaking my head I move toward the hallway, not replying to his question and then stop in front of the studio. After staring at the door for a few minutes I push my luck and walk in. Jax is writing something down with his back at me when he stops and takes the headset off. The thrum of my heart is so loud that I’m sure it can be heard. Still, I knock on the door and walk in, “Hey, Jax, do you have a moment?”

      “Sure, what’s up.” He pivots the chair and his eyes land on me. “Is everything okay?”

      I nod, trying to hold his gaze, but I can’t, I lean my ass against the desk, peering at my bare feet. “I need to confess something.”

      “Okay…” He drags his chair closer. “If you’re avoiding looking at me it means it’s something bad. Have I done something wrong?”

      You bet you did. You've been haunting my dreams since forever. Since the night we’ve spent together he became my obsession but still I didn’t dare to talk to him. Now though, I need him to know who I am even if he will reject me. “I’m about to broke one of your club’s rules.” I admit while nervousness is creeping closer.

      Jax gets up and lifts my chin until our eyes meet, “My club?” he chuckles. “Which one? Are you planning to cheat and count the cards?”

      His leg is between my legs and I can already feel his heat crawl on me. I can’t. Shit!

      “No, never mind.” I shake my hand trying to move away.

      He places the hand on the desk right next to my hip and cages me. “What have you done?” His voice seems to control my heartbeat. Gosh, he’s so close. I should look up instead of staring at his chest.

      “We’ve met already.” I inspire and hold my breath, waiting for his reaction. “But I… I told you I’m Brey.” I dare to lift my eyes up.

      His eyes widens, but says nothing. The second gets longer and I admit the fear subside, being replaced by the rejection. What I was thinking of? He’s out of my league and can have anyone who wants just with one word.

      I try to move away but the moment I do, his hand lands on my hip and puts me back in place.

      “Why Brey?”

      “It’s my middle name.” I breathe while he gets even closer. It’s intoxicating and I’m feeling all my willpower fade away, “Jax...”

      “Shhh,” he sniffs my neck, sending shivers down my spine, “I couldn’t forget your perfume, Em.” His lips brush over my neck making me Jell-O right away. I try to press my thigh together instead I do with his leg. “Mmm, I like how your body still reacts to me.” His deep voice sinks in my heart, while the jolts irradiating from his hand make      me dizzy. “So fucking perfect.” He grunts while our eyes lock and our breaths synchronize. My mind goes blank and all I crave is a kiss. We’re inches apart, his breath tickles my lips and I lick them. He licks mine too while a moan leaves my parted lips.

      “Hey Em…” Jill bursts into the studio. “Oh shoot.” She gasps as my cell phone keeps thrilling in her hand. Jax doesn’t move and I want him to continue and take hold of my lips.
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      “I should go.” Her shaky voice makes me move away while the cold emptiness hits my body instantly. There was something about Emma that scattered tons of forbidden feelings and now I can understand why. The woman who has haunted my dreams for months is here. In front of me. In my house.

      Mentally I shake myself and try to regain some willpower she seems to steal off each time I’m close to her. “Okay,” I mutter while watching her walk away. I’ll make damn sure we’ll talk about it later. I’ll lock the door to make sure you won’t run away anymore.

      “I’m so sorry, Jax.” Jill whines. “I let it ring but it got too insistent.”

      Placing my arm around her shoulder I tug her closer, “It’s okay, we’ll have time.”

      “I kinda like the sound of it.” She giggles, “I love the chemistry between you two.”

      “Me too.” I admit while walking in the kitchen. The food aroma makes my mouth water. Letting the three of them cook wasn’t a bad idea after all.

      Luke snatches a roasted potato while sinking in a stool. “Hey Jax, today’s the night. “

      I hold a beer out for him. “And I can’t wait.”

      He shakes his head, “I’ll pass since I’ll drive tonight.”

      “I’m ready.” Emma’s voice makes me turn around. The black short dress fits perfectly on her. Even too much. “See you later.” She waves us goodbye while wearing her sunglasses.

      “Where are you going?” I stupidly ask. The words leave my mouth before I can stop them.

      “A date and you’re making her late.” Liam pats my shoulder, “Have fun!”

      “Will do.” She smiles before leaving the house.

      A date?

      With whom?

      Where?

      I haven’t realized I’m still watching the door when Jill places the cutlery in my hand. “At least help us.”

      I blink a few times, “W-what?”

      “It’s dinner time.” Charlie sing-songs while bringing a bowl of salad on the table.

      “Yeah, sure.” I peer at the cutlery, “Hope you cooked something good.”

      Taking a seat, I realize the chair near me is empty and the weird feeling that follows hits me. In the last week I’ve gotten used to having her around, seated near me and now, now I feel alone.

      “Since Emma is not here, I want to buy her a gift for all the hard work she’s done this week for us. Any idea?” Dex asks.

      “I tried to find out what she likes but still have no clue. What about a new portable cup? With our signature on it.” Jill shrugs, “The one she has is a simple gray one and she takes it everywhere.”

      “It may be an idea.” Charlie nods, “Have you seen our socials?”

      “Not yet, Em is keeping us away from them,” Jill giggles, “but she has scheduled everything and our agenda looks pretty packed. If you promise to keep it a secret, she told me we’ll open a few concerts this year.”

      “That’s awesome.” I munch my morsel trying to shut my brain that wants to know where she went. A date… I should have asked her more. Stopped her. The fuck is wrong with me?

      

      After hours of watching my cell phone, I focus on the show. Today marks a new beginning for us and I can’t wait to start this new journey. I know it won’t be easy but this is what we’ve worked for. I’ve penned so many new tracks that I can’t wait to hear Angel’s opinion.

      Hours pass by and I’m the only one who hasn't enjoyed the dinner, or show. I was way too focused wondering what she’s doing. Only the thought of someone else touching her drives me crazy. The guys go to bed and I pour myself some whiskey while waiting for Em. It’s insane she’s not already here. When the door finally opens and she walks in, she takes her heels off and fumbles with her cell phone.

      “Did you have fun?” I ask while drinking my liquor.

      Her shoes drop on the floor while I switch on the lamp. “Jax, for fuck’s sake.”

      I didn’t want to startle her but it seems she wasn’t expecting me to be awake at one a.m.. She’s my responsibility and I need to be sure she comes back safe. Not to mention we have a conversation to finish.

      Emma leaves her clutch and cell phone on the couch and approaches me. “Why are you awake?”

      I cock a brow at her silly question. What should I suppose to answer? Because I’m obsessed with you? Jealousy was eating me up? “I wanted to make sure you got home safe.”

      “Thank you but I wasn’t alone.” My grip on the glass tightens and she takes it off.

      While drinking her in I ask again, “Did you have fun?” I focus on my breath trying to calm down and don’t make her sense how nervous I am.

      “Of course,” she smiles before moving closer.

      I grab her hips and pull her astride me, “Did he touch you?” She looks confused by my question. “Your date.”

      “What are you talking about? I was at my auntie’s birthday’s party, Jax.” I can hear the amusement in her voice. “Wait, that’s why you’re awake? You thought I was with someone?”

      I move my gaze away but she cups my face and brings it back in place. My hands move over her back and shoulders until I grab the back of her head and bring her closer. “No one else touched me.” Her words sink deep, her breath quickens but still she’s waiting. Kissing has always been off limits for me but now it’s the only thing I want. Need. Taking hold of her lips, the muffled moan she makes sinks deep in my bones. My heart slows its beat, as does time. Emma kisses me back as if her life depends on it and I fucking love it. The heat rushes through my body, making me crave for more. I was waiting for this moment for what seems ages.

      “Jax,” she pants on my lips when I break our kiss.

      The urge of claiming her is stronger than ever, but I want her to want it too. And if she lets me, I’d do anything for her. As if Emma could sense my trepidation she reaches for the hem of my t-shirt and pulls it up. My hands hover over her legs, reaching her dress. Her aroused scent brings out the animal in me and I get up the couch with her in my arms. “I won’t drop you, baby,” I whisper while her arms tightens around me.

      “I know.” She murmurs on my neck, “You’d never.” Her teeth graze it before kissing it. It’s a torture and thousand times better than I remembered. Her lips on my skin is heaven, putting me ablaze.

      “Fuck Em, I need you.” I growl while shutting the door of my bedroom. It’s an urge I have never felt before.

      I feel her smile on my skin and I let her down. Her lips brush over my chest, while her tongue flips over my nipples. Her eyes are veiled with passion and that’s the look I was waiting to see again.

      Emma gets on her knees, eyes on me while stopping at my waistband. “Can I, Daddy?”

      Tucking at her hair I force her head back and I bend down to brush my lips over hers, “No need to ask permission, baby girl, not tonight.” The devilish grin makes my heart pound. I know how heavenly her mouth around my cock feels and how good she is to pull me in what I’ve been told is called a Dom space. When the warmth of her mouth wraps around my thickness, I flop my head back enjoying the feeling. The deeper she takes me, the more I’m losing my control. Pace and silence envelops me, shutting down the world outside. There’s just the two of us.

      Her moans reverberate on my cock and I can help but push my hips further. “Such a good girl,” I praise while pushing my cock deep down her throat. Her eyes waters and those tears are something I’ve always wanted to see. When I pull myself out, she complains but doesn’t wait. Em grabs my cock and jerks it while sucking my balls. The familiar shiver is showing up way to soon, I want her cunt to milk my cock before coming but fuck me she’s a blissful vision.

      “Off the dress Em, I want you displayed on my bed.” I demand while she pumps and sucks hard on my dick. “Now!”

      She gets up and throws the dress away while walking backward toward the bed. She sits on the edge, takes her thong off and spreads her legs for me. The goddess in front of me is pure perfection. She cups her tits I can’t wait to taste again, while one hand travels south. I can see her glistening pussy and I’m so ready to dive in that paradise. Emma sinks two fingers inside of her, a soft moan leaving her mouth while I take a condom and tear the pouch with my teeth. Our eyes lock while the only noise is the wetness between her thighs. My stomach flutters with anticipation while approaching her as a predator does with his prey. Em takes out the fingers coated in her juices and brings it up. I catch it and take them in my mouth, licking her sweetness before placing her legs over my shoulders and mercilessly devouring her cunt.

      “Oh my…” she pants while wiggling her hips.

      Grabbing at her hips, I pull her closer, “Hold it for me, baby, don’t you fucking dare to come.”

      “God…” she cries, convulsing already. I bite her clit. “The fuck did I do?”

      “You’re allowed to scream my name, baby girl, only mine. Not God, not Lucifer or whatever saint.” Her eyes are burning into mine, and the words just leave my mouth, “You’re mine.” I don’t even try to hold them back. That’s what I want. This pace, this state of mind and burning passion to last forever.

      “Make me,” she pleads.

      Sinking in her cunt with one thrust, I stretch her walls built the desire to fuck her senseless but I don’t want to rush it since I’m the first hanging on a thread. Wrapping my hand around her neck, I squeeze it making her roll her eyes backward. Working my hips faster I feel she struggles to hold her orgasm already looming powerful and I want all of them.

      “Come for Daddy, baby girl.” When her cunt squeezes me I hammer more, filling her up.
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      After a shower, I sneak out of Jax’s room and hide in mine. After braiding my hair and wearing a pair of shorts and a top, I head downstairs. The delicious bacon smell makes my stomach grumble.

      “You look happy.” Charlie's voice make me stop in track.

      “I always am,” Jax replies. I want to move a step forward but I’m afraid to be caught eavesdropping.

      “Nah, you look different and less grumpy.” It seems to be Dex’s voice but I can’t see from where I am. “You got laid.”

      “Is it because of Emma?” Liam asks.

      “Wait, you and…”

      “Emma? What makes you think it’s because of her?” Jax’s voice cuts him off, his tone more serious now.

      “Dunno, you two look friendly and I admit she’s gorgeous,” Liam continues.

      “Nah, she’s not my type. I wanted to make her feel part of the family and involve her in our life since she has her nose on her laptop all day.” Jax replies. “She did a lot for us this week and I thought it was nice to… you know...”

      I cover my mouth with my hands while I spin around and go back to my room. My foot slips over the last step but I manage to stay up while everything becomes blurry.

      The words echo in my ears, searing into my heart like a knife. I can’t believe what I just overheard. The pain is raw, unbearable, as his words confirm my worst fears—that I was nothing more than a temporary distraction, an amusement to fill his time. What was I expecting? It’s just the way he is.

      Fetching my cellphone, I frantically type out a text to Luke before letting it drop on my bed.

      My hands tremble as I hurriedly pack my bags, trying to hold back the tears that threaten to spill over. How could I have been so blind? I thought we shared something real, something meaningful and for once he would have chosen me. Truth is I knew his rules but still I fooled myself.

      I grab my suitcase and take one last look at the bedroom. With a heavy heart, I make my way to the door, steeling myself for what lies ahead.

      As I step out onto the hallway, I take a deep breath, determined to find solace and clarity in this storm of emotions. Jax’s words replay in my mind, fueling my resolve to walk away from the illusion before getting hurt even more.

      “Hey, Em, where are you going?” Jillian’s voice makes me freeze in place.

      Gripping on my bag, I shrug. “Hey, I have a meeting in LA,” I lie.

      “You sure?” She grips my shoulders and spins me around, “You seem ready to cry.”

      “My face soap creeps in my eyes, I’m fine.” I giggle, silently praying that she believes it.

      “I hate when it happens.” She sighs, “Come let’s have breakfast.” Jill links her arm to mine and we head downstairs.

      “And here’s the ladies.” Dex chuckles, “Jax made pancakes and Emma, trust me, you’ll love them.”

      “Why the bag?” Jax asks, placing the plate with pancakes on the kitchen island.

      “I…” My eyes skirt to Luke since I’ve informed him already.

      “If you’re ready,” Luke gets up, “we can hit the road, I don’t want to get stuck in the traffic jam.”

      “I am, let me grab a coffee first,” I say while walking in the kitchen. Act normally, relax, and breathe. I pour myself a cup of coffee and drink it under Jax’s surprised gaze as he approaches.

      “Is everything okay?” he asks as I drink as fast as I can.

      I nod. “See you at Royals tonight.” Maybe, I silently add while forcing a smile.

      He comes closer but I shake my head, “If you need a lift let me know.”

      “I’m good.” I say while rinsing my cup, “Thank you all for the hospitality and see you tonight.”

      “I’ll miss you, Em.” Jill squeezes me in a hug, “Text me, okay?”

      “Absolutely, I’m a call away whenever you need me.” I wink at her while one at a time the guys come to say goodbye. Jax stares at me and I wear my glasses avoiding his gaze before I leave the house.

      Luke peers at me and I shake my head at him, “Not now.”

      With a mixture of anger and sadness, I hail in my car while Luke waves goodbye, my destination clear in my mind. I need to regain some common sense before tonight and going back to LA means I should inform Angel, which I’m not that fond of.

      “Em, what’s wrong?” Luke peers at me in the rearview.

      “I haven’t slept much and I’m a bit nervous,” I lie but it makes him shut up and leave me alone.

      “Okay, now seriously, what’s going on?”

      I feel the tears roll down my cheeks and I flop my head back shutting my eyes.
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        * * *

      

      The night at Royal is a blur of lights, laughter, and music. During the dinner where I put up a happy face and act like nothing happened, it was easy since Jax was missing but I couldn’t miss Luke’s stare. After moving in the music area, surrounded by strangers and my friends, I dance, losing myself in the rhythm, hoping to forget even for a moment the ache that still lingers in my heart. But deep down, I know escapism won’t heal the wounds left by Jax’s words. I was too stupid and now I’m paying the consequences of my stupidity. Tonight I want to celebrate and forget everything, erasing the pain that slays me.

      As the night progresses, I catch the eye of a stranger. He approaches me with a charming smile, offering a brief respite from the pain that threatens to consume me. There’s an undeniable attraction, and for a fleeting moment, I allow myself to be swept away by the allure of something new. He joins our table and I introduce him to everyone. Jax is nowhere to be seen but Jill assured me he’s taking care of something at the Casino and will join us soon.

      Trey, the new guy, has his arm around my shoulders and I lean into his embrace. I know the exact moment Jax has joined the room and spotted us. I can feel his eyes on my back but I don’t care. Laughing at a joke, I look up at Trey and he winks at me. There’s a genuine fire in his eyes that ignites a spark within me—a reminder that I am more than the hurt I carry. The cell phone keeps buzzing in my clutch, getting on my nerves and I peek at it.

      
        
          
            
              
        Jax: The fuck you’re doing, Em?

      

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
              
        Jax: Lose him, now.

      

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
              
        Jax: Em, I swear god I’ll break all his fucking fingers if he touches you again.

      

      

      

      

      

      I know it’s an awful payback but that’s okay, I read the texts and lock the cell phone back, ignoring him.

      When Jax finally joins our table, I can feel his eyes burning me but again I play cool and lean on Trey’s arms. He leans closer but I rest my forehead against his chest.

      “Can I have a word?” The hardness in Jax’s voice didn’t pass unnoticed to any of the presents.

      Lazily and with an annoyed voice I ask, “With me?” Jax clenches his jaw a few times before nodding. I get up and follow him toward the bar.

      “What are you doing?” he snaps at me.

      “Enjoying my night?” I fire back. Not that I have to explain anything to him. I turn my back to him and walk to our group, leaving him standing there.

      As the night draws to a close and the others go to the Club, I make a bold choice—I leave with Trey. The guy gets the hint I don’t want company outside the Club but he walks me to my car and wishes me goodnight.

      The night ends in my apartment, alone. As I lie there, tangled in the sheets, the emptiness seeps back in, mingling with a sense of loss. Trey has offered a temporary distraction, but it can never replace what I thought I had with Jax. It was all in my head and I fooled myself. Unfortunately, not everyone gets a happy ending.

      With a heavy heart, I slip out of my bed, and start packing my luggage for the weeks I’ll be off. The weight of my actions settles upon me, a reminder of the depths to which my pain has driven me.

      But despite the anguish, a flicker of strength stirs within me. I won’t let Jax’s words define me. I won’t allow myself to be swallowed by bitterness. I’m ready to face the consequences of my choices, to rebuild my shattered illusions, and who knows one day find a love that is genuine and true.
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      I’ve always carried the weight of my insecurities on my shoulders, a constant reminder of a past filled with uncertainty and loneliness. Growing up in a foster home, I never had a sense of belonging, of having a place to call home. But then Emma entered my life, and somehow she became my anchor in a world of chaos.      I don’t know how it was possible but she got under my skin way too fast. Fuck my rules and all the bullshit, all I need is her. My heart is throbbing making even my breathing unbearable. Fuck, it’s been ages since I got wasted. I’m too old for this shit! I swallow a couple of ibuprofen and grab my keys. I should have followed her. Asked her why the fuck she was acting so freaking weird, instead I choose alcohol.

      Now, as I stand outside Emma’s apartment, I feel the familiar grip of insecurity tighten around my heart. She’s been distant, evading my calls and messages, leaving me to wonder what have I done wrong. The emptiness I feel without her by my side is suffocating each day. I need her more than ever, but it seems like she’s disappeared from my life.

      I find myself digging deep, battling against the self-doubt that threatens to consume me. Did I do something to push her away? I can’t help but question if I’m enough for her. Maybe she has found out about my childhood and if my past is a stain that she can’t overlook.

      Desperation drives me to find her, to understand why she’s shut me out. I manage to track down her current address from a Royals member. Yeah, I am that desperate. Praying I’ll find her waiting inside, ready to listen and offer some explanation because seeing her with someone else broke my heart. But as I stand outside her door, anxiety courses through my veins, tightening my muscles. The door remains closed, and she’s nowhere to be found.

      A wave of disappointment crashes over me, threatening to drown me in its depths. I try to quell the panic rising within me, reminding myself that she might just be out for a while. But my insecurities claw at the corners of my mind, whispering doubts that I can’t ignore. What if she’s deliberately avoiding me? What if I’ve lost the one person who made me feel like I had a home? I thought we had something special. Ours. But now I’m the one wondering what the hell I did wrong.

      Unable to bear the uncertainty any longer, I start reaching out to the only person who might have some answers.

      “Hey, Jax,” Angel's voice reaches from the speakerphone.

      Sitting on the hood of my car I peer at my feet. “Hi Angel, do you have a moment?”

      “Sure, what’s up?”

      “Would it be possible to have a meeting with Emma?” I feel so dumb asking her but still she’s the only one that can help me.

      “A meeting? Is everything okay?” The concern in her voice makes me want to slap myself, she’s my boss after all.

      “Yeah, I just need to…” I pause to come up with an excuse. Not that I can tell her the real reason, “to discuss some options about an apartment I’ve seen here.”

      She hums, “Then shoot her an email, Jax. Emma is in Europe at the moment since we’re organizing Devil’s Sides’ concerts in Italy.”

      Her words are like a cold shower. In Italy.

      “Jax, are you still there?”

      Shaking my head, I unlock the car and get inside. “Yeah, will do it, thank you, Angel.”

      “No worries. The nine-hour difference is a bugger so it may take her some hours to get it back to you, but she’s always reachable.”

      No, she’s not. Texts and phone calls seem to go unnoticed.

      “Okay, thanks Angel.” Emma’s been actively engaging with others, responding to their messages and calls, but the silence she reserves for me is deafening.

      Confusion and hurt mingle inside me, intertwining with the insecurities that have plagued me for so long. My mind races, searching for a logical explanation. What have I done to make her resent me? Was my attention not enough to anchor her in the same way she did with me?

      As days turn into weeks, my attempts to reach out to her go unanswered. The pain of rejection grows unbearable, slowly chipping away at my resolve. Yet, deep down, I can’t abandon the flicker of hope that lingers within me. What I feel for Emma refuses to fade, despite the torment of her absence. I won’t let my insecurities win this battle. I must confront the pain head-on, find the strength to communicate with her openly, and discover if there’s still a chance for us, if what was between us can withstand the weight of our individual struggles.
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        * * *

      

      Taking my cell phone out, I dial Mac’s number. I need advice since I suck at relationships.

      “Jackson, is everything okay?” Dad’s voice makes me realize it’s dark outside. When did the hours fly by?

      “Hi Dad,” I sigh, “Are you busy?”

      He chuckles, “Never been for ya. What’s wrong?”

      “I fucked up, Dad.” I pinch the bridge of my nose, “I don’t even know what I did wrong and now she’s in Europe and avoids me.”

