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    For Chuck and Bo


    


    Do not grieve over the past for it is gone;


    And do not be troubled over the future,


    For it has yet to come.


    Live in the present and make it so beautiful that it will be worth remembering.


    


    Ida Scott Taylor
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    Prologue


    Ada


    “We’re going to be so happy together, Adelaide. You know that, right?” my boyfriend, Rob, says with a tight grip on my shoulders and his hazel eyes staring at me as if he can see into my soul. I know he can’t, though, because everything in my soul is telling me to run away screaming, not stand here and stare blankly at him.


    I finally get my brain to work and my mouth to move at the same time.


    “I do think that we’ll be happy together Rob, but don’t you think it’s a little too early to get married? I mean, we’ve only been together for four months and I just finished nursing school. We have a lot on our plate right now with me just starting my job at the hospital, and you working so hard at the office.”


    Rob narrows his eyes at me, seemingly trying to figure out what the hell my problem is. Any woman would be lucky to marry an attractive, young, successful investment banker like Rob, we both know this. I’m just not ready to be someone’s wife yet. My life is crazy as it is and starting a life with someone I haven’t known very long is really freaking me out.


    I need to try another angle to see if I can get Rob to back out of this insane idea.


    “We’re still young; don’t you think we should wait just a little bit until things start to settle down before we get married?” I stammer on, noticeably nervous and uncomfortable to be in this position.


    With me being just shy of twenty three, I figured I had lots of time before I got married and settled down. Rob is twenty seven and probably thinks he’s getting older and needs to be married, but something just doesn’t feel right about any of this.


    I’m wringing my hands together until they turn white and glancing back and forth between Rob and the Elvis impersonator/minister standing at the other end of the room, an altar with a worn red velvet wall behind him.


    This could be the worst idea Rob’s ever had. It doesn’t seem like that long ago that we first met. I suddenly have a flashback of that day.


    I was meeting a few of my friends at a café a few blocks away from the university for a study session and lunch in between classes. I walked in and immediately noticed my three girlfriends, all stuffed into a small booth and clad in unattractive mint green scrubs and sneakers. After my friends and I placed our orders with the waitress, I noticed someone in my peripheral vision walk up to the table, but heard nothing. I stopped my conversation across the table with my best friend, Elle, and glanced up to see a pair of deep hazel eyes staring at me.


    “Can I help you with something?” I asked and smirked after a few moments of uncomfortable staring on this man’s part. He shook his head, seeming to empty it of whatever he was thinking about, and cleared his throat.


    “I’m sorry to disturb your lunch, but I noticed you walk in and had to introduce myself.” He finally blinked for what seemed like the first time since he had reached our table, put his hand to his chest and smiled, producing the most perfect set of straight, white teeth I had ever seen. He then extended his hand to me.


    “My name is Rob Hyland, and you are?”


    I looked across the table to Elle who was eyeing Rob up and down and smiling while she twisted a lock of her long brown hair around her finger. I raised an eyebrow and looked back at our new table guest to eye him over before I told him who I was.


    His dirty blonde hair was shiny with some sort of gel and slicked back to perfection. It probably took him longer to style his hair in the morning than it did my chin length blonde bob. He had flawless, tan skin and a deep dimple in his chin, which became more pronounced with the enormous smile he was sporting. His three piece black suit looked expensive and fit his near six foot frame perfectly. I finally looked back to Elle who had shifted her brown doe eyes back to me so she could nod her approval.


    I lifted my hand toward Rob and said with a small smile “I’m Ada Michaelson.”


    “Ada? I’ve never heard the name Ada before.” Rob said, still openly staring at me like he wanted to eat me, which was making me slightly uncomfortable. I was just hoping he didn’t ask me out. I wasn’t against dating anyone but for some reason this guy just rubbed me the wrong way.


    “Um, it’s short for Adelaide.” I answered and looked down to the unopened anatomy textbook sitting on the table in front of me. I never liked that name and have gone by Ada since I was twelve.


    “Adelaide is a beautiful name,” Robs smiled. I’m sure it was his most charming smile because when I looked back to Elle, she was literally swooning; her index finger was quickly twisting around a piece of her dark brown hair and she was grinning like she’d just hit the jackpot.


    I creased my brow at her and then looked back to Rob, hoping he was almost done with his interrogation; instead he leaned down closer to my face, his hands resting on the edge of the table.


    “I love how unusual your eyes are. I’ve never seen a set of eyes so beautiful in my life. Are they contacts?” he asked, his voice dripping with a flirtatious tone.


    “No, I have heterochromia iridium.” I huffed and opened my book, trying to get him to leave.


    I really get tired of explaining my eyes. My left eye is a light blue with a slightly darker blue ring around the outer iris and my right eye is a light green with a hazel ring around the outer iris. A lot of people stare at my eyes and compliment them but it gets uncomfortable, and also annoying, having people stare at you all the time.


    Rob cleared his throat and creased his brow, as if he’s realized that I was losing interest very quickly. “Can I take you out for dinner sometime?” Oh shit, he did it. I was really hoping he would get the hint that I wasn’t interested and just leave.


    “Um” I said, trying to come up with an excuse as to why I couldn’t go to dinner with him-ever. Just as I was about to tell him that I was too busy with school, Elle kicked me in the shin; her brown eyes widening at me. “Well, yeah, I guess that would be okay.” I grunted out, giving Rob a half hearted smile while rubbing my sore shin under the table.


    “Great! Let me get your number and I’ll let you get back to lunch with your friends.” I grabbed a pen and tore a piece of paper from a notebook in my backpack to write my number down because he said he left his phone back at his office. Before I started writing it down I thought about giving him a fake phone number, but Elle must have known what I was thinking. She cleared her throat and slightly shook her head at me in disapproval.


    Skip ahead four short months of dating and here we are, at a tiny off white chapel with graffiti on the side of it in Las Vegas, both a little drunk and only one of us very confused.


    “Adelaide” Rob says, bringing my attention back to him. He knows that I hate being called Adelaide, but he refuses to call me Ada. “We’ve been so happy for the past four months. We can be happy with each other for the rest of our lives. We can move in together and start a family if you want. You don’t have to worry about working at all and I know I’ve been busy at the office, but I’ll start cutting back on my hours to spend time with my wife.”


    He’s swaying his hips back and forth and biting his lower lip while he smiles like he’s trying to be sexy and flirtatious, but really it’s just pissing me off because he isn’t listening to me at all, as usual.


    “Rob, I’m just not so sure about this. Doesn’t this seem a bit fast to you?” I ask, creasing my brow at him. Rob loses his playful banter quickly and stands up stiffly, telling me with his body language that he’s mad.


    “No Adelaide, this doesn’t seem fast to me. I love you and want to be with you. Don’t you love me?” He’s angry and holding my hands a little too tightly, like he thinks I’m going to run out of the room. He’s smart, because at the moment I am thinking of bolting.


    “Of course I love you, Rob. It’s just-“, then Rob’s fingers are on my lips and he’s shushing me.


    “No buts, Adelaide. If we love each other, what’s the problem? Let’s get married tonight and if you wake up and still think it’s a bad idea, we’ll get it annulled, okay?” He says, already pulling me toward the altar.


    I know I’m not going to win this battle. He’ll keep pushing until he gets what he wants or he’ll make me feel guilty for wanting the opposite of what he does.


    “Okay, Rob. But if this doesn’t feel like a good idea in the morning, we get it annulled, deal?” I say, pointing a finger at his chest.


    Rob smiles his most charming smile down at me, knowing he’s won. “Of course, Adelaide, when we wake up in the morning as husband and wife, if you think it’s a bad idea we’ll get it annulled. But I’ll do everything in my power to make sure you don’t think it was a bad idea.”


    He rubs his hand across my cheek and then shifts his body toward Elvis. “Alright, we’re ready.” Rob states with a smile on his face. I’m sure my face has a look of confusion and perhaps sadness. I’m not ready.


    


    

  


  
    



    Chapter 1


    Ada


    It’s just after 9 p.m. on a Friday night at Desert Regional Hospital in Phoenix and I’m basically running on fumes at the moment. I have been working for almost 24 hours with one thirty minute lunch break, barely staying awake with the help of big cups of strong coffee. My shift was from 10 p.m. last night till 10 this morning, but I picked up the day shift as well because one of the morning nurses needed me to trade shifts with her today.


    As an emergency room nurse I hardly have a minute to breathe between patients rushing in, tending to injuries, checking on patients that are already in a bed, and trying to get other patients released.


    “Hey Ada, you’re looking sexy in those worn down scrubs,” another nurse, Greg, smiles as he walks toward me, which irritates me because he’s pulling me out of my task of entering information on my laptop.


    I smile back, but silently curse him because I have now forgotten what I was going to input about the medication I just gave the burn victim in room five.


    “Thanks Greg, that’s so sweet of you to say.”


    I try not to cringe as he steps even closer to me, wearing an odd smile as he slowly looks me up and down.


    Greg is one of the day nurses who seems to either have a crush on me or is just overly friendly, either option has always made him seem slightly creepy. I don’t see him very often, normally only during shift changes, but since I’m working the day shift as well today, he’s been persistent.


    His strawberry blonde hair is at that awkward shaggy length where it gets in his eyes and ears, but isn’t long enough to be sexy. He has gorgeous light blue eyes but they are dulled and overshadowed by the red freckles on his cheeks.


    Even though I’m on the shorter side at five foot three, he stands at about five feet eight inches tall and is just a bit shorter than I like for a man to be. I like the safeness I feel with a taller man.


    Although we are constantly running and getting a great workout around the hospital, Greg is a bit overweight, with a small pot belly bowing out his scrubs. As soon as he reaches me at the nurse’s station, he props his elbows on the countertop next to me and smiles wider.


    “What are you doing this weekend, Ada? You free for dinner?”


    I huff and look back down at my laptop, trying to remember what I was going to input before he interrupted me. I decide to answer him and get him to walk away as soon as possible so that I can get back to my work.


    “I’m going to be hanging out with my husband this weekend, Greg. Just like I do every weekend, you know this.” Greg just chuckles.


    He’s known I was married from the second he started working here a year ago, but he asks me out every weekend, probably as a joke. I always tell him I’ll be with my husband even though I don’t see much of Rob on the weekends because he’s always so busy with work.


    Greg smacks the counter a few times and then starts to walk away. “Just think about it, Ada. One of these times you are going to say yes,” he says with a grin. He winks at me and disappears around the corner. I have never felt overly uncomfortable around Greg, but it gets really tiresome having the same conversation every time I see him.


    I accidentally told Rob about Greg’s joking pick up attempts when I first met him, but Rob didn’t think it was so funny. He and I fought for weeks about it while Rob tried to convince me to quit my job before Greg made things even more uncomfortable for me. I told Rob that I never worked the same shift with Greg and that I wouldn’t quit my job for such a stupid reason.


    I shake my head and try to focus on my work. I’ve finished entering the information onto my laptop and am finally caught up on everything. I feel like I’ve been drowning for some reason today and it’s nice to have the upper hand for once, but it won’t last.


    I feel a vibration on my chest and look down at my small pager that is attached to my name badge. It’s telling me that I’m needed in room 42, which is odd. It isn’t one of the rooms I’m covering tonight, but I’m guessing that Carla, one of the other night nurses who picked up a few hours tonight, needs some help with a patient. I save the information I’ve typed down and make my way toward the room to help Carla out.


    When I reach the right hallway, I see Carla, a middle aged woman about my height whose brown bun is proudly showing stripes of gray, standing next to the closed door. She looks pale and scared.


    “Hi Carla, is everything okay?” I ask, extending my hand to Carla’s arm when I reach her, trying to get her to stop wringing her hands together.


    “Ada, I have to tell you something and I have a strong feeling you aren’t going to like it.” Carla mumbles, turning her head down so she doesn’t have to look me in the eye. I step in front of her and lower my body, forcing Carla to look at me.


    “Carla, what is it? What’s wrong?” I’m starting to get nervous.


    “Well Ada,” Carla is still wringing her hands together and bouncing on the balls of her feet. “The patient in this room,” she hikes her thumb back toward the door of room 42 “was mugged while walking out of a movie theatre tonight. He was shot in his right bicep and although he lost a bit of blood, he’s been stabilized and is recovering well.”


    I look at Carla, waiting for the catch. She doesn’t need my help with this patient? Why did she call me over here then?


    “Carla,” I hiss, getting a bit agitated due to a lack of sleep, “why did you call me over here? Do you need a hand with this patient or not?”


    “Ada, Rob is in this room.” Carla says sympathetically. I feel the blood drain from my face.


    “Oh my God!” I put my hand to my mouth and try to shove past her so that I can see my husband and make sure he’s really okay. Before I can get past her and into the room, Carla grabs my forearm and pulls me back.


    “Ada, he’s not in there alone,” she mutters.


    Okay, well maybe the person who brought him to the hospital came with him to make sure he was alright. I nod and quickly make my way into the room with Carla on my heels.


    When I walk into the room, I see my husband lying in the hospital bed, an IV attached to his left arm. He’s smiling and holding hands with an attractive woman with long dark brown, almost black, hair and she is in a very short pink dress and black high heels sitting in a chair next to him.


    I make my way to the end of his bed when he finally looks away from the woman to me. His face tells me that he didn’t think I’d be working now since my night shift isn’t supposed to start for another half an hour. His smile fades, his face goes pale and he starts to stutter.


    “Adelaide, I… I can explain.”


    “What’s to explain, Rob? Who is this?” I ask, pointing at the woman who is smiling at me, but still holding Rob’s hand.


    She stands up and makes her way toward me. She is very good looking with big brown eyes, huge and obviously fake breasts barely contained in her dress, and perfectly tanned skin. She’s a lot taller than I am because of her five inch heels but I’m guessing that even with her heels off, she still stands a few inches taller than my small five foot three inch frame.


    I feel very inadequate compared to her while I stand at the end of the bed in my mint green, worn scrubs and my blonde chin length bob held behind my ear on one side with a few bobby pins.


    “Hi, my name is Millie. I’m Rob’s fiancée. How do you know him?” She says with a bright smile while extending her hand to me.


    I completely freeze. I’m looking back and forth between Rob and his fiancée, but I can’t comprehend what was just said. I look down at Millie’s left hand and notice that she has an enormous diamond sitting on her ring finger. It looks like it cost at least five times more than the small diamond on my finger.


    I suddenly feel Carla grab my shoulders from behind, perhaps sensing that I’m ready to jump across the hospital bed and strangle Rob with my bare hands.


    I shake my head slowly as if trying to make sure this isn’t a dream. Finally, I gently shake hands with Millie and put on the fakest smile I can muster.


    “My name’s Ada, Ada Hyland. I’m Rob’s wife of almost two years.” I turn my gaze to Rob and see him shut his eyes and throw his head back against his pillow, like he can’t believe he was caught.


    “What?” Millie tilts her head to the side and lets her smile falter a bit. “I don’t get it. I’ve been engaged to Rob for five months now. How can you be married?” her voice is getting softer and higher as she turns her attention back to the man with the gunshot wound in the bed.


    Rob lies quietly in the bed, eyes closed and the knuckles of his uninjured hand are turning white from being clenched in his lap. He’s probably trying to figure out how he’s going to get himself out of this jam, so I decide to speak up for him.


    “So Rob, you’ve been engaged to Millie for five months?” I growl, trying to make my way to his bedside, but Carla refuses to let go of my shoulders. Smart woman.


    “Have you told Millie how we just put the plans through to have a house built? Or how we were trying to have a baby?” I holler on a shaky breath, tears are running down my cheeks but I refuse to fully break down in front of him. I raise an eyebrow and go silent, waiting for any kind of reaction out of Rob but get nothing.


    I thought things were good between us; that we were happy and he loved me. I knew he worked long hours at his job as an investment banker, but it never occurred to me that he was out with another woman when he told me he was at work.


    After no answer, I decide I won’t put up with his shit; once a cheater always a cheater, right? I refuse to stay with someone who can’t be faithful to me.


    “Well, let me make this very easy for you, Rob. First thing Monday morning I will be filing for divorce, calling the builders and telling them that the house will no longer be built, and I will be home tomorrow to pack my things from our apartment. You had better plan on being gone or I will give you another reason to be admitted to the E.R. Understood?” I’m pointing my finger at him, but I’m so enraged that it’s shaking and I’m breathing heavily.


    Rob nods his head slowly and runs a hand through his slicked back hair, but his eyes remain closed. He’s refusing to open them and face this situation like a man and it just pisses me off more.


    Before I turn and walk out of the hospital room, I grab his left pinky toe that is sticking out of his sheet and bend it sideways, devilishly smirking as I watch his body arch and a whimper of pain creep from his mouth.


    With my small victory I paste on a satisfied smile and walk out of the room, immediately turning to make a run for the restrooms, but before I can make it down the hallway my body starts shaking violently and I begin to sob. Carla is shouting my name from the doorway of room 42, but I refuse to turn around and go back toward the source of my pain.


    She runs after me and finally catches me at the nurse’s desk. I turn and bury my head in her shoulder and openly weep. After allowing me to freely cry on her shoulder for a few minutes, Carla rubs my back and leans down to whisper into my ear.


    “You only have fifteen minutes left of your shift. Why don’t you take off a little early and I’ll cover all of your patients until your replacement comes? Go down to the cafeteria and calm down a bit before you drive away, please.”


    I nod my agreement and catch her up with my patients, but by the time I tell her everything she needs to know, my replacement has come and I need to explain everything again. After everyone has been caught up on the status of the patients, I start to walk down to the cafeteria to grab a coffee and figure out where I can stay tonight, but I’m once again caught by Greg.