      “Ah, now I get it. Heart problems.” He pauses, making me wonder why am I so dumb, “I thought this moment would never come. Who’s she?”

      “Emma.” I lean back on the couch, “Do you remember the girl I met at the New Year’s party?”

      “Hmm-hmm.”

      I let out a deep breath, “Well, turns out she works for SMD too.”

      “And she’s against it because you’re colleagues?” Dad asks. “For some the ethic means more than anything.”

      “We’ve spent a week together and I thought it wasn’t so. But then something has changed and now she’s avoiding me.” I clench my fist trying to release the anger that mounts.

      “You fell for her, didn’t you?” he chuckles. Have I? “I know it may scare you but you should talk to her and open your heart.”

      “But what if she doesn’t feel the same, Dad?” I sit straight when Jill sits opposite me with her ice cream jar.

      “If you don’t tell her how can she know? Trust your gut, Jax, and follow your heart.” Follow my heart? I’ve always been in control but now I feel like I have any control anymore.

      “Thank you, Dad.” I massage my pulsing temple while trying to erase my headache.

      I take a deep breath, mustering the courage to face the unknown, to fight for her. Emma may be physically distant, but the bond we share is something I refuse to let go of. I’ll keep pushing forward, hoping that she’ll open up to me once more, allowing me to prove that even if I’m not perfect I can love her unconditionally.

      “She who? Emma?” Jill crosses her legs and peers at me.

      “Jill, don’t,” I mumble while pushing myself up on the couch.

      “She’s hurt, Jax. I don’t know what you’ve done but you should fix it,” she says before eating a spoon of ice cream.

      “Fix what, Jillian? I thought everything was great between us and the next day she flirts with someone else.” I snap at her regretting it right away. “I’m sorry, I didn’t mean to.”

      She narrows her eyes at me, “Maybe it was a consequence of something you’ve done or said.”

      I’ve done nothing.
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        * * *

      

      Angel told us we can use one of the recording studios whenever we want. In the past days, I spent my days closed in my home pouring my heart out at the gym and on the paper. A new song came out of this madness but I want to hear it before recording a demo for Angel. Are thoughts, pain, rage and disappointment all merged into what I think are good lyrics. Dex was about to kick the door down and for the first time since he knew me I cried. I felt like a fucking pussy but it helped me to understand I’m head over heels with Em. I’m not sure when our bond got so strong and maybe that’s the beauty of love.

      "Earth calls Jax.” William’s voice pulls me out of my thoughts.

      “Hey, hi.” I get up from his chair, “Sorry, I was waiting for the guys.”

      “No worries,” he switches the console on, “do you know how to use it?”

      “Yeah, I have something similar on my computer, just smaller,” I chuckle. “Actually, could you start with this base?” I hand him the pen drive. I worked on this track with Dex and I want to see if it works for this piece.

      “That’s cool, is it in beta?” William plugs it in and opens the file.

      “Yeah, I'm just playing around with it, we have our wizard who does miracles.” I chuckle while the guys come in.

      “Good morning,” Jill hugs me. “Any news?”

      I shake my head, “Go get ready.”

      William takes his headset off, “Okay, so, the beta raises some notes while here we can make them flow and get a little less aggressive, while here,” he points to the chorus part, “we definitely can leave it that way. You did a great job but I need to hear it played to make sure we can use this base.”

      “We’re here for it.” Dex and I high five. “Thank you.”

      We move in the sound proof room and Dex takes places behind the drum set. Jill and I stand in front of the microphones and her smile makes me smile. She’s been a sweetheart to try to talk with Em even if I told her not to. I tried to keep the guys out of what I thought was the beginning of a relationship. Fuck, I broke all my rules in one setting because of her and I don’t regret it. I feel alive when Emma is with me and I’ll be damned if I’ll let her push me away.

      “Whenever you’re ready.” Will's voice reaches us. We wear the headset and I look back to nod at the guys. We are ready.

      The first lyrics leave my mouth and I close my eyes letting the music carry me away. The drum sets the tempo while the bass and guitar gives it that power that sinks in your bones. My mind drifts back to Em and I pour my heart in the song. The jolts irradiate over my skin while I leave the soft part to speak up what I can’t. Because it scares the hell out of me to let anyone see that vulnerable part of me. I’ve been absolutely many times that now, I got used to that feeling, but now, after ages I feel like the same toddler who thought no one ever would love him.

      The last chorus hits hard, and I open my eyes gasping for breath.

      “Sublime! Well done, guys.”

      I snap my head toward the window and meeting Angel and Matthew’s gaze wasn’t something I thought possible. The two of them wear the headset and listen to what I think is the registration. Angel moves her head to the rhythm and the smile on her face makes me relax.

      That’s a good sign.

      I hope.

      I need to focus on something other than Emma or I will go crazy.

      We join them and Angel takes her headset off, “I adore the lyrics.”

      “They’re perfect for this base.” Matthew nods in approval. He’s one of the best I know and that compliment pumps my ego.

      “Yeah, but I’d add a few violins… no wait, hear your version first.” I stand by her and focus on the song. Her cell phone pings and she takes it out. I can’t help but watch the screen and seeing her chat with Emma breaks my heart. Deep down I knew she was ghosting me but now it’s even more clear but the last text is a bittersweet taste.

      I’m okay, trying to move on.

      No, Em, I won’t let you move on.

      Not a fucking chance.

      Not until you tell me what the hell is going on.

      The song ends and I focus back on the conversation.

      “How does it sound?” Matthew asks us.

      “It could have been better, more powerful,” I admit. I thought I gave it my all but it seems not my hundred percent.

      “I disagree.” Angel shrugs.

      “Honestly I like it, the rhythm is great,” Jill adds.

      Angel approaches the console, and wears back her head set, “Okay, now, what about you add here, and… here the violins, but keep them lower, like their sound is fading that way it may seem he sings over them.”

      William fumbles with the keys and adds them.

      “No, they’re still too powerful.” Will lowers the volume, “Okay, and now here, make them be in a crescendo until their sound merges with the drum and guitar.”

      I admit I have no idea what she’s doing but I'm getting nervous. I wanna hear that too.

      “That’s magic. It’d break the charts.”

      “That’s what we want.” She giggles, while she unplugs the headset again. “Now, close your eyes.”

      The music starts with the bass sound merging perfectly with the drums and the violins adds that dreamy touch that takes you in another dimension. Just wow.

      “I fucking love it.” Jill squeaks, jumping on my back.

      “It’s absolutely amazing, Angel,” I admit. It took her so little to make it unique even though she’s not a producer.

      “I did nothing, it’s your doing guys. Keep going, I love it!” She collects some files and looks up toward us, “Who wrote the lyrics?”

      “Jax!” the guys say in unison.

      “Great job, I’ll make sure you have the bonus credit on it.” She nods, “which means a higher fee and your name on the wall of our songwriters too.”
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      The weight of Jax’s words still lingers in my heart, tormenting my thoughts like a relentless storm. How could he say those things? How could he make me feel so insignificant, as if I were nothing more than a passing fancy? The pain of his betrayal cuts deep, leaving wounds that ache with every beat of my wounded heart.

      I try to distract myself, to focus on something other than the piercing hurt that consumes me. The upcoming concerts in Verona and Rome become my lifeline, an opportunity to bury my pain beneath the chaos of organizing and managing the events. The busyness becomes a shield, protecting me from the raw vulnerability that threatens to swallow me whole. But no matter how hard I try, thoughts of Jax infiltrate my mind, disrupting my carefully constructed façade of strength. He was the one who gave me a sense of belonging, who made me feel seen and cherished. I thought our connection was real, that it transcended the superficial boundaries of a mere scene. Yet, his words shattered that illusion, leaving me adrift in a sea of doubt. I’ve seen his texts. I sure read them just in case it’s something work related but the only thing he wants is an explanation I don’t want to give him. What for? It’d turn the blade in my wound and all I want is to erase everything. I shouldn’t have told him who I was and just kept it professional. But how could I since my heart was screaming his name?

      “Great job, Emma, see you tonight.” Matthew waves me goodbye before joining his band.

      My career in SMD is skyrocketing, I’ve never imagined I’d be the one to handle the concerts and lead a whole team. In my vision there was an office, some meetings and maybe a family. But five years later I’m still the same and alone. Even though I’m surrounded by amazing people and friends, once I close my house door there’s nothing for me.

      My phone pings with text after text and I internally scream.

      
        
          
            
              
        Jax: Emma, please pick up my call. We need to talk.

      

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
              
        Jax: This silence is killing me. Why are you avoiding me?

      

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
              
        Jax: Fuck, Em. Stop ignoring me.

      

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
              
        Jax: I get it, Em. Thank you.

      

      

      

      

      

      I turn to my friend, Angel, seeking solace in her understanding and empathy. The ringing echoes in my ear, before her cheerful voice reaches out, “Hey Em, I’m so freaking missing you.”

      “Hi Angel, me too. Is everything okay over there?” I ask, holding back a sob.

      “You tell me,” she mutters something before the noise of a shutting door in the background can be heard, “Jax called me asking about you, is everything okay?”

      “N-no.” Tears spill down my cheeks as I pour out my heart, the pain and confusion mingling in my words. For once I don’t hold back anything anymore. I need advice or even an I-told-you. “I just fooled myself and now my heart is broken.”

      Angel listens, her presence a balm to my wounded soul, but even her comforting words can’t erase the ache that has settled within me. “Em, I’ve noticed your compatibility but haven’t imagined you guys were so deep into each other. Take this time to relax and then once you’re home with a fresh mind, talk to him. Half truth or things you’ve heard are not always the way they look and trust me, I’ve experienced it first hand.”

      I close my eyes to stop my tears and flop my head back, “I think it’s better to keep it professional and just give up. Love is not something fate has in store for me.”

      “Em,” she sighs, “talk to him first face to face. That way you can see his reaction too and hear his version too.”

      “Thank you, Angel.”

      “Any time sweetie. Unfortunately I can’t be more helpful. Just trust your heart, okay?”

      I hum in response before ending the call.

      Trust my heart.

      It’s not that easy and all I need now is space. Jax’s incessant texts and phone calls only serve to exacerbate my pain. Each message, each missed call, intensifies the gnawing sense of inadequacy that has taken root in my core. I knew he wasn’t the type for commitment, but a part of me hoped he would change, that our connection would be strong enough to overcome his fears. The reality of his words shattered that hope, leaving behind shards of broken dreams.

      

      Two weeks later, as I step off the plane, back in LA, I brace myself for the encounter I’ve been both dreading and secretly yearning for. I make my way down the runway, my heart pounding in my chest, my emotions a tangled mess of trepidation and longing. I know I can’t hate him, no matter how much he has hurt me. He gave me a glimpse of the belonging I had been searching for, and I can’t erase the impact he had on my life.

      And there he is, waiting for me, his eyes searching mine for answers, or perhaps for forgiveness. I meet his gaze, feeling a swirl of conflicting emotions—love, anger, and a fragile thread of hope that maybe, just maybe, there’s a chance for us to find our way back to each other. But as I take in his features, I see the remorse etched in the lines of his face. I see the vulnerability in his eyes, a reflection of the pain he has caused me. In that moment, I realize that we are both wounded souls, searching for solace in each other’s arms, yet unable to understand the complexities of our own hearts.

      I step forward, the distance between us closing, but my heart remains guarded.

      “Don’t shut me out of your life, Em.” His words hit me, and tears spill down my cheeks. His arms surround me and I feel like breathing again. “Baby…” I say nothing.

      I can’t.

      All my fears are here screaming at me. I'm not enough for him but still there’s a tiny voice whispering I should talk to him and explain why I acted the way I did. My arms wrap around him, my heart races in my chest.

      “You better take care of her.” Luke stops near me.

      Jax tenses, “What have I missed?” His confused voice makes me look up at him, finding his tired eyes staring at me.

      “Can I trust you to drive her home?” Luke leaves my bags down next to me.

      “Of course and thank you.” He shakes Luke’s hand without letting go of me.

      Luke leaves me there and I take a step back, shedding my tears away. “Can we go, I need a coffee.” I’m in desperate need of caffeine and sleep.

      Jax takes my bags and surrounds my shoulders with his arm, tugging me closer. “Of course.”

      We walk in silence up to his car. He opens the car door for me, and I sit in while he puts my luggage in his trunk. My hands start shaking, tiredness and lack of sleep is creeping closer.

      The coffee aroma reaches my nostrils and I take the cup and sip it. It’s still hot and tastes so good. Jax gets into the car too with a bunch of red roses and a shy smile shows up. “Are they for me?”

      “I’m not used to buying roses, Em, so I went with the classic ones. And of course they’re for you.” His thumb brushes over my cheek.

      I close my eyes, trying to hide how freaking emotional I am. “Why?”

      “I’ve never been a relationship kind of guy and please forgive me if I’ll fuck up but I’m trying, baby.” His husky voice makes me snap my eyes open.

      “You said I’m not your type and we’re just friends.” I bite my lower lip to stop my tears from spilling out again.

      The confusion in his eyes is clear. “Me?”

      I nod.

      His eyes narrows at me, “I’m not sure what you’re talking about, Em, but I’m pretty sure I’d have never said such bullshit.”

      “You were making breakfast and talking with the guys,” I say with a shrug. “It wasn’t my intention to eavesdrop but it happened.” I swallow the bitterness that still hurts.

      Jax says nothing but I see him lost in his thoughts. I’m wondering if he’s trying to come up with an excuse or tries to remember that morning.

      “Could we go home? I’m worn-out.”

      “Sure, I’m sorry.” The engine comes to a live while he dials the guys.

      “I won’t move back with you.” Liam is the first to pick up.

      “Yeah me neither.” Dex jokes, “Where are you?”

      “Hey guys, where’s Charlie?” Jax asks while driving out the airport parking lot.

      “Dunno, what’s up?” Dex’s voice become serious, “Have you talked to Emma? When is she coming back?”

      “I can shoot her an email from you.” Liam chuckles.

      “Guys, shut up for a second. Have I ever told you me and Emma were just friends?” Jax honks to a car before driving away.

      “That’s bullshit,” Dex laughs, “the chemistry between you two is too much for a friendship.”

      Jax glances at me. “Told ya.”

      “You did, dickhead,” Liam admits, “Hi, Emma.”

      “Hey, Liam.”

      “Oh wait. Liam is right, you said it, Jax. And when I teased you about asking her out you said you’ll cut my balls and make me eat them before letting your woman date another man.” Dex fills in with details.

      I snap my head at Jax, “That’s vicious.” I can’t help but burst out laughing. His woman.

      He shrugs while getting in the garage. “I’m not sorry about it, but it seems you missed that part.”

      “Oh shit, that’s why she…” Liam gasps.

      “Bye guys.” Jax hangs up.

      Peering around I feel lost. “Where are we?”

      Jax gets out of the car and comes to open my door. I follow him to the elevator and then inside. The door closes and his mouth is on mine right away. Possessive, while taking all he wants.

      Heart.

      Mind.

      Soul.

      The chimes of the elevator makes him break the kiss, leaving me breathless. He takes my hand and walks me out of the elevator.

      “Jax, where are we?” I ask again.

      He opens the door and I step inside. “We’re home, baby.”

      “You already moved in?”

      “This house is waiting for you.” Seeing my confusion he steps closer, “I want you to move in with me, Em.”
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      As I slip on my crisp black tuxedo, jealousy continues to gnaw at me from within. Every button I fasten feels like a reminder of the memories that haunt me. The recollection of that celebration party from last month, where Emma and Trey fucking Renolds left together, still lingers in my mind like a stubborn stain. He’s a new member and I was so close to kicking his ass out of my Club because he had the nerves to touch what’s mine. I can’t help but question if she spent the night with him. Was it just a flirty way to piss me off, or something more? The uncertainty claws at my chest, and I find it difficult to concentrate on the task at hand.

      As I adjust my tie, the image of Emma’s radiant smile flashes before me, and I can’t deny the way it made my heart skip a beat, but my possessive nature takes hold, fueling the fire of jealousy that consumes me. I comb my fingers through my dark, tousled hair, trying to shake off these thoughts. I know it’s irrational to let jealousy consume me like this, especially when I haven’t even discussed it with her. But the image of them together, their laughter and his hands over her hips while dancing, triggers a whirlwind of emotions that I can’t simply brush aside.

      As I lace up my polished dress shoes, I take a deep breath, attempting to regain control over my racing thoughts. Emma deserves my trust, and I shouldn’t let baseless doubt taint what we now have. I can’t let the shadows of past uncertainties undermine our connection, not now that we finally seem to be on the same page.

      Tonight, I’ll put on a brave face, knowing Emma will be by my side. I’ll push aside these feelings of jealousy and focus on finally enjoying something I haven’t in a long time. With a final glance in the mirror, I resolve to let go of the jealousy that has consumed me for far too long and head toward the door.

      Knocking on Emma’s door, my heart pounds with a mix of anticipation and unease. Emma opens a few seconds later, her eyes twinkling with mischief, blissfully unaware of the storm raging within me.

      “Hey handsome,” she greets, moving away from the doorway, letting me come in.

      I bend down and kiss her before making my way inside. “Hi, baby.” I force a smile.

      “I’ll be ready in ten minutes more or less.” She giggles, “Angel had the brilliant idea to discuss the gala next month.”

      I take a deep breath, mustering the courage to confront my fears head-on. “Em,” I begin, my voice betraying a trace of vulnerability, “can we talk for a moment?”

      She turns to me, her gaze full of warmth. “Of course.”

      I swallow hard, my throat suddenly dry as I pat on the couch. “That night at the club, after the celebration party last month… I saw you leave with that guy. Did anything happen between you two?”

      “Jax…” she sighs.

      I rack my hand through my hair, “I need to know.”

      “Why?” she asks with a cock of a brow.

      “Because I’m fucking jealous of anyone who’s near what’s mine.” I grunt my eyes glued to her, “Did he?”

      Emma’s face softens, and she places a comforting hand on my arm. “No, we took separate paths right outside the club. There was nothing between us, I just wanted to make you jealous.”

      Relief washes over me, as I make her sit on my lap. “You little brat,” I kiss her on her lips, “do you realize how much I’m into you? How much you mean for me?”

      “Communication is the key,” she whispers on my lips.

      “It is, little one.” I rest my forehead on her, “Go get ready. You have five minutes.”

      Her eyes widened. “What if I’m not ready?” she teases with a mischievous twinkle in her eyes.

      “I’ll come to pick you up no matter what you wear and go to Royals.” I smirk at the idea of taking her on a tour on the exclusive part of my club.

      “You wouldn’t do that.” She smiles, leaning on me. My cock gets at attention as she grinds over me.

      “Try me, baby girl.” I grab her ass and pull her closer, “Time is ticking.”

      Em gets up before stealing another kiss. I adjust myself while staring at her bedroom door. I get up and lean my back against her door. The black dress hanging on her wardrobe door looks great. Emma walks out the bathroom in her fine lacy coordinate piece. “Mmm, I can’t wait to take it off,” I murmur as forbidden feelings wash over me.

      Emma looks over her shoulder, a smile plays on her red lips, “At the club?”

      “Is that what you want?” I cautiously ask.

      She stops by my side and places a kiss on my cheek. “You’ll be scared of what I want right now, Daddy.”

      Fuck me, I’d take her right away, but I may have an even better idea. “Be patient, baby girl, and Daddy will give you the world.” And even more if you’d let me, Em.

      

      As we drive toward the club, the tension slowly dissipates, replaced by excitement and a newfound confidence that she’s mine. However, as we enter the lobby, my eyes scan the room, and there, at the bar, is the guy from that night. A smirk plays on my lips as I pull Emma closer.

      Passing by him, I meet his gaze, a silent challenge exchanged between us while Emma circles my middle.

      “It’s pretty crowded tonight,” she states, looking at the bar, busy while preparing drinks.

      “The restaurant is booked and we have a special night in the Royal part,” I reply as I wave my hand to Dex.

      “The menu is over the top, I’m used to celebrating my birthday there,” she whispers as we approach Dex and a blonde girl next to him.

      “I know.” I wink while making her sit at Dex’s table. I haven’t missed her surprised look. “Hi Sienna. Dex, how’s it going?”

      “Nothing much,” he shrugs, “I just need to relax.”

      “You’re in the right place,” I lean my arm on Emma’s backseat and nod at the waiter to bring us our drinks. “The house?”

      “The real estate agent fucked up, it’s not what I was looking for.” He heavily sighs.

      “I’ll send you mine’s contacts. She’s the best.” I pull out my cell phone and hand it to him.

      “She’s the best, huh?” Em, hand squeezes my thigh.

      “After you.” I chuckle, “Fancy a tour?”

      “I’d love to.” She entwines her fingers with mine. The jolts zap over my skin, sinking in my heart.

      After waving goodbye I take her to the casino part, then the restaurant and then the Royal part. As we walk past the bar and behind the red door, the music changes as does the air around us. Emma takes a step behind me and I bring her closer.

      “No, baby, your place is next to me.” She says nothing but I haven’t missed her smile. I do have rules but I also like to change them. And she’s not my submissive. She’s part of my life.

      After greeting a few customers and some old friends, we move away and I take her upstairs in the master royal room. I close the door behind us, shutting out the noise of the club. The faint sound of music filters through, heightening the anticipation in the air. With Emma standing before me, I brush a strand of her hair behind her ear and meet her eyes, my heart pounding with a newfound intensity.

      Emma walks toward the glass wall, “What a view.”

      I step behind her, hands in my pocket while controlling the urge to touch her. “This is the best room in here.”

      “Why does everyone seem to be looking at us?” She blushes while meeting my eyes.

      “This room is my sanctuary, baby girl.” I pause as her pupils widen. I’ll never get tired to see the effect I have on her. “Sometimes I use it for a public scene.”

      She swallows, and licks her lips, “Will we?” the words fall from her lips.

      "Are you willing to?”

      The corners of her mouth go up, and the excitement in her eyes is my green light. “Yes…”

      “Yes, what?” I cock a brow at her.

      “Yes, please.” She breathes the words out.

      I step closer, my chest against her back. “I’m not your Sir, baby girl. Not a full Dom either since I’m still learning the process. I love exploring the dynamics and with you it took it all to another level. But that means we also need a new contract.”

      “The one we signed for New Year’s isn’t enough?”

      “I need to fully learn your limits, and so much more, for your safety and pleasure.”

      “I don’t think something has      changed from there.”

      “Do you want titles to be used?”

      “I love when you call me babygirl.” She looks up with those eyes that make      me feel important.

      “Me too.     ” I can’t help but smile.      “Y     our safe words will never be ignored. Red to      stop and yellow to pause.”

      She nods.

      “Is there anything at all I should be aware of?”

      “I trust you, Daddy.” Her shaky voice sounds sexy and she knows she’s not entitled      to call me such but still, like the first time I’ve been called so, it      was like switching a button. My heart hummers in my chest     , my hands are itching to touch her. She scans the people downstairs. They’re waiting to see what her decision will be. Not everyone is ready to be displayed and they want to keep it private. I get it. It’s normal but still to have a public means adding more excitement too.

      “You know what that means, do you?” I move toward the safe and digit the code to open it.

      She spins around to watch me, “You’re in charge and I’m here to please you?”

      I take out the play collar I made her wear at New Year’s. I never used it on anyone else. “No, that you’re mine, baby girl, inside and outside this room.” I make her face the glass walls, “You sure you want it?”

      “I do, Daddy.”

      No hesitation.

      No flinch.

      Just pure confidence.

      “Do you want to add more to the rules we’ve discussed the first time?” I ask while positioning her collar around her neck.

      Emma pulls her hair up, exposing her inviting neck. “No, Daddy, and I’ll use the safe word if needed.”

      The click of the collar makes her shiver as does my kiss behind her ear. I move backward, not missing the whim that escapes her. “We’ll move in the middle,” I announce. This is not a real room. It was built on a platform that can move as a stage. “Last chance to change your mind baby.”

      “I’m here to stay, Daddy,” she fires back. The lights soften as we move in position. The couches around the room form a perfect spot to assist the scene. They fill out in no time as many stand up to observe as well. The members of Royals haven’t seen me much in here. I tried to keep it private but tonight I want them to witness my gorgeous baby girl come for me. Marking her as off limits for anyone in here.

      “I own all your orgasms. From tonight till forever.” I smirk as I take off the jacket. Emma’s breaths accelerate. “Off with the dress, baby girl, but leave the heels on.”

      Her hands reach the zip as she pulls it down. The dress slips off her body revealing her black lacy underwear. I can already smell her arousal, and I haven’t touched her yet.

      Opening a showcase, I take out a vibrator, the silk black rope and the lube tube, just in case.

      “Sit.” I point to the crimson chase long, while I take the rope.

      Emma does as required and extends her arms in front of her, the twinkle in her eyes makes me want to kiss her. After tying her arms, she moves them before relaxing, her eyes chained to mine. I stand in front of her, rolling my sleeves up. She moves to the edge reaching my belt, slowly brushing her hands over my erection. I can read her but at the same time it’s mind blowing how she can do the same with me.

      “Can I suck your cock, Daddy?”

      I nod, as I open the zip of my trousers, and take my dick out, “Open your mouth, baby.” She lifts her legs on the chase long and finds a comfortable position. She takes it right away, making my dick hit the back of her throat. “Easy,” I instruct.

      Her tongue teases my head, sending chills of pleasure down of my body. I rack my hand in her hair and push it forward and back up. “Fuck, little one.” She moans around it while I shove it back in, fucking her face until she gags on it. Moving backward, I leave her gasping for air, while I take the vibrator and sit behind her. The soft sensual music playing in the background is making everything more erotic. I make her sit as I unhook her bra and take it off. Pulling her arms, still tied, up around my neck while her back leans on my chest, I cup her breast and squeeze them. Her skin is covered in goosebumps as her frantic breathing relaxes me. Like two moths to a flame, it seems no one is watching us but I’m fucking sure they have never seen something perfect like Emma.

      “Could I have a kiss?” Her voice is a plea. I can hear how much she craves for it.

      Even though it makes me even harder  to know I own her mouth, I smirk, letting my hand travel down her front. The chaise lounge helps her keep her legs wide open, offering to the audience a splendid view. The lace of her thong is drenched as I firmly slap her pussy, “Could you have a kiss what?”

      “Please.” She moans at the impact.

      “Wrong answer.” I slap another time, feeling my hand covered in her wetness while she convulses. “So soaked for me, baby girl.”

      “Yes, Daddy, only for you.” Her gaze locks with mine while arching her back.

      Selecting the mid intensity speed of the vibrator, I place it over her clit. Her eyes roll backward as her body tenses. “I want you to come, baby, and count all of them for me.” I demand while increasing the speed. The veil on her eyes is the best thing I can see in them. Desire, crave for something I’m the one who can let her do.

      “One,” she screams, convulsing in my arms, while I take away the vibrator. “For Daddy,” Emma adds between heavy breaths.

      “Such a good girl,” I praise and kiss the top of her head. Holding the vibrator up, I instruct. “Open your mouth and lubricate it.” She does as asked and sticks the tongue out, licking it.

      As I take hold of her mouth, savoring her juices, I move the fabric away from her shin and insert the vibrator inside her panties. Rub it over the clit in slow motion. When I switch it on, I can feel her tense and press more on me. “Don’t fight it, baby girl,” I whisper as she bites her bottom lip, coming again.

      “Two for Daddy.” She screams while trying to wiggle. I fix the vibrator in place while with both my free hands I cup her boobs and play with her nipples. “Daddy, daddy please,” she lifts her hips off the chaise lounge. “Jax.” Emma shouts as the jet of her squirt takes her breath away.

      Rocking her in my arms, I pull the vibrator off and remove her arms from around my neck. I help her sit and free her hands. I get up and hand her a bottle of water. She takes it with trembling hands, “Thank you, Daddy.”

      A drop of water falls from her lips and travels down on her chest to her navel. She seals the bottle and places it on the floor while waiting for me.

      “Lean back,” I instruct and when she does I take off her panties and blow over her heated skin. I can see her skin covered in goosebumps as she lets her head flop back. Her glistening pussy is so inviting that it seems it attracts me like a magnet. Her hands rake in my hair while my tongue fists her slit diving into it. Emma rides my face but her moans are like an incentive to carry on and I can’t stop. Don’t want to. I know I should slow down but I need her to come for me. It’s a primal urge I can’t subside. Mine.

      “Daddy.” My eyes skirt up to her as her hand lets me go while gripping on the chaise lounge material. “Oh fuck, I’m…I’m…” she stammers while shaking powerful.

      “That’s my baby girl,” I praise, letting her catch her breath while I kiss my way up, and bite into her nipple.

      “Three Daddy,” she screams knowing damn well what she forgot. Emma spreads her legs wider, silently asking me to fuck her. And there’s nothing else I want to do. Rubbing my cock over her swollen clit makes her moan loudly. Her cry reaches right to my dick.

      “You’ll remember where I’ve been for days.” And I’m freaking proud of it. She needs to remember to whom she belongs.

      “Please, Daddy, give me your cock.” There’s no hesitation in her voice and I love to read that determination in her eyes too.

      “Do you think you can handle it?” I tease her.

      “I do, Daddy.” I push the tip in her cunt and move backward, and then again, and again, “I’m not made of glass.” She grunts while wrapping her legs around me and pushes me in.

      “Oh, you little brat.” I pump into her feeling my world fading away but I shake my head and back off. Finding her smile makes me realize I have nothing to fear about. We’re in this together and she’s all my life. “On your four.” I demand. The look on her face changes. Is she afraid? She should be since she broke another rule and she knows it. With her ass up, displayed just for me, I spank her ass cheeks. One, two, three times on each part. “The redness looks so good on you.”

      “Thank you, Daddy.” She replies as her perfect pussy seems to be wetter.

      After flatting my tongue and pressing it over her pussy and the redness of her ass cheeks, I kiss my way up to her neck. Nibbling at her shoulder I push my tip in her, slowly making her feel all my inches. In this position, her pussy seems even more tight. I try to tease her but this time I’m the one letting my guard down. Feeling her pussy tightens around me makes me want to fuck her mercilessly but counting my pumps I set another goal. I want her exhausted and satisfied as she never was before. My hips work faster as Emma takes all of me, fast pumps and slower ones as a good girl.

      Her knees buckle and I make her place them on the floor, reaching her spot even more. “Daddy,” her voice is a mix of lust and plea as she comes again, “four, four for Daddy.” She rests her forehead on the chaise lounge.

      I pull her in my arms, her back rests on my chest. I force her chin up and kiss her lips. My dick twitches still buried in Emma’s dripping pussy. “Give me one more.” I play with her clit while hammering into  her.

      Emma leaves my mouth, her head flops over shoulder. “I can’t…” she pants.

      “Oh you can and will.” I take her hand and place it over her belly, pressing our hands on it while I slam my dick into her. “Mine.” I back off and push again, “Do you feel it?”

      “Fuck, Daddy.” Her eyes roll back as she tries to stop me from playing with her clit.

      Bringing her arms behind my neck I sit back taking her on top of me. The sound my dick makes while shoves in and out her cunt is music to my ears as is her frantic breathing. “Who’s Daddy’s little slut?”

      The words make her clench her walls around me as she meets each thrust for thrust. “Five for…” Her words cut off while she comes in a powerful orgasm that shakes me too. The wetness over me is still flooding as she leans on my chest. Motionless.

      I wrap my arms around her and keep her safe, proud of the love of my life. “Breath in, baby.” Her eyes close heavily. I kiss her and click on the remote to bring us up. The curtains close slowly while I lull her. I have never imagined how it’d feel to hold something that precious in your arms. To me, she is everything.

      Getting up the chaise lounge, I move us toward the couch. I don’t have a blanket here but I cover her with my jacket and my body. Her shy smile is adorable as is her slow and steady breathe. My woman.

      Panic rushes over her when she opens her eyes but I keep her in place. “There’s no rush, baby.”

      Her eyes close again, “Thank you, Daddy.”
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      As I step out of the car and approach SMD Studios, my heart races with a mix of anticipation and apprehension. Today is a big day, a chance to promote the upcoming album and showcase the incredible talent of Darkest Symphony. But little did I know, the storm of emotions awaiting me outside would overshadow everything else.

      The moment I step onto the sidewalk, a wave of chaos engulfs me. Flashing cameras blind my vision, and the clamor of voices echoes in my ears. The paparazzi swarm around me, their invasive questions piercing the air. My bodyguards swiftly encircle me, forming a shield against the onslaught. Confused and disoriented, I turn to Luke, “The hell is happening?” Desperation is coloring my voice.

      “You haven’t watched yesterday’s interview, haven’t you?” His voice is calm but stern. “Jax admitted publicly that he’s taken and he loves you.”

      The revelation leaves me breathless, a mix of joy and disbelief washing over me. Amidst the chaos, I find myself struggling to process the magnitude of Jax’s words. He loves me, and he’s unafraid to proclaim it to the world. The realization is overwhelming, and tears gather in my eyes, threatening to spill over. In a world where love has often felt elusive and fleeting, Jax’s confession pierces through the uncertainty, offering a glimmer of hope.

      When he asked me to move in with him I thought he was crazy. It’s way too soon, but somehow the excitement rushed through me. But alongside the joy, doubt creeps in like a whispering shadow. Can I trust his words? Will he stand by his declaration or is this just another fleeting moment of passion, destined to fade away like so many others in my past? The fear of heartbreak claws at my heart, reminding me of the vulnerability that comes with opening oneself up to love.

      As I make my way through the swarm of paparazzi, a whirlwind of emotions swirl within me. I’m torn between wanting to celebrate this newfound declaration of love and the lingering wounds of my past. Can I find the strength to allow our love to grow, or will the scars of the past prove too deep to overcome?

      

      Meetings and phone calls keep me busy all day but the truth is I try to avoid everyone.

      Angel bursts into my office, and sits in front of me. “I need you to fill me with details.”

      “About?” I ask while finishing writing an email.

      Silence.

      I look over the screen of my laptop, “Well?”

      She dramatically rolls her eyes, “Come on, Em, you’re in a relationship with Jax and haven’t said a word to me. Me?” She pokes her chest. “That’s illegal, I thought I was your best friend.”

      Letting my back rest against my chair I can’t help but smile, “And you are, Angel, it’s just all of this is so new I’m not sure how to react.”

      “Shout from the rooftop?” she suggests with a grin. “We’re talking about Jax. What did they describe him as, a sinful god?”

      I can’t help but laugh, “When I read the comment to him, he blushed. He was so cute."

      “A taken god.” She grins. “So what’s next?”

      “Moving in,” I nonchalantly say.

      “Say what?” Her eyes get bigger, “And you say it like that? Like oh, I need to buy groceries and move in with my boyfriend.”

      I cover my face with my hands laughing my heart out, “You’re cracking me up.”

      “Okay, we have a ritual here when these big moments happen and we won’t take a no for an answer.” She pauses to check her cell phone, “We’re going to help you move.”

      “We?” I ask confused.

      “Me and Matthew, the security team, the band.” She holds her fingers out, “This marks a new bet on who’ll be the next to take the plunge since you and Jax are pretty much settled.”

      “A bet? Come on, Angel!” I cry. “Plus I have tons of stuff to move, Angel and you have the babies home, I can’t ask that much.”

      “That’s what babysitters are for.” She shrugs. I admire Angel, she’s a force of nature. Between her busy schedule and travels she manages to find a balance and be there for everyone.

      “Thank you.”

      “That’s what family is for.” She winks at me. “Have you seen Darkest Symphony’s social media reach?”

      “They’re going amazing and each of them are keeping up with the schedule.” I’m proud of them, it’s not easy to reply to every comment and engage with everyone. “I was thinking of a live home studio tour with a Q&A.”

      “Absolutely, but not today.” She peers at her watch, “You have a meeting in twenty with a new singer.”

      I cock a brow at her, “You’re kidding.”

      She shakes her head, “Luke is waiting for you.”

      “Jesus Christ, Angel, I’m not prepared for it. I shouldn’t be at work either.” I whine while switching off my laptop.

      “It’s just a meet up, collect some info and that’s it.” Her amused voice makes me peer at her. The hell is that? “Come on sweets, you’ll be late.”

      Taking my bag, Angel drags out the office and almost kicks me out. She’s up for something. Not sure what but when she plays mysterious it drives me insane. Luke and another guy wait for me in the hall and walks me to the car.

      The ride toward the coast is silent and thoughts swarm back. Jax recorded the interview days before my arrival from Italy. He’s getting out of a comfort zone and he does it for me. Not a relationship kind of guy? The sweet part of him is amazing. I smile while taking out my cell phone and typing a text to him.

      
        
          
            
              
        Me: I miss you.

      

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
              
        Jax: Me too, baby, can’t wait to see you.

      

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
              
        Me: Last meeting and I should be home in two hours.

      

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
              
        Jax: Have you thought about it?

      

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
              
        Me: Maybe.

      

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
              
        Jax: Care to share?

      

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
              
        Me: Not yet.

      

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
              
        Jax: You little tease! It’s not a no though.

      

      

      

      

      

      

      When Luke pulls over in front of a gate my eyes snaps at him. “Where are we?”

      He kills the engine, gets out of the car and opens my car door, “I’ve been told to bring you here, and…” He shows me a blindfold.

      I take a step back. “No freaking way, Luke.”

      “I’ll be here, Em, come on time is ticking.” He motions me to turn around.

      My senses are on high alert. I’ve been blindfolded before but I knew what was waiting for me. Now though, I’m scared.

      The noise of the gate opening makes me jump, and I cling to Luke’s arm. I hear him chuckle and I playfully slap his arm. “Three little steps,” he instructs.

      My heels tick on the floor and we step in. Luke moves away and Jax cologne tickles my nostrils right away. My heart hammers in my chest, the anticipation building up. What is he up to? “Can I take it off?” I ask but no one replies. My voice echoes around me. “Come on, Jax, I know you’re here.”

      “You’re irresistible,” his voice behind me makes me spin around. “But no, you can’t take it off, not yet.”

      “Why?” My voice is barely a whisper.

      “I want you to imagine something for me.” He spins me around, my back against his chest. I’m feeling hot already as he kisses me over the vein on my neck, “You’re my life Em.”

      I lick my lips and relax, lulled by his voice.

      “Here is where I want to watch movies, kiss you, fuck you senseless and enjoy our life.”

      His words reach my core right away. “Babe…”

      “This will be our home, the one I want to build with you.” He kisses my neck again, “Where I want to grow old with you.”

      Breathing seems difficult, I try to talk but no words come out.

      Jax moves away and takes the blindfold off. I blink a few times before locking eyes with him. “I love you, baby girl.”

      I kiss him because it seems words are stuck on the tip of my tongue. My heart flutters at his words. They hit more than the one I read during the interview he had.

      When he detaches from my lips, the flickers in his eyes make him even more sexy. “Fancy an imaginary tour of our house.”

      I peer around before my gaze lands on him again, “Our house? I thought I’ll move in in the penthouse.”

      “The penthouse is rented for a month, Em, until this is ready.” He pulls my chin up and perks at my lips.

      “But… How? When? I mean…” I stumble in my words, triggering his laugh.

      Jackson takes my hand and drags me in the middle of this big open space. “The kitchen will go there and the kitchen island is my choice,” I haven’t missed the smirk before he points to the left. The big windows face a garden and a patio on the side. “Here we’ll have the couch, TV and whatever else you may need.” My attention is focused on the two wall windows that look over the bay. The ocean waves’ crush can be heard from here. He drags me in another room — my office, then his soundproofed studio, and a few more rooms I can’t remember what he said about. Our bedroom is the biggest room I’ve ever seen, and the view is breathtaking. “Chris and Luke have installed the security cameras and the private beach has access only from here.”

      “Jackson this place is…is…” I bite my lower lip to hold the tears that threaten to spill.

      “Ours.” He hugs me from behind. “If you want it.”

      “You have my heart, Jax.” Please don’t break it, I silently add because this time I won’t survive it.

      “The most precious thing I own in my whole life.” He smiles pulling me closer, “I want to give you the moon, baby.”

      “Hmm, what if I want something else?” It takes him one look to get my words. In the last period we took it easy. Talked a lot and had a lot of sex but it seems it’s never enough for me. I want more of him and the delicious orgasms he makes me have. Am I having a dick addiction? Most definitely.

      “Mine,” is the only thing I hear before he consumes me in a passionate, burning kiss. He walks me backward until my back hits the wall. His body presses against mine, igniting a powerful desire in me. He leaves my mouth, his lips brushing over my neck as his hands pull my dress up.

      “Spread your legs, baby girl,” he groans as my hands fumble with his belt. I do as I’m told, while he nibbles to my shoulder, biting my already erected nipples through the fabric of my dress. The moan that leaves my mouth seems surreal as echoes in the empty house. His digits find my clit making my head spin. The feelings are so intense that it takes me over the edge. Jax drops on his knees, his tongue flicks over my bundle of nerves while my head flop back. The more he teases me the more my orgasm looms closer. My hands reach down, pulling at his hair.

      “Let it go, baby.” His words blank my mind, erasing all my control over my body. I’m riding the high wave when he picks me up, walk me in the kitchen and makes me seat on the kitchen island.

      “Dress off.” He orders before pulling off his T-shirt, “I’m not done with you.” He folds it and places it behind my head but I don’t lean back. Wrapping my legs around him I keep him in place. Sticking my tongue out I lick his chest while his hand rakes in my hair, and then tug it. I’m melting from inside under his gaze. Grinding against his manhood makes him groan. I open his jeans and grab his hard marble cock. Feeling his fingers sink in me, I buckle my hips against his cock but he grabs my wrist. I let go of his delicious dick. Jax takes the other wrist and makes me lay backward pinning them above my head.

      “So fucking gorgeous and edible.” His hands travel down my body while the fingertips trace my features. My body is burning while the cold marble helps me to stay focused on him. When he grabs my ankles and helps me put my feet on the island too, I feel so exposed and open for him. The anticipation of what’s going to happen makes my blood rush in my veins. Feeling his cock at my opening makes me move toward the edge, allowing him more access.

      “Such a good little girl.” He praises, “Tell me Em, do you want it rough and fast or deep and slow?”

      “Both, Daddy.” It’s been a while since we had a proper scene — not that I miss it. Jax is the perfect lover and brings me up all the time but I know he’s trying to calm his dominant side and now I don’t want to.

      His eyes lock with mine while he brushes over my opening, “Such a greedy little slut. Is my cock you want, Em?”

      “Please,” my voice is a mere whisper while he pushes inside me. My body tenses for a second at his thickness but then relaxes. His hips rocks me sending me miles away, losing myself in the feeling of being loved and fucked mercilessly. The deeper he pushes the more the noises of his speedy breaths and thrusts seem so far away.

      “Fuck, baby.” I feel him skirt away from my private heaven when he pushes out and leans to kiss me, “I don’t have a condom.” He grumbles while jerking over me. The spurts lands on my stomach while he flops his head back, the blissful relief rushes over him.

      I don’t think I’ve ever seen something more sexy than this in my whole life. I can’t help but stare at his beauty while he finishes to please himself over me. His eyes lock with mine as I let my fingers collect the sperm and then lick it off. I can see his eyes darken even more when I show his seed in my mouth before swallowing it.

      “Christ, you sexy vixen.” He kisses me before shoving his cock so deep into me that I forget to breathe. The pumps get faster and deeper. I can’t help but cry out his name while I come harder than ever, gushing over his cock. The peace envelops me, as his caresses brings me back.

      I blink a few times as my foggy numbness fades away.

      “Hi, baby.” He kisses me softly, helping me to sit. “Little sips,” he opens a bottle of water and hands it to me. Looking at the floor and his jeans, I blush, shame creeps on me. Jax cups my chin and forces me to look at him, “I don’t want to see that look.”

      “But I…your jeans…the floor.” I stammer.

      His smile gets bigger. “I fucking loved it, Em, thank you.”

      Jax kisses me and then uses his jeans to dry the mess I’ve made. I haven’t squirted often and when I did it wasn’t as intense as it was today. I get off the kitchen island and wear back my dress while he throws his jeans and goes outside.

      As I take a deep breath and allow myself to be enveloped by the warmth of this space, a glimmer of hope flickers within me. Love is a journey, one that is fraught with challenges and uncertainties. And though the road ahead may be paved with obstacles, I’m willing to take that leap of faith, to embrace the love that Jax has offered and see where it leads us. For in this moment, as I stand in the midst of conflicting emotions, one truth shines through—I love him.
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      I take a deep breath as I knock on Emma’s door, my heart pounding in my chest. Today is the day I’ve been eagerly awaiting and avoiding too—a chance to show her a part of my life that I’ve rarely shared with anyone.