    “Ada, Jesus, are you alright? What happened up there?” he asks in a soft voice as he catches my elbow and tries to pull me in for a hug. I refuse to hug him back, but he won’t let me go so I bury my face in my hands and lean against his chest as I cry. When I calm down, I lean back and take a deep breath before I try to get rid of him.


    “I’m okay, Greg. Thank you for being so sweet, but I really just need to get a coffee before I leave.” Greg’s brows pull together and he moves closer to me again, invading my space.


    “Can I drive you home tonight? You don’t look like you’re in any shape to be going anywhere.”


    I sputter out a small chuckle. I know I look like shit, but it hurts even more when you tell me that I do. I shake my head before I step around him and keep walking toward the cafeteria.


    “Thanks for your concern, Greg, really, but I’ll be okay. I’m going to get some coffee before I take off. I’ll see you around sometime,” I say, barely acknowledging him as I basically speed walk toward the cafeteria.


    After I get my cup of coffee and find an empty table in the back where people can’t watch me fall apart, I pull out my cell phone and decide to call Elle. After two rings, she answers.


    “Ada! What’s up, bitch!” Elle screams into the phone. There is a bunch of background noise and a deep bass pulsing, which makes me think that she’s at a club. It is Friday night after all, and being a nurse at a pediatrician’s office means she doesn’t need to work tomorrow. Plus, she’s hot, single, and loves dancing- both vertical and horizontal. She always tells me that she’s in her prime and needs to live it up before her tits start to sag and no one will want to fuck her.


    Elle is the best friend a girl could ever have. I met her when my mom and I moved to Arizona in my junior year of high school and we’ve been inseparable since then.


    She’s just a bit taller than I am at five foot five inches, but just as thin. She has pretty, dark brown eyes, long chocolate brown hair and the sweetest disposition ever; unless you piss her off or hurt someone she loves. Then she’s really scary.


    She went ape shit on Rob when she found out that we got married in Vegas without her there. She punched him in the shoulder so hard he had a big purple bruise for a week and he wasn’t allowed in her house for almost three months.


    “Hey Elle, I was wondering if I could crash at your place tonight?” I beg, trying to reign in my sadness so she doesn’t freak out. It doesn’t work and Elle immediately jumps all over me.


    “Ada, what’s wrong? Are you okay?” She tries to yell over the noise of the club, her voice sounding panicked.


    “Well, not really. I mean physically I’m okay, but mentally I’m a mess. I just need a place to stay for a night or two. Can I crash with you?” I ask again, trying really hard to keep from crying but I can hear my voice cracking more and more with each word.


    “Yeah sweetie you’re more than welcome to stay at my house. I’m out at Club Free right now, but I’m on my way home and I’ll meet you there.” Then I hear the background noise dying down, like she’s walking out of the club.


    “No, Elle, don’t leave. You stay and have fun. I have my key to your house. I’ll just let myself in and see you in the morning, okay?” but even as I tell her to stay and have fun I know that she won’t. I don’t really want her to dig into what happened tonight, but I would really love a shoulder to cry on. I don’t want to be alone to replay the scene in my head over and over again.


    “Are you fucking kidding me Ada? You are my best friend and if something is wrong then I’m going to be there for you instead of trolling for cock tonight. End of story,” Elle says, not a hint of joking in her voice. I hear a car door shutting before I can even respond.


    “Okay Elle, sorry you don’t get laid tonight, but I could really use my best friend. I’m just leaving the hospital now and I’ll meet you at your house soon,” I mumble. I hang up the phone and gather my things so that I can go have a pity party for one.


    Twenty minutes later I pull into the driveway of a newer small, white cottage style house in a cozy developing neighborhood in Scottsdale, Arizona. I would have loved to have a house like Elle’s on a quiet street where small children play till the sun goes down.


    When Rob and I put the plans for our house together, Rob picked a plot of land in a gated neighborhood close to downtown Phoenix where all of the houses look the same and most of the residents don’t have any children, but still live in a five bedroom home. The exact opposite of what I wanted.


    Before I can even make it to Elle’s front door she opens it wide and runs onto her front porch with her arms spread wide. She’s wearing a black sequined mini skirt with a green lace tank. Her hair is wavy and hanging down to the middle of her back. Her feet are bare, but I know she took her shoes off to drive her dark blue VW Golf home from the club because she can’t drive in heels.


    “What’s the matter sweetie? Do I need to kill someone? You start digging the hole in the backyard and I’ll be back with the body,” she grins and her dark eyes gleam with her wicked joke. Her smile fades when she sees that I’m not laughing with her. I tilt my head, actually contemplating digging that hole in her backyard.


    “Oh my God, Ada, something really bad happened, didn’t it,” Elle mutters and starts walking me into her house, her arm wrapped around my shoulders.


    When we make it into the house she steers me left into the living room, depositing me onto the dark gray microfiber couch. Elle takes my purse from my hands and tosses it onto the matching loveseat that is left of the couch. She sits down next to me and wraps her arms around my shoulders, pulling me into a hug when I start to weep. When my sobs finally slow and I pull my hands away from my eyes she leans back to assess me.


    “Okay Ada, spill your guts to your bestie. What’s going on?” Elle lowers her head and tries to get me to take my eyes off my clenched hands which are sitting in my lap. After a deep breath to calm my nerves, I answer.


    “Rob was brought into the E.R. tonight. He got mugged outside a movie theatre and was shot in the arm.”


    Elle gasps, pulling her hands from around my shoulders and putting them to her mouth. “Is he okay?” She lets out a large puff of air when I nod.


    “Yeah, he had his fiancée there to look after him.” After a few seconds of silence, I look up and see the confusion written all over Elle’s face. It’s probably the same look I had on mine when this was all revealed to me. Elle shakes her head and looks into my eyes, which are now red and filling with tears again.


    “What? I don’t understand what you’re saying Ada.”


    “He’s been seeing someone else, Elle. When he tells me that he’s working late he’s really been with another woman. She had an enormous rock on her finger. She’s really pretty.” I say the last part so quietly that I hope Elle doesn’t hear me, but of course, she does. Damn her and her bionic ears.


    “Damn it! You aren’t just pretty Ada, you are gorgeous and I’m sure this girl didn’t hold a candle to you in any way.” She reaches over to pull a tissue out of the box on the side table to her left and grabs my cheeks with one hand, thumb on one side and index finger on the other, so she can wipe the tears from my face.


    “I’m going to kill that sorry son of a bitch. Who the hell does he think he is? This isn’t Utah. You can’t have more than one wife here.” Elle’s voice is getting progressively louder and her face is turning red. The death grip she now has on my cheeks is just proof that she is pissed off because my eyes are about to bug out of my head from the pressure.


    “Ouch Elle, can you cool it with the Hulk grip you have on my face?” I sputter between my squished fish lips.


    “Oh shit, sorry Ada,” Elle whispers and cringes, finally letting go of my cheeks and softly rubbing the spots where she hurt me.


    “Well,” I take a deep breath and try to calm myself so I don’t cry when I tell her I’m leaving him. “I told him that on Monday I’m going to file for divorce and that I’m going to get all of my stuff from the apartment tomorrow. I can’t stay with him.” Elle nods her approval of my decision.


    “Where are you going to live?” the concern in her voice warms my heart and brings a small smile to my lips.


    “I’m not sure yet. I guess I’ll get my stuff and put it in storage until I can find an apartment. Until then I’ll just go to a hotel or something,” I shrug.


    Elle leans away from my face, her mouth open in offense and her brows pulled together. “Don’t you even dare get a hotel or your own apartment. I have an extra room here and you will stay and be my roommate for as long as you want.”


    “Elle, I can’t do that. I can’t impose on you like that. I’ll just find an apartment complex that’s close to here so we can hang out all the time and-,“ but before I can even finish my sentence Elle has her fingers clamped down on my lips, effectively silencing me.


    “Shut up now before you piss me off, Ada. I will not let my best friend go through this rough patch in her life by herself. You are my girl and if you need a place to live, you always have a room here. You forget how well I know you, Ada. You’ll get an apartment and then sit and wallow in it for about six months before you decide to see the light of day again.” I bob my head from side to side and shrug my shoulders because that does sound like what I want to do.


    “Well screw that girlfriend. You are moving in with me and we will get through this together. Then when you’re ready to go out and have fun, which better be soon, we’ll go trolling for studs together just like the old days. Okay?” Elle smiles, knowing that she has me hooked. Even though I can’t even think about hooking up with other men right now, I don’t want to face this divorce by myself.


    “Okay bestie. Thank you so much for being so awesome. I don’t know what I’d do without you,” I answer honestly as I lean in to hug her. As soon as my arms go around Elle’s shoulders, my cell phone starts ringing in the pocket of my worn mint scrubs.


    I lean back, but before I make a move to grab it, Elle reaches in my shirt pocket and pulls out my phone. I notice the scowl on her face and the growl she lets out before she answers the call, which tells me all I need to know about who it is on the other end.


    “What the fuck do you want?” Elle yells into the phone. After a few seconds of quiet, Elle huffs and yells into the phone once again.


    “Do you think I give a fuck if you told your girlfriend about your wife? No, you cannot talk to Ada, you piece of shit!” Elle stands up and makes her way around the barn wood coffee table in front of the couch to walk to one of the two giant windows that surround her television on the opposite wall. She pulls the sheer cream curtains back and looks out to the street before she closes them and turns her body toward me.


    “I swear to God you asshole, if you show up at my house I will call the police. I will not let you come here and harass Ada. She doesn’t want to see you. She wants nothing to do with you anymore, so I suggest you go have your fiancée console you because my best friend is finished with you.” Elle hangs up the phone and turns it off, effectively shutting Rob out.


    I stand up and make my way to Elle. She lifts my phone up into the air thinking that I’m going to turn it back on and call Rob again, but instead I wrap my hands around her waist and hug her tightly, thankful to have such a caring friend. Elle’s arms drop and she wraps them around my shoulders.


    “Thank you so much, Elle. I was so scared about going through this alone. I might have caved and talked to him tonight if I didn’t have you here to do it for me,” I whisper, a fresh batch of tears welling in my eyes when I see the love this girl has for me shining in her deep brown eyes.


    “You are so welcome, sweetie. Come on, let’s get some ice cream out of the freezer and we’ll watch a silly movie.” Elle smiles and starts pushing me toward the kitchen. I smirk when I walk around her kitchen island and hit the jackpot, pulling two full bottles of alcohol off of a shelf.


    “How about instead of ice cream, we have some fun with Jack and Jim?”


    “There’s my girl!” Elle laughs. “Come with me. We’ll get some jammies on and then start our date night with Mr. Daniels and Mr. Beam, our two favorite boys from college.” I laugh and follow Elle down the short hallway toward her bedroom to switch into pajamas.


    Three hours, countless shots, and a Chevy Chase movie later, Elle is passed out on her couch while I laugh at nothing and take another pull from the almost empty whiskey bottle. As tired as I am, I can’t seem to stop thing that tomorrow I will be going to the apartment that I shared with Rob and packing everything I own to leave him.


    I feel a slight bit of sadness from the fact that I will be losing my husband, but I mostly feel relief because I know that I haven’t been myself since marrying Rob. Even before we were married I became much more reserved and bent to his will almost all the time so we didn’t have to fight, mostly because I never won a single argument so there was no point.


    This is a second chance to live my life the way that I wanted to. It’s a chance to finally take care of myself. A reserved smile makes its way to my face at the thought that tomorrow is the beginning of my new life.


    


    

  


  
    



    Chapter 2


    Jay


    I slowly peel my eyes open and turn my head to check the time on the alarm clock on my night stand. Eleven thirty? Holy shit I’ve slept the morning away, but with good reason. I have a nasty hangover from going out to Club Free with the boys last night. Plus, I didn’t get home until around four this morning.


    The chick I hooked up with last night just wouldn’t go the fuck to sleep. All she wanted to do was talk about what I was thinking. I was thinking about getting the fuck out of there and avoiding her for the rest of my life.


    That’s the reason I never bring girls back to my house. You run the risk of hooking up with a crazy that wants to be with you forever and then she never leaves. So going to her place for a hook up is just common sense.


    Just as I’m about to convince myself to get up there’s a loud pounding on my door, making me wince.


    “Come on, Jay. Get the fuck up! We have to be at the gym to train in half an hour.” My roommate, Blake, yells.


    I lightly groan and wonder how I’m going to train today with a hangover and little to no sleep. It’s going to be a bitch practicing my grappling moves on the mat with my head throbbing.


    Blake and I are MMA fighters. I was just picked up seven months ago to fight professionally and Blake is semi pro, trying to break into professional fights. My coach says I have a lot of talent and could go far, probably into national fights. We’ll see if he’s saying the same thing after training this morning.


    I love what I do, but my dad doesn’t think it’s going to last. He tells me that I need a real job; one that I can count on to pay the bills. He thinks I should join him in the family business, helping run his large construction company, but I love to fight and I’m good at it.


    The house we live in belongs to Blake’s parents. They are millionaires, coming from a long line of stingy lawyers, and I don’t believe that Blake has had to work a day in his life. It’s a big house in a nice upcoming neighborhood and there are lots of little kids and families. The house isn’t a mansion by any stretch, but it’s comfortable enough for both of us to have our own space and we also have a basement; a rarity in Arizona.


    “Fuck off. I’m awake and I’ll be out in a second,” I mutter into my pillow, turning to scowl at the door when I hear Blake walk away laughing.


    What the hell is he laughing about? It was his damn idea to go to the club last night and he’s the one who kept buying the shots while we looked for girls to hook up with.


    I remember that I had my eye on a hot brunette in a black shiny mini skirt and a green top, but she bolted out of the door with her phone pressed to her ear before I could get the chance to talk to her. So instead, I went home with a stage 4 clinger who had planned on telling her mother about me.


    After we finished fucking she wrapped her body around me like a vine. When she fell asleep two hours later, it took me almost twenty minutes from the time I started trying to leave to the time I got into a cab in front of her apartment complex.


    I slowly drag my sad sack out of bed and make my way to the bathroom down the hall. I do my business and brush my teeth. As I’m brushing, I look into the mirror to give myself a once over. My dark brown eyes are bloodshot and look tired, my brown hair is short on the sides and just a bit longer than finger length on top, and I have a day’s worth of dark stubble on my chin. I could shave, but I heard that ladies are attracted to men with a bit of stubble these days.


    I have too many tattoos to count. My left arm has a full sleeve of many different designs, all in black, from my wrist to my shoulder. My right arm is a half sleeve of tall trees that wrap around my right bicep, reminding me of the wonderful times in my childhood when my parents would take me camping in the woods. The tattoo of my mother’s name, Jane, across my left pectoral and a swallow next to it, all in different shades of her favorite color, blue, is the only tattoo I have with any color in it.


    After I finish examining my face and brushing my teeth I think about jumping in the shower, but I don’t have time.


    I walk the few feet back to my room and throw on some gym shorts, my AC/DC t-shirt and some flip flops and then grab my gym bag. I walk out of my room and down a set of stairs on my right toward the kitchen where Blake is sitting on a barstool, drinking his protein shake.


    “You make one for me?” I ask him and he points toward a blue plastic cup on the counter. “Thanks man.”


    I drain my chocolate flavored protein shake and grab the keys to my Jeep so I can drive Blake and myself to the gym for our training. I hop into the driver’s side of my lime green four-door Jeep and wait for Blake to come out the front door. After a few minutes and no Blake I honk the horn.


    “Come on, man! You tell me to hurry, but you’re the one who’s gonna make us late!” I yell with a smile on my face.


    A few seconds later, Blake comes out the front door. He’s six foot even, with dark blue eyes and a shaved head with barely there blonde hair. He’s built, but not as much as I am, and both of his arms are covered in tribal ink from his shoulders to his elbows, which are visible with the black tank top he’s wearing. As soon as he turns away from the front door I notice that he’s flipping me off and scowling at me. I laugh and wait for him to get in.


    “Did you hide my fucking gloves under my bed, douche?” Blake huffs.


    “Why the fuck would I hide your gloves from you? Why would I even go into your room?” I ask, trying to hide my smirk. Of course I hid his gloves from him yesterday. He sucker punched me and gave me a fat lip after we were done sparring because I beat his ass in the cage.


    “What the fuck ever, man. I’m going to kick your ass for that today,” Blake growls.


    I just nod and raise my eyebrows sarcastically and then start driving out of our neighborhood. To get out of our neighborhood and to the main road, you need to drive past four other neighborhood streets.


    As soon as I get three streets down from ours, I look to my left to see a gorgeous woman with short blonde hair, in a tight black Led Zeppelin t-shirt and very short white shorts, walking out toward a blue truck.


    “Nice ass, baby!” I yell out my open window.


    “Fuck off!” She yells and flips me off. I like a girl with spunk. I laugh and shift my focus back to the road so that I can get us to the gym on time.


    


    

  


  
    



    Chapter 3


    Ada


    I wake up early to, luckily, only a mild hangover and Elle laughing in the kitchen.


    “Okay, thanks so much Ro. I owe you big for this,” Elle grins, hanging up her phone and walking into the living room where I passed out last night.


    “Alright, Ronan is going to be over in the next ten minutes to pick us up. He has a truck and lots of muscles he’s willing to offer up. He’s also single again,” she bites her bottom lip and waggles her eyebrows at me.


    “Ten minutes?” I ask, avoiding her comment about him being single and shifting my eyes to look at the clock hanging above the living room window. It’s eight thirty in the morning.


    “Yeah, ten minutes. So I suggest you get your ass up, go to my room, and find something to wear so we can go get your shit. I’ll brew you up some java while you do that,” Elle says, walking back to the kitchen to start a pot of coffee.


    “Thanks so much, Elle. I love you!” I yell, but then squint because my head slightly throbs and then make my way down the hall to her bedroom, stripping out of my pajamas along the way.