      Emma opens the door with a bright smile, her eyes sparkling with curiosity. “Hey, Jax!” She eyes me, “Where are we going?” Her voice is filled with excitement.

      “Today, we’re going on a private trip to a place that means a lot to me.”

      Emma’s eyes widen with intrigue, and she nods eagerly. “Okay but you didn’t get many hints.”

      “You’ll see.” I kiss her hand and help her to step into my car. The engine purrs softly as I drive the bustling streets of Los Angeles. The city’s familiar chaos slowly fades away as we leave its boundaries, heading toward the town I once called home — Boulder, Colorado.

      Holding her hand the fear of letting her see my past seems less scary but still my stomach knots. I haven’t had a normal childhood and all I have now, I’ve built it with my hard work.

      As we drive through the city I slow down and then stop in front of the foster center. “My parents died when I was little and with no relatives, it’s here I’ve spent sixteen years of my life.”

      “Jax, I’m so sorry for your loss.” Her hand grips on mine and she kisses it. "I get it," she says, her voice softening. "I lost my parents when I was six, but Auntie Trish stepped in and took care of me. I can't even begin to imagine what you went through."

      “It wasn’t easy,” I continue, my eyes peering at the building, “I’ve felt like a toy no one wanted. And the more the new parents brought me back in there, the more I was bullied.” I pause, biting the inside of my cheek, “The rules have been changed since I’m one of the donors, and I wanted to be sure no one could lay a hand on a child in there.” It took me so many battles to change the staff. Once the judge said if they don’t accept my request they’ll be shut, everything has changed and now this place is almost empty. “This was my personal victory.”

      “Why don’t you let this news be shared? It’s the best thing that someone did for those kids.”

      Starting the engine again, I drive away, “Because it’s part of the past I don’t want everyone to know.”

      She shifts in her seat, looking at me, “But why?”

      “Life hasn’t been easy for me. I’m not the spoiled rich guy and will never be. God knows how grateful I am for what I have now, but…” I pause when we arrive at the familiar bridge where my life took a drastic turn. I park the car and guide Emma toward the worn-out railing. Memories flood back—of a broken boy, alone and desperate for connection.

      “I’ve reached the point of break at fourteen. At fifteen the vodka bottle was my best friend. At sixteen I reached my lowest and was about to jump off this bridge. No one cared about me and my life wasn't worth living anymore. I was consuming precious air from those who had a purpose in their life. I didn’t have any.” My vision blurs as Emma gasps, her hand finding mine for reassurance. I feel a warm sense of comfort wash over me, knowing she’s here with me, by my side and I pull her in a hug.

      I spot a figure leaning against the railing, smoking a cigarette.

      Emma glances at me, her eyes filled with questions. I smile softly and nod, gesturing toward the figure. “That man over there, he’s the reason I am still here. That’s Mac, my father.”

      We approach him, who looks up, a mixture of surprise and joy lighting up his face. “Jax!” He throws his cigarette and comes closer.

      I nod, my throat tightening with emotion. “Hi Dad.     ” I hug him. “This is Emma.”

      Mac’s eyes flicker between us before a grin spreads across his weathered face. “Well, it’s about time you introduced me to the lucky lady. Come on, let’s go home and catch up properly.”

      We follow Mac as he leads us through the familiar streets, pointing out landmarks and sharing anecdotes from the past. The town feels smaller than I remember, yet brimming with memories that shaped who I am today.

      Finally, we arrive at Mac’s house — a sanctuary of warmth and love.

      "I was about to hit you up!" Lorelai's voice cuts through the air just before she appears like a mini-tornado and crashes into me. "Jax!"

      "Hey, spark plug, what's the word on the street?" I chuckle, wrapping her in a bear hug.

      "Life's a blast, but—" She cuts off, her eyes darting curiously behind me.

      I smile and introduce them. "Lorelai, this ray of sunshine is Emma." I draw Emma closer. "Em, this tiny tempest is my niece and she's skirting around calling me 'old man'," I tease.

      Lorelai grins at Emma. "Uncle Jax sounds way too Jurassic for him, don't you think? It’s a pleasure to finally meet you!"

      Emma laughs, shaking her hand. "Jurassic, huh? I'll have to remember that one when he's acting like a fossil. Great to meet you too."

      Dad waves us over. "Make yourselves at home in the living room," he says, before disappearing with Lorelai into the kitchen.

      "Yeah, Lorelai's got enough energy to power the neighborhood," I joke, tossing my jacket on the back of a chair. "She's Mac's niece, but she pretty much turns this place into her personal summer camp. And Janet? She's got a black belt in holding grudges."

      Emma's eyes twinkle with amusement. "Should I get ready to do some serious schmoozing then?"

      I pull her in for a quick peck on the cheek. "Nah, with that charm? You've got her vote locked down already."

      Emma peers at some pictures of me and him. My first speed ticket is there too and Emma cracks up. Yeah, he still has it. And what’s worse? He was the one filing it. Each action has a consequence. And I learned my lesson.

      Mac comes up with a trail of brownies and coffee. “Jax has told me so much about you. It’s a pleasure to finally meet you.”

      Emma blushes, her hand finding mine again, anchoring me in this whirlwind of emotions. “Thank you, Mr. Mitchell. It’s an honor to meet you too. Jax has shared so many wonderful stories about his family.”

      We spend the day surrounded by love and laughter, reminiscing about the past and sharing dreams for the future. Emma fits into this world seamlessly, weaving her way into the hearts of my family as she did with mine and I realize that this journey was more than just a trip down memory lane. It was a chance for Emma to understand the fragments of my past and for me to share the people who helped me piece together a future.
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      Boxes and suitcases are scattered around the room as I carefully fold my clothes, packing them neatly. Moving in with Jax feels surreal, yet it’s a step I’m ready to take—a leap into a future we both envision together. The sound of laughter and chatter fills the air. Jax, Dex, and Liam, are acting like kids, while Angel and Jillian write on the boxes where they should go before handing them to Charlie and Matthew. We’re a great team and honestly it’s going way too fast. Luke and the security team are in the van trying to stuff each box before dropping them to my new house. Jesus, I haven’t realized I had that many things.

      Jax walks over, a mischievous smile playing on his lips. “Hey baby, need any help with those?” he asks, pointing at the stack of books beside me. When he found out I adore reading romance, especially the steamy ones, he promised we’ll try every single one of them. I admit he’s a man of his word.

      I laugh and hand him a few. “Sure, but be gentle with these. They’re my treasures,” I tease.

      He playfully rolls his eyes. “Of course. I’ll treat them like fragile glass.” He winks, making me blush.

      As we pack, the conversation drifts to the upcoming concerts and their plans for the tour. Darkest Symphony’s first ever headlining concert will take place soon and I’m so thrilled to see them play live. Even though they have opened various big concerts, Angel made sure to create a buzz and expectations are high since their tickets are selling fast for being a new band.

      One of the things I love about SMD is that Angel asks everyone’s input. Dex discusses the set list, Liam talks about the stage design, and Charlie excitedly shares his dream to perform at MetLife Stadium. Angel and Jillian listen attentively, interjecting with suggestions and words of encouragement. Matthew sits quietly, peering at his wife with such adoration that I adore. Occasionally he adds a humorous remark that sends everyone into fits of laughter.

      Amidst the lively banter, we take a break to share a meal. Jax had arranged for a cozy dinner, a way to celebrate our goodbye to my apartment. We gather around the table, and for once I’m the first to raise my beer bottle, “I want to take a moment and thank you all for the help.”

      Angel and Jill stand by my side and hug me, “Family is always by your side, Em. We may be crazy and chaotic but still that’s a big step and we couldn’t miss it.”

      Feeling my eyes water, I close them while Jax pulls me backward out of the girls’ grip and shields me.

      “Hey Em, I found these… ehm…” Dex's voice makes me turn my head to him, “You’re badass, girl.” He grins while spinning my handcuffs over his finger.

      Jax growls, while throwing a stuffed bear at him. “Shut the fuck up or I’ll use them on you.”

      “Catch me if you can.” Dex mocks him. Jax releases me and dashes toward Dex who sprints toward the door. Some cheer for Dex but most of us do for Jax. When my man comes back with a victorious smile, laughter booms in the apartment.

      “Come take them off you son of a bitch!” Dex’s voice makes me wonder where in the hell he got tied. Seeing Dex sit on the stairs, while pulling at those cuffs makes me giggle.

      “Jax! I don’t have the keys,” I pretend to be mad.

      “Don’t fucking joke about it, Emma, take these fucking cuffs off,” he rants, panic in his voice.

      “Leave him there for ten minutes.” Jax shrugs while dragging me back inside.

      “That’s cruel.” I giggle while passing the keys to Jill.

      As the evening draws to a close, Jax and I find ourselves alone in our new house. The room is bathed in soft, warm light, casting a glow on our surroundings. He holds a set of keys in front of me, his gaze locked with mine.

      “Welcome home, babe,” he begins, his voice gentle and filled with emotion, “you know these keys represent more than just a place to live.” I feel my heart skip a beat as he continues, his eyes shining with love. “I love you, baby girl. With every fiber of my being, you’ve become the center of my world.”

      Tears of joy well up in my eyes as I take the keys from him, my voice trembling with emotion. “I love you too.”

      He pulls me into a warm embrace, and in that moment, the world for once feels complete. Our hearts beat in sync as we embrace this new chapter, holding onto each other tightly. “Do you think we can sort them out before Sunday?”

      I turn around and peer at the tons of boxes scattered around us. “If we work as a team, maybe.” Truth is, I doubt it. But I know he wants to invite Mac, the guys and my aunt over for a family barbecue and I’ll do my best to make it happen.
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        * * *

      

      My heart races with excitement as I prepare for this special day. The sun shines brightly in the clear blue sky, casting a warm glow over our new house. I can’t wait to share this beautiful space with our loved ones. It’s our first time hosting an event since moving in, and I am determined to make it a memorable occasion.

      The tantalizing aroma of barbecue fills the air, wafting from the grill that Jax has set up on the patio. I’ve spent hours marinating the meat, carefully selecting the spices and flavors that will make everyone’s taste buds dance with joy. The sound of sizzling and crackling adds a lively rhythm to the atmosphere, building anticipation for the feast that awaits.

      The inviting scent is not the only thing that beckons our guests. The rhythmic sound of laughter and animated chatter fills the backyard as auntie Trish and our friends begin to arrive. I greet each person with a warm hug and a smile, their excited voices blending harmoniously with the gentle breeze.

      As the afternoon unfolds, our backyard transforms into a haven of joy and laughter. Vibrant colors of beach towels and umbrellas adorn the patio, inviting everyone to relax and soak up the sunshine. My aunt, who has always been the life of the party, regales the group with her infectious humor and silly jokes, leaving everyone in fits of laughter.

      “Hey, Dad,” I call out to Jax’s father, who is huddled near the grill, overseeing the food. “You’re doing an amazing job with the barbecue!”

      Mac turns to me, his eyes crinkling with a warm smile. “Well, thank you, Emma. Just passing on the torch, you know. Your Jax learned it all from me.”

      I chuckle, my heart swelling with gratitude for the man who raised my Jax. “He’s lucky to have learned from the best, that’s for sure.”

      Our conversation is interrupted by the sound of splashing and playful shrieks. Angel and my aunt have decided to take a dip in the nearby ocean, their laughter echoing through the air. Unable to resist the call of the water, Jax and I exchange knowing glances and race toward the waves, our friends following closely behind.

      As I dive into the cool embrace of the ocean, a surge of exhilaration courses through my veins. The saltwater engulfs me, washing away any remnants of stress. I resurface, my laughter mingling with the crashing waves.

      “You’re getting slow, Em!” Jax teases, splashing water playfully in my direction.

      I retaliate with a mischievous grin, sending a spray of water his way. “Oh, you’re in for it now!”

      Our friends join in the friendly water battle, creating a joyous symphony of laughter and glee. For a moment, time stands still as I revel in the sheer happiness of the present moment.

      

      With a grateful smile, I glance around, taking in the sight of our parents and friends, still immersed in playful banter and shared stories. I can’t help but feel blessed, knowing that these bonds will only grow stronger from now on.

      As the evening breeze sweeps through, I whisper a heartfelt thank you to the universe for the gift of this day. And in my heart, I hold onto the joy and love that permeate every minute.

      Our big family gathers around the long, wooden dining table. Plates are filled with delicious food from the barbecue, and stories fill the air catching up on each other’s lives.

      As we sit down to enjoy our meal, Dex speaks up with an excited gleam in his eyes. “Hey, guys, I’ve been thinking. How about we have a movie night soon? We can set up a big screen outside, get cozy under the stars, and watch our favorite films together.”

      His suggestion sparks interest around the table, and everyone begins to chime in with their movie recommendations. I smile, enjoying the warmth of their camaraderie, but a pang of sadness tugs at my heart.

      “I’d love to join you all for movie night,” I say, my voice tinged with regret, “but I won’t be able to make it. I’m leaving for Tokyo in a few days and I’ll be gone for three weeks.”

      Silence falls over the table as my words sink in. Time flew by and I forgot about it. When I got my tickets delivered in my email, I screamed in frustration and of course I procrastinated to tell him. Jax, sitting beside me, looks at me with a mix of surprise and disappointment in his eyes. Darkest Symphony will have their first big concert that will take place in just a couple of weeks. And now, he realizes I won’t be there to cheer him on.

      Dex senses the shift in the atmosphere and clears his throat. “But… you never missed our concerts before.”

      I nod, unable to meet Jax’s gaze. “I know, Dex. I feel awful about it, but this trip was planned a year ago, and I can’t postpone it. I wish I could be there for the concert, but the timing just doesn’t align.”

      Jax’s disappointment is palpable, but he manages a small smile, trying to be understanding. “I know, Em. It’s just… It won’t be the same without you there. Your presence always fills me with energy.”

      I reach out and take his hand, squeezing it gently. “I wish I could change the circumstances, but I can’t. I promise I’ll support you from afar, and we’ll celebrate when I return.”

      He gives me a bittersweet smile, his thumb brushing against the back of my hand. “We’ll make the most of it, and when you come back, we’ll have our own concert, just for you.”

      His words bring a small spark of joy to my heart, and I lean in to give him a soft kiss. “Thank you.”

      “Love you, Em.” Around us, the conversation slowly picks up again, laughter and banter resuming. Though the pang of missing the concert still lingers, I remind myself that this trip is an opportunity for growth and new experiences.
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      I stand outside the imposing building, the weight of anticipation settling upon my shoulders. This is it—the moment I’ve been working toward, dreaming of, since we first picked up our instruments and formed our band. Today, I have an interview at a major radio station, Stars Music Wild, where I’ll get the chance to talk about our music, our journey, and the latest news that has sent shockwaves through our devoted fanbase. It’s a lot to take in, but I’m ready.

      As I step into the bustling lobby, the sound of ringing phones and hushed conversations fills my ears. The air crackles with energy, and I can’t help but feel a surge of excitement. This is the kind of opportunity that could catapult our band into the stratosphere—a chance to reach millions of listeners who have yet to discover our sound.

      A woman with a warm smile approaches me, her voice carrying a touch of authority. “Jax, I’m Mackenzie and we’re ready for you now.” She extends her hand to me. “The interview will be live, so just follow me and we’ll get you set up.”

      I nod, my heart pounding in my chest as I walk behind her. We wind through a maze of hallways, lined with framed album covers and pictures of famous musicians who have graced these same halls. It’s an honor to be in such esteemed company, and it only adds to the pressure I feel. “We’re almost ready to begin.”

      “It’s an honor Makenzie, Angel praises your interviews and I confess it’s kinda intimidating,” I admit while we enter a studio bathed in soft light, the hum of equipment and the sight of microphones makes me feel both nervous and alive.

      “Angel is a force of nature, and don’t worry, it’s a chat between friends.” She takes a seat. “Whenever you’re ready.”

      I nod at her while I wear the headset.

      Mackenzie is a seasoned radio and television personality even if she’s young but she’s seen as a music goddess and an institution. “And we’re back! Ladies and gentlemen, we have a special guest today, the one and only sexiest lead singer of the Darkest Symphony! Welcome to the show, Jax.”

      I take a deep breath, summoning every ounce of confidence within me. A smile stretches across my face as I lean in closer to the microphone, feeling the energy of the moment. “Thanks for having me. It’s an honor to be here.”

      Mackenzie eases me into the interview, asking about the early days of the band, our influences, and the evolution of our sound. I speak passionately, reliving the countless hours we spent practicing in my dad’s garage, the thrill of our first gig, and the indescribable joy of connecting with an audience through our music. The memories flood back, and I can’t help but smile as I share these moments with the listeners.

      Then, the host shifts gears, her tone becoming more somber. “Now, Jax, I have to address the breaking news that has taken your fans by surprise. The announcement that you and Emma are bound together, despite the countless hearts left broken in your wake.”

      The weight of those words settles upon me, and I pause for a moment, collecting my thoughts. I understand the impact our relationship has had on my fans—the dreams they held onto, the fantasies they wove around us. It’s not an easy subject to broach, but I owe it to our supporters to be honest.

      “First and foremost, I want to say how incredibly grateful I am for my fans—their passion, their love, and their support. It’s not lost on me how deeply they’ve invested themselves in our music and our lives. And for that reason, I felt it was important to be transparent about my relationship with Emma,” I continue, my voice steady but filled with genuine emotion. I explain how Emma and I found solace in each other, how our connection grows stronger despite the work commitments that take her away. I acknowledge disappointment some may feel, but stress the importance of understanding that our hearts lead us where they will, even when it defies expectations.

      “Our music has always been about authenticity and vulnerability, about baring our souls through our lyrics and melodies. Emma and I found that same authenticity in each other, and we couldn’t deny it. I hope my fans can find it in their hearts to support us.”

      As I speak these words, I can’t help but wonder how our fans will react. Will they understand? I take a moment to brace myself for the wave of opinions and emotions that will inevitably crash upon us. But deep down, I know that no matter what, my music will continue to speak for itself, transcending the boundaries of fame, relationships, and expectations.

      “Well, Jax, we’ve been hearing some exciting news lately. Rumor has it the Darkest Symphony’s concert is already sold out. Can you confirm that for our listeners?”

      My heart swells with pride, knowing that I can finally share my thrilling announcement with the world. “Absolutely! Our first concert will be in three weeks and when Starlight Music Distribution opened the sales, they were sold out in two weeks. It’s going to be an unforgettable experience, and I can’t wait to share it with my incredible fans.”

      Mackenzie's eyes light up with curiosity, reflecting the excitement that fills the studio. “That’s fantastic, Jax! I can only imagine how your fans must be feeling right now. But let me ask you, how do you handle the pressure of consistently selling out shows?”

      “It’s an incredible feeling, yet also somewhat surreal, to witness our concerts selling out so swiftly. But at the core, it’s the overwhelming support and love from my fans that keeps us going. Their energy ignites my performances, and I am forever grateful for their dedication.” A sense of gratitude washes over me, a humbling reminder of the extraordinary journey I’ve embarked on.

      “Well said, Jax. Now, there’s been a lot of speculation about a special guest joining you on stage. Can you give us any hints?”

      A mischievous smile dances across my lips, knowing the secret I hold and the anticipation it will ignite. “Ohhh that’s a tricky one.” I laugh, “How I wish Emma could stand by my side for this concert. Alas, she won’t be able to make it. She’s actually organizing the DarkHeaven’s concert in Tokyo around the same time.” A tinge of sadness envelops my words, the longing to have Emma with me in this moment tugging at my heart.

      “Oh, that’s a shame. But I’m certain both concerts will be extraordinary in their own right. Is there a message you’d like to send to Emma and DarkHeaven fans listening right now?”

      I take a deep breath, letting my emotions settle into my voice, hoping my words can carry the depth of my feelings. “Absolutely. To Emma: Babe, I know you will set Tokyo ablaze with DarkHeaven. Your passion and dedication are unmatched, and even though I can’t physically be there, know that my spirit will be cheering you on. And to all the incredible DarkHeaven fans, prepare yourselves for an experience you’ll never forget. Immerse yourselves in the music, and let it move your souls.”

      The host nods, her eyes reflecting the emotion that fills the room, bridging the gap between our hearts.

      “Well, Jax, it’s been a pleasure having you here today. We eagerly await your upcoming concert, and we’ll send our love to Emma in Tokyo. Thank you for joining us.”

      A mix of gratitude and excitement swirls within me, grateful for the opportunity to share my journey with the world. “Thank you for having me. It’s been an incredible experience. And to all my fans out there, get ready for a night that will reverberate in your hearts!”
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        * * *

      

      The rain is pouring when I step out of the jet. The fresh air hits me and I thank God I finally set foot on solid soil. I’m not a huge fan of long flights, especially when I’m alone. Time seems to not move on and I hate it. It’s been ten days since Em left LA and those days seemed endless. I kept myself busy between the band, penning new songs and the club but still when I’m home I feel lost. At the beginning I laughed at myself. It seems everything swirls around her and it’s something I don’t know how to handle. It gets on my nerves. I’ve always been determined and knew exactly what and when I wanted something but now… now Emma became the center of my world.

      Peering at the sky, the rain washes my face and I chuckle.

      “I don’t have the whole evening.”

      “Luke, thanks for coming.” I shake his hand. “Does she know?”

      We walk toward the SUV, “She’s way too focused on the concert and sleeps very little, which gives me space to leave the Dome.”

      I pause and look at him. Em hasn’t told me she doesn’t sleep. “Why is she sleeping so little?”

      He gets in the car and I follow suit. “Time zone, food, stress… the list could get longer.”

      “I bet,” I sigh while peering at the huge buildings that illuminate the street with their big screen. “Angel was thrilled for this concert, I heard they sold out twice.”

      “Yeah, that’s DarkHeaven’s magic. They sold out at the first concert but the mayor asked to have another one since people complained tickets sold out too fast.” He chuckles, “Emma is trying her best to make it happen.”

      I can’t help but be proud of my woman. “What about you?”

      “Me?” He turns left and I can start to see Dome’s building, “I can’t wait to get back home. People here have a weird lifestyle and I miss home or even Europe goes.”

      “But Japan is a dream…” The closer we get, the bigger Dome gets. “It’s intimidating.” I’m in awe.

      “You need to see the inside.” He chuckles while getting into the covered parking lot. “Even though it is an indoor stadium it can host 57,000 people and security is top notch.”

      “Of course it is, they have you.”

      “Such a smartass.” He playfully nudges me before handing me the badge. “Don’t lose it, if they see you without it hanging around your neck you may get in big trouble.”

      “That’s scary,” I laugh out loud, but his look makes me wonder if he’s joking. “Are you serious?”

      “Miles, our sound technician, forgot it in the car and he almost got arrested.” He shrugs, “They’re a bit strict.”

      I may go to sleep with it on, just in case. “A bit? Wow.” As we pass the security we step in and move along the hallways up to an elevator.

      “Emma should be with Matthew for a brainstorm unless they’re doing a sound check.” The doors open and I feel like a tiny ant.

      Holy shit! This place is huge. Endless.

      The colored lights from the stage swirl around illuminating the ceiling in a thousand colors but my eyes catch a minute figure standing up close to the edge. I move closer and she closes her laptop.

      “Okay Jun, let’s try it one more time with the music, please.” Her voice alone makes my heart race in my chest. The music starts and the lights move in rhythm. It’s absolutely amazing.

      I stop right behind her, and the urge to scoop her up and kiss her is unbearable.

      “Perfect, get ready for the soun—” She pauses, and shakes her head, “For the sound check and then we can call it a day.” Em moves forward, places the laptop on the table and leans on the handrail. She takes her cell phone out and puts it away while rubbing her face. The music plays, the vibration hits my stomach but I like it and move closer.

      I can see her lost in thoughts and I cage her between my arms. “It’s me you’re thinking about?”

      When Em looks over her shoulder the smile on her face melts me down. “Jax!” She pivots and squeezes me in a hug, “Oh my God, you’re here.”

      “I missed you, baby girl.” I’m breathing again and fuck it makes me feel alive.

      “How? I mean… You…” Her eyes glaze up and I cup her face and kiss her. The passion she kisses me back is so powerful that it almost knocks me out. She owns my heart for good.

      “Angel granted me three days off to come here.” She knew I’d ask for them and organized everything even before me to ask. The more I know Angel, the more she manages to be a step ahead of me. She’s good at reading people.

      “I owe her one.” She giggles, kissing me again, “I’m almost done here.”

      “Good because I want to take you out for dinner.” She goes pale within a second, “You okay, babe?”

      “Yeah,” she moves back, takes her bottle of water and drinks some. “But I need a shower, I’ve been in here all day.”

      “Have you had lunch?”

      “Sure.”

      “Lies.” Luke shows up and hands her a folder, “She skips meals regularly.”

      I shift my gaze to her but she shrugs and signs the papers, “Not a big deal. I prefer to sleep more.” That’s another lie and both me and Luke look at each other.

      “Shower, dinner and sleep then, I’m up for it.” I wink at her while she snuggles in my arms. God, I missed her so much.
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      The soft rays of the morning sun filter through the curtains, gently illuminating the hotel room. I stir in bed, my eyes fluttering open as I become aware of the strange sensation in my stomach, again. It’s not a pleasant feeling at all. In fact, it’s downright uncomfortable. I groan and clutch my abdomen, hoping the discomfort will dissipate. As I swing my legs over the edge of the bed, a wave of nausea washes over me. My hand instinctively flies to my mouth, as if trying to hold back the queasiness threatening to escape. I take a deep breath, trying to steady myself, but it doesn’t seem to help. The uneasiness persists, intensifying with each passing moment.

      I stumble toward the bathroom, my steps unsteady and cautious. The cool tiles under my feet provide a momentary relief, but it’s short-lived. I lean over the sink, gripping the edges tightly, and my reflection stares back at me with weary eyes. The familiar pang of sickness strikes again, causing me to retch, but nothing comes out except a bitter taste.

      “What on earth is wrong with me?” I mutter to myself, searching for answers. I had heard of morning sickness before, but this feels different somehow. Is it something I ate? Maybe the unfamiliar Japanese cuisine doesn’t agree with me. The thought nags at the back of my mind, prompting me to recall the assortment of exotic dishes I had tried the night before.

      A memory flashes before me: the bustling streets, the vibrant colors, and the enticing aromas wafting from street food stalls. I had indulged in sushi, tempura, and other delicacies that are renowned in this city. Could it be that one of these delectable treats is causing this discomfort?

      I splash some water on my face, hoping it will alleviate the queasiness. I take a deep breath and remind myself that I need to soldier on. I can’t let a little morning sickness ruin my work trip. Tokyo is such a fascinating city, and I have so much to explore and discover. I can’t afford to be confined to my hotel room. As I step back into the bedroom, I cast a longing glance at the comfortable bed. It’s tempting to crawl back under the covers and surrender to the sickness, but I can’t give in. I have responsibilities, deadlines to meet, and a job to do.

      Summoning all my strength, I straighten my posture and force a smile onto my face. Today will be a challenge, but I am determined to overcome it. I will push through the uneasiness, the uncertainty, and find a way to make the most of it. After wearing a comfy outfit, I grab my bag, feeling a sudden surge of determination.

      The vibrant city of Tokyo pulses with energy as I embark on the final preparations for the last concert of DarkHeaven — the band Matthew, Angel’s husband, sings for. The venue is abuzz with activity, a symphony of technicians, musicians, and enthusiasts all working together to create a night to remember. The excitement is contagious, but amidst the chaos, a bittersweet longing tugs at my heart.

      Nightfall paints the city in hues of deep indigo, and the stillness whispers to my soul, as memories of Jax flood my mind. I miss him deeply, his presence a balm for my weary heart. Tonight, in the midst of this symphony of music, I find myself yearning for him.

      In my hotel room, I rummage through my suitcase until I find the familiar soft fabric of Jax’s shirt. It carries his scent, a mix of warm cologne and comfort. As I slip it over my shoulders, a sense of closeness washes over me, as if his arms were encircling me in an embrace.

      I lie down on the bed, letting the softness engulf me, and I close my eyes, allowing my mind to drift into the realm of dreams. In the depths of sleep, vivid images of Jax materialize.

      We’re walking hand in hand on a sun-kissed beach, the ocean’s gentle waves lapping at our feet. Laughter fills the air, and the warmth of his touch sends ripples of joy through my being. In this dreamscape, we are together, untethered by the constraints of distance and time. His voice caresses my ears, whispering sweet nothings and words of encouragement. We dance under a moonlit sky, our hearts beating in perfect harmony. The world fades away, and it’s just him and me, lost in an intimate symphony of love.

      But dreams are fleeting, and as the first rays of dawn break through the window, reality crashes back in. I wake to an empty room, the warmth of the dream dissipating into the cool morning air. The ache of his absence returns, intensified by the brief taste of the love we share. I sit up, clutching the fabric of Jax’s shirt against my chest.
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        * * *

      

      
        
        Two weeks later

      

      

      The wind picks up as I walk in the cemetery.

      "I haven't been back here since I brought Jax to meet my parents. It still hurts too much. Telling Jax about the accident ripped open wounds I thought had healed. Jax offered to have his friends dig for the truth, but I made him promise not to. I want my parents to rest in peace, and I can't survive feeling that pain all over again. It took me years of therapy to move on."

      Peering around, I hoped to be alone at this hour, but it seems I'm not that lucky. A couple is walking down the road as a few people walk out the Cemetery. Luke is waiting for me in the car as always and for once I don't feel so safe up here. It's weird. I've never felt so nervous.

      When I approach my family tombstone, I notice someone left flowers on it. I look around, but no one is here anymore.

      “Please tell me you had a better day than mine,” I complain, sitting on the grass. “I finally finished my gigs out of state and I feel exhausted but so happy to be back home.” I sigh, peering at the ocean. “Honestly, I should be happy. This year has been amazing. I met Jax, and he's the best I could ever dream. It's insane, isn't it?” I laugh nervously, playing with the grass I'm sitting on. Bracing my legs, I rest my head on my knees. “I never realized loving someone could give your life such meaning. And now, even more. I wish you could have had the chance to meet him and celebrate…” Hearing steps, I freeze before turning to face the person behind me.

      “Miss Wilkinson.” The man in black greets me.

      “You know my name, but I don't know yours.” I get up, swiping my leggings. He avoids answering as he moves his weight from one leg to another. “May I ask why you're here?”

      “I wanted to say goodbye before leaving the west coast.” I glance to my left and my right, but I can't see a new tomb.

      “Then have a great journey, mister?”

      “Blake, Blake Grayson.” He extends his hand in greeting.

      “My pleasure.” I shake it. My hand burns under his touch and I pull it right away.

      “Emma!” Jax’s voice booms, making me jump. “Stay the fuck away from her!” He is running toward us.

      Blake pulls down his sunglasses. “Jackson Mitchell, what a pleasure to see you.”

      “Stay away from her,” he barks, shielding me.

      “You didn't tell her, did you?”

      “Tell me what?” I ask, turning to face them. What the hell is going on?

      “Blake, enough!” Jax snarls, trembling from how nervous is.

      “Or what? Will you punch me? I dare you to.” he rags at him, glaring at me. “Your boyfriend opened an investigation on your parents.” The words hit me like a punch. It can't be true.

      “You did what?” My question is a whisper in the wind.

      “Tell her the truth!” Blake snaps at Jax “Be a man and tell her you know who caused her parents' accident.”

      “Is it true?” I mumble. Time stops as I stare at Jax in disbelief.

      “Babe, I thought…”

      “Tell her guilt is consuming you.” Blake spits the words out.

      My vision blurs with tears. Guilty? Jackson? I look at them, shocked, backing off.

      “Leave her out of this fucking story!” Jax throws him on Blake. He punches Blake making him fall on the ground. “You motherfucker!” Jax shouts. My chest hurts, my heart is aching. I didn't even realize I walked away.

      “Em!” Jax’s voice makes me run faster.

      Guilt is consuming you.

      Blake's words ring in my head, making my heart ache.

      “Emma, are you okay?” Luke gets up off the hood of our car, worried, looking who's following me.

      “Take me away from here,” I tell him while opening the car door.

      “What happened?” He stops me to glance behind me.

      “Please, Luke, take me away from here now,” I snap at him before getting in the car.

      “Em, what the hell happened up there?”

      I tug in the seatbelt as I start crying. Luke’s eyes on me make me even more nervous. He tries to say something but I shake my head making him stop. He sighs frustrated, peering at me waiting for me to explain or say something but it’s the last thing I want. He eventually gives up and starts the engine driving away. I can't believe I was so stupid to believe his words. He hid it and faked it all. For what? God, I was such an idiot.

      While hugging my knees, I try to breathe.

      “Here we go,” Luke says after parking in our driveway.

      Rushing out of the car, I rush to the door.

      Luke joins me after locking the car. “God, woman, can you slow down?”

      “Take the day off, Luke. Thanks for the ride,” I sputter out, struggling to hold back my tears.

      “Wait, wait, wait.” He grabs my shoulders, steadying my movements. “What's going on?” he asks as we reach the attic.

      “Don't worry, I'm good now. It was an emotional day and jet lag doesn’t help, that's all,” I lie.

      Knowing Luke, he won't give up and I need time to get my head screwed on right.

      “You sure?” He narrows his eyes as worry etches on his face.

      “Yeah, I just need some sleep before Jax comes home.” I nod, open the door, then get in. After closing it, I lean on it and cry my heart out.

      It was just an illusion.

      I knew it was too good to be true.

      With shaky hands I call the only person that makes me feel safe.

      “Hi Cupcake, missing me much?”
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      Driving back home I have a bad feeling. I read in her eyes a pain I’ve never seen before. I tried to reach her out, but she disappeared without letting me talk.

      I park next to Luke running toward the elevator. If his car is here means she’s home.

      Carlos, one of my friends, chose the worst moment to send me the report, but I couldn’t help myself and I read it. I was ready to move on, erase the memories that marked me the most, especially Blake fucking Grayson, but it seems destroying my childhood in the foster house wasn’t enough.

      “Babe?” I call her out once I get home. She doesn't answer but I know she's here. Her keys are on the table. “Em?” She's nowhere. Luke wouldn’t have let her go away alone, which means she said nothing to him. Scrolling through my contacts, I hit the call button. Her bestie has all the answers.

      The ring in the background seems endless until Angel picks up. “Hi Jax.”

      “Please tell me you know where Emma is.” The plea in my voice seems so weird.

      There’s a pause on the other end of the line, as if Angel is choosing her words carefully. “You know I’m a fan of you two Jax, but she needs time.”

      Time? Time for what? “I did nothing, Angel. Nothing at all.” I snap, regretting it right away.

      “I thought you two had      argued or something. She sounded exhausted and asked for a week off,” Angel confesses. “She… she went to her auntie’s,” Angel finally reveals, her voice filled with a mix of sympathy and hesitation.

      My heart skips a beat, relief washing over me like a soothing balm. “Her auntie’s?”

      “It’s in Meadows Street 99, the only house that faces the lake. You can’t miss it.”

      “Thank you, Angel. Thank you for letting me know.”

      

      I hang up and lean my forehead on the steering wheel, contemplating my next move. With a renewed sense of purpose, I start the engine and drive toward the familiar path that leads to Lake Meadow. It’s where our love bloomed amidst the tranquil beauty of nature.

      The drive feels endless, each passing mile heightening my anticipation and trepidation. As I near the lake, memories flood my mind—moments of laughter, stolen kisses, and whispered promises. I’m determined to find Emma, to face the truth head-on, and perhaps, to find a way back to each other.

      Trust.

      Where the fuck is it, Em?

      Do you really think I’m that piece of shit?

      I rub my face in frustration. Fuck me!

      Finally, I arrive at my destination and I stand at the doorstep of Emma’s childhood home, my heart pounding in my chest. Trish opens the door, her eyes widening in surprise. “Jax? What are you doing here?” Her concern can’t be missed.

      “I need to see Emma,” my voice betrays the fear that clenches at my core. “Is she here?”

      Trish hesitates for a moment before nodding slowly. “Yes, she’s here,” she says softly. “But she’s not in a good state. I’m not sure if she wants to see you.”

      My heart sinks at her words, but I refuse to believe them fully. I need to see Emma, to look into her eyes, and explain everything to her. I push past Trish and step into the house, my determination overriding any doubts or hesitations.

      “Jax, wait.” Trish follows me while I search each room, calling out Emma’s name, but there’s no response.

      Panic wells up within me as I realize she might be hiding from me, that she might want nothing to do with me anymore. My mind races, and I start to question everything that led us to this point. “You said she’s here. Where, Trish?”

      She seems uncomfortable and steps back, “She’s not here at the moment.”

      “Please. Trish.” I’m on a verge of tears and I don’t fucking care, I need to know where Emma is. She says nothing. “Fine.” I walk past her. I’m fuming. I can’t believe she’s hiding from me. It’s not fair! I don’t deserve it, I love her with all I am. I’d die for her. How can she erase everything we’ve been?

      As the night stretches on, I wait outside, hoping to catch a glimpse of Emma when she comes back. I sit in the car, my eyes fixed on the front door, my heart heavy with longing and uncertainty.

      Hours pass, the night growing colder and darker. I shiver, but I refuse to give in. My determination to see Emma outweighs any discomfort or fatigue. I clasp my hands together, praying that she will appear, that we can mend the shattered pieces of our love.

      Finally, as the first light of dawn breaks through the horizon, the front door opens and hope shows again before crashing at my feet.

      Trish steps out, her gaze meeting mine. There’s a weariness in her eyes, and I can sense her own pain and worry. “Jax,” her voice filled with a mixture of sympathy and caution. “You’ve been waiting here all night?”

      I nod, my throat too tight to form words. The anticipation and uncertainty have taken their toll on me, but I push forward, desperate for any news about Emma.

      Trish sighs, her shoulders slumping with a heavy burden. “Emma is scared, Jax,” she confesses, her voice barely above a whisper. “She’s hurt, and she doesn’t know how to face you.”

      My heart skips a beat, a thousand thoughts racing through my mind. “Scared? Hurt? Why?” I manage to utter, concern and confusion washes over me. It can’t be because of what I did. She must know by now how much I love her and I’d never do anything to hurt her. I wanted to finally let her parents rest in peace and find the motherfucker who has ruined a family.

      Trish hesitates before speaking, her words delicate and heavy with emotion. “Emma found out she’s pregnant,” her voice shakes, “and knowing you were      the one who caused her parents’ accident was too much to handle.”

      “Oh my fucking God!” I throw my hands in the air in frustration, "It wasn't me, Trish. It was all Blake's fault. I had no idea and had nothing to do with it." Tears spill over as I choke the words out. The world around me seems to come to a standstill. The revelation hangs in the air, and I struggle to process the weight of those words.

      Pregnant.

      Emma is carrying our child, our future.

      The magnitude of the news washes over me, filling me with a whirlwind of emotions—fear, joy, and a renewed sense of responsibility. “I need to see her,” I state firmly, determination surging through my veins. “I need to be there for her, for them.”

      Trish nods, her eyes filled with a mix of relief and hope. “Emma needs you now more than ever, before⁠—”

      “Before what?” I snap my head at her. “Where is Emma?”

      “She didn’t want to listen to me and went to Meads Hospital.”

      “Why? Is she hurt? Is the baby all right?”

      Tears roll over her cheek, as her eyes look like a void. “She said she didn’t want to bind you to her with a baby.”

      “No, no, no, no, she can’t do it.” I sprint to the car, stumbling on my own feet. I roll on the ground but get up immediately. The engine roars while speeding like a madman as I leave Emma’s auntie’s house with a renewed sense of purpose, my mind racing with thoughts of her, of our unborn child, and the weight of the situation we find ourselves in. Fear grips my heart as I realize the magnitude of the choices before us. I grab my phone and dial Emma’s number, praying that she will answer, that I can reach her before she does something she’ll regret.

      The phone rings and rings, but there's no answer. Panic sets in, and I can feel the seconds slipping away. I can’t lose her. Not now, not when we have so much to face together.

      Leaving the car in the middle of the parking lot, I rush through the hospital corridors, my heart pounds in my chest, each step bringing me closer to the truth.

      “Hey you, the car!” security complains.

      “Here.” I throw the keys to him while I reach the reception desk, breathless and filled with a mixture of anxiety and determination. “Excuse me,” I call to the nurse behind the desk. “I need to know if Emma Wilkinson is here. Please, it’s urgent.”

      The nurse looks at me with a mix of sympathy and concern, her eyes scanning the computer screen in front of her. After what feels like an eternity, she nods and points me in the direction of Emma’s room. “Room 302.”

      I nod my thanks and take off running, my heart racing faster than my feet can carry me. Each step brings me closer to Emma, to the answers I desperately seek. I burst into the room, my breath catching in my throat at the sight before me. There she is, sitting on the hospital bed, her face pale and weary. She looks up at me, her eyes filled with a mix of pain and tears. My heart aches at the sight of her, and I drop on my knees in front of her, taking her hand in mine.

      She tries to pull back but I grip at her hand. “Baby?”

      “Don't.” She shakes her head, tears running down her face. “I need to leave.”

      “You can't leave.” My voice is almost a whisper. I feel a pain in my chest like someone is trying to rip it off.

      “Please don't make it harder.” Her low voice shakes me. Is she giving up on me? What the hell Blake told her?

      “Why?” I cup her face, forcing her eyes to mine. Her eyes are empty, and tears are rolling over her cheeks, making me die on the inside.

      It can't be true.

      It can't be happening for real.

      “Let me go.” She backs off.

      “Let me explain, please.” I beg her.

      “Explain what, Jax? That you lied to me?” She throws her hands in the air in frustration. “I told you I wanted to leave the past in the past and remember my family as they were, but you wanted to go ahead.”

      “I know and I'm…”

      “Don't even dare to say it. You're not sorry, you chose to hide it from me instead. I was just a game for you, wasn’t I?” I look at her, puzzled. My brain refuses to work. What the hell is she implying? She gets up and walks away from my reach.

      “Emma!” I don't want to shout, but she stops. I know she's crying. I can feel it even though she has her back turned to me. “Let me tell you the truth and then if you still want to leave,” I take a deep breath, “I won't stop you.”

      She shakes her head. It's like being stabbed. My heart aches as my vision blurs with tears.

      “Please babe, don't leave me.” The words left my mouth begging her. I hug her from behind even though she tries to free herself. I keep her close to me. Facing my biggest fear that tears my heart apart.

      “You lied to me!” Em cries, stopping fighting me.

      “I never lied to you to hurt you, baby. I wanted to make them rest in peace and take off a burden from your heart,” I confess, tightening my hug. “I never meant to hurt you, Em. You're the only one that is worth living for.” I turn her in my arms. The redness of her eyes is killing me. “Carlos is a friend of mine and he has dug a lot for information. I asked him to find out anything he could find. It took him more than a month, but he found out who caused the accident, and why it was achieved so fast.”

      “He said you feel guilty.” She swallows before glancing into my eyes. “It was you?”

      “What?” I step back, shocked. “No babe, what the hell are you talking about?” I can see her breathe again. “Blake was driving drunk when the accident happened. He was the bully in the foster care, and I was one of his targets. That's why he teased you.”

      “Oh my God.” She gasps, trembling in my hands.

      "Apparently, the mayor adopted him and paid a fortune to cover everything up." She bursts into tears, and I pull her close. "Shhh, it'll be okay, baby."

      I knew it'll break her. That's why I didn't want her to find out this way. “I'm here, babygirl. I'll be here as long as you need me.” I kiss the top of her head, rocking her. Picking her up, I take her back on the bed, holding her close, letting her cry.

      

      Hearing my phone buzzing, I open my eyes. I didn't even realize we fell asleep. Emma cried a lot, and I felt useless. I wanted to erase her pain instead I did worse. I look down at her, finding her lovely eyes staring at me.

      “Hey, baby, do you want to get up?” I caress her cheek.

      “No,” she snuggles in my arms.

      “Babe,” I whisper, my voice shakes while a potent mix of relief and worry sinks into my bones. “Please look at me.”

      Tears glisten in her eyes as she squeezes my hand. “I… I couldn’t do it, Jax,” she stammers, her voice barely above a whisper. “I was scared, overwhelmed by everything, but… I couldn’t go through with it.”

      Understanding dawns on me, and I gently brush a strand of hair away from her face. “We’re in this together,” I assure her, “We’ll face whatever comes our way, hand in hand. Together, baby.”