    I find a pair of white cotton shorts in the bottom drawer of her dresser and slide them on. Then I open another drawer and find a black Led Zeppelin t-shirt and throw it over my head before I grab a pair of black flip flops out of Elle’s closet. Running into Elle’s connected bathroom, I grab my extra toothbrush that she has in her holder and quickly brush my teeth before making my way toward the kitchen.


    “You know, I have a t-shirt just like this, Elle,” I say to her when I make it to the kitchen table. She slides a cup of black coffee in front of me in a silver travel mug and sits down next to me while we wait for Ronan to come over.


    “Yeah, that’s your t-shirt Ada. I think those shorts are yours, too,” she smiles at me and I start to laugh at her. Elle is notorious for taking clothes that she thinks are cute and then never giving them back. I still find clothes that were mine in high school tucked in Elle’s closet.


    Before Ronan gets to the house, I ask Elle for my cell phone back so that I can text Rob. When I turn it back on I notice that my text inbox is full and I have ten voicemails. I’m guessing they are all from Rob, so I delete them all. With Elle looking over my shoulder, I type up a message for him.


    Ada-I will be at the apartment within thirty minutes. I expect you to be gone.


    I send it and quickly get a response.


    Rob-Please Adelaide we need to talk about this. I love you


    I let out a bitter laugh and Elle starts to growl before I type up another message.


    Ada-Obviously you don’t love me as much as you say you do. I have nothing to say to you. Be gone by the time I get there


    A few seconds later Rob’s response pings on my phone.


    Rob-Okay, I’m leaving. But we WILL talk about this another time


    I shake my head and think about texting him back to tell him that I have nothing more to say to him, but I don’t want to talk to him anymore than I have to, so I turn my phone off so Elle and I can drink our coffee in silence.


    Five minutes later, Ronan pulls into Elle’s driveway in a newer four-door blue Dodge truck. I met Ronan when he and Elle dated in college. He was always very sweet to Elle and I instantly liked him. For some reason that Elle never explained to me, they broke up after almost a year together, even though they were perfect for each other.


    Ronan is very good looking with his chin length dark blonde hair and baby blue eyes. He’s very well built and really tall, about six foot four, and works as a detective for the Phoenix Police Department. He’ll be great protection if Rob decides to go back on his word and wait at the apartment for me.


    Elle and I jump into my car and Ronan follows us toward my old home.


    Forty minutes later we pull into the upscale apartment complex that Rob and I live in. Elle and I are in my new white Fiat with Ronan pulling into the parking spot next to us. As soon as Elle and I get out of the car, Rob comes charging down the stairs toward me. He’s wearing a gray t-shirt and light washed jeans with a blue sling on his right arm from his gunshot wound and an angry look on his face.


    “Adelaide, what makes you think I’ll let you go? I’m not giving up on us that easily,” he growls out.


    I let out a bitter laugh and shake my head at him, feeling more confident doing so with Ronan standing on my right and Elle standing to my left.


    “Not giving up?” I sneer. “You gave up on us when you started going outside of our marriage to find love. I’m leaving and that’s that. You don’t get a say in whether I get to go anymore.”


    I start to walk around him and Rob reaches out and latches onto my right forearm, squeezing tightly. Luckily Ronan is there immediately and grabs onto Rob’s wrist, pushing on his pressure point and making Rob release my arm while wincing in pain.


    “Keep your fucking hands to yourself man. She said what she wanted to say and now it’s best if you leave and let us get her stuff,” Ronan says calmly while giving Rob the death glare.


    “Who the hell are you, her bodyguard?” Rob snarls.


    “No,” Ronan says, “but I am a police officer and what you are doing is called domestic assault. Would you like me to call my partner and have him take you for a little ride to my station to chill out?”


    Rob lets out a loud growl and gives me one last angered glare before walking past me to his black Audi sitting a few parking spots down from my car. He slams the car door and floors it out of the parking lot, his tires squealing as he turns onto the main road.


    “Thanks Ro,” I say, trying not to think about how differently that situation would have played out if he weren’t here with Elle and me.


    “No problem, sweetie. Let’s go upstairs and get your stuff packed up, okay?” Ronan says, placing his hand on the small of my back and following me up the stairs to my apartment door.


    It took me under two hours to get everything packed and in Ronan’s truck. I mostly grabbed my clothes and family heirlooms. I didn’t have any need for couches or pots and pans so I just took my essentials. When we pull back into Elle’s driveway I receive a text from Rob.


    Rob-Next time leave your fucking bodyguard at home. We need to talk and I will get you back Adelaide.


    Good God, does this man just not get it? I’m so finished with all of his bullshit. I actually start to feel liberated that I left because now I can do all the things I wanted to do without Rob breathing down my neck about them.


    I can join a yoga class; Rob always said he didn’t want me to go to a gym because men would check me out. I can get the tattoo I always wanted but couldn’t get because Rob thought tattoos were ugly. I can finally be myself and breathe easily without feeling like I’m walking on eggshells.


    Even though a weight has been lifted off of my chest, I’m still angry with his text and feel like I need to watch over my shoulder for the next little while, just in case.


    Just as I’m about to grab another box out of the back of Ronan’s truck, some jack hole in a lime green Jeep drives by and yells “Nice ass, baby!” which, for some unknown reason, just pisses me off even more than I already am. I should be flattered by the attention, but after my morning with Rob and the slight hangover I’m still fighting off, things are just rubbing me the wrong way.


    “Fuck off!” I yell back and flip him off as he drives away.


    A few hours later, I have everything unpacked and Elle has gone through all of my clothing, separating it in the closet between things she will wear and things she won’t wear. I flop down on the light pink comforter covering the queen sized bed and try to come up with a game plan for Monday.


    I don’t have to work until my evening shift Tuesday night so I have plenty of time, but the sooner I can get the divorce finalized the better. I’ll go talk to a lawyer first thing Monday morning and get the divorce papers started.


    This is the first time since Rob and I got married that I’m glad that I never got pregnant with him. I couldn’t imagine doing this if there was a child involved. I lay on the bed staring at the light green walls and spend hours thinking about what needs to be done, eventually falling into a deep sleep.


    


    

  


  
    



    Chapter 4


    Jay


    My Sunday started off great.


    I found out that I had two fights scheduled in the next three months, I got a great night’s sleep, got up and made a nice breakfast for Blake and me, got in a good five mile run, and then shit hit the fan.


    My dad called me.


    I thought about not answering for a second, but he’s the only family I have and even if I did ignore it, he would keep calling until I picked up. I grit my teeth and answer the phone, silently hoping this conversation will turn out better than our last three where we ended up screaming at each other.


    “Hey Pop, how are ya?” I ask.


    “Hello son, it’s been a while. How are you doing my boy?” his deep voice rumbles through the phone. He sounds happy today. This should have been my first red flag when talking to him. He’s never this happy when he talks to me.


    “I’m doing fine. What’s going on? Is everything okay?”


    “Of course, Jayson, everything is fantastic! Why wouldn’t everything be okay?” my dad asks.


    “Well, you’re never this chipper on the phone Pop, what’s going on? You got a hot date or something?” I ask, smirking and waiting for the huff I know is coming.


    My mother died of breast cancer almost five years ago and my dad hasn’t even looked at another woman since she passed. They were high school sweethearts. He always told me that he would never love another woman like he loved my mom and that someday I would understand. I always smile and shake my head before quickly changing the subject.


    What a bunch of crap. I’ve never felt like I needed to have a woman beyond the physical sense. I haven’t even had a steady girlfriend since my freshman year of college.


    I do make sure that I get laid because, come on, I’m a guy, but I don’t spend my nights scanning bars for women. It’s not like I’m a major player who’s looking to score with as many chicks as I can, but life is hard enough without adding love into the mix. I have way too much going on with fighting and trying to keep my dad off my back to worry about keeping a girlfriend or wife constantly satisfied.


    “Don’t you dare, boy. You know I’ll never have eyes for another woman,” my dad huffs. I just roll my eyes and wait for him to speak again.


    “No, we got a major contract to build three different office buildings just outside of downtown Phoenix. It’s a lot of money and I want you to help me oversee the project.”


    My dad owns a construction company that does really well throughout Arizona. They build both commercial and residential buildings and have a great reputation. I worked on his crew from the time I turned sixteen until I got into MMA in college.


    He wants me to quit fighting and become a partner in the company so that I can eventually take over when he wants to retire, which isn’t looking like any time soon.


    The thought makes me sick to my fucking stomach. It’s not that I wouldn’t want to be a partner and eventually take over his company, it’s the idea of doing construction now when I have found something that I really love and I’m really good at doing. After a few seconds of quiet, my dad feels the need to clarify, while taking a few shots at me.


    “Son, I know that you are doing this wrestling thing, but-“ I cut him off.


    “MMA, Dad. I fight in mixed martial arts. It’s not the same thing as wrestling.”


    “Sorry, I know you’re doing your fighting thing, but how long will that last? Your body can’t do that forever, you know,” my dad says in an agitated voice.


    “I know I can’t do this forever dad, but I can right now, and I love doing it. When it’s all over and I can’t fight anymore, then I’ll work for you.” I let out the breath I have been holding, hoping he understands what I mean, but of course, he doesn’t.


    “What makes you think that I’ll hold onto this partner spot for you forever, Jayson? I’m getting older and I want to retire sometime within the next two decades. I won’t wait that long for you to finish wrestling, only to realize that when I hand the company over to you, you have no idea what the hell to do with it and run it into the ground,” he yells.


    My dad isn’t that old. He and my mom were both seventeen when she got pregnant with me, so his threatening me with retirement doesn’t scare me because he still has a good thirty years in him before he’ll even think of retiring.


    “Dad, I got a degree in business. I have followed you around on the job since I was able to walk. I think I know what the job entails, but if you’re going to threaten me with not getting your company if I don’t quit fighting, then you can just shove the company up your ass.


    “I don’t want to quit MMA and if you want to give your partner position to someone else, then just fucking do it. Quit threatening me with the position as a way to throw it in my face that you hate what I do for a living.”


    I don’t like talking to my dad like that, and I think about apologizing to him, but he makes my outburst totally justifiable with his next words.


    “Okay then, Jay. If that’s how you want it, then don’t come crying to me when you get that career ending injury because I won’t be here to help you get back on your feet.”


    With that, he hangs up and I throw my cell phone across the room, getting even more pissed off when it shatters against the wall. I decide to pack my gym bag and go take my frustration out on a sparring partner for the next few hours before I break something else in the house.


    


    

  


  
    



    Chapter 5


    Ada


    The next three months pass by in a blur. Rob was driving me crazy with all of his different attempts to get me back. There were anonymous flowers and balloons sent while I was working, he would wait in his car outside the hospital so that he could catch me after work and try to talk to me, and then there were constant text messages ranging from heartfelt apologies to threats of things he would do to me if I didn’t take him back.


    I was working extra shifts or trading shifts with other nurses so that I could avoid him at all costs. That was also a bad idea because then I saw more of Greg who decided to up his game now that he knew I was single.


    I had to explain to Greg three different times that I just wasn’t ready to date anyone right now. He even offered to bring another chick he’s hooking up with into the mix to ease my mind. Dick.


    Finally after about two and a half months of pestering me, threatening me, and having to change my cell phone number, I think Rob got the idea and stopped coming around. I was then able to go back to my normal shift to avoid Greg before I killed him.


    The divorce was filed and after waiting a month and having to get a court order for Rob to sign the papers, I was told to wait sixty days for it to be finalized, but the day finally came and I couldn’t have been happier. It was Thursday afternoon when I got the call from my lawyer that I needed to come into his office to sign the finalized paperwork. I had to work later that night, so I rushed over to the office of Jeremy Charles to sign them.


    “Okay Ms. Hyland, if you could just sign here then your divorce will be finalized.” Mr. Charles says with a grin, his gray hair shining along with his deep blue eyes.


    I grab a pen and look down to the paper, noticing that Rob has already signed them and feel half a smile take over my face. I’m glad to know that it was easier to get him to sign it this time than it was last time.


    “I legally changed my last name back to Michaelson, so should I sign it with that last name or with Hyland?” I ask, looking up at my lawyer.


    “Sign it with Hyland since that is the name on all of the paperwork,” he says.


    I sign it as Adelaide Hyland for the last time and look up with a grin on my face.


    “Well Ada, you are a single woman, now” Mr. Charles says, extending his hand for me to shake. I grab his outstretched hand a give it a firm shake.


    “Thank you for all of your help Mr. Charles, and although you were a wonderful lawyer, I really hope I don’t have to see you again,” I smile.


    He laughs at my joke and says “yes, I hope not either Ada. I hope you have a long and happy life with someone you love.”


    I walk out of the building and need to call someone to tell them my exciting news, but Elle and all of my other friends have day jobs, so I call the one person that I know will be home; my mother.


    I sit down on a bench outside of the office building and brace myself for a conversation with her since she’s not the easiest woman to talk to. She and I haven’t seen eye to eye in a long time and our conversations don’t always end on a good note, but after all I’ve been through in the past few months I really need someone to talk to right now.


    After two rings, my mom answers.


    “Hello, Adelaide.”


    I hate that name.


    “Hi mom, how are you doing?” I ask.


    “I’m doing okay. I just moved in with Rick over the weekend and I got a promotion at the grocery store last week, so things are looking up,” her scratchy voice grates on my ears. Rick is my mom’s latest boyfriend and, although he’s a bit skuzzy, he is a huge step up from the assholes she’s had since my stepdad left. Rick actually has a job and a working car.


    My mom clears her throat and continues, “How is everything going with you? Did you work it out with Rob yet?” For some reason, she has always liked Rob and then she refused to listen to me when I told her about that night at the hospital.


    “No mom, things aren’t worked out with Rob. I just left my lawyer’s office, actually. My divorce is finalized.” I smile as I say those words. I can hear the distain in her voice before she even speaks.


    “I don’t know why you would do that, Adelaide. That man worshipped the ground you walked on and you threw him out like a stray cat. He even knew what happened with your sister and still loved you. That’s more than I can say for other people.” She’s either talking about my old step dad, Jack, or she’s talking about herself. Most likely the latter.


    “Okay mom, I didn’t call to have a ‘let’s bash Ada’ conversation. I just called to see how you were doing, so I guess I’ll talk to you later.” I start kicking myself for thinking that I could ever have a normal conversation with my mom anymore. I should have just waited until Elle was home from work to talk about this.


    “No Adelaide, wait. I’m sorry. I didn’t mean to make it seem like I was bashing you, I just wish you would have tried to work it out with Rob before throwing it all away. Now some other woman is going to snag him up and be taken care of like you used to,” she sighs.


    “Yeah mom, that woman is his fiancée that I met in the E.R. when I was still married to him. How can you not see that as a bad situation? Should I have stayed married to a man who had a fiancée on the side that he was with while I was at work?” That thought still makes me sick. I’ve often wondered how long he had been cheating on me, and what he would have done with her if I’d never found out about them.


    My mother lets out a loud puff of air before she answers me. “No, Adelaide, I wouldn’t want you to be in that situation. I’m just saying, it doesn’t seem like you were doing all you could to please him or he wouldn’t have gone outside of your marriage.”


    Ouch. The fact that my mother not only takes my ex-husband’s side, but says that I wasn’t a good enough wife for him is like a swift kick to the gut.


    “Wow mom. Well, even though this conversation has been fun and enlightening, I really have to go get ready for work. I’ll call you later,” yeah right, I think, Hell will have to freeze over before I call you again.


    “Oh Adelaide, before you hang up, in a couple months it’s the thirteenth anniversary. Are you going to go with me to Nebraska to visit your sister?” mom asks.


    My older sister was sixteen when she died. I was twelve when it happened and my mom felt that everything bad that has happened in her life from the day of Ivy’s death and onward has been my fault.


    “Yes mom. I’ll request a few days off so that we can go see Ivy. Are we going to drive to Nebraska or fly?” I ask, but even as the question comes out of my mouth, I’m wishing I would have just said let’s fly. I don’t know if I could take a twenty hour car trip with my mom and survive it.


    “We’ll fly. Driving will take too long, sound good?” she sounds like she couldn’t take the idea of a car trip with me, either.


    “Yeah mom sounds good. Can I ask you for a favor before I let you go, though?”


    “What is it, Adelaide?” she says with another huff, like I’m asking her to become my slave for the rest of her life.


    “Can you please stop calling me Adelaide, mom. You know how much I hate it. Just call me Ada, please,” I’m practically begging her.


    “I named you Adelaide for a reason, but if you insist,” she says in a snarky tone.


    My parents chose the name Adelaide because it was the name of an elderly woman who lived down the street from them when they first got married and had Ivy.


    My parents weren’t well off because my father had a minimum wage job as a mechanic and he refused to let my mom work, so Adelaide would make them dinner once a week and bake banana bread for them on a regular basis. My parents loved her so much that when she passed away, they promised to name their next daughter after her.


    A year and a half later, I was born and given a ninety year old woman’s name.


    My sister Ivy started calling me Ada when we were little girls and after she died, I only went by Ada. I’m not really ashamed of my full name, but being called Ada makes me feel closer to Ivy in some strange way.


    “Thank you, mom. Tell Rick I said hi and congratulations on your promotion. I’ll talk to you soon.”


    “Thanks, Ada,” she sneers. And with that, she hangs up on me.


    “Wow, that went well,” I murmur to myself as I get up from the bench to walk to my car.


    Suddenly, I get an uneasy feeling, like someone is watching me. I pause in my walk to my car and look around the large parking lot. I don’t see any cars that I recognize and I don’t see anyone lurking in corners, so I shrug and continue my short walk to my car, but my pace is a bit quicker than it was before.