      She sniffles, a mixture of emotions crossing her face. “I didn’t know if you’d want this,” she admits, her vulnerability piercing through the tension. “But I couldn’t bear the thought of losing the baby, of losing a part of you.”

      A surge of love and tenderness washes over me as I lean in, pressing a gentle kiss to her forehead. “I want you, this baby and the next hundred, more than anything in this world, baby girl.” My heart swells with love, “You’ll be the best mom ever and I’m so proud and mad at you for not telling me right away. I’d have flown in immediately. Fuck the concert and everything else, Em. I’m living because of you, baby.”

      Emma’s eyes meet mine, and in that moment, I see a glimmer of hope, a flicker of trust reigniting between us. She caresses my cheek, “You look tired.”

      Kissing the palms of both of her hands, my eyes linger at her womb, “Rest can wait, the important thing is that you and the baby are okay.”

      “They are,” she nods.

      “And you?” I shake my head before understanding her words, “They?”
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      As we pull out of the hospital parking lot, my heart is heavy with a mix of relief and confusion. The sterile scent of the hospital lingers in my nostrils, reminding me of the emotional roller coaster I just experienced.

      What the hell was I thinking? How on the fucking earth did it come to my mind? Jesus Christ, I want to kick my own ass. I’m a coward and was ready to do the dumbest thing ever before even let him know.

      The moment I heard their heartbeats I burst into tears and the doctor asked me again if I’m sure but this time my answer was the right one. They’re a piece of me. Something precious that life gave me for finally having loved someone without any limits. And if we’re not enough for Jax, then that’s it. I’ll grow them alone. But when Jax busted into the room even the last stupid thought vanished from my mind. He’s here. Which means he talked to Trish and he knows. He came here to stop me showing me he’s braver than I am.

      Jax’s presence beside me offers some comfort, but I can’t shake off those words that play over and over in my mind.

      Jax reaches for my hand, his warm fingers gently entwining with mine. The touch soothes me, grounding me in the reality of our connection. I grip his hand tightly, needing that lifeline of reassurance as we drive through the dimly lit streets. Silence engulfs the car, a silence that becomes unbearable when I see his split knuckles and my thoughts swirl like a turbulent storm within me. I know I can’t keep my emotions bottled up any longer. I take a deep breath, mustering the courage to speak, my voice barely above a whisper.

      "Jax," I start, my voice trembling with vulnerability. "Are you going to get in trouble because of me?"

      Jax’s grip on my hand tightens, his gaze flickering momentarily away from the road to meet mine. I see a flicker of sadness and understanding in his eyes, and it both eases and heightens my anxiety.

      “No, babygirl, I’m sorry you had to see that side of me. But I      couldn’t stand his face anymore. I endured years of his bullying. Every time a family sent me back to foster care, he was there, mocking me and using me as a punching bag. But when he hurt you and ruined your life, that was the last straw. I couldn’t forgive him for that.”

      Swallowing hard, I gather the fragments of my courage to reveal my deepest fears. “Is he alive?” my voice quivers.

      Jax’s hand leaves the steering wheel, his fingers tenderly caressing the back of my hand. His touch sends shivers down my spine, momentarily distracting me from my anguish. "He is," he murmurs softly. "I called the cops before I even got to the cemetery. They arrested him. Carlos is on it, and we'll make sure he spends his life behind bars."

      Tears well up in my eyes, a mix of relief and overwhelming emotion. Jax’s words wash over me, soothing my doubts and insecurities. "How did you know I was there?"

      "Carlos tracked Blake's cell phone. When I saw you, I lost my mind." Jax brings our entwined hands to his lips, pressing a gentle kiss against my skin. "I know facing this mess again won't be easy, but I'll be here."

      "Thank you," I sob, not even sure why. Inside, I feel at peace.

      His words wrap around me, enveloping me in a cocoon of love and security. In this moment, I realize that together, we can face any storm life throws our way. The car carries us forward, our fingers intertwined, and the weight of my fears begins to lift, replaced by a renewed trust in our bond.

      As we step through the front door, Jax’s strong arms wrap around me, lifting me effortlessly off the ground. I gasp in surprise, my heart fluttering with a mixture of excitement and tenderness. Being carried like this makes me feel cherished, as if I’m the most delicate thing in the world.

      “Are you hungry?” Jax’s voice resonates in my ear, his warm breath tickles my skin.

      I shake my head, my fingers gently gripping the fabric of his shirt. “No, I just want to be with you.” Because I missed you.

      He gently sets me down, his eyes filled with an affectionate glow that makes my heart swell. I feel safe in his embrace, surrounded by his love.

      “All right,” his voice soft and caring. “Take your time, love. I’ll be waiting for you.”

      I offer him a grateful smile before making my way toward the bathroom. Peering at the mirror, I shut my eyes while tears stream down my cheeks. I can’t believe I was so fucking stupid to get rid of one of the best thing that have happened in my life. He’d have hated me forever. Hell, I’d have done it too. Caressing my stomach, I can’t help but smile. Their heartbeats, so powerful, take      me out of the numbness, realizing I was about to make the worst mistake ever.

      I strip out my clothes and get inside the walk in shower. The hot water cascades over me, washing away the physical and emotional residue of the day. The rhythmic sound of the water soothes me, allowing me a moment of quiet reflection.

      After my shower, I wrap myself in a plush towel and step into our bedroom. The scent of fresh fruits lingers in the air, capturing my attention. Jax appears with a tray in his hands, a smile playing on his lips.

      “I thought you might be hungry after all,” he smiles. “I brought you some fruits and a sandwich.”

      My heart warms at his thoughtfulness. I sit down on the edge of the bed, grateful for his caring gesture. Jax places the tray in front of me, the vibrant colors of the fruits tempting my taste buds. “You always know how to take care of me.”

      He takes a seat beside me, his fingers gently brushing against mine. “It’s my privilege, Em.”

      We eat in comfortable silence, the occasional exchange of glances and smiles speaking volumes. Jax’s presence fills me with a sense of contentment, as if everything is right in the world.

      I notice his ripped jeans are dirty and I silently ask him what happened. Jax shrugs and kisses my forehead before going into the bathroom.

      As I finish the last bite of the sandwich, Jax comes back bare chested with only his pajamas bottom, a sublime vision and he reaches out to take the tray away. He places it on the table near the window and comes closer, wraps his arms around me, pulling me close. I rest my head against his chest, listening to the steady rhythm of his heartbeat. The same as our babies.

      “I’m so grateful to have you,” I whisper.

      His grip tightens around me, his voice filled with tenderness. “And I’m grateful to have you, baby. You are my everything.”

      Surrounded by his love and the warmth of our shared connection, I realize that there’s no place I’d rather be than in his arms.

      As I settle into bed, Jax moves beside me, sliding under the covers. My eyes wander over his exposed form, drawn to the contours of his body, familiar yet always captivating. Something catches my attention—an intricate new tattoo adorning his chest. Its unique design piques my curiosity, and I feel a rush of excitement mingled with a touch of apprehension.

      Jax’s tiredness is evident in the weariness etched on his face. His eyes appear heavy, but there’s still a spark of warmth that flickers within them. He reaches out, his arm encircling my waist, and I’m instantly drawn closer to him. I feel the steady rise and fall of his chest against my cheek as I nuzzle against him, my lips pressing against his skin.

      “Jax,” I whisper, my voice barely above a breath. “You mean everything to me. I don’t know how I got so lucky to have you in my life. You’ve become my rock, the person who understands me in ways no one else ever has and it scares me.”

      He stirs slightly, a faint smile gracing his lips, but he remains peacefully asleep. I continue, my words pouring forth with an urgency and sincerity that can’t be contained. “You bring out the best in me, Jax. With you, I feel seen, heard, and loved unconditionally. You’ve shown me a depth of love that I never thought was possible, and I am forever grateful for the way you’ve touched my heart.”

      A soft snore escapes Jax’s lips, his arm holding me close. I can’t help but smile, a mix of amusement and adoration. “For real?” I say with a gentle laugh. “Gosh, even in your sleep, you’re sexy and mine.” I press a tender kiss to his chest, hoping that somehow, amidst his dreams, he can sense the depth of my emotions. With a contented sigh, I settle into the warmth of his embrace, finding solace in the rhythmic sound of his snoring. In this moment, I know that my love for Jax transcends words—it’s woven into the fabric of our connection, a silent symphony that plays between our hearts.
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        * * *

      

      As I watch Jax flipping pancakes in the kitchen, a surge of warmth rushes through me, both from the tantalizing aroma of the breakfast he’s preparing and the sheer adoration I feel for him. My eyes linger on his strong, capable hands, the way he effortlessly maneuvers the spatula with precision. The thought of our shared joy fills my heart, and I can’t help but feel a renewed sense of excitement. I walk over to Jax, my body drawn to him like a magnet, unable to resist the urge to express my love. With a soft smile playing on my lips, I wrap my arms around him from behind, pressing a gentle kiss against his back.

      Jax pauses mid-flip, surprised but pleased by my unexpected gesture. He turns around, his eyes meeting mine, a mixture of amusement and affection in his gaze. “Hey there, gorgeous,” he says, his voice filled with warmth. “What brought this on?”

      I rest my head against his shoulder, relishing the closeness between us. “I just couldn’t resist showing you how much I love you,” I reply softly. “The happiness that fills my heart right now, it’s overwhelming.”

      He places the spatula down, his hands gently caressing mine as he leans into my embrace. “You make me the happiest man alive, baby girl,” he brings me in front of him. His lips brushes over mine before deepening the kiss while stealing my breath away. I let my nails graze over his back. He picks me up and makes me sit on the counter. I spread my legs to make room for him as I hook my fingers in the waistband of his pajama bottoms. He detaches from my lips tasting my neck while his fingers lower the straps of my nightgown. Tilting my head to the side I notice the pan still on and I reach to move it. Feeling his erection between my thighs makes me pull him closer. It seems a lifetime since I had him and I’m craving being fucked as if tomorrow doesn’t exist.

      Jax grazes his teeth over my flesh. My sensitive nipples begs for attention as his hand cups my breast and brushes his thumbs over them before taking in his mouth one at a time. “You know we have little time, right?” I murmur while he bites in my flesh. “Fuck,” I moan, as the pleasure zaps through me.

      “They’ll wait, I have something more important to do now,” his hand reaches my panties, a smile appears on his face at the heat between my thighs.

      “I swear God I’ll masturbate if you don’t stop playing around, Jax.”

      He chuckles, moving backward. “Show me,” he demands.

      Reaching between my legs I let my fingers slip under the panties fabric, pass over the clit and then inside my pussy. I pump my fingers faster, riding the wave of pleasure while his eyes burn into me. Why am I feeling I should have stayed put? Bringing my glistening fingers toward my mouth he grabs my wrist and licks them while his cock rubs my opening pushing in just the tip. This is a torture and he knows it. The bastard! With my legs I try to draw him closer.

      His hand grips my neck, “Tell me, baby girl, you want it slow?” He pushes forward so slowly that I want to scream in frustration. Then he pulls out, “Or faster?” he slams into me, deep and powerful.

      “Faster, Daddy,” I plead, our eyes locked. But while I wait to finally have what I want; he works his hips in slow motion while looking at his cock disappear into my cunt. “Please, please, Daddy.” The words sound like a whine and Jax finally starts to fuck me for good. Each thrust takes me closer to that blinding light.

      He rocks his hips holding me in place while kissing me, consuming my soul. “You can’t come.” He grunts in my ear. I grip on the counter with one hand while the other squeezes onto his forearm.

      “I can’t,” I pant while the first waves make me convulse.

      “You.” Slam. “Can.” Slam. “And.” Slam. “You’ll.” Slam. “Hold it.” His voice is rough and demanding. My pussy clamps against his cock and he tightens his grip around my neck.

      My body tenses, my nails dig in his skin, “So fucking perfect, look at you.”

      I’m desperate for a release and I find it difficult to hold back. His lunges reach my spot, hitting it in a sequence that makes me scream his name. He leans closer, “Come for, Daddy.” His demand is like a switch and I do. Convulsing under his intense gaze as I roll my eyes in abandon at the pleasure that envelops me. “Such a good girl,” he praises, pulling me in a hug, caressing my back until my breath comes out steady.

      Jax feeds me in his protective arms. I’m on cloud nine even if my body still feels like Jell-O. “You okay, baby?”

      I nod while eating a grape, “I'm happy.” I smile, placing a soft kiss on his cheek.

      He leans over, brushing his nose with mine. “And speaking of happiness, we should start thinking about when we want to announce the pregnancy to the others.”

      The mention of our impending announcement fills me with a mix of excitement and nerves. I take a step back, looking into Jax’s eyes, my heart pounding with anticipation. “You’re right,” I sigh, “I’m just a little nervous about it.”

      Jax’s hands find mine, his grip providing a comforting reassurance. “There’s no rush, Mommy.” Gosh that word makes me feel a wave of emotions that can’t be contained.

      As I stand there, enveloped in Jax’s arms, a thought begins to form in my mind—an idea that feels both exciting but intimate at the same time. I pull back slightly, looking up at him with a glimmer of anticipation in my eyes. “What if we organize a barbecue and use that opportunity to share our pregnancy news?”

      “That sounds perfect,” A smile spreads across Jax’s face, mirroring my own excitement. “A barbecue would be a great way to bring everyone together and make the announcement special.”

      I nod, feeling a surge of joy building within me. “Yes, exactly. We can create a warm and relaxed atmosphere, where our loved ones can gather and celebrate with us. It would be the perfect setting to share this beautiful news.”

      Jax’s fingers intertwine with mine, his touch grounding me in the reality of our shared journey. “But we should wait until you reach the second trimester before announcing it publicly. It’s important to ensure everything is progressing smoothly and nothing will stress you.”

      I understand his concern, appreciating his thoughtfulness and desire to prioritize our well-being. “That’s so sweet, baby.”

      He presses a gentle kiss on my forehead, his affectionate gesture providing reassurance. “We’ll take all the necessary precautions and ensure we’re ready to share our joy when the time is right. And when that day comes, I’ll be right there beside you, supporting you every step of the way.”

      I lean into him, feeling a renewed sense of gratitude for his love and devotion. “Thank you. I feel incredibly lucky to have you in my life.”

      He holds me tighter, our connection strengthening with each passing moment. “And I feel blessed to have you, Em. Together, I’ll cherish every milestone along the way just trust me, baby. Because you’re the only woman on this planet for me.”

      “I’m sorry,” I choke out the words before bursting into tears. Fuck the hormones!
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      Standing backstage, my heart pounds in my chest, as the anticipation builds. The spotlight shines brightly on the empty stage, as Dex stops next to me. “You ready?”

      I nod. “As never before.” And I am. Tonight I have Emma here and Darkest Symphony is about to launch a new song. In the past months I’ve penned thousands of songs and Angel has approved each of them. I’m over the moon and feel so inspired.

      I steal a glance toward the sidestage, where Emma stands, her eyes fixed on me, a smile playing on her lips before she blows a kiss. She’s been my rock, my biggest supporter throughout this journey, and her presence alone fills me with a mix of nerves and excitement.

      Taking a deep breath, I feel the weight of the microphone and step onto the stage. The crowd erupts into thunderous applause, their cheers and whistles filling the air. It’s overwhelming, but empowering. This is what I’ve been working for all my life – a dream come true. As Charlie strums the first chords, my voice resonates through the auditorium. The melody wraps around me like a warm embrace, and I close my eyes, letting the music guide me. The words flow effortlessly from my lips, carrying with them the depth of my emotions.

      “Through the ups and downs, you’ve been there by my side,” I sing, my voice filled with gratitude. “Emma, this one’s for you, my eternal source of inspiration.”

      I glance at her and I know her eyes are sparkling with anticipation. She mouths the words to the song, singing along silently. It feels as if we’re connected, our souls intertwining through the power of music.

      As the final verse approaches, Angel joins Emma sidestage. I have to admit Angel became one of my best friends, and I like how she always pushes Emma out of her comfort zone. She wears a mischievous smile, and with a gentle nudge, she urges Em onto the stage. She looks at Angel in surprise, uncertainty written across her face. But Angel only nods encouragingly, pushing her forward. With a mix of apprehension and excitement, Emma eventually steps onto the stage, the crowd erupts into thunderous applause as I drag her closer and kiss her like no one is watching us.

      “Jax,” Emma whispers, her eyes shining with tears of joy.

      I squeeze her hand, unable to hide my own tears. “I love you, baby girl.”

      Stepping off the stage, the echoes of applause are still reverberating in my ears, and I find myself backstage, surrounded by the energy of the band. We exchange exhilarated glances, knowing that we’ve just experienced something incredible together. More powerful than the last time and I love it. Emma squeezes my hand, her face glowing with pride and joy.

      I drag her in front of me unable to contain my own elation. “Thank you, baby. None of this would have been possible without you. Your support means the world to me.” While talking with Angel she said Em was the one to introduce us to her. That’s why fliers of Vocal Keys were everywhere we went. She played her cards good, but I’m sure it’s not how she imagined we’d end up. Looking back, I’d change a lot of things, starting right at New Year’s. I find myself smiling while tightening my arms around her.

      As we revel in the afterglow of the performance, Angel appears, a wide grin plastered across her face. She claps her hands, a mischievous sparkle in her eyes. “Well, well, well! Look at you, rockstar! That was a performance for the ages!”

      I laugh, feeling a surge of camaraderie with my boss. “Thanks, Angel. Let's say imagining you kicking my ass gave me an extra boost of confidence.”

      Angel playfully nudges me, her tone teasing. “Oh, please. You didn’t need any help. That was all on you, guys.” Just then, Angel reaches into her bag and pulls out an envelope. My curiosity piques as she hands it to me, her eyes gleaming with excitement. “I thought to add a little more pressure on tonight, after that incredible performance.”

      With trembling hands, I open it, my heart pounding with anticipation. As I pull out the contents, my eyes widen in disbelief. It’s a contract—an additional contract. I scan the document quickly and a rush of emotions overwhelms me.

      “You want me as an exclusive songwriter?” I stammer, my voice filled with astonishment.

      Emma claps her hands beside me, her eyes widening in excitement. “I’m proud of you, Jax.”

      I’m at a loss for words, the weight of this opportunity sinking in. It’s a validation of my passion, my dedication to my craft. I turn to Angel. “I… I don’t know what to say. This means a lot. Thank you.”

      Angel grins, her eyes shining with pride. “Don’t thank me, Jax. You earned this. You’ve poured your heart and soul into your music, and now it’s paying off. I saw your potential from the stage, and I hope to have you on board.”

      I take a moment to let the joy and gratitude bubbling within me. The stage was just the beginning, and now a new chapter is unfolding before my eyes. I’m filled with determination to embrace this opportunity, to continue crafting songs that touch people’s hearts.
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        * * *

      

      I step through the front door, the adrenaline from the concert still coursing through my veins. The house is quiet, the chaos of the crowd replaced by a serene calmness. Emma and I exchange tired but contented smiles as we make our way to our bedroom. It’s been a long day, but my mind refuses to settle.

      As I lie in bed, staring up at the ceiling, my thoughts begin to drift to the room we’ve chosen for the babies. It’s a blank canvas, waiting to be filled with love and warmth. The image of cribs, stuffed animals, and soft pastel colors dances in my mind. It’s both thrilling and overwhelming. But as excitement bubbles within me, so do my fears and insecurities. Can I really be enough for Emma and our babies? Will I be a good father? Doubt gnaws at me, threatening to consume my thoughts.

      Unable to find solace in the silence, I slip out of bed and make my way to the room we’ve designated for the babies. The dim light from the moon casts a soft glow, illuminating the empty space. I take a moment to breathe, to let the room envelop me in its potential. My mind races with thoughts of parenthood, of the immense responsibility that awaits us. What if I make mistakes? What if I can’t protect them from the challenges they’ll face? Doubt takes hold of me, its grip tightening. I pull out my cell phone and start researching. Pregnancy safety tips, nursery decoration ideas—I delve into the vast sea of information, desperately seeking guidance. I want to ensure that Emma and our babies have the best of everything that I can provide for them in every way possible.

      Minutes turn into hours as I devour article after article, my mind buzzing with newfound knowledge. But the more I read, the more overwhelmed I feel. The weight of responsibility intensifies, threatening to crush me under its burden. Suddenly, the door creaks open, and Emma steps into the room. Her presence brings a sense of calmness, and I look up, my eyes filled with a mix of exhaustion and worry.

      “Jax, what are you doing here?” Concern is lacing in her voice.

      I put my cell phone aside and sigh, my shoulders slumping. “I couldn’t sleep. The room… It got me thinking about everything. I just wanted to make sure I’m prepared, that I can be the father our babies deserve.”

      Emma walks toward me, her steps soft and comforting. She sits down beside me and takes my hand in hers. “You’re going to be an incredible father and I have no doubt about that.”

      I meet her gaze, searching for reassurance. “But what if I mess up? What if I can’t protect them? The world can be so cruel.”

      Emma’s eyes soften, her voice filled with sweetness. “No one expects you to be perfect, Jax. We’ll face challenges together, and we’ll learn along the way. What matters is that we’re there for our babies, guiding them with love and support.”

      Tears well up in my eyes as I absorb her words, her unwavering faith in me. I squeeze her hand tightly, finding strength in her touch. “Thank you, baby girl. I needed to hear that.”

      She smiles. “We’re in this together, baby. We’ll lean on each other and grow as parents, just like we’ve grown as partners. And I have no doubt that our love will create a safe and nurturing environment for our babies.”

      As I look into her eyes, I see a future filled with love and possibility. The room around us becomes more than just walls; it becomes a safe place where our family will thrive. With Emma by my side, I know that I have the support I need to overcome my fears and be the father I aspire to be.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          [image: ]
        

      

      Stepping into the record studio, the familiar scent of creativity and music fills the air. My bandmates, Jillian, Dex, Charlie, and Liam are already setting up their instruments, their expressions a mix of focus and anticipation. Today, we’re back to work, ready to dive into our next project. As we settle into our respective positions, the energy surrounds us. We share a bond that goes beyond music—a bond forged through years of shared experiences, victories, and defeats. It’s a connection that brings us together not just as bandmates, but as friends — family.

      During a break in the session, I lean against the console and clear my throat. “Hey guys, how about a barbecue this Saturday? We could all use a little downtime, and it’s been too long since we’ve hung out together outside of the studio.”