    As soon as I’m enclosed in my car, I realize how relieved I am that my mom didn’t say anything about my birthday tomorrow. I’ll be turning twenty five and I got the night off so that Elle and some of our friends from high school and college could help me celebrate with dinner and dancing.


    When my mom actually remembers my birthday, she destroys it by reminding me how unfair it is that I get to turn another year older and Ivy will never get the chance to again. When that happens I spend my day mourning the loss of my sister and trying to swallow the guilt of her death so I have learned to reject calls from my mom on my birthday.


    Thirty minutes later I’m pulling into Elle’s driveway and admiring her front yard. Since I have moved into her house, I have not only paid half of her mortgage each month, but also been doing the gardening in the front and back yards.


    The front yard of her small white cottage is covered in pretty red poppies and yellow wildflowers along the front of the house. I smile and admire my gardening skills as I walk through the front door, telling myself that I’m going to have an awesome birthday.


    


    

  


  
    



    Chapter 6


    Jay


    It’s Friday and I’m pumped for my fight tonight. I feel great and am very confident that I’m going to win this one. I’ve fought Quinn Johansen before and I KO’d him in the first round then. It’s going to be a quick and easy fight, but I have to remember to keep my wits about me and not get too cocky. I step into the octagonal cage when I hear the announcer yell my name.


    “Standing in the south corner at six feet six inches, weighing in at one hundred ninety seven pounds, and wearing the lime green trunks is Jay Hunt!”


    The crowd erupts in cheers and whistles, but I tune them out and listen to my coach in my ear.


    “Remember son, Quinn has that quick left hook and he’ll try to knock you off balance to get you flat on the mat. Watch your balance and always attack.” I shift my attention to my squatty, bald coach and nod.


    When the bell sounds, I approach Quinn first and strike quickly with a right jab which momentarily stuns him. I give a swift left kick to his ribs and then follow up with a left hook.


    When my hand connects with his chin, he falls to the floor, where I take advantage of his position and jump on him, constantly attacking with a few jabs to the face, an elbow to the ear, and quick taps to the ribs. With one last right jab to the right side of his face, Johansen is KO’d.


    I smile widely, not a scratch on me. My smile broadens when the announcer tells the crowd I am the champion and lifts my hand in victory. I see Blake and some of my friends from the gym in the crowd cheering me on and I point to them in recognition. After getting showered and shaking hands with Johansen, I meet up with Blake and the boys when we all decide that we should go out tonight to celebrate my win.


    Club Free it is.


    My friends and I make it to the club around 10:30 p.m. It is a bit too early to start finding a girl to follow home, so we decide to have a few shots of tequila and two or three beers before we start scoping out the action.


    Thirty minutes later I spot a tall redhead in the corner, looking around like she is waiting for a friend to show up. From across the room she looks like she could be pretty and so I decide to approach her and see if she has potential.


    “Hey there beautiful, are you waiting for someone?” I ask. Upon closer inspection I see that she isn’t really my type, but she’s still pretty and might be a good lay.


    She smiles when her eyes connect with mine. “I guess I was waiting for you, handsome. Want to dance with me?” She flashes me her most charming smile, which looks more like a grimace and kind of creeps me out, but we’ll see how she dances.


    “Sure, let’s go.” I extend my arm toward the dance floor and follow behind her. I’ve always thought you could tell a lot about how good sex would be with a woman by how she moves when she dances.


    This woman dances like a fish out of water. She’s flailing her arms everywhere and has stepped on my feet a few times since we made it out to the dance floor. I decide I need to try and make this less uncomfortable than it already is, so I attempt to talk to her. I take a step closer to her and lower my mouth to her ear.


    “Did you come here with anyone?” I’m curious as to who she was looking for when I approached her.


    “Yeah, I’m here with my boyfriend. He went to get a few drinks for us from the bar.” I stop dancing with her and look around, waiting for some guy to come barreling through the crowd and try to take a swing at me.


    “Why the fuck did you say you would dance with me if you have a boyfriend?” I’m very curious and also a bit mad now. If I came to a club with a girlfriend I would be beyond pissed off if I saw her dancing with another dude while I went to get us drinks.


    “Well, we were looking for a third person tonight and you might just be the winner if you’re game,” she plasters on what I’m assuming is a smile, eyeing me up and down, while I try not to cringe at her. Wait- what did she just say about making me a third? I freeze as I try to process what she’s just said to me.


    “What the hell do you mean you need a third person?” I suddenly don’t like the turn this conversation has taken.


    “Well, just what I said. My boyfriend and I both like to have another man join us while we have sex and we haven’t found our third for tonight yet. You interested?” she raises her eyebrows at me and bites at her lower lip, causing the shiver of disgust I was trying to keep at bay to wrack through my body.


    “Oh hell no, I’m not interested. Good luck finding someone to join you sweetheart ‘cause it sure as shit isn’t going to be me. Have a good night,” I huff as I turn to walk off the dance floor and back to my friends who are sitting in a booth.


    “What the hell happened, Jay? It looked like you were getting close to that wacky waving inflatable tube on the dance floor,” Blake says, trying to hide his laugh behind his beer bottle.


    “You will never guess what she asked me out there.” I shake my head and take a long pull from my beer, still trying to wrap my head around what she said to me.


    “What, man? Did she want you to take her to the bathroom and nail her?” Blake asks, raising his brow.


    “No asshole, she wanted me to go home with her and her boyfriend to be a hole filler for both of them.” I exhale loudly and shake my head, then take another large gulp of my beer as I listen to Blake howl with laughter for about five minutes.


    After he’s told all five of our friends the hilarious story and they’ve all had their fill of laughing at me, I decide to sit back and relax for a bit before I look for another girl to try and follow home tonight.


    After about twenty minutes and a few more beers to get bad images of that girl out of my head, I feel an unexpected knot form in my stomach.


    I turn to the entrance and see a group of girls walk into the club, but only one stands out.


    She’s standing in the middle of the group with the most gorgeous smile on her face. It’s like staring at the face of an angel. Her smile is so captivating that I can feel the corners of my mouth turning up for no reason at all.


    She’s short, probably a lot shorter than I am, with straight blonde hair that sits above her shoulders and a plastic tiara is perfectly propped on her head. She’s got a small button nose, a blinding smile of straight white teeth, and big doe eyes; from across the room and with the dim lighting I can’t tell what color they are.


    She has a petite little body, with smaller breasts and a thin waist, but her arms and legs look toned. She’s wearing a black tank top with lace at the bottom and a purple mini skirt with a pair of sexy black fuck-me pumps.


    I begin to wonder why I have such an urge to be near her. I’ve never wanted to approach a woman as much as I want to go talk to this one. The confidence she seems to exude, even while surrounded by her equally gorgeous friends, is sucking me in like no other. Then I realize I don’t need to know why I want to be near her, I just need to get her.


    As soon as I get my jaw picked up from the floor I’m going to talk to her. Yep, that will be the girl I go home with tonight, that is, if no one beats me to it.


    


    

  


  
    



    Chapter 7


    Ada


    After an all too loud and filling dinner at a fancy Chinese restaurant, me, Elle, and eight of our closest friends walk into Club Free to do some more celebrating.


    I haven’t been to a club since before I met Rob, so I’m really excited to be here with all of my girlfriends. I tell Elle and the girls to go to our table while I hit the restroom¸ but I’m really going to the bar to buy a round of lemon drops to thank them all for coming out with me for my birthday.


    As soon as I make it to the bar I am approached by an overweight bald guy who looks like he’s in his mid fifties and seems completely drunk off his ass.


    Even though it’s nice to know I look good enough to be hit on, it’s also a little disappointing that it’s by this guy.


    “Hey thur baby! You wanna make your way to the bathroom with me for a quick fuck?” drunk asshole slurs.


    I try not to make a disgusted face and turn my attention toward the bar as I wait for the bartender to order my drinks.


    This must piss drunk asshole off because he grabs my arm a little too tightly in order to get my attention again.


    “I asked you a question, bitch” he yells, sounding a bit incoherent, but then his squinted vision shifts from my eyes to above my head at something and he frowns. Suddenly, all of the insults I was going to throw at this idiot go flying out the window and I feel butterflies deep in my stomach.


    “If I were you I’d get my hands off of her arm before I rip yours from your body,” a deep voice rumbles from behind me, sounding way too calm for the situation.


    I slowly turn around to see one of the sexiest men I have ever seen standing above me, and I mean way above me. He’s at least a foot taller than I am, even in my heels, with dark brown hair long enough to pull on and dark eyes to match.


    He is wearing a white button up shirt with the sleeves rolled up to his elbows, dark tattoos running down the length of his left arm. The pair of light washed jeans that are lucky enough to grace his body sit perfectly low on his hips and cover the tops of his black shoes.


    I am having a hard time taking my eyes off his strong square jaw which is covered in a five o’clock shadow. It’s sexy as hell. For some reason I feel like I’m licking the corners of my mouth, but my body is tingling so badly I can’t tell if I actually am licking my lips or if I’m just thinking about doing it.


    After what seems like hours, I pry my eyes from his face again and scan down to see that he has muscles popping out everywhere. He is definitely in shape, and I start having visions of those ripped arms wrapping around my waist and his large hands grabbing at my ass.


    I have to literally shake those thoughts out of my head, which now makes me look crazy. Now I’m the crazy chick sitting at the bar shaking her head like a wet dog.


    I have to stop thinking about licking the man in front of me from top to bottom and try to remember what was happening before I looked at him and made an ass out of myself.


    Oh right, the drunk moron standing on the other side of me that still has a hold on my arm.


    When I finally force myself to turn back and look at the drunk dick, he lets go of my arm and pushes away from the bar top, awkwardly storming toward the club’s exit, pushing people out of the way as he staggers toward the door.


    I shift my gaze back up to the sexy morsel next to me and have to mentally tell myself to keep my mouth closed or I will have drool coming out of the corners. He’s absolutely gorgeous and his extreme height is a major turn on for me.


    This man is freaking hot.


    “Thank you for your help,” I say, trying to ignore the shaking sound of my voice. He instantly smiles back; of course he has a beautiful smile of white teeth.


    Then he dips his head down closer to my ear. I breathe him in and smell pine, like he just walked out of the forest. It isn’t strong but it makes him even sexier because it’s a nice, manly smell. It’s so much better than the two gallons of Old Spice that Rob bathed in every day.


    “It’s no problem at all,” he sticks his hand out toward me and says in his deep, sexy voice, “I’m Jay.”


    I grab his outstretched hand and reply, “I’m Ada. It’s nice to meet you Jay. Let me buy you a beer for helping me out.”


    He’s still holding onto my hand as he looks me in the eye with a small smile playing on his perfectly sculpted lips. I’m waiting for him to make a comment about my eyes, but it never comes.


    “Don’t even think about it. From the tiara on your head I’m going to guess you’re either getting married or it’s your birthday. So, which is it?” he asks before slowly releasing my hand. I have to fight the strong urge to grab his hand back so I can feel that electricity shooting through my arm again.


    It takes a few seconds for my brain to remember that he asked me a question because I’m so distracted by my shameless perusal of his gorgeous face. I shake my head clear of all the dirty thoughts running through my head, again, and try to answer him.


    “Oh, it’s my birthday. There’s no way in hell I’m getting married!” I grimace. That statement makes Jay’s smile even wider for some reason.


    “Well Ada the birthday girl, can I buy you a drink?” he says, pulling one side of his mouth up in a gorgeous smirk. Good God, this man is freaking sex on a stick. I don’t think I can walk away from him without at least getting a taste of him. This could be the best birthday present I’ve ever gotten in my life.


    “Sure, but only if you join me and my friends while I drink it,” I croon in what I hope is a flirty voice and then smile, wondering where my boldness came from. I haven’t talked to a guy like that in a long time; since before I started dating Rob. Maybe this is the old Ada coming out and I like it.


    “Absolutely,” Jay says, nodding his head once and smiling. He turns and waves to a table full of guys that are sitting close to the booth my girlfriends are all at.


    “Are those your friends?” I ask him.


    “Yeah, they are.”


    “Well, why don’t you invite them to join us while we sit around and drink all these? I brought lots of single girls with me tonight,” I smile and pay the bartender before picking up my tray of lemon drops. Jay buys our two beers and follows me over to our huge booth.


    “Okay, I’ll be right back with the cavalry,” and then Jay disappears for a few seconds.


    “Hey Ada, who was that yummy giant you were talking to at the bar?” Elle hounds me as soon as I sit down with the drinks.


    “His name is Jay and he’s going to come back with his friends so we have some delicious eye candy to stare at while we get trashed tonight,” I smile and raise my shot glass and my girls all follow, but before we can drink I hear him speak close behind me.


    “Eye candy? Well okay, but you’ll have to lick the candy a few times tonight to keep us around,” Jay smoothly whispers in my ear and I can feel my cheeks heat up.


    After introductions are all made between our friends, a few more shots are ingested, and one beer down, I’m past the point of tipsy and sitting on Jay’s lap while he runs his fingers up and down the outside of my thigh slowly. I’m so turned on by the movement I’m sure that Jay can smell my arousal.


    Our two groups are getting along really well and we’re sharing a lot of laughs when Blake finally asks me about my eyes. I’m wondering how he can tell they’re two different colors because it isn’t dark in the room, but its dark enough.


    “Hey Ada, do you have colored contacts in? Cause I think you lost one.” Everyone turns to look at me, and Jay turns his head to the side and palms my chin toward him to look into my eyes. Even while I’m sitting on his lap he still has to look down a bit. After a few seconds of staring at Jay, I turn back to Blake to answer his question.


    “Um, no, I have heterochromia iridium. I was born with two different colored eyes,” I answer.


    “Very sexy,” Blake nods and then turns his attention back to Elle.


    Jay leans into my ear and murmurs, “You’re eyes are beautiful, but so is everything else about you.” I turn around to look him in the eye and smile.


    He’s smiling at me and then his eyes narrow before he asks, “Do you want to go dance with me?”


    I love to dance so I instantly agree and as Jay and I stand, all of our friends do as well. We all make our way to the dance floor as some heavy bass song starts playing.


    I turn my body toward Jay and start to sway my hips in time with the music. He starts off playing it safe by putting his hands high on my waist and swaying with me, but that isn’t where I want his hands to be at the moment. I step closer to Jay and add a bit more sway to my hips and then raise my arms around the tops of his shoulders to bring his face closer.


    I notice that when I try to bring his face closer to me, he doesn’t stop his descent and is really close to my face. He’s going to kiss me, and I’m actually not freaked out about it.


    I tilt my head up toward him and our lips connect with a few small pecks to begin with. Then I’m not sure if it’s the alcohol buzzing through my system or the fact that this guy is freaking hot and is really turning me on, but I start to attack his mouth. I lightly lick his bottom lip and hear him let out a deep, sexy groan and tighten his grip on my hips. Slowly his hands travel to my ass and give it a firm squeeze and now it’s my turn to moan loudly.


    After two hours, three more shots, a beer, and a bit of making out like teenagers, Jay and I are back on the dance floor. I have my back turned to him and his arms are wrapped high around my waist just under my breasts because I’m so much shorter than he is.


    “Do you want to get out of here?” he leans down and whispers in my ear before softly biting my earlobe. His manly forest smell is mixed with sweat and it’s making everything between my legs vibrate. He smells so good.


    I let out a soft moan and decide that it’s time I got laid. This is my birthday gift to myself. I haven’t been with anyone since I left Rob and every girl needs a little attention downstairs once in a while, so I turn my head toward his and nod. He grips my hips one last time and then grabs my hand and starts to lead me off of the dance floor.


    


    

  


  
    



    Chapter 8


    Jay


    Before Ada and I leave the club, I flag Blake over from the dance floor where he is grinding against Elle to tell him that we’ll be leaving. When he reaches me I notice that he’s sweating profusely and also sporting wood.


    “What do you want man? I’m trying to seal a deal, here.” Blake says, hiking his thumb back towards Elle who is hugging Ada and taking the tiara off of her head.


    “Looks like it,” I say, chuckling at the tent in his pants. He flips me off and I laugh.


    “Ada and I are leaving so if you can drive I need you to take my Jeep home. I’m not completely sober and I’ll just get a cab from Ada’s house.” I tell Blake, reaching in my pocket to pull out my keys.


    “No way, man, I’ll take the Jeep, but I’m going home with Elle, so you’re going to have to take Ada to our house.” What? Now I’m confused.


    “Why would I have to take Ada to our house if you’re going home with Elle? That doesn’t make sense,” I say, wondering if it’s just the alcohol that’s making this conversation so confusing.


    “Dude, Ada lives at Elle’s house, and we can’t both be getting action in the same house because I swear to God, if I hear you grunting then it will totally kill it for me.”


    After he’s snatched my keys out of my hand and given me his so that I can get into our house, Blake walks away from me to go back to Elle.


    I’ve never taken a girl to my house for sex before. Maybe having Ada at my house won’t be so bad. We know hardly anything about each other but she seems super cool; she’s got a great sense of humor, especially because it’s a bit dirty, she has moves like an exotic dancer, she smells like sugar and flowers, she’s tiny, which makes her that much more attractive to me for some reason, and she’s got a smoking little body that I would be an idiot to pass up.


    As I watch her walk back to me from where Elle was standing on the dance floor, I mentally cross my fingers hoping that she doesn’t turn into a clinger.


    “You all set?” I ask her, extending my hand to her.


    “Yep, let’s get out of here,” she smiles and links her fingers with mine. Jesus, she’s gorgeous. Her shining eyes are sucking me in and I can feel myself getting nervous that I actually like being around this girl. There’s something different about Ada, but I can’t seem to put my finger on what it could be.


    We start making out again before we can even make it out of the club. As soon as we get outside we spot an open cab and run for it. It takes me almost a minute to give the cab driver my address because Ada is running her tongue along my neck and it’s screwing with my brain and the crotch of my pants.


    The entire fifteen minute drive to my house is spent frantically kissing and pawing at each other. I throw some money at the cab driver, I don’t even know what I gave him, and pull Ada out of the cab.


    Before we make it to the front door I lift her up and she wraps her slender legs around my waist so that I don’t have to keep bending over to kiss her. It’s really hot how short she is and she’s so light that it’s no effort at all to hold her up. I normally date shorter women, because almost everyone is short compared to me, but Ada might just be the shortest woman I’ve been with and it’s more irresistible for some reason.


    I walk through the front door and up the stairs toward my room and I silently praise myself for being a neat freak because I don’t want to trip over anything.


    Ada starts kissing and sucking on the side of my neck, making my eyes roll back into my head. She makes her way back to my mouth and then sucks my bottom lip into her mouth and I wonder just how much it will kill my self-confidence if I come just from kissing this girl. She is turning me on more than any other woman I’ve ever been with.


    “Ada, God you’re so freaking hot,” I say between kisses as I shut my bedroom door and start walking to the king sized bed in the middle of my room with my hands still on her ass.


    “Holy shit, Jay, I want you so bad,” Ada mutters, and then gently bites my lower lip.


    I’m a goner, just like our clothes. After I set her down on her knees at the edge of the bed she quickly unbuttons my shirt with lightning fast speed. I’ve taken off her black tank top and thrown it somewhere across the room and have her bra undone and thrown in the opposite direction.


    I look down at her at the same time she puts her fingers in the band of my jeans and tugs me toward her. I smile down at her and she looks up at me from under her lashes while she slowly works on the button and zipper of my pants.


    She licks her lips and then bites down on her bottom lip, which is so sexy, but I’m so completely focused on her eyes that I barely even notice her other movements. I’ve never seen eyes as beautiful as Ada’s and don’t think I ever will again in my lifetime.


    When she pulls my jeans along with my boxers down to my knees and wraps her slender fingers around my hard cock, I am forced to break eye contact and close my eyes. I tilt my head back when I feel her hand start to move up and down slowly.


    “You like that?” she asks in a sexy whisper.


    I open my eyes and lower my head to look back down at her as she smirks at me.


    “Holy shit, baby. That feels awesome,” I groan, but really I’m trying to not think about what she’s doing to me. She could embarrass me pretty quickly with just her hand if she doesn’t stop soon.


    I grab her wrist, stilling her movements, and pull her hand up to my mouth to place a few small kisses on her palm. I need to turn the tables on this beautiful girl so after I kick off my shoes, pants, and boxers, I start kissing her mouth and tangle my hands with hers.


    I free one of my hands to unzip her skirt in the back and once the zipper is all the way down, I put my hand inside and run my fingers down to her ass, pushing the skirt down to her bent knees. Once the skirt is around her knees, I lean down more, signaling Ada to lie down on the bed, which she does. With her legs finally straightened, I let go of her other hand and pull the skirt off, then toss it over my shoulder, making Ada giggle.


    I do a once over of her lying on my bed, finally noticing the small yellow sunflower tattooed next to her hip bone. It’s only about the size of a nickel, but fits her.


    She still has her black heels on and a sexy purple lace thong as she lies on my pillow with her short blonde hair fanned around her. She’s smiling at me, waiting for me to make my next move, but I’m frozen to the spot as I stare at this amazingly hot woman in my bed. For some reason, I wouldn’t mind seeing her there more often, and we haven’t even had sex yet.


    My mind finally focuses on what I’m doing and lightly run my hands along the insides of her thighs, grinning as she parts them for me. I place small kisses along each of her thighs and then, when I make it to my destination, I place a few kisses on the outside of her wet panties. I can smell her through her thong and I feel the pre cum drip from my cock.


    Ada’s wriggling above me and I can tell that she wants me to touch her, so I wrap my hands on the lace at each side of her hips and pull out, ripping the purple fabric from her body.


    The light moan that Ada lets out is the sexiest thing I’ve ever heard in my life. It kick starts my need for this woman and I dive in between her legs, using my tongue to fully taste her sweetness.


    “Fuck Ada, how the hell do you taste this good?” I ask, swiping my tongue along her folds again. She mewls and puts one hand on the back of my head while the other is playing with her nipple.


    After a few minutes of licking and sucking on her most sensitive area, I can feel Ada’s body starting to bow off the bed, so I insert a finger inside her and it does the trick. I watch through my lashes as Ada’s body stiffens and her eyes close.


    When she starts to come down from her orgasm and is smiling lazily, I decide to make my way up her body. I start kissing her stomach pausing briefly to suck on each of her nipples, and then make my way across her collar bone.


    ”Jesus, you are so fucking sexy Ada,” I whisper against her shoulder.


    I inhale deeply against her neck to smell sugar, flowers, and the sweet smell of her sweat all mixed together and conclude it’s one of the best smells in the world. After a few kisses across her neck, I make it to her mouth where she instantly sticks her tongue out and mingles it with mine, tasting herself and moaning.


    “Jay?” she says, a bit breathless.


    “Yeah baby,” I say back, wondering if she was just panting out my name or if she really had a question because she stays silent. After a few seconds, she finally answers me.


    “I need you inside me. You need to fuck me, now.”


    I groan loudly. How is it she can turn me on more than I already am?


    I reach to my right for the nightstand drawer to find a condom and rip open the package. Before I can get it out of the wrapper, Ada plucks it out of the foil and twists her body, rolling me onto my back while she kicks off her heels and then straddles me.


    I watch with hooded eyes as she rolls the condom onto my rock solid cock, lightly squeezing me as she goes down, and then shifts her body so that she is positioned right above me.


    With one hand on my dick, she lowers herself onto me and moans loudly while throwing her head back and thrusting her perfectly pink nipples out. She goes down slowly at first so that we can both acclimate ourselves, but once she’s comfortable, she speeds up and tilts her body back, putting her hands behind her on my upper thighs.


    “Oh my God, Jay, you feel so fucking good inside me,” Ada says, flooring me.


    Usually there are two types of women I find myself in bed with- quiet ones that only moan and whimper until we’re done, or the screamers. Most of the time girls don’t talk during sex, and definitely don’t dirty talk, so to hear those words from Ada’s sweet little mouth just lays me out. I thought for sure she’d be a quiet one.


    I scoot us both up and lean my back against the headboard because I want to look into her beautiful eyes, one blue and one green, while she comes. I hear Ada gasp as soon as I sit up and grab a hold of her hips. We start going at it, Ada moving up and down smoothly and me lifting my hips slightly to meet her downward motion.


    I start nipping along her collar bone trying to get a hold of her breast, but she’s moving too much for me to get a solid suction on one. I can feel her inner walls tightening around me, so I know she’s going to come soon and I’m right there with her.


    I start kissing her neck and she floors me again by stilling her movements and mewling “Oh my God, I’m going to come Jay. Fuck me harder and make me come.”


    So I do.


    I thrust myself up with more force and pull on her hips to bring her down harder. She’s so close, so I help her out by biting down on her shoulder, hearing her let out something between a moan and a scream while her whole body stiffens around me. I push into her two more times and then find my own release.


    When we’re both sated, I scoot down the mattress to collapse onto my pillow and Ada lies down on my chest, me still inside of her. She traces the outlines of my mom’s name tattooed on my chest and I run my hand lightly up and down her back while we both calm our breathing.


    “Holy shit, that was amazing,” I whisper to her, trying to think of any other time sex has been that good. The funny thing is that when I try to remember another time sex has been that awesome, my mind comes up blank as to any other woman I’ve ever been with. All I can think of is being with Ada. She has officially taken the number one spot.


    Ada finally lifts herself up, pulling me out of her and lies down on the bed next to me, smiling. I grin back and move toward her so I can kiss her deeply a few times, then decide it’s time to clean up before I get hard again.


    “I’ll be right back, okay?” I say, and then head out my bedroom door to the bathroom down the hall to dispose of my condom. When I’m all cleaned up and make it back to my bedroom, Ada’s standing topless in the middle of my room, zipping her skirt back up and looking around quizzically.


    “Do you know where my bra ended up?” she asks, looking anywhere but at me. I pull my brows together wondering if I did something wrong to make this girl want to bolt out of my house like her hair is on fire.


    Was the sex bad?


    Nah, there’s no way. It couldn’t have been bad because she was way too vocal and praising throughout. Maybe she didn’t feel the spark that I did. Maybe she just doesn’t want to wear out her welcome, and if that’s the case, I’ll have to do everything I can to let her know that she’s very welcome in my bed.


    For some unknown reason I don’t want to dive into, I have a need to make her stay here with me, even if it is for just one night. We don’t even have to have sex again, although another round with this sexy little thing would never be turned down.


    That’s when it hits me hard that, unlike other women, I want to know more about Ada. What does she do for a living? Does she have any siblings? What does she do for fun? I’m about to do something that I’ve never done before in my life, but I can’t stop the words from coming out.


    “Why don’t you stay the night? Don’t worry about your bra, take off your skirt, and get back into bed with me.”


    “Oh, I don’t know Jay. This was fun and all, but I don’t think staying is a good idea,” Ada mutters, still avoiding eye contact.


    I think I actually flinch. That floors me. How did I find this super sexy girl who is the exact opposite of a clinger, and more importantly, how do I get her to stay here with me?


    I walk up to her slowly and wrap my hands around her tiny waist and bend my knees to level myself with her, which is not an easy task with me standing at six foot six and her being at least a foot smaller than I am now that her heels are off, until she looks at me.


    She gives me an uneasy smile and reluctantly wraps her arms around my neck. I lean in and kiss her a few times, waiting for her body to calm down. When I finally feel her body relax, I pull back to speak to her while I unzip her skirt-again.


    “This was fun, and I’m not asking you to move in with me. I’m just asking you to stay a bit longer so that we can see if rounds two and three are going to be as mind blowing as round one was,” I tease, waggling my eyes at her, and hoping that she stays.


    


    

  


  
    



    Chapter 9


    Ada


    If this was Rob I would have felt pressured into saying yes, knowing full well that I would just piss him off if I said no. But with Jay, I feel like I can tell him the truth and not worry about his reaction to me. I don’t feel the need to bend over backward to avoid a fight. Plus, Jay is so damned hot I don’t think I have it in me to turn him down, mostly because that was the best sex I’ve ever had.


    Rob was a one time a day, three days a week type of guy. After we’d finish he would just pat me on the hip and thank me before rolling over and falling asleep. Don’t forget about the fact that Rob never went down on me, not once in the two years we were together. It’s not like I didn’t want him to, he just seemed to look at sex as a chore-get it done as quickly as you can so that you can fall asleep. I start to wonder if he was having sex with Millie like that, but luckily Jay puts his forehead on mine and shifts my focus.


    “Come on, Ada, I promise that if you get back in that bed with me I’ll make it worth your while. Please Ada?” Wow, I never pegged Jay as the type of guy that had to beg a woman to get in bed with him.


    “Okay Jay, but you’d better make it worth it. I want to be sore because of you every time I move tomorrow,” I say, raising my eyebrow and smirking at him.


    That wasn’t as hard to say as I thought it would be. I don’t know if it’s the alcohol still buzzing through my system or just because Jay is so sexy, but I like the things that have come out of my mouth tonight because I’m starting to feel like the old Ada again. I was never trashy or anything, I just spoke my mind and it’s nice to feel that coming back to me.


    I smile at Jay and turn around to make my way back to his huge, but simple bed. From somewhere around the room I hear my phone beep in my purse, signaling an incoming text, but Jay makes me quickly forget it when he lays me down in the middle of the bed and climbs on top of me, smiling.


    “Ada, you just keep being sexy as hell and we’ll make this a night neither of us will forget.” He smirks before placing a chaste kiss on my lips and slowly heading south.


    While he’s teasing my left nipple with his teeth and pinching the right while his other hand travels down, rubbing me between my legs for a few strokes before plunging two fingers into me. There are so many different sensations to focus on that it’s driving me crazy.


    ”Jesus Ada, you are so wet for me,” his gruff voice muffled by my nipple that is still in his mouth. He removes the hand playing my other breast and places it next to my head to steady himself above me.


    I shove my hands in his hair and grab it roughly so I have something to hold onto because I’m having a hard time sitting still. The combination of his fingers inside of me and the scruff from his stubble scratching my sensitive breast is pushing me to the edge of the orgasm cliff.


    “Holy shit, Jay, don’t you dare stop what you’re doing,” I practically yell, but it’s a higher octave than I normally speak in.


    “That feel good, baby?” Jay mumbles, speeding the tempo of his fingers pumping in and out of me.


    “Fuck yes,” I answer.


    “You want me to make you come like this?” he stops teasing my nipple to look into my eyes, the dark brown color shining with mischief.


    I’m so close to coming but I can’t speak, so I just nod and mewl. I keep one hand on the top of his head and move the other hand to the mattress where I grab a handful of his black comforter under us. I have a feeling this is going to be a big one, and I want to be prepared.


    Jay starts pounding his fingers in and out of me and he leans over to the other nipple that he was pinching and bites down with the perfect amount of pressure. My entire body feels like it’s lit from the inside. I’m warm and tingly everywhere.


    He extracts his teeth from my nipple and immediately flicks it with the tip of his tongue. The change in sensations sends me over the edge and light explodes behind my closed eyes while I scream Jay’s name a few times before my body goes lax and I come down.


    ”You are the sexiest fucking thing I’ve ever seen, Ada. Where the hell have you been all my life?” he practically whispers before he licks his fingers that were just inside of me clean. I giggle at him as he leans over me to grab another condom out of his nightstand. I watch as he quickly rolls it onto his large cock and then positions himself above me.


    Jay grabs my right knee and wraps it around his waist before grabbing both of my hands and twining our fingers together, placing them above my head. Then he plunges into my still wet core and groans as I tighten my walls when he slowly backs out almost all the way. When he sinks deeper into me with a little more force, I gasp and then moan. He found the sacred g-spot and it feels so good.


    “Ah, so I found it, didn’t I,” he smiles and raises an eyebrow.


    “You feel so damn good inside of me. Please don’t stop,” I say as he hits my button again and again.


    He starts to pick up speed and groans a few times before he speaks again.


    “God, I don’t ever want to stop this. You are so damn tight and you feel fucking awesome,” he drawls while looking down into my eyes. I can see the sweat start to bead on his forehead. Then he slows his tempo and leans down to kiss me, but it’s not a ravaging kiss like I would have expected. This kiss is slow and sweet, like he’s trying to tell me something.


    When he breaks the kiss and looks into my eyes, his dark brows are creased like he’s trying to figure something out, but it’s gone a few seconds later when he buries his head in the crook of my neck and increases his speed again.


    “Faster Jay, God I’m almost there. Please, go faster,” I’m pleading with him because my body is on fire. I’m so close, especially with him pounding into my g-spot continuously. With something like a groan mixed with a growl coming out of Jay’s mouth, he speeds up and after three thrusts I’m exploding and turning my head away from his ear as I’m screaming his name.


    One thrust later, Jay follows, his body stiffens and he’s moaning my name. He pulls out and rolls to his right off of me, both of us panting and staring at the ceiling.


    We both lie there trying to regain our breaths when a small giggle erupts from my mouth.


    “What are you laughing about?” Jay asks breathlessly, turning his head toward me and raising his eyebrow.


    “That was amazing! I can’t remember sex being that good, ever,” I say, turning my head to look at him with a stupid grin on my face.


    After a few chuckles, Jay responds, “Yeah, that was, but I think it helps when the person you’re sleeping with is amazing.”


    “I think you’re pretty amazing yourself,” I smile and bite on my lower lip, thinking he’s complimenting me.


    “Oh, I was talking about me. Did you think I meant that you were amazing? Conceited much?” he jokes. I laugh and lean over to lightly slap his rock hard abs just above the sexy V, finally getting a better look at the tattoo that spans from his shoulder to his elbow around his right arm. Trees- interesting.


    There are so many different images on his left arm that it’s hard to focus on them all. I caught a glimpse of the one on the left side of his chest when we first got naked and wondered who Jane was, but chose not to question him about it.


    “I’m going to clean up real quick and I expect you to still be naked and in this bed when I get back,” he sits up and raises his brows as he points his finger at me.


    “Yes sir,” I tease with a mock salute and lightly laugh. With a smile and a shake of his head, he gets out of his bed and starts walking to the door. I take a moment to inspect his finely sculpted ass and his muscular back. He looks like a statue of a Greek god. How in the hell did I get lucky enough to end up in bed with that fine specimen tonight?


    I smile and for the first time look around his room to see if I can get a better idea of who Jay is.


    It’s relatively bare. The walls are a light blue and have a few posters of almost naked women with what look like boxing gloves on. The king size bed is set in the middle of the back wall with a simple wrought iron headboard and a black comforter with blue sheets. To the right of his bed is a small nightstand with an alarm clock and a lamp, which is turned on.


    Above his headboard there is pair of what look like boxing gloves with the fingertips cut off of them tied together and hung from a nail, and a single window with shear black curtains sits to the left of the bed.


    I’m guessing he’s either a boxer or likes boxing then since we didn’t get into the topic of what either of us do for a living tonight; we were too busy making out to talk.


    There is a gym bag on the floor by his closet, but the rest of his room is very clean. I’m nodding my approval of the cleanliness of the room when Jay walks back in.


    “Glad to see that your sexy ass is still in my bed,” he smiles. I smile back and watch him walk around the bed and slide under the comforter next to me. He starts to lift the blanket up under me and instructs me to get under the covers with him. I do and he turns me onto my side away from him and wraps his large arm around my waist.


    After a few minutes of dead silence, Jay clears his throat and places his lips just behind my right ear before he lightly speaks.