      Charlie grins, his eyes lighting up with enthusiasm. “That sounds like a plan, Jax! Count me in for some tasty food and company.”

      Liam nods in agreement. “I’m game. It’s about time we take a breather and enjoy ourselves.”

      Dex, however, remains quiet, his brows furrowed with contemplation. I notice the slight tension in his posture, and concern creeps into my voice.

      “Dex, is something bothering you? You seem lost in thought.”

      He meets my gaze, a mixture of emotions flickering in his eyes. After a moment, he sighs and gives a small, sad smile. “It’s nothing, Jax. Just some personal stuff I’ve been grappling with lately.”

      I step closer to him, placing a hand on his shoulder. “You know you can talk to me, right? We’re more than just friends. We’re brothers, Dex.”

      He hesitates for a moment, then takes a deep breath. “It’s just… seeing you so happy and fulfilled with everything going on in your life, it makes me think of Samantha.”

      Samantha. The only girl he barely mentions but still has marked him. A twinge of understanding tugs at my heart as I realize the source of his unease. I lower my voice, trying to offer reassurance. “We’re here for you, through the highs and lows. I’m always here if you need a shoulder to cry on.”

      He nods, his eyes filled with resignation. “I know. And I appreciate it. It’s just… it’s hard sometimes, you know? But don’t worry about me. Let’s focus on the barbecue and celebrating our successes.”

      I can sense the heaviness in his words, his attempt to shield me from his own struggles. But I want him to know that his feelings matter, that his journey is just as significant. I give him a gentle squeeze on the shoulder. “Whenever you’re ready to talk, I’m here. No matter the time or place.”

      A glimmer of gratitude shines in his eyes, his guard momentarily lowered. “Thanks, brother. I might take you up on that offer someday. But for now, let’s enjoy the barbecue and create some more music together.”

      I offer him a warm smile, my heart aching for his pain.

      As the conversation concludes, we return to our respective instruments, the music filling the room once again. In that moment, I’m reminded of the beauty of friendship—the support, understanding, and presence that binds us together. And I silently vow to be there for Dex, just as he has been there for me, whenever he’s ready to share his journey.

      

      I take a deep breath, my fingers tapping nervously against my phone as I scroll through the contacts. It’s time to extend the invitations for the barbecue on Saturday. I find my dad’s number and press the call button, my heart racing with anticipation.

      After a few rings, my dad’s warm voice fills the line. “Hey, Jax! How’s my favorite rock star doing?”

      A smile spreads across my face, “Hey, Dad! Why? Do you have other rock stars I don’t know?” I chuckle, “I’m doing great. Listen, I wanted to invite you to a barbecue at our place this Saturday. It would mean a lot to have you there.”

      There’s a brief pause on the other end before my dad responds. “That sounds fantastic! It’s been a while since we’ve had some quality time together.”

      Relief washes over me. “Thank you, Dad. It means a lot to me.”

      Next on my list are the security team and Chris is the only one who can help me reach everyone’s up.

      
        
          
            
              
        Me: Hey Chris, do you have any plans for Saturday?

      

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
              
        Chris: Not that I’m aware of. Has Angel changed her mind again?

      

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
              
        Me: Dunno but I’d like to have all of you guys on Saturday at mine for a barbecue. Can you spread the word?

      

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
              
        Chris: Consider it done, Jax. We’ll make sure to make the barbecue a little crazier.

      

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
              
        Me: Looking forward to it.

      

      

      

      

      

      

      SMD is a family and I love being part of it and that’s why I chose to dial Luke, another member of our security team. He answers after a couple of rings. “Hey, Jax. What can I do for you?”

      “Are you up for a barbecue at our place this Saturday?” I cross my fingers, hoping he’ll be able to make it. I know it’s his day off but still the day wouldn’t be the same without him.

      Luke chuckles, his voice warm. “Count me in, Jax, I can’t miss your barbecue.”

      Happiness fills my heart as I thank him.

      I pause in front of Angel’s office and take a deep breath. I knock lightly on the door and step inside, finding her engrossed in some paperwork. I hold up the contract and a wide smile light up her face.

      “Is that what I think it is?” she exclaims, curiosity dancing in her eyes.

      I walk closer to her, excitement bubbling within me. “Yup, this is yours.” I hold up a finger, my voice filled with urgency. “Angel, if you promise me you won’t spill the news just yet, I may have another thing to share today. Emma and I want to keep it under wraps for now, but we’ll announce soon.” I pause while seeing her curiosity getting bigger. Angel nods, understanding the importance of secrecy. “Em is pregnant.”

      “Oh, my goodness.” Angel jumps up off the chair and comes to hug me. “I promise I’ll keep it secret.” She moves back, “Em’s such a bitch though, she said nothing to me.” She sinks in the armchair next to me.

      “I was wondering if I could take the next weekend off.” I rub my neck, while making puppy eyes to her.

      She reaches the laptop and opens my agenda, “Is there a reason?”

      “I need a break and she does too after all the mess with her parents’ story. I know from next month it’ll be packed since the upcoming concert, and…I want to propose.”

      Her head snaps to me, a big smile over her face, “Granted only if I can organize the wedding.”

      “Would you?”

      “Of course! Exclusive and dreamy.” She goes near a shelf and takes a few huge folders off. “I got your back.”

      “What if I want to marry her before the babies are born.” I push my luck knowing what I’m asking is madness.

      “When is the due…” She pauses and peers at me, “Babies?”

      Fuck! I wanna slap myself. “Em will kill me.”

      “Ahhh,” she squeaks, “I’m so thrilled! Congratulations!” she giggles, focusing back on our conversation, “I’ll work along with wedding planners and there’s nothing we can’t do.” She winks at me, “for William and Brooke’s wedding took us three months but they helped us.” She flicks the pen pad back and forth, “you need to ask Em first. Being you a public figure they expect you to show over bits of the wedding and have exclusive media too.”

      I smile, grateful for her support. “Will do, Angel, for me the sooner the better. Also, I wanted to invite you, Matthew, and the babies to the barbecue on Saturday. It wouldn’t be the same without you, plus we wanna drop the bomb.”

      Her face lights up with delight. “We’d love to come, Jax! It’ll be a great chance for everyone to celebrate your big news.”

      “Thank you.”

      “There’s nothing to thank me for. We’re family, Jax. And I mean it, we cheer each other on and try our best to be there for everyone.”

      And she really does. For each one of the members of SMD, being part of staff or singers. I think that’s one thing that I’m so grateful for. I hug her. “It has always been me and Mac until I met the guys. And now I have a pretty big one.”

      “And you’ll be a dad too. “

      “The best thing in my life.” And I will do everything for my family.
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      I watch from the porch as Mac, Jax’s father, pulls into our driveway. Excitement bubbles within me knowing that the barbecue is about to begin. As Mac steps out of his car, I rush over to greet him, “Hey, Pop! It’s so great to see you.” I wrap him a tight hug.

      He returns the embrace with a gentle squeeze, his eyes filled with warmth. “Emma, it’s always a pleasure to be here. I brought my famous ribs,” and thank God he did. I was craving them and Jax promised he’d ask him to teach his secret recipe. I couldn’t forget their amazing flavor and cravings are a pain lately. Jax is a sweetheart and spoils me every time. “And I couldn’t forget the beautiful lady of the house.” He presents me with a bouquet of vibrant sunflowers.

      I take them in my hands, inhaling their sweet fragrance. “Oh, Pop, thank you! These are absolutely gorgeous.”

      Mac grins, his eyes crinkling with affection. “You deserve nothing less, my dear. Now, where’s that son of mine? I’m ready to lend a hand with the preparations.”

      I guide Mac toward Jax, who is setting up the table and placing torches along the beach. He wanted them since said it gives that cozy atmosphere. Honestly the tiny white lights upon the porch and the strings up to the beach for me are more than enough but I guess he’s getting nervous. Jax looks up, his face lighting up with joy at the sight of his father. They share a heartfelt embrace, and I can’t help but feel a surge of warmth at the bond they share.

      “Hey, Dad. Thanks for coming early,” Jax says with a wink to me.

      Mac pats Jax on the back, a proud smile on his face. “Wouldn’t miss it for the world, son. Now, let’s get to work. We’ve got a barbecue to set up.”

      As Mac and Jax set to work, I assist them by arranging the plates and cutlery on the table. The sunflowers Mac brought brighten the atmosphere, their vibrant petals mirroring the joy that fills the air.

      As we finish placing the last torch, the scent of charcoal and sizzling food drifts through the air, enticing our appetites. We take a moment to step back and admire our handiwork, the table set with care and the torches casting a warm glow along the beach.

      Mac wipes his brow, a satisfied smile on his face. “Looking good, isn’t it?”

      Jax nods, “Yeah, it’s perfect. Thanks for your help, Dad. It means a lot to us.”

      Mac claps a hand on Jax’s shoulder. “Anytime, son. I’m always here to support you and Emma. Where’s the rest of the lot?”

      Just then, the sound of laughter and chatter reaches our ears as more guests begin to arrive. The air fills with an electric energy, a mix of anticipation and happiness. As we welcome our friends and loved ones to the porch, I can’t help but feel overwhelmed by the love and support surrounding us. The sight of Jax and his father working side by side, their laughter blending with the sound of waves fills my heart with love.

      As the laughter and music fill the air, I can’t help but feel overwhelmed by the joyous atmosphere surrounding us. The barbecue party is in full swing, and the beach is alive with games and laughter. I watch as our friends and family engage in friendly competitions, their faces lit up with excitement.

      Angel follows me into the kitchen, a mischievous twinkle in her eyes. “I’m still mad at you.” We exchange a knowing glance, both of us eager to add an extra element of fun to the festivities. “But I have an idea for the announcement.”

      “Should I be scared?” I giggle while we hide into Jax’s studio.

      “Trust me, if they’re as crazy as I think they are then this will be a blast.” She playfully nudges me. “I can’t believe he told me the news.”

      Yeah, me either. It was so freaking hard to keep my mouth shut. But Angel is amazing, and she and Matthew have a great bond with no secrets. Which means she’d have told him. Matthew is Jake’s best friend who appears to be Chris’s too. And Chris and Luke are close too. Jesus, it’d have been like jumping on a hamster wheel. And the secret, poof, wouldn’t have been a secret anymore. I shake my head at the tricky thoughts I had. “I was afraid of being judged.”

      She snaps her head to me, “What? It’s been what, six years we've been friends and you still think I’ll judge you?”

      I sigh and start to pace back and forth, “You’ve been the first to cheer for me and Jax.”

      “Of course, you two are perfect together.”

      “When I found out about my pregnancy I was in Tokyo. I didn’t want to tell him by phone, I wanted to look him in the eyes to make sure he wants it too.” She snorts like I’m saying bullshit. “After five days I couldn’t bear with my nightmares. Each night was different, and I needed to come back home.”

      “Why didn’t you tell me? I had nightmares too, but Matthew laughed at me and I’m pretty sure I’d have done the same for you, Em,” she stops in front of me and squeezes my hands, “You don’t see what we all do: Jax adores you in a visceral way.”

      “Wasn’t the same thing you said with the mint chocolate ice cream?”

      “Pretty much but I craved that devil flavor,” she laughs. “No, seriously Em, he’s so into you and I can see it. Even when we talk, he looks for you. It’s like a magnet. That’s why when you told me he was the mysterious Dom from Royals I told you it’s fate.”

      “Now I see it too,” I shamelessly admit.

      “Was about damn time, Em!”

      “One of my nightmares, though, became true when I found out about my parents accident. I couldn’t believe it and was trying to convince myself it was a trick of my head due to my tiredness, but the more that Blake talked, I couldn’t even breathe.”

      “I know Em, I figured out it was something more than what you told me that night.”

      I shake my head, “No Angel. You don’t know everything.” I wipe my tears off. It still hurts to think about it, “Alone with my thoughts I did the dumbest thing ever.” She awaits in silence, and I look away.      "At first, I couldn't bear the thought of keeping the baby of someone who caused my family's accident, and then... I didn’t want to force him to stay with me because of the baby I was carrying.”

      “Em…” She gasps.

      “When I heard their heartbeats, I burst into tears and backed off. The thought of pushing him away of my life was painful but knowing I’d lose what our love created made me feel miserable. I’d have raised them alone but then Jax showed up at the hospital and I knew Trish had told him about my pregnancy and the abortion. The desperation I read in his eyes was the final hit.”

      “If you had told me, Em, I’d have come to kick your ass only for letting that stupid idea cross your mind.” She drags me closer, “But I’d have never judged you.”

      “I’m sorry.” I sob, hugging her.

      “Get used to being always hormonal, but,” she pulls me away, “we have a party going, grandparents and our friends that need to know about this amazing news.”

      Shit, she’s right. And I’m a mess.

      Together, we prepare a game for our guests, filling balloons with hints and dares. Each balloon holds a surprise, ready to be discovered that leads to the next one until the final one.

      As we distribute the balloons, the two groups form, each one eagerly waiting for their turn. Laughter erupts as the balloons are popped, revealing challenges and funny tasks. The beach becomes a playground of joy for us adults and lightheartedness.

      The moment arrives when it’s Auntie Trish and Mac’s turn. They exchange an amused glance, excitement evident in their eyes. As they pop the balloon, a note emerges, and a sparkle of curiosity dances across their faces. It instructs them to open the glittering box.

      Anticipation fills the air as they lift the lid, revealing three adorable onesies. My heart skips a beat as I see the words written on each one forming the announcement: The three of us are coming in February to rock your life.

      Trish and Mac’s expressions transform from curiosity to sheer astonishment. Their eyes widen, and then it dawns on them—they will be grandparents to not just one, but three precious babies. A chorus of joyful gasps and cheers erupts from our loved ones as they realize the incredible news.

      Jax and I exchange a glance, our eyes brimming with overwhelming happiness. The secret we’ve been cherishing, the news of our triplets, is now out in the open, surrounded by the love and excitement of our family.

      As the family gathers around us, showering us with hugs and congratulations. The sound of laughter and heartfelt conversations fills the air, merging with the crashing waves and the crackling of the bonfire. At this moment, surrounded by the love and support of our family, I feel overwhelmed by all my emotions and my tears well up. Again. Oh, please!

      Jax pulls me in his arms, and kisses my head. “I love you, baby girl.”

      Our journey to parenthood, though filled with uncertainties and fears, is now embraced by the warmth of those who mean the world to us. And as I rest my head against Jax’s chest, I breathe in his cologne. Home.
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      The warm sun kisses my skin as I step out onto the sandy beach in Hawaii, the soft waves lapping against the shore. A sense of tranquility washes over me, knowing that Emma and I have escaped to this tropical paradise for a weekend getaway. The sound of seagulls fills the air, and the scent of saltwater invigorates my senses.

      Emma walks beside me, her hand nestled comfortably in mine. Her laughter echoes, carrying pure joy and excitement. This is our time to unwind, to let go of all worries and responsibilities, and simply revel in each other’s company.

      “I can’t believe we’re actually here, how did you convince Angel to take the weekend off?” Emma curiously asks.

      “I’m irresistible and she couldn’t say no.” I shrug. Not that I can tell her the truth.

      Her eyes sparkling with delight. “Hawaii, the perfect place for us to relax and recharge.”

      I smile, unable to contain my own excitement. “You’re not jealous anymore.” I can’t help but state the obvious. From the airport until here lots of girls wanted an autograph or a picture with me and she was so relaxed at the scene.

      “I hooked you for life, Daddy.” She giggles while bending to collect a shell.

      “Yup.” I admit, peeking at her fine ass. She did. And not because of the babies, she got my heart the New Year’s night we’ve spent together.

      We find a spot on the beach, spreading out our towels and basking in the warmth of the sun. The sound of crashing waves provides the perfect backdrop as we settle in, our bodies sinking into the soft sand. I turn to Emma, brushing a strand of hair away from her face. “You hooked me, huh?”

      She blushes, a hint of shyness in her eyes. “Yes?”

      I lean in and press my lips against hers, savoring the taste of her sweetness before biting her bottom lip. “Try again.”

      “Maybe.” The corners of her mouth raise up.

      I pull the string of her bikini, “What should I do with you?” my fingers graze down to her leg.

      “Mmmhhh.” Her eyes veil with desire. “I may or may not have done it.”

      The spank on her cheek ass makes her moan, “Is that so?” I grunt while pulling her closer.

      “Yeah, Daddy.”

      I drag Em on top of me, her hands resting flat on my chest. “What if I show you how much you did?”

      Her eyes widen while turning her head to peer around us. There’s no one other than the ocean to witness us. “But… it’s…I mean…”

      Moving my hips up, I make her feel better how eager my cock is to find a warm place to be in. “Since when do you care to be seen naked?” The nights we’ve spent in my club to perform now seem a distant memory. She bites her bottom lip, I can see she’s dying to accept this challenge. After all, it is a scene from the favorite romance she read and I vowed to make her try everything she reads. When Emma nods, I make her sit on my face. The salty scent of her skin mixed with the peachy sunscreen makes me lose my mind. I don’t give her time to take off her bikini as I start devouring her pussy.

      “Fuck, Jax…” she moans her head flopped back. Sucking her clit makes her shiver but when I fuck tongue her, the bliss on her face makes me even bastard. I reach the top and pull its strings. Her amazing tits bounce out and I cup them both, squeezing them together. Her wetness make me stop licking her as her eyes burns into mine.

      “Already tired, big boy?” she teases me. She knows I love when she pushes my buttons. It’s my green light to make her come. I bite her clit before sucking it hard. She leans backward, her hand hovering over my cock before she squeezes it. Her breath quickens as she pants uncontrollably, “Jax I’m going to…” she moans before convulsing over my face.

      I’ll never be tired of her juices. When Emma realizes she’s still on me, she hurries to move away. “Where do you think you’re going?” I ask.

      Emma grins and walks backward toward the shore. “Catch me if you can.”

      The distance between us is not that much, and I let her move further. “Run little bunny, because once caught, I’ll fuck you senseless until you scream my name.”

      “Promises promise?” she laughs while facing the ocean. I get on my feet and run after her. “Oh shit.” She squeaks as she tries to put more distance between us.

      In vain.

      “Too late, little brat,” I scoop her up, her legs wrapped on my waist, “your last words?”

      “Fuck me, Daddy.” The sheer desire in her voice makes my cock twitch.

      Grabbing it, I slam into her. Her tight pussy stretches around my dick. The delicious feeling makes me forget she’s been a little brat. Every inch of her body, in and out belongs to me. She’s mine.

      “Can I come, Daddy… please?”

      “Not yet,” I walk back to the shore, still slowly pounding into her pussy that clenches around me. “How was the chapter?” I ask her while collecting the bikini from the water.

      “W—what chapter?”

      “The porn book you’re reading.” I smirk while reaching our towels, “The dude fucking his girl senseless against his palm, making her squirt.”

      “But they weren’t in Hawaii,” she tries to say while I pull out her cunt.

      “And I won’t fuck you against a tree either,” I sit on the towel and drag her onto my lap, “but we’re on a beach, sand over our skin,” I kiss her and make her sit on me, “my cock deep in you.”

      “It feels so fucking good.” She moans as I suck at her boobs. She meets every thrust, hopping on me, riding my cock as the Queen she is. I can barely hold it but when she comes, gushing over me I take hold of her mouth, muffling her moans.

      I have no idea how much time has passed but we’re still here, our breath steady while our eyes are locked. “I love you, baby.”

      She smiles as I reach back to tie her bra up. “Not as much as I love you.”

      “I like the sound of it.” I smirk while passing her the bikini. “Still two days, what do you want to do?” I ask while stretching under the sun with Em in my arm.

      Emma’s eyes dance with anticipation. “I saw a flier the other day at the bar down the beach and I’d love to explore and indulge in this amazing island.”

      And we do. We snorkel amidst colorful coral reefs, marveling at the vibrant marine life that thrives below the surface. Our laughter mingles with the sound of crashing waves as we navigate the waters hand in hand, sharing in the awe and wonder of the underwater world.

      In the evenings, we savor delectable Hawaiian cuisine, tasting the flavors of the island. Our taste buds are tantalized by fresh seafood, tropical fruits, and mouthwatering desserts. The aroma of grilled pineapple fills the air, adding a touch of sweetness to our romantic dinners.

      As the sun sets, casting a golden glow over the horizon, we find ourselves dancing beneath the swaying palm trees. Our bodies move in sync, laughter bubbling from our lips. The rhythm of the music carries us away, enveloping us in a world where it’s just the two of us, lost in the magic of the moment.

      The next day we embark on a sunset cruise, the boat gently gliding through the crystal-clear waters. The sky is ablaze with shades of orange and pink, creating a breathtaking backdrop.

      Emma leans against me, her head resting on my shoulder as we watch the sun sink into the horizon. “This is pure bliss, Jax,” she whispers, her voice filled with contentment. “Moments like these remind me how lucky we are.”

      I tighten my embrace around her, feeling a profound sense of gratitude. “I couldn’t agree more, baby. Being here with you, in this paradise, fills my heart with immense joy.”

      As the day comes to a close, we find ourselves back on the beach. The gentle breeze caresses our skin, a reminder that even the most beautiful moments must come to an end. The sound of crashing waves fills the air, mingling with the nervous excitement fluttering in my chest. This is the moment I’ve been waiting for, the moment I want to share with Emma for the rest of our lives.

      I take a deep breath, trying to steady my racing heart. As I walk hand in hand with Emma along the shore, the sand feels cool beneath my feet. The beauty of the surroundings pales in comparison to the radiance of the woman beside me.

      We pause, facing each other, our eyes locked. Emma’s smile lights up the evening sky, and I can’t help but be captivated by her presence.

      “Jax, this place is so beautiful.”

      “Yes, it is,” I reply, my voice slightly shaky. “But you know what’s even more beautiful? Our love and the journey we’ve shared together.” I take a step closer to her, my heart pounding with a mixture of nervousness and excitement. I reach into my pocket and pull out a small velvet box. I open it, revealing a sparkling diamond ring. “Em, from the moment I met you, my life changed. You’ve brought so much love, joy, and meaning into my existence. You are my best friend, my soulmate, and the person I want to spend the rest of my life with.”

      Emma’s breath catches, her eyes glistening with tears. “Jax…”

      I take her trembling hand in mine, sinking down to one knee, the sand beneath us soft and supportive. “Emma Willinson, will you make me the happiest man in the world and marry me?”