    “Ada, how old are you today?”


    “I turned twenty five today. How old are you?” I wonder.


    “I’m twenty seven,” he answers. “How tall are you?” he continues. I smile because I know he’s a giant compared to me. My head was hitting under his shoulder when we were standing in the club and I was in heels.


    “I’m five three. How tall are you?” I say, smiling wider when he starts to laugh.


    “Holy shit,” he softly chuckles. “I’m six foot six. Jesus you are short!”


    “I’m not short, I’m fun sized!” I retort. “Maybe you’re just a giant,” I shoot back and smile to myself as his body shakes with laughter.


    “Fun sized, I like that. You definitely are fun and very sexy, that’s for damn sure.” I can hear the smile in his voice as he talks. A yawn loudly escapes my lips before I can cover it with my hand. All that activity wore me out and I’m exhausted.


    “Tired baby?” Jay asks, lightly running his fingers back and forth across my stomach.


    “Yeah, you wore me out,” I smile, closing my eyes and loving the sound of him calling me baby, even though I’m sure he calls all the girls he brings home some pet name so they don’t get pissed when he forgets their name. Before I can register that Jay just said something else, I fall asleep.


    ***


    A few hours later, I wake with a start. It takes me a few seconds to figure out where I am and slow my racing heart down. I’m still lying in Jay’s bed and his arm is lazily draped across my stomach as he lightly snores behind me.


    I know that I need to get up and leave before morning comes and I have to do the always fun walk of shame, so I try to snake my way out from under Jay’s arm, but it has the opposite effect. He tightens his grip on my waist and mumbles under his breath and a few seconds later goes back to his snoring.


    I smile at the fact that he talks in his sleep, but realize that I need to get out of here. I’m sure he’s not looking to start a relationship with me and I just got divorced and shouldn’t be looking for something right now, either. This was strictly a one night stand.


    I tenderly pick up his hand and slide my body out from underneath it before I lay his hand back down on the bed. After I find all of my clothes, minus my shredded underwear which have disappeared, I take one last look at Jay lying in the middle of his giant bed. He has large muscles are sticking out of every inch of the blanket, which is barely covering him. I can still picture his body flexing every time he thrust into me. He looks younger than his twenty seven years while he sleeps peacefully with his scruffy face and dark hair sticking up. I smile and turn to walk out the door.


    When I make it outside the house, I try to find a street sign so that I can call a cab. When I make it to the corner of the street, I realize that Jay lives about three blocks away from Elle. Awesome, now I don’t have to call a cab. As I start my short walk home, I pull out my phone so that I have it handy in case something happens. I notice that I have a text from a number I don’t know. It was the one I got while I was starting round two with Jay, so I open it and my brow furrows when I read it.


    Unknown- Big mistake.


    That’s all it says. It makes me a bit uneasy but I don’t know who sent it, or if it was even meant for me, so I shrug and decide to blow it off. I changed my number right after I left Rob because he kept calling me, but I still have his phone number programmed into my phone so that I know if it’s him calling me.


    After a five minute walk home, I make it through the front door and tiptoe to my room down the long hallway, wondering if Blake is here since mine and Elle’s cars are the only ones in the driveway. When I make it to my room and change into pajamas, I collapse onto my bed and fall into a deep sleep.


    


    

  


  
    



    Chapter 10


    Jay


    My body wakes up before my eyes open and I smile, remembering how much fun I had last night with Ada. When I reach my hand out to the spot Ada was sleeping in, I’m majorly disappointed when I find that it’s empty.


    I peel my eyes open and don’t see her anywhere, so I wonder if she’s run to the bathroom or if she’s gone. When I sit up and glance around the room, I see that all of her clothes are missing and I know that she left already.


    I was actually hoping that Ada would have stayed through the night because I was looking forward to spending this morning getting to know her better, maybe stay in bed and have sex a few times and then go to a nice breakfast where we would talk and laugh.


    Go figure that when I finally find a girl that I actually feel I could get to know, she sneaks out in the middle of the night, using one of my tricks against me.


    I don’t even have a way of contacting her. I never got her number or even her last name so I can’t look her up, but then I remember that Blake went home with her friend Elle and he said that they lived together. He’ll know where she lives and I can go ask her on a date.


    I jump out of bed and throw on some basketball shorts before sprinting downstairs, maybe a little too excited at the idea that I’ll get to see Ada again.


    As expected, Blake is awake before I am and he’s sitting on a barstool at the kitchen counter, eating a bowl of cereal.


    “Morning Jay,” Blake mumbles through a mouth full of cereal. “How’d it go with Ada last night? That chick seemed really cool,” he says.


    “It went really well last night,” I smile thinking back to how great she was in the sack. “She was really cool, but she bailed before I woke up this morning,” I tell Blake, running a hand through my hair in frustration.


    “Why does that piss you off? Oh wait, I get it. You are in love with her, aren’t you?” Blake snickers at me.


    “Shut up dick. Didn’t you say that Elle and Ada live together?” I ask, hoping I don’t sound too eager.


    “Yeah, they do. Ada moved in with Elle a few months ago after she got divorced,” Blake shakes his head, possibly at the thought of some moron ever letting a chick like Ada go, and then turns his attention back to his bowl of cereal.


    Divorce? “Ada was married?” I ask. She didn’t say anything about that to me, but it would make sense that someone would want to take her off the market, she’s gorgeous.


    “You didn’t get any of this information before you got her in the sack?” he raises an eyebrow to me and I give him the death glare.


    We didn’t say anything really descriptive about ourselves because we were too busy grinding on each other and making out like horny teenagers. After a few seconds of listening to Blake laugh at how stupid I am, he continues to tell me what he knows about Ada.


    “Yeah, I guess her husband was cheating on her and she left him,” Blake says shaking his head before he continues. “How could you ever cheat on a girl like that? She was freaking awesome. She had a great sense of humor, her eyes were fucking amazing, and that slamming little body of hers; how could you ever stray from that?” Blake mutters behind his smile, leaning his body away from me as he watches my fists clench and veins pop out of my forearms.


    “You better shut the fuck up now man or you’re going to be in a world of hurt,” I growl through gritted teeth. I’m not exactly sure why I’m getting so pissed off that Blake is talking about her that way, but it just doesn’t sit right with me to know that Blake can make jokes like Ada’s any other girl.


    Blake laughs at me and stands to put his bowl to the sink. “Wow Jay. One night with her and she’s already got you defending her. That never happens with the other girls you fuck, in fact, you don’t remember their names most of the time. She must have been porn star material. Did she have a magic vag?” Blake is within grabbing distance so I pull his head toward me and tuck it into the crook of my elbow, holding him tightly in a headlock.


    “Watch what you say about Ada, fucker. She’s different,” I spit out, feeling a bit of satisfaction as I watch his face turn red and he smacks my forearm, signaling me to let go. I do and he takes a few steps away from me before bending over and grabbing his knees.


    “Okay man,” Blake says, gasping for air. “I’ll never talk about Ada again.”


    “Not like that, you won’t,” I hiss and then remember that I need to find out where she lives. I take a few deep breaths and focus on getting the information I want.


    “So- Elle?” I say, asking the question of whether or not he nailed her in just a word and a name.


    “Yeah, she was a screamer,” he answers with a smile on his face.


    “So you know where she lives then?” I anxiously ask, hoping it isn’t really far away. My stomach sinks when I see Blake shaking his head back and forth.


    “No, we never made it past the club’s men’s room. We fucked twice and then went our merry ways. Best way to end the night if you ask me,” Blake says through his smile.


    “Fuck!” I yell and pound my fists against the counter. I’m upset that I have nothing to go off of and now I’ll probably never see Ada again. I think I have just surprised both of us with my reaction.


    “I’m sorry, man. I was going to follow her to her house, but I told her that I had to hit the head first. When I was on my way out of the bathroom, she shoved me back in and said that she was horny and couldn’t wait till she was home. So, I just took her into a stall and she wrapped around me like she couldn’t get enough. That was one of the better bathroom fucks I’ve ever had, that’s for sure,” he nods with a wistful look in his eyes and runs his hand along his almost shaved head.


    “This fucking sucks. I actually wanted to hang out with Ada more, maybe even take her on a date.” I mutter. Then I sigh, upset that I’ll never get the chance to do it. Blake’s brows reach his hairline at my admission.


    “I’m sorry Jay; I didn’t realize you liked her that much. Hey, why don’t we go to the gym and spar for a bit to get your mind off of her. You have another fight on Friday that we have to get you ready for anyway.” Blake slaps me on my bare back and I nod then start walking back to my room to get my things.


    After I get dressed I walk over to grab my gym bag and notice that there is something dark sitting on top of it. I pick it up and lightly laugh- it’s Ada’s purple lace thong that I ripped from her tiny body last night. I’m not sure if she couldn’t find them or if she left them for me, but I’m glad I have a little something to remember her by, so I throw them in my nightstand and head to the gym to work off all of the alcohol I consumed last night.


    ***


    The week goes by relatively slowly and although I should be focusing on training for my fight in a few hours, I haven’t been able to keep my mind off Ada. She’s been the only thing on my mind all week and that scares me.


    I’ve never had a woman occupy my mind like Ada has. Every time I close my eyes, I see her gorgeous halo of silky blonde hair and her tiny button nose. Then the image of her naked takes over my thoughts. With her perky little breasts and her taught body wrapping around mine as she arches into me flashing through my mind, I’m instantly hard. Damn it.


    Ivana, one of the ring girls during my fights and a girl that I’ve fucked a few times asks me if I want to find a closet for a little release before tonight’s fight, but I just can’t do it. All I can think of is Ada’s face and how I want to be buried balls deep in her. I want to stare into her unique eyes while she comes.


    Damn that Ada; she’s screwing with my brain. I finally step into the cage and prepare to face off Javier Martin, a dirty fighter who will do anything to win, including biting and the occasional cock shot to throw you off, and realize I’m not prepared at all.


    I’m nervous now because all I could focus on are different colored eyes and a bright smile, and I haven’t worked on my defense against this opponent. Ivana gives me a dirty look as she walks by holding the round one sign and when the bell rings I am severely unprepared for the ass whooping that I am about to receive.


    Martin starts out with a hard right hook to my left ear and then a swift kick to the stomach. I back up to regain my composure and counter attack. I get a few hits in on his face and ribs, but he pulls my head down and my face connects with his knee, knocking me to the ground and then he jumps on top of me.


    I can already tell that my nose is broken because I’m having a difficult time breathing out of it, but I can’t focus on my nose at the moment. I put my hands up in front of my face to protect myself while he strikes above me, assaulting me from every angle.


    I try to shift my body and get out from under him and attempt to grapple, but it’s no use. I’m getting swift jabs to my ribs and before I know it, Martin connects with my temple in the perfect spot, knocking me unconscious.


    


    

  


  
    



    Chapter 11


    Ada


    The week has dragged by because all I can think of is last Friday night and how wonderful Jay was. Every time I close my eyes I see that large muscular body above me, his enormous tattooed arms holding me tight, and his deep brown eyes practically looking through me.


    I keep wondering if he has thought of me as well, or if I’m just delusional. I’m most likely delusional. I’m sure he’s moved on to the next girl by now, and that kind of stings. I know it shouldn’t because it was just a one night stand and I’m the one that bailed before the sun came up, but one more night in bed with Jay and I could die a happy woman.


    It seems relatively calm around the hospital when I drag myself in for my shift Friday night. I stop at the nurse’s station to get the information on my patients from the day nurse, Emily, and listen carefully as she tells me about the status of all of my new patients.


    “So, room 10 has a three year old boy with a high fever. I’ve administered an IV of saline and given him some ibuprofen and we’re just keeping him for observation for the next hour or so. Room 13 is a forty six year old female who was injured in a t-bone car accident. She has broken both her left femur and tibia which has been casted, and bruised her pelvic bone. She has an IV and was given some Oxycodone about an hour ago.


    “The last patient I have for you tonight is in room 17. He’s a male, twenty seven, and is an MMA fighter and was injured during his fight.” I roll my eyes at that.


    What a stupid and brutal sport; let’s beat the crap out of each other for a few minutes and see who’s left standing at the end. Why do people have to be so violent, especially for no real reason?


    “I know, right?” Emily says in response to my eye rolling, “But he’s super good looking. If I weren’t already married I would sample that one,” she whispers, biting her lower lip and shaking her head slowly.


    I widen my eyes and feel my brows creep into my hairline. Emily is super picky about men. Her husband is gorgeous so if she thinks this guy is hot then he must be.


    “Okay, so what’s wrong with bruiser then?” I ask, wondering what I’m dealing with. Emily’s blue eyes come back into focus and she clears her throat.


    "Oh yeah, he was knocked unconscious in the ring, has a slight break along his nasal bone, light bruising of the ribs on his left side and has to have his ear drained because he has a nasty case of cauliflower ear. He hasn’t woken yet, but I’ve administered an IV, his vitals are good, and he has a friend with him that was told to buzz us the minute bruiser woke up,” Emily finishes, handing me the laptop with all of her previous instructions typed down for me.


    “Okay then, get on out of here and home to that fine as hell husband of yours before you go back to the tasty looking dude in 17 and get into trouble,” I say, swatting Emily on the butt as she walks past me.


    “Have a good night Ada,” Emily calls.


    “You too, Em,” I say back to her and start walking toward room 17 so that I can check on the unconscious fighter. Before I make it to the room I feel a pair of arms slide around my waist.


    I freeze immediately, wondering who this could be, when I hear a whisper in my ear and I do my best to hide the cringe creeping across my face.


    “Hey Ada, are you free tomorrow? We could grab some dinner around seven,” Greg says in what I assume is his most seductive voice, but it really just makes my stomach turn. I close my eyes and wonder how many times I can turn him down before he’ll actually take the hint.


    “I’m sorry, Greg, but I’m really not interested in dating right now. I hope you understand,” I say in my most sympathetic voice as I peel his hands from my waist and start to back away from him.


    “No, I don’t really understand Ada, but I’ll give you all the time you need. I’ll be waiting for you when you’re ready to be together.” He blows a kiss to me and starts backing away, pulling something out of the pocket of his scrubs while he moves toward the elevator.


    I let out a puff of air and shake my head, trying to figure out how to get him to back off. Then I remember that I’m at work and don’t have time to focus on Greg at the moment, so I continue walking toward room 17.


    I have my free hand buried into the pockets of my hot pink scrubs and my head is down, looking into my palm as I search for my pen, when I open the door and make my way into the room.


    “Ada?” I hear someone in the room mumble. I throw my head up to see Blake sitting in a chair, cell phone in hand, next to the bed. My brows scrunch together and then I shift my focus onto the patient in the bed; it’s Jay.


    I walk a little faster to get to the bedside so I can get a better look at him. His nose is slightly bent to the left and his eyes are tinted purple around the bottoms. I can also see his left ear is completely swollen, full with fluid that needs to be drained.


    “Blake? What happened to him?” I ask, but then roll my eyes at myself because I just got the five minute rundown on exactly what happened to Jay.


    “He wasn’t focused in the ring and Martin just kept whacking’ at him even after they called the fight. Martin threw a shot to the temple and it knocked Jay unconscious; he hasn’t opened his eyes yet. I’m starting to get nervous, Ada. We’ve been here for over two hours. Shouldn’t he be awake by now?” Blake’s voice is laced with anxiety as he looks from Jay to me.


    I walk to the end of the hospital bed and grab Jay’s chart to see if there is anything that Emily forgot to tell me, but after scanning it I see that it’s just a waiting game at this point.


    “Well, he should be waking up soon. Emily, the day nurse, said that all of his vitals are strong and that his brain activity was normal so we just wait now. Don’t worry Blake, he’ll be just fine.” I say, trying to comfort him.


    “I hope he wakes up when you’re in the room. You have no idea how happy he’ll be,” Blake smiles but his knee is bouncing up and down like crazy from nerves. I’m about to ask him what he means but then Jay’s body starts to stir. His eyes flutter open and connect with mine.


    “Jay, can you hear me?” I ask calmly, putting my hand on his shoulder and waiting for a response.


    “Ada? Is it really you or am I dead?” Jay croaks out. He furrows his brows and reaches his shaky hand out toward me. I gently grab his hand and smile at him.


    “It’s really me Jay, you aren’t dead. Do you remember what happened to you?” I question, testing his brain activity to see what he remembers.


    “Yeah, I got the shit kicked out of me and then I blacked out.” Jay slowly shifts his attention to his right where Blake is sitting in the chair.


    “Hey man, is this real?” Jay asks with a smirk and a slight jerk of his head in my direction. Blake chuckles at him and his head starts to bob up and down. Blake shifts his gaze to me and smiles widely.


    “Yeah buddy, this is real. I think Ada is your nurse for the night.”


    “That’s right, I’m your nurse for the night and as your nurse I need to get your vitals,” I tell Jay, letting go of his hand and grabbing the blood pressure cuff off the wall. Jay sticks his arm out and smiles widely at me while I get his blood pressure.


    I check the dilation of his beautiful brown eyes to determine if he has a concussion and notice that he won’t stop smiling at me. I smile back and stand up straight, finally looking away from Jay to write the results down on his chart that I set down at the foot of his bed.


    “So what’s the damage, Ada? Our boy here gonna be okay or what?” Blake asks with a smile.


    “Yeah, he’ll be okay. Jay, you have cauliflower ear that needs to be drained, a few of your ribs are lightly bruised, and also your nose has a slight break. Now that you’re awake I’ll call the doctor in to look at it. You also may have a mild concussion so we’ll talk to the doctor and see if we need to keep you for just a little longer to keep an eye on you, okay?” I smile down at him.


    He reaches out and grabs onto my right forearm, giving it a light squeeze before surprising me by pulling me down to his mouth for a kiss. My eyes go wide, wondering what he’s doing, but then they soon close when our lips connect. I pull away after a few seconds to hear awkward laughing on the other side of the bed.


    I look up at Blake and my face flushes red before I look back down at Jay, who is grinning widely, showing off his straight, white set of teeth that have been appearing in my dreams throughout the week, along with other parts of his body.


    “I never thought I would see you again, Ada. I’m so glad that I had to come to the hospital now,” Jay says, his thumb running back and forth across the inside of my wrist.


    “What?” I say incredulously, “Why the hell would you want to get hurt and come to the hospital? Why would you want to fight in the first place? That’s crazy.”


    “I fight because I’m normally really good at it and I like it, but I’m happy that I had to come to the hospital because you’re here. I had no way to get a hold of you after you left last weekend and I never thought I’d see you again,” Jay says, sounding relieved as he talks.


    “Never see me again? I live three streets down from you guys. I bet you pass Elle’s house every time you drive to get to the main street.” I raise my eyebrows and smile as I watch Jay let out a small chuckle and lay his head back on his pillow.


    “Are you serious Ada? That’s tragic and hilarious all at the same time,” Blake laughs loudly.


    “Yeah, I walked home from your house the other night. It’s really close. We should all hang out sometime, maybe barbeque or something,” I say, trying to lighten Jay’s mood because he seems a bit frazzled.


    “That would be a lot of fun. You and Elle are a blast to hang out with,” Blake says through his grin and then winks at me.


    “Yeah, I bet you think Elle’s a blast,” I say, pointing my finger in Blake’s direction. Elle told me all about their bathroom naughty time. All that Blake can do is laugh and look down at the cell phone that is sitting in his lap.


    “Well boys, I have to go check on my other patients-“ Jay squeezes my hand that is still in his and cuts me off before I can finish my sentence.


    “Will you be back here to talk to me some more?” He whispers.


    “Yes Jay, I’ll let the doctor know that he needs to come look at your ear and nose and after I check on my other patients I’ll be back to hold your hand so you don’t cry when he resets it,” I wink and pull my hand loose from Jay’s grip as he laughs then winces from the pain of either his nose or his ribs.


    “Great Ada, I’m looking forward to you being my hero,” Jay smiles and waves as I start to walk out the door. I think that my panties melted off from his smile alone.


    I stop just outside his door so that I can lean against the wall and try to get my wits back. I’ve had that man on my brain all week and now he shows up at work and kisses me like that, making me lose focus on anything but him. Before I can stand straight, I hear Jay talking to Blake.


    “Oh my God man, it’s really her,” Jay says, the excitement ringing in his voice makes me smile.


    “I know Jay, you’ve been whining about not seeing her again all week and here she is. Don’t let her get away from us this time. Well, at least get a little information out of her before you let her go so that you can find her again. You’ve been a nightmare to live with this past week,” Blake huffs.


    I hear Jay laugh and I walk away to check on my other patients. Before I can walk into the next room I feel my cell phone vibrate in the pocket of my scrubs. I pull it out to check it and gasp at what it says. It’s from the unknown number that sent me the text last weekend.


    Unknown-Don’t you dare


    I look around to see who is around me. There is a woman in jeans and a yellow t-shirt walking down the hallway to my left, her long, dark brown hair pulled into a ponytail and a potted plant in her hand like she’s going to see a patient.


    The hallway to my right is empty so I start walking toward the nurse’s station to see if there is anyone standing there. Carla, Marley, and Diane, all night nurses that I work with regularly, are bustling around the station. Nothing seems out of the ordinary, but curiosity gets the best of me and I decide to text back as I walk to my next room.


    Ada-Who is this?


    I instantly get an answer.


    Unknown-Someone you don’t want to fuck with


    The answer makes me very nervous. I decide that when I’m off in the morning, I’m going to talk to Ronan at the police station and see if we can trace this number and maybe find out who it belongs to.


    


    

  


  
    



    Chapter 12


    Jay


    “Oh my God, I thought I was hallucinating when I woke up and saw those eyes,” I sigh and bring my right hand up to run it through my hair. When I opened my eyes and saw her, my mind immediately flashed back to having her above me in bed. Now I might just get another chance in the sack with her, which I’m totally okay with.


    “No man, not hallucinating, but you are damned lucky that you found her. I was going to give you two more days of sulking and pouting around our house before I KO’d you myself,” Blake states with a small smile. His comment makes a chuckle escape my lips.


    “If I wasn’t hooked up to an IV and in a world of hurt right now I would get up and kick your ass for even thinking that you could knock me out,” I point at Blake, but then smile back because my life is good.


    I have just found her. Ada’s here and she’s still as gorgeous as I remember. I can still picture what she looks like tonight, even with her out of the room. Her short blonde hair is straight, reaching under her chin and is held back by a few bobby pins, showing off her awesome eyes and tiny nose.


    Her delectable little body that I haven’t been able to rid my brain of is hidden by her cute hot pink scrubs and a pair of black Nike’s.


    I don’t realize that I’ve zoned out thinking about how delectable Ada is until Blake waves his hand in front of my face.


    “Hello? Earth to Jay. Man, are you in love with Ada or something?” Blake narrows his eyes at me, but backs his body away from my reach and leans back to pull his cell phone back out of his jeans pocket.


    “Dude, of course I’m not in love with her. I don’t even know her,” I answer. I know that I like her a lot more than any girl I’ve ever been with, including Julie the bitch, the woman who killed the idea of long term relationships for me a long time ago, but I highly doubt its love. Maybe something more along the lines of an awesome bed mate, or maybe it’s being able to connect with someone that doesn’t adjust their crotch every five minutes.


    When my eyes connect with Blake’s, his eyes widen and he points at me.


    “Holy shit, you really like her. How in the hell did that happen man? You’ve never been this crazy about a girl before, and you’ve been with plenty of them since I’ve met you. I actually met a nurse a few minutes before you woke up named Cassie that I thought you would have been interested in, but now that I see you’re being pussy whipped by Ada I might just keep Cassie’s phone number to myself.”


    “You can keep that number to yourself then, Blake. I have no interest in calling another chick, especially one that Ada works with.”


    His mouth drops open like I’ve just told him that Pam Anderson’s tits are real.


    “Wow. So Ada, huh?” he asks, starting a conversation without really starting it.


    I shake my head slowly, feeling the sting of pain radiating from my nose as I do, and shrug at Blake.


    “I don’t know what the fuck happened man, she’s just different and I’d like to hang out with her again,” I tell him as I imagine those eyes for the thousandth time today. “I can’t believe they live down the damn street from us, though. That’s crazy!” I say, trying to get off the subject of how much I like Ada.


    I don’t want to dive into it at the moment. Then I notice that I’m smiling a little too widely as I process that I’m finding out a lot more about her. I try to reign in my excitement, but Blake catches it and smirks at me before I can get it under control.


    “I know, that’s hilarious. Now that we know where they live we should hang out with them. I wouldn’t mind the chance to get inside of Elle a few more times. That chick was a freak in the best possible way,” Blake sighs and runs his hand across his buzzed hair a few times.


    After a few minutes of silence, a tall, but overweight and balding man in a white coat and blue scrubs walks into my room and picks up the clipboard at the bottom of the bed where Ada left it.


    “Hello Mr. Hunt, my name is Dr. Miner. Your nurse tells me that your nose is broken and needs to be set. I have the x-rays that were taken when you were first brought in and I see that it was a clean break, so we’ll just push the bone back into place and let it heal naturally.”


    Just then, Ada walks back into the room with an empty syringe and gauze, looking a bit distracted and nervous. Even though her gorgeous eyes are wide, her forehead is wrinkled and she’s biting her bottom lip so hard it looks like it might start bleeding.


    I want to ask her what is wrong, but the doctor hands her the clipboard and instructs her to get a cold pack and some ibuprofen ready. She nods, places the clipboard back in the holder at the end of bed, setting the syringe down on the food table against the wall, and walks out of the room as the doctor approaches the side of my bed.


    She looked a bit scared. I want to know if she’s okay or if she needs some help with anything, but the doctor starts to put pressure on the sides of my nose as he inspects it, making me wince and grit my teeth to hide the pain.


    “Do you think the nurse can hold my hand while you’re putting my nose back in place, doc?” The question comes out before I even have time to stop myself. I sounded like the biggest pussy in the world, but it would be nice to be touching Ada in some small way, and if I look like a pussy, then so be it.


    The doctor lifts one brow and inspects me before he speaks again.


    “Don’t you fight for a living?”


    I’m smiling sarcastically as I let out a huff of air, now knowing that this doctor thinks I’m a major pussy. I look down to my lap and nod in answer at the doctor.


    “So, you trade punches with other enormous men for a living and you need a tiny, ninety pound nurse to hold your hand while I reset your nose?” he chuckles at me. I roll my eyes and look over to Blake, seeing his face turn bright red and his body shake while he holds his palm over his mouth to silently laugh at me. I flip him off and look back to the doctor.


    “Never mind, you assholes,” I say, shaking my head at both of them.


    Just then, Ada walks back into the room with a blue cold pack and a little cup with pills in it. She sets them on the tray table at the bottom of my bed and stands there, waiting for the doctor to crack my nose back into place, but he looks back at her with a huge smile.


    “Ada, this gentleman has requested that you hold his hand while I reset his nose. Do you think you could help him out?” Dr. Miner says, his round body bouncing up and down with his laughter. She nods and smiles at the doctor, but seems distracted by something.


    “Of course, Dr. Miner,” Ada answers, walking up to the side of my bed and grabbing my left hand and sandwiching it between both of hers.


    As soon as she steps close, the smell of flowers and sugar assaults my mangled nose so I breathe her in. I close my eyes and try to focus on Ada’s hands as I wait for the doctor to get this over with because I know it’s going to hurt like a bitch.


    “Okay on the count of three. One, two, three,” Dr. Miner says, and then I hear a loud pop rumbling through my brain and my eyes are instantly watering. I open my blurry eyes to see Ada smiling at me and slowly turn to my right to see Blake cringing. He must have heard the pop as well.


    “So, you’re going to need to cool it on the fighting for at least six weeks so that your nose and ribs can heal properly. You will possibly have two black eyes from your broken nose; just keep a cold pack on it until all swelling goes down. There will also need to be someone to keep an eye on you for the next 24 hours because you are showing signs of a slight concussion.” Dr. Miner looks up at Blake who nods his agreement.


    “Okay, now that your nose is set, Ada will drain your ear of the fluids and we’ll leave you in here for about an hour to get your bearings, and then you’re free to go,” Dr. Miner nods at me and then turns and walks out the door.


    “Are you doing okay Jay?” Ada asks, still holding my hand in hers. I look up into her eyes, one blue and one green, and can’t help but smile at her.


    “Yeah, I’ll be fine Ada, thanks so much for holding my hand because I’m a pussy,” I answer her somberly, but smile when I hear a small giggle escape her lips.


    “You aren’t a pussy, Jay. I’ve seen bigger men than you full out crying for things much smaller than a broken nose getting reset,” she smiles at me and squeezes my hand once before letting it go and walking toward the end of the bed for the pills and cold pack.


    “Are you okay, Ada?” Blake asks her. So I’m not the only one who sees that something is bothering her.


    “Huh?” she says, finally shifting her attention over to Blake and widening her eyes. “Oh yeah, everything’s fine Blake, don’t worry about it,” she shakes her head a few times and walks over to me, handing me two white pills and a glass of water.


    “Here Jay, take these and keep that ice pack over your nose for a little while so that the swelling stays down.”


    She walks back to the tray table and grabs the empty syringe and then makes her way to the left side of my bed, instructing me to turn my head to my right so she can drain my ear. After a slight pinch from the needle pushing into my skin, Ada gets the fluid drained and puts the gauze over my ear, taping it down and then throws the needle away in a red box on the wall. She removes her latex gloves and then barely turns to look at me.


    “I’ll come check on you in about an hour and then we can get you released and on your way, okay?” She nods, and turns to walk out of the room. I push my brows together and look over at Blake, who has the same expression on his face; both of us trying to figure out what’s up with Ada.


    


    

  


  
    



    Chapter 13


    Ada


    I walk out of Jay’s room feeling out of sorts. I know that nothing can happen to me while I’m at the hospital because we have excellent security here, but it scares me to think that someone has been watching me and knows what I’m doing all the time.


    I’m wondering if it’s Rob, but I changed my number and I have his phone number still programmed into my contacts, so unless he changed his number as well or has another phone, it’s not him.


    I can’t think of anyone else that would be watching me, though. I just need to shake it off and tell Elle about this in the morning. Maybe she can come with me to the police station to find out who this is.


    “You are such a bitch!” I hear whisper yelled behind me.


    I turn to see Cassie, normally a day nurse that must have picked up a shift tonight, walking toward me and shaking her finger at my face, her dark brown hair and matching eyes standing out against her pale skin and hot pink scrubs.


    She’s a few inches taller than I am and a bit heavier as well, but I still think I could take her if I had to. I have never gotten into an argument with Cassie in fact I’ve always been overly nice to her, so I have no idea why she would call me that.


    “Why am I a bitch?” I ask trying to think of anything I’ve done to her. I rarely ever talk to her since we work different shifts, and when I do see her I’m normally hiding in another room and trying to avoid Greg, so we don’t speak a lot.


    “Because you get to work on Jay Hunt, you lucky girl. I’ve seen him fight a few times. He’s so freaking hot! I would never let him out of my bed if I had him in my grip. And you have Greg chasing after you, too. How do you do it, Ada?” Cassie is smiling but at the same time giving me an odd look, like she’s trying to hide her anger.


    “Yeah Jay’s pretty cute, huh. Well I need to get to work, but maybe I’ll see you for lunch?” I say, waving and walking away from her without looking back for her answer.


    I don’t want to talk to her about Jay and I really don’t want to talk about Greg. I didn’t know she was interested in Greg, but she can have him. Maybe that will get him off my back.


    I feel like an ass for just walking away from her, but I’m too distracted because of that text to talk to others if it doesn’t involve work.


    With three new patients in rooms and attended to and my mind momentarily off the text message, I make my way back to Jay’s room and make sure he’s ready to be discharged.


    I walk through the door and see that Jay is sitting upright in the bed, holding a large vase filled with a huge bouquet of sunflowers, my favorites, in front of him. He looks around the flowers and smiles at me.


    “I got you some flowers to thank you for holding my hand when I needed you, Ada,” he croons through his enormous, panty melting smile. I’m trying my damndest to keep my knees from shaking when he smiles at me like that. I smile back and walk up to the side of his bed as he holds the vase out for me to take.


    “Jay, that is so sweet and just what I needed tonight. Thank you so much, but how did you get these? You still have an IV attached and you aren’t supposed to be out of bed,” I say, glancing around the room and noticing that Blake is nowhere to be seen.


    “Blake went and got them from the gift shop for me and then ran back downstairs to grab a cup of coffee from the cafeteria before we leave,” Jay explains. I smile and nod at him, then look back at the beautiful flowers in my hands.


    “Are you sure you’re doing okay, Ada? You seem a little out of it tonight, like something is bugging you,” he asks, tilting his head and leaning forward until I turn my attention back to him. I take a deep breath and let it out in a huff before I answer him. So much for my mind being taken off of that message.


    “Yeah, I’m okay Jay, really. I just have some stuff going on right now, but it’s nothing to worry about. I have it under control, okay?” I say gently, hoping he’ll just drop it.


    Reluctantly, he answers me, “Yeah, okay Ada, but I’m always here to help you out if you need it, alright?” I smile and nod again, trying to get my eyes to stop watering because I don’t want to cry in front of Jay. After a few deep breathes and a shake to clear my head I look back to Jay and remember why I came in his room.


    “I’m sorry I couldn’t make it back in here sooner to hang out with you and Blake, but I had a few other patients come in that needed to be looked at. Are you ready to get the hell out of here and back into the comfort of your own bed?” I ask him, trying not to get lost in his chocolate brown eyes and failing miserably.


    “Does it mean you’re done for the night and are going to join me in the comfort of my own bed?” he smirks at me and waggles his eyebrows, not helping to break me out of my lust filled haze. I would totally get back into his bed if I could right now.


    “Don’t think so, Casanova. I still have nine hours left of my shift. I don’t think my boss would like me leaving in the middle of my shift to go sleep in your bed,” I smile at him and put my flowers down on the tray table and then walk around his bed so that I can take his IV out of his left elbow.


    As soon as it’s removed and I’ve placed a bandage over it he quickly sits up, swings his legs over the side of the bed, and wraps his arms around my waist. Then he’s pulling me in between his open legs, leaning in, and nuzzling my neck. I can feel the goose bumps start on my arms and I have to fight the shiver that’s trying to overtake me.


    We are now almost at eye level, with him sitting on the bed and me standing between his legs. He’s still sitting a few inches above me, but it’s much better than when he’s standing. After he leans down and kisses my shoulder a few times, he whispers in my ear.


    “I wish you would have stayed in bed with me the other night. You don’t know how much it sucked to wake up without you in bed with me the next morning.” I pull back so that I can see his face, and I eye him skeptically. He has to be joking with me, right? I have to be sure.


    “Really? Why would you want me in your bed the next morning? I thought it was a one night type of thing for you,” I crease my brow and then look down because I don’t want to be upset when I see that he might be lying when he tells me that he wanted me to be with him the next day. Jay puts his index finger under my chin and lightly lifts it up.


    “Well, before I met you I was looking for a one night thing, but after spending all night laughing and dancing with you, I realized that I want to get to know you better. I would really like it if we could see each other again,” Jay looks into my eyes and gives me the sexiest smirk I’ve ever seen.