      A gasp escapes her lips as tears stream down her face, a mixture of surprise, happiness, and overwhelming emotion. Her voice trembles as she answers. “Yes, Jax! Yes, a thousand times yes!”

      Relief floods through me as I slip the ring onto her finger, the symbol of our love and commitment. I rise to my feet, pulling her into a tight embrace, our hearts beating as one.

      “I love you, Em,” I whisper against her lips before I kiss her. She wraps her arms around me and I scoop her up. We stand there, holding each other, the waves crashing against the shore, as time seems to stand still. The world around us fades away, leaving only the two of us and the promise we’ve made to each other.
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      I take a deep breath as I enter the bustling café, scanning the room for familiar faces. The sound of laughter and cheerful chatter fills the air, and my heart leaps with anticipation. And there they are—Emma and Angel, sitting at a corner table, heads bent together in conversation. I make my way over, a smile spreading across my face.

      “Hey, ladies! What are we plotting over here?” I ask, slipping into the seat next to Emma.

      Angel grins mischievously, her eyes sparkling. “We’re diving headfirst into wedding preparations, Jax! It’s time to make this day truly magical.”

      Emma nods eagerly, her eyes filled with excitement. “We’ve been brainstorming ideas. From the venue to the décor, we want it to be a day that reflects who we are.”

      I lean back, a surge of happiness filling my heart. “That sounds amazing, Em. I’m all in. Is there something I can help you with?”

      Angel claps her hands together. “Of course, let’s get started! First up, we need to decide on the venue. Have you two given it any thought?”

      Emma reaches my hand, intertwining our fingers. “Actually, we were thinking of having an outdoor ceremony. Somewhere by the beach, with the waves crashing in the background.”

      A smile tugs at the corners of my lips as I imagine that picture-perfect scene. “The beach has always held a special place in our hearts, and it would be the perfect backdrop for our vows, or a Lake.”

      Angel nods in agreement, her pen poised above her notebook. “Great, we’ll start looking into beachfront venues then. Now, what about the theme? Do you have any preferences?”

      Emma’s eyes light up. “I’ve always been drawn to a rustic and bohemian vibe. Soft colors, wildflowers, and fairy lights—something romantic and whimsical.”

      I can’t help but be captivated by Emma’s vision. “Make sure it’s not too much, though. I know the media will talk but I don’t want them to complain about the fact it’s too glamorous. But I want her to walk on roses petals. Red and white.”

      Angel cocks a brow at me, “On the beach?” She smiles, shaking her head, “not too luxurious, huh?”

      “She’s my Queen, Angel, everything she wants goes, no matter what.” I kiss Emma’s hand.

      Angel scribbles down notes, her gaze shifting between us. “Rustic bohemian it is. Now, let’s talk about the guest list. Have you thought about who you want to invite?”

      Emma’s brow furrows slightly, her fingers tracing circles on the table. “I want to keep it intimate, with our closest friends and family. People who have supported us and been a part of our story.”

      I nod in agreement. “Absolutely. It’s about having those who have been with us through thick and thin, sharing this special day with us.”

      Angel smiles warmly, her pen gliding across the paper. “Alright, I’ll start compiling the guest list, making sure we have everyone who means the world to you both. Still… I’ll send you an additional list that’s a must have and the magazines you want.”

      We’ve discussed it with Em and we agreed to trust Angel’s opinions. She told me about William’s double wedding and the buzz around them. After years they still talk about them.

      As we delve deeper into the wedding preparations, ideas flow freely, and the excitement builds with every decision made. I can’t help but feel overwhelmed by the love and support surrounding us—Emma, my anchor, and Angel, my trusted friend. Together, we embark on this journey, turning our dreams into reality. And as I gaze into Emma’s eyes, the warmth of her hand in mine, I know that this wedding will not only be a celebration of our love but a testament to the incredible bond we share.

      I get up and kiss Em. “Okay, ladies, I should get going or I’ll be late for the interview.”

      Angel looks at her watch, “You’re already late.”

      Passing by, I wink at Em, triggering her laugh. “Impossible, I’m already there.”

      Rushing out of Caramels, I jog to my car and drive away. The radio station is minutes away from where I’m at and someone up there is helping me by keeping the traffic out of my way.

      After parking the car, I cross the street and head toward SMD’s conference room. Walking toward the table where Jill, Dex, Liam, and Charlie are seated, I can’t miss the murmurs in the room.

      I sit in the comfortable chair, surrounded by my bandmates and then Jill lean closer, “You’re late.”

      “I’m here now,” I chuckle while taking my jacket off.

      In front of me there are plenty of journalists— of the most important music and gossip magazines— that look at all of us, curiosity evident in his eyes. This interview is not just about me, even though I have something to ask; it’s about the bond we share and the music we create together.

      “Thank you all for joining me today,” I say, a smile spreading across my face. “I have some exciting news to share, and I couldn’t imagine doing it without these talented individuals by my side.” I pause, making sure I have everyone’s attention, “Do you have any questions for us?”

      The hands start riding and I point to the blond girl in front of us, her attention shifting between each of us. “Hi, Elaine Groover over here from Voices in Sync Magazine, what’s been happening in your world, and how do your bandmates play a role in it?”

      I take a moment to gather my thoughts, feeling a surge of gratitude for these incredible musicians standing beside me. “Firstly, I’m thrilled to announce that our upcoming concert has sold out in just twenty-four hours. It’s a testament to the dedication and passion of this entire band. Without Jillian, Dex, Liam, and Charlie, none of this would be possible. Their talent and commitment shine through every note we play.”

      Jill grins, her eyes sparkling. “We’re a team, Jax. We push each other to reach new heights, and it’s an honor to share the stage with you.” Her gaze shifts to the journalists. “Truth is, Jax is the one — the first one, who really believed in us and pushes us to do more and improve our skills. He’s not just our lead singer but a father who has always been there for us. And the only one to bring us ice cream to cheer us up. Our journey until here, before SMD, has been a learning process and we’re ready to conquer the world one lyric at a time.”

      Dex nods, a humble smile on his face. “Yeah, the energy we bring to our performances is electrifying. It’s a privilege to be a part of something so special. We’re a family and maybe that’s what makes us different.”

      “And as Jax always says, let’s not forget about the fans. They’re the reason our concerts sell out. Their support drives us to keep creating and pushing the boundaries of our music.” Liam chimes in, his voice filled with enthusiasm.

      Charlie leans in, his voice resonating with passion. “Exactly. This journey is about more than just success. It’s about connecting with people, sharing our stories through music, and hopefully inspiring others along the way.”

      The man on the sidelines waves his hand and I nod at him. “Hi, Mark Gallagher from E-MAG. That’s incredible. The bond you all share is evident. Is there more to the story?”

      I nod, a sense of excitement coursing through me. “Absolutely. In addition to our sold-out concert, I’m thrilled to share that I’ve been given the incredible opportunity to join the esteemed songwriter list here at SMD. And this is where my bandmates play an integral role. Their support and musical expertise have helped shape the songs for our upcoming album.”

      Liam nods in agreement. “This album is going to be something special. Each song has a unique story, and it’s a testament to the love and dedication we have for our craft, isn’t it Jillian?”

      Jill grins proudly. “We’ve been pouring our hearts into this album, exploring new sounds and pushing ourselves creatively. It’s an honor to collaborate with Jax and contribute to the songwriting process.”

      “Yeah, we’re always challenging each other to bring our best. We’ve grown so much as a band, and I can’t wait for everyone to hear the music we’ve created.” Dex adds, his voice filled with enthusiasm.

      Charlie leans back, a satisfied smile on his face. “It’s been an incredible journey, and we’re excited to share it with the world. This album is a reflection of our growth as artists and the incredible bond we share as a band and it’ll be the first of a long success.”

      The next journalist is the dickhead who spread the rumors about me cheating on Emma. She laughed so hard since we were in our baby moon. I pick him. “Val Travis from Elle Magazine,” he says and stands up, “I’d like to shift to something more personal. How do you cope with the rumors about you and Emma?”

      “As you said, there are only rumors.” I chuckle. “I want to clarify that there is and never will be another woman in my life. Emma is the only goddess that exists on this earth.”

      “But the pictures don't lie. We all saw them.” He carries on.

      “I’m sorry to disappoint you, but the girl in that picture you’re talking about is one of our fan page admins and biggest fan we’ve ever had. There’s nothing between us. In that picture, there’s nothing other than a hug even if the speculation gets bigger.” I pause and drink a gulp of water, “I want to announce publicly that if anyone continues to carry on the rumors, you will be sued by me and SMD. My priorities in this period are my soon to be wife Emma — we’re organizing our wedding and Angel Montgomery will make sure everything runs smoothly — and our babies.”

      “If I can add something else,” Jill giggles, “being myself close to Emma and Jax, I can assure you nothing can break the bond between them. Hearty eyes and all.”

      “So please stop sharing that stupid fake news. Emma needs to relax and enjoy her pregnancy,” Dex’s voice booms in the room. I know Dex will love to punch Mr. Fucking Travis, and I’ll do too but the last thing we need is to get in trouble.

      Dex chooses a journalist, and she stands up. “Christine Parker for Music and Notes. Talking about rumors, is that true that SMD will take part in next year's edition of Vocal Keys only if Synder won't sit at the table?”

      “I can’t confirm nor deny.” I shrug. “I’m pretty sure Angel Montgomery will announce it if she’ll take part in it but it depends on her schedule and not on who's in the jury.”

      The conversation shifts to more personal topics, including my upcoming wedding and the news of Emma’s pregnancy. The camaraderie between us shines through as we share stories, laughs, and heartfelt moments.

      The journalists marvel at our unity, our friendship, and the love we have for our music and each other. As the conference comes to an end, I can’t help but feel grateful for these crazy people who have become my extended family. I step out of the bustling conference room, the energy from the conference still coursing through my veins. The warmth of success and anticipation fills the air, but there’s a tinge of sadness too. As I glance around, I see Liam, Charlie, and Dex waiting for me, their smiles matching my own.

      “Great job in there, Jax!” Liam exclaims, clapping me on the back. “You nailed it!”

      “Yeah, man! The fans are going to go crazy when they hear about the sold-out concert and the new album.” Charlie grins.

      Dex nods, a hint of mischief in his eyes. “The wedding and the baby news were chef's kiss.”

      I chuckle, feeling a mixture of joy and longing. Since the news of the triplets, all of them try to be present for Emma. Especially Dex. He was the first to buy their first toys. “Thanks, guys. It’s an incredible time in my life, that’s for sure.”

      Just then, Jill approaches, her face beaming with excitement. “Emma just sent me a text. She’s on her way to try on wedding dresses. Can you believe it? We’re going to be stunning on your big day!”

      I smile, genuinely happy for Emma, but a pang of sadness hits me. “I wish I could be there too, Jill. I want to see her in that dress, you know?”

      Liam pats my shoulder, amusement in his eyes. “Not until the wedding day.”

      “I don’t believe that bad luck story.” I sigh.

      With the wedding preparations underway, the guys and I head to a nearby tailor where Angel made sure to book a close doors appointment to try on suits. We walk into the shop, and the sound of laughter and chatter fills the air. The tailor greets us warmly, ready to assist.

      As we try on various suits, Angel joins us, her presence adding an extra touch of style and insight. We exchange playful banter, providing feedback to each other as we search for the perfect ensemble for the big day. After much deliberation and Angel’s expert opinion, we finally settle on our suits. We bid the tailor farewell and step out onto the bustling streets, ready for a breather.

      Dex and I decide to head to Caramels, a quaint café we discovered near the SMD offices that we adore. We settle into a corner booth, the aroma of freshly brewed coffee enveloping us.

      Dex sighs, his shoulders slumping slightly. “My date dumped me. Seems like I won’t have a plus one for the wedding.”

      I feel a pang of empathy for my friend, knowing how much he had been looking forward to having someone by his side. “Aw, man, I’m sorry to hear that.”

      Dex shrugs, attempting to hide his disappointment. “Yeah, well, these things happen, I guess.”

      I search for the right words, wanting to lift his spirits. “There are plenty of fish in the sea, you know? You’ll find someone who appreciates you for who you are.”

      Dex offers a weak smile, his gaze shifting to the window. “Maybe, Jax. Maybe.”

      “You need to move on from Samantha, Dex.”

      Dex’s smile fades a little, a hint of sadness in his eyes. “Yeah, I’m trying to.” That’s a big fucking lie. “But enough about that. Let’s talk about something else. How’s the new album shaping up, have you heard the latest version?”

      I catch on to his attempt to redirect the conversation, understanding his need for some space. “The album is coming together in the best way. I can’t wait for you guys to hear it too.”

      Dex nods, a flicker of excitement returning to his eyes. “That’s awesome, man. I’m feeling it in my bones this is the right path.”

      As we continue our conversation, I can’t help but feel a mix of emotions. The joy of the upcoming wedding, the excitement for the new album, and the sadness for Dex’s recent disappointment all swirl within me. But I’m grateful for the bond we share, the camaraderie that carries us through both the highs and lows of life. And as I sip my coffee, I silently hope Dex will find the happiness he deserves, just as I have found mine.
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      I sit nervously in the makeup chair, surrounded by brushes and powders. The hairdresser works diligently, weaving my hair into an elegant updo. The anticipation of the day builds within me, my heart fluttering with a mix of excitement and nerves.

      Angel, Jill, and aunt Trish are busy fluttering around the room, ensuring every detail is perfect. Their infectious energy fills the air, and their presence brings a sense of calm amidst the flurry of activity.

      “Em, you look absolutely stunning,” Angel exclaims, her eyes sparkling with pride. “Jax won’t know what hit him when he sees you.”

      I offer a grateful smile, feeling the warmth of their support. “Thank you, Angel. I couldn’t have asked for better friends to share this moment with.”

      Jill approaches with a camera in hand, a mischievous twinkle in her eye. “Alright, ladies, it’s time for our impromptu photoshoot. Strike a pose!”

      We giggle and playfully pose for the camera, capturing the joy and excitement of the day. Auntie, Angel, and Jill have been my pillars of strength throughout this journey, and I’m grateful to have them by my side.

      Just as we finish our mini photoshoot, the door opens, and Mac steps in, a small box in his hand.

      “Emma, you look stunning,” Mac says, his voice filled with love and pride. “Jax wanted me to give you this.” I gasp when I see the necklace nestled within it. It’s an exquisite piece, the design resembling the tattoo Jax has on his wrist. This is more than a necklace, it's his way to tell me I’m his for eternity.

      Tears well up in my eyes as I take the necklace from him, the weight of Jax’s love tangible in my hands. “Thank you, Pop. It’s absolutely beautiful. Please tell Jax I love him with all my heart.”

      Mac smiles warmly, his eyes twinkling with affection. “Will do, Em, and thank you.” He squeezes my hands and kisses them before leaving my room.

      

      I stand before the full-length mirror, my heart pounding with nervous anticipation. The wedding dress, a vision of delicate lace and flowing tulle, hugs my curves and accentuates the roundness of my womb. I take a deep breath, before walking out the room and heading to see the man of my life. Steadying myself, I spot the photographers on the sidelines, but I choose to focus on the only person that matters to me.

      Jax is here. In front of me. So close yet so distant.

      “Are you ready?”

      “I’m dying to see you, baby girl.” I can feel his nervousness even if he tries to play cool.

      I step closer and hug him from behind, “I love you, Daddy.” I whisper to him. I needed this hug more than anything else.

      His hand squeezes mine, “I need to see you, baby.”

      The urge in his voice makes me giggle, “Okay,” I release him and step backward.

      When Jax turns around his eyes widen as he takes me in the sight. His breath catches, and I can see a glistening of tears forming in his eyes. “Emma,” he whispers in awe, his voice choked with emotion. “You look absolutely breathtaking.”

      A lump forms in my throat as I catch sight of his tear-filled eyes. I never imagined wearing a wedding dress could evoke such powerful emotions.

      Walking closer, Jax reaches out to touch the delicate lace that adorns my shoulder. His touch is gentle, reverent, as if he’s afraid I might disappear if he holds me too tightly. Tears spill out as he drops on his knees while caressing my womb. He rests his forehead on it and then kisses it. “I’m going to love mommy forever and more,” his eyes lock with mine. “I can’t believe how lucky I am to be marrying you, Em.”

      Tears escape my own eyes as I take in his words, feeling the weight of his love and commitment. The journey we’ve been on, the challenges we’ve faced, have led us to this moment of pure joy and celebration.

      As Jax wipes away a tear from his cheek, I reach out and take his hand, squeezing it tightly. “I’ve always been yours, Jax. I told you I hooked you up.”

      He smiles while scoops me up and swirls me around, “Then say I do.” We still need to work on his fears. In the last period I could sense he’s afraid of losing me. His childhood scars are still there and I want to erase them. Jax and the babies mean everything to me.

      The wedding, the dress, the photoshoot—it’s all a reflection of the love we have for each other and the life we’re building. And with each passing moment, I feel the depth of our connection grow, anchoring us together in a bond that is unbreakable.

      As the sun begins to set, casting a warm glow over the picturesque venue, the wedding reception is in full swing. The sound of laughter and music fills the air, creating an atmosphere of pure joy and celebration. I can see familiar faces, friends and family members, mingling with famous celebrities who have joined us to honor this special day. Even though I wanted an intimate wedding, I knew the press would have a say on it and I don’t need rumors to be spread. After all, the more we are the merrier.

      The vibrant beats of the music envelop us, urging guests to take to the dance floor. The energy is contagious, and I find myself getting lost in the rhythm, twirling and spinning alongside Jax and our crazy family. My husband and I laugh and exchange whispers of love, relishing the magical ambiance that surrounds us. I counted ten photographers, their cameras clicking furiously, capturing every second of this memorable day. Their presence is both exhilarating and overwhelming, as I try my best to remain natural and at ease in front of their lenses. Yet, in the midst of the chaos, I can’t help but feel a sense of gratitude, knowing that they will encapsulate forever the love and joy we feel today.

      Our first dance as husband and wife begins, and Jax and I take center stage. The room falls into a hushed silence as our song fills the air, and all I can focus on is the way Jax’s hand feels in mine, his gaze locked on me with a love that speaks volumes. We move together, our steps in perfect harmony, as if the world around us fades into the background, leaving only the two of us in this enchanting moment.

      The choreography that Angel, Jill, and I had spent countless hours perfecting comes to life as they join us on the dance floor, along with Matthew, Charlie, Dex and Liam. Each move is executed with precision, a testament to the bond we share as friends and family. The crowd erupts in applause and cheers, their support fueling our exhilaration. It’s a moment of pure bliss, surrounded by the people we hold dear.

      The night sky darkens, creating a canvas for a dazzling display of fireworks. The vibrant bursts of color light up the darkness, mesmerizing everyone in attendance. Gasps of awe fill the air, mingling with the symphony of laughter and chatter. It’s as if the heavens themselves are celebrating our union, showering us with their radiant blessings.

      With the cake standing tall, adorned with intricate designs of roses and tiny flowers that look adorable, I start to feel more emotional than ever. The room erupts with applause and laughter as Jax and I hold the knife together, cutting into the sweet confection. What none of our guests can imagine is that we'll be revealing the gender of our babies tonight. Blue and pink fireworks illuminate the sky behind us. Trish is the first one to get the hint. Whistles and applause erupt as we feed each other the first bite, the sky above us is illuminated once again, this time with a cascade of sparklers, showering us with their magical glow.

      Amid the celebration, I remember that I haven’t thrown the bouquet yet. Instead of following tradition, I decide to have a little fun. Teasingly I hold the bouquet above my head, making everyone wait for it. But then, I turn around and shrug while looking for my target. My eyes find Dex, standing off to the side, a hint of sadness in his gaze. I make my way toward him, determined to bring a smile to his face. I reach out and place the bouquet in his hands.

      “Don’t give up on love, Dex. Your happiness is out there waiting for you.”

      Jax told me a little about what’s going on with Dex and I feel so bad not being able to help him. I’d have done everything to bring that Samantha here. At least they would have talked. Fight even. But I’m not like Angel. I’m not good at helping people as she is but I’m pretty sure she’ll push him or kick his ass to face her.

      “You’re next, pal,” Jax says, leaving him speechless. Love, after all, knows no boundaries and has the power to transform lives.

      Will he be mad at me? For sure.

      Do I care? No.

      As the night draws to a close, Jax and I bid farewell to our loved ones, their smiles and well-wishes lingering in our hearts. We step into the waiting car, ready to embark on our next adventure together. In the backseat, I rest my head on Jax’s shoulder, feeling the warmth of his embrace, the steady rhythm of his heartbeat.

      While the car takes us on a journey to the airport, the world outside passes by in a blur of city lights and familiar landscapes. We hold hands, reflecting on the magical day we’ve just shared, recounting the moments that made our hearts soar while my feet scream for help.

      “Do you think he’ll move on from Samantha?” I ask while Luke drives in silence.

      “Her shadow consumes him and honestly I’m wondering what happened.” Jax kisses my head. “He needs to face her or move on. I can’t stand the sadness eating him up.”

      “Do we know anything about her?” I ask while eventually getting rid of my heels.

      “Not much,” he circles me with his arm, “but we’ll kick his ass once we’re back.”

      I nod, noticing Luke shaking his head.

      “If that girl after years is still in his heart, it means she’s the one,” I state, kissing my husband’s hand.

      “I think the same but still it’s been a long time since he moved to LA and never got back to Austin.”

      “Never?” I lift my eyes at him, “what about holidays? His parents?”

      Jax shakes his head, “He barely mentioned them. All I know is they argued and he moved out and came over here.”

      “So weird.” I murmur.

      “No work for the next few weeks.” Jax lifts my chin, “And I can’t wait to spend it with my wife.” The kiss that follows his words puts me on fire. The hormones in this period makes me look like I’m addicted to him. And I am. The way he loves me and makes me feel special is something I’m getting used to.

      “Mine.” I whisper over his lips.

      “For eternity, babygirl.”

      

      Staring out of the window, the city lights shine closer. It’s a bittersweet moment, leaving behind the celebration and entering a new chapter of our lives. But as we drive into the night, one thing remains constant—the love we share, unwavering and resolute.

      
        
        The End

      

      

      

      
        
        Enjoyed this story? Make sure to leave a review and get ready for the next Darkest Symphony’s member!
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