    I tilt my head and narrow my eyes at him, wondering how many times he’s used that line on other women as well. I give him half a smile before I continue.


    “Do you play this game with every girl who rocks your world in the sack?” I ask him with humor in my voice, but only half joking with him. He drops his head back and chuckles.


    “No. Even though you did rock my world, I don’t do this, ever. I haven’t asked a girl on a date since I was a freshman in college, Ada, but I can’t seem to get you off my mind. I’d really like to spend more time with you, if that’s okay,” Jay states, his eyebrow raising and one side of his mouth pulling into an ice melting smile.


    That smile is going to be the death of me.


    He’s so freaking hot and I haven’t been able to get him off my mind either, or the dirty things he did to me, so I decide that spending more time with Jay could be a good thing. I’m sure it couldn’t hurt me.


    “Yeah Jay, I’d really like that,” I say, smiling in return. He wraps his arms around me and rests his cheek on my shoulder, then sighs.


    We both hold each other in silence in the middle of his hospital room for a few minutes until we hear someone clear their throat in the doorway. We pull apart and see Blake smirking at us, leaning against the door frame.


    “I hate to break up the cuddle fest, but is Romeo here ready to go yet? I’m beat and my bed is calling my name,” Blake says, then takes a sip of the travel cup of coffee in his hand. I giggle and then look back to Jay who then leans forward to place a small kiss on my lips.


    I’m a bit dazed when he pulls away and smiles at me. After a few seconds, I shake my head to clear it of the dirty thoughts that are now running wild and answer Blake, but I can’t divert my eyes from Jay.


    “Um, yeah, let me get your discharge papers from the nurse’s station and you’re good to go. I’ll be right back.”


    I walk out of the room with my flowers and place them at the nurse’s station while I grab the proper paperwork. When I print out Jay’s papers I look up to find Cassie glaring and shaking her head at me. I decide to ignore her and grab Jay’s papers off the printer and make my way back to him.


    When I come back into the room, I notice that Jay is dressed in some plaid shorts and a white t shirt and he’s sitting next to Blake on the right side of the bed waiting for me. I walk up to Jay, holding out papers attached to a clipboard.


    “Okay, I just need you to sign this paper telling me that you’re feeling well enough to be released from the hospital and you’re free to go,” I smile and reach into my scrubs for a pen to give to him. Once I find one, I hold it out for him to take. As soon as Jay signs the release form, he looks up to me with hopeful eyes.


    “So, are you free tomorrow night?”


    I smile at the slight shakiness I hear in his voice when he asks me and realize that I would love to get to know more about Jay. Like how is it that a girl like me can make this sex god nervous. It’s about time I got back into the game and Jay is the perfect person to play with.


    “Yeah I’m free tomorrow night, around eight,” I bite my lip and look down to his discharge papers then write down my phone number and address. I hand it to Jay and then wink at him before I turn on my heels and make my way out his hospital room.


    I’m smiling to myself at how well I played that, but before I can relish in my game playing skills I hear Jay call my name. I smile and turn around to look up at him, marveling at how much taller than me he is. Instead of saying something else, he leans down, way down, and plants a long and solid kiss on my lips before pulling back slightly.


    “I can’t wait to see you tomorrow,” he whispers and then pecks me on the lips three more times before backing up and walking into his room. I smile and then try to shift my focus back to work instead of the yummy man whose been occupying my brain for the past week.


    As soon as I’m around the corner, my phone buzzes in my pocket. I’m apprehensive to see who it’s from, but my curiosity wins out.


    Unknown- You stupid bitch, you’re in big trouble now


    I look around once again hoping to see someone, but the halls are empty. I’m standing in the middle of a long floor to ceiling glass hospital hallway, cell phone in hand, scared to death, and waiting for the boogey man to come get me.


    


    

  


  
    



    Chapter 14


    Jay


    I was so excited that I get to see Ada again that I didn’t sleep very much last night. Blake started to worry that it was from the concussion, but when I explained to him how concussions work, he flipped me off, quit staring at me from the corner of my room, and went to his room to sleep.


    I sat up a bit longer and tried to come up with ideas for my date night with Ada. I haven’t had an actual date in at least seven years and I don’t know what people are doing for the customary date anymore.


    Should I take her to dinner and a movie or mini golf? I’m not even sure if those things are cool anymore, but I suppose they are safe date ideas. I fall asleep trying to come up with some sort of plan for Ada and me tomorrow night.


    I wake myself up bright and early at nine thirty in hopes of texting Ada before she goes to sleep, but then I remember that she said she doesn’t get off until ten so I lie back on my pillow and close my eyes, remembering how gorgeous she looked last night.


    Her light blonde hair, looking like sunshine on a gloomy day, was pulled away from her perfect face. Those amazing eyes that pierced right through me held so much care and tenderness in them as she helped me last night.


    I spend another forty minutes letting my memories of Ada switch between her caring disposition in the hospital last night and our awesome dance sessions last week; both vertical and horizontal. Mostly horizontal.


    I reach over to grab my cell phone from the night stand and pull open the text screen. I know I’ll be seeing her tonight, but I can’t help but want to talk to her more before then.


    Jay- I can’t wait to see you tonight- Jay


    I slightly cringe after I send it. That sounds a bit stalker-ish or maybe a bit like a clingy girl, but I can’t stop thinking about her. Ada has occupied some part of my brain since the second I met her.


    One minute and an intense staring contest with my cell phone later, my phone buzzes, signaling an incoming text.


    Ada- I can’t wait to see you either. What are we doing?


    Oh shit, I still haven’t planned out our date. I have no idea what we’re going to be doing so I figure vague is the best approach for now.


    Jay-It’s a surprise 


    Ada-Are you planning on taking me to the desert and killing me? Is that why it’s a surprise?


    I chuckle at that. She is funny, even through a text message.


    Jay-How did you know? Now you’ve ruined my plans


    Ada-I’m sorry, I’m just not good with surprises lately. Plus I need to know if I should dress for something fancy or wear jeans.


    Just then an awesome first date idea pops into my head, making me grin.


    Jay-Dress comfortably, jeans and sneakers are good. Something that you can move around in easily.


    Ada-Okay, I trust you to not take me to the desert and kill me


    Wow, she’s really dragging this ‘take you to the desert and kill you’ joke out, isn’t she.


    Jay-I’m not going to kill you Ada. I’d never get you back in the sack if I did that


    Ada-Good point. If you want some more lovin’ you’re going to have to keep me alive then. I’ll see you tonight at 8


    Jay-See you in a while, beautiful.


    I hop out of bed with a spring in my step, excited for the rest of my day. I make my way toward the kitchen to have breakfast with Blake, who I know is already awake. When I walk around the corner I see him perched on a barstool sidled up to the island, scowling at me.


    “Good morning Jay,” he mutters behind his linked fingers that are in front of his mouth.


    “Blake,” I respond with a nod.


    “So, I only got about four hours of sleep last night because of some jack hole who decided it was a better idea to spend the night in the hospital flirting with the hot nurse instead of doing his job in the cage. I do believe that same jack hole needs to make me breakfast before I go to the gym today.” Blake raises his eyebrow at me and smiles smugly, challenging me to start an argument with him.


    He caught me on an exceptionally good day, so instead of starting a fight with him I walk around the island and begin making us both a huge breakfast. After I’ve made us both enormous plates of pancakes with eggs, turkey bacon, sausage, and wheat toast, Blake breaks the silence with the same question from last night.


    “So, Ada huh?”


    I smile just hearing her name. I nod and look at him, smiling wider when he narrows his eyes at me.


    “She’s gorgeous I admit, but are you sure that you’re ready to commit to just one person?”


    “It’s just one date Blake. I don’t think that really means that I’m committing to Ada after one date. I’m not giving her an engagement ring at the end of the night or anything,” I chuckle.


    “I know man, but I’ve known you for about seven years now and in that time I’ve never seen you go on a date with a girl. Ada must mean something for you to want to see her again, and I don’t know if that’s endearing or sickening.”


    I cock my head to the side as I see Blake deep in thought about something. Then he shakes his head and slaps the countertop before he stands and starts walking out of the kitchen.


    “Have fun with that commitment Jay,” he calls over his shoulders as he jogs up the stairs.


    I pull my brows together and contemplate what Blake is saying to me. Am I ready to commit to Ada?


    I shake my head to clear my thoughts and decide to take this whole thing one step at a time. Right now I need to focus on my big date tonight. I just hope that what I have planned for us doesn’t backfire.


    


    

  


  
    



    Chapter 15


    Ada


    At exactly eight the doorbell rings. I get up where I had nervously been sitting on the couch with Elle and take a deep breath before I open the door. When it swings open I’m pleasantly surprised.


    Jay is wearing a short sleeved gray button up, his tattoos proudly displayed down his left arm and barely peeking under the sleeve of the right arm, and dark wash jeans that hang low on his hips and cover the tops of his black tennis shoes.


    After my eyes do a slow, greedy once over, I look back up to Jay’s face to see that he’s smirking at me.


    “Do you like what you see?” he asks, holding his hands out by his side and lifting a brow at me. I finally realize that I’m almost biting a hole through my lip, so I let it go and try for nonchalant. I shrug.


    “It’s okay I guess. You’re still decent eye candy,” I smirk back and then turn to grab my purse off the small table just off the entrance. When I do, my eyes widen in Elle’s direction, trying to tell her how freaking hot he looks without words.


    Elle slaps her hand over her mouth to try and contain her laughter, but it doesn’t work and she snorts behind her hand. I shake my head at her failed attempt to play it cool and turn back to Jay, who’s standing inside the foyer.


    “Have fun you crazy kids, but don’t stay out too late now, ya hear?” Elle shouts from the living room.


    “I hear you mom, we’ll be back before curfew. Love you,” I shout back to her. I smile when I hear her giggle again.


    We walk out to Jay’s green Jeep that’s parked at the curb and I smile widely when he opens my door for me. Rob never opened any door for me, so I wasn’t expecting Jay to either. When he jumps in on the driver’s side I look over to better examine his face.


    The cartilage around his nasal bone is still a bit swollen, but not much. He has barely any bruising under his eyes which tells me that he must have kept the ice pack on his nose all night like I told him to. His ear also looks normal again, thankfully. Jay turns to look at me and smiles.


    “How are you feeling today?” I ask and point to his nose.


    “I feel awesome. I don’t hurt anywhere,” he beams.


    “Your ribs don’t even hurt?”


    “Nope, I feel great everywhere. I promise I would never lie to you, Ada.” He leans over and grabs my hand, pulls it up to his mouth and sweetly kisses my knuckles.


    “You do know that one of my talents as a nurse is that I’m a human lie detector, right?”


    “Is that so?” Jay questions raising his brow and smiling at me while I nod. I lean over his body to reach his left ribs and lightly poke a few times, looking for a flinch or a wince, which I see a few times when I hit a certain spot.


    “Feel great everywhere, huh?” I giggle and lean back into my spot.


    “Okay, I felt great until you started prodding me like I was cattle, how about that?” he laughs. I want to laugh along with him, but I’m so caught up in how good he looks that I’m frozen. I might look like a freak because I can’t stop staring at him, but I have to take a second to get a better look at his beautiful face.


    His chocolate eyes are shining as he laughs, making the rest of his face glow. His strong square jaw is lightly covered in a five o’clock shadow that I remember scraping against the insides of my thighs.


    Then instead of getting a better look at him, I begin to daydream about his rippling muscles covered in tattoos and flexing with every thrust and the feel of his soft lips against mine.


    “Ada, are you okay?” Jay’s voice cuts into my fantasy and brings me back to the now. I shake my head and release my lower lip that I didn’t even realize I was biting.


    “Yeah I’m fine, sorry about that.” I answer. Jay chuckles at me like he knows what I was thinking about and then pulls away from Elle’s house.


    “So, where are we headed for this date then?” I ask, still curious, but not as nervous as I was when he told me it was a surprise. The idea that someone was sending me threatening text messages and then Jay not telling me what we were doing tonight had me freaked out for a good hour. Then I really thought about how comfortable I was around Jay, to the point that I’d already slept with him, and I calmed down.


    I knew that if I wasn’t comfortable and didn’t have some level of trust with Jay I never would have slept with him. These texts have to be coming from someone else, and I just have to wait to find out who it is. My mind briefly travels back to my conversation with Ronan this morning.


    “Okay Ada, we have the number but it will take about six to eight weeks for us to hear back from the phone company. We as police officers aren’t allowed to just trace random numbers, so we’ll have to wait for information from the company that owns that number. So, save the texts that you receive and let me know if you feel threatened at all, okay?” Ronan said, looking at me wearily.


    Jay clears his throat and my attention shifts back to him.


    “We’re going to go paintballing. Is that okay?” Jay asks glancing sideways at me. Great, this guy likes two things that I absolutely hate- guns and fighting. I’ve never been paintballing, but I’m pretty sure you can’t get seriously injured from it, so I decide to try it just once.


    “Um, yeah that sounds fun,” I answer, not feeling the conviction in my voice. Jay must not either.


    “We don’t have to do it if you don’t want to,” he mumbles and shakes his head.


    “No, it’s okay, really. I’ve never been before but it’d be fun to try,” I smile and turn my attention back to the road.


    “Alright, but if at any time you want to quit just tell me and we’ll quit and do something else. Okay?” Jay glances at me, a bit of anxiety written across his gorgeous face. I nod and look back to the road for the short trip to the paintball field.


    When we park I can see a large open plot of land. There is a rickety shack in the middle with old, rusty cars and giant logs scattered in different areas around it. There is a battle going on right now, so I get out of the Jeep and walk to the bench seats that sit on a large hill above the field.


    I want to see what this is all about before I just jump into it. Jay follows closely behind me, helping me up the hill above the arena, and sitting next to me on the bench.


    We watch a group of what look like high school kids, both boys and girls, running around the field. They are diving behind the different obstacles and trying to contain their laughs as they peek up and pop off a few shots toward their friends. It actually looks like fun and I’m not as nervous as I was when Jay first suggested it.


    I see that the kids on the field are all covered in paint splotches and I’m instantly relieved that I wore a black v neck t-shirt and light washed jeans with my black Chucks. I turn to my left to see Jay watching the game as well. I pat him on the leg and point to the large building in front of the arena.


    “Should we go pay and get whatever we need to do this then?” I mumble.


    “Are you sure you want to do this? Because we really don’t have to do this if you don’t want to,” Jay says, looking nervous. The look on his face actually makes the whole thing comical and I start to giggle. Jay smiles and wraps his arm around my shoulder, pulling me closer to him.


    “What’s so funny, baby?”


    “Nothing, let’s go get our paintball on,” I state and get up to walk toward the building.


    Jay pays for us to have an hour in the field. The manager throws us in with the teenagers that are already out there after we get all of our gear on. The game is an elimination tournament, so if you are shot with a paintball, you are out. The last one standing wins. Easy enough, I think.


    “Just stick close to me, Ada. I’ll protect you, okay?” Jay whispers as we walk up to the shack.


    “My hero,” I joke and smile when he leans down to plant a small kiss on my lips.


    The horn sounds to signal the beginning of this round and we all start to scramble. Jay takes a few of them out within the first few minutes and I get one of them a few minutes later. I don’t realize how much fun I’m having until I let out a giggle, giving away our position and earning a wide eyed look from Jay. I shrug and peek out from behind the rusty car we’ve chosen to hide behind.


    I see two of the teenage kids coming our way so I shoot at both of them, hitting them both surprisingly on the first shot. There is one other teenager out there, but I haven’t seen him, so Jay and I wait and watch. After a few minutes we see him dart out from one obstacle and run toward another, but Jay hits him before the kid makes it.


    We both stand up and give each other a high five, but then I realize that the game isn’t over yet since the two of us still haven’t been hit. To be nice, I lower my gun and shoot Jay in the foot with a paintball. I didn’t realize that it would hurt him that badly, but I guess I was standing a little too close to him when I pulled the trigger. Jay’s bouncing up and down on his uninjured foot and taking small puffs of air in and out.


    “Oh my God, are you alright? I didn’t mean to hurt you!” I boom. Jay just nods his head quickly and then picks his gun up and aims it at me, narrowing his eyes as he’s looking for payback. I squeal and turn, running away from him as quickly as I can, but Jay aims perfectly and hits me right on the ass cheek, causing me to yelp. I stop in my tracks and turn to look at him, eyes wide. He’s laughing hysterically.


    We play a few more games of paintball with the group and then have a nice dinner at a small restaurant by our houses. When we make it to my front door, I turn to thank him, but he’s already leaning and bending to kiss me. I smile and realize just how much I wanted him to kiss me all night.


    I lean my body into him and our lips meet softly. Jay wraps his arms around my upper waist and pulls me closer as I stand on the tips of my toes and slither my arms around his shoulders. After a few meaningful and butterfly inducing kisses, Jay pulls back and smiles.


    “Can I see you tomorrow?” he whispers. I’m still so flustered by his kisses that I can only nod. He smiles widely and kisses me one more time before I go inside. Once I’m inside I lean against the door and silently thank whoever thought I was worthy of a guy like Jay.


    


    

  


  
    



    Chapter 16


    Jay


    My week goes by quickly. I take Ada out three days in a row, before she has to go back to working the night shift at the hospital. We have a great time together and get along so easily, it’s like I’ve known her my whole life instead of having that awkward ‘get to know you’ phase of dating. I’m starting to feel something for her and as much as that should scare me, it doesn’t.


    It’s late Friday night and Blake and I are playing pool in the basement when my phone rings. I pull it out of my pocket and instantly smile when I see Ada’s beautiful face on the screen. Blake rolls his eyes and lines up his stick to take a shot.


    “Hey gorgeous, how’s work going?” I ask.


    “It’s going okay, I guess. We had a gunshot victim in and he didn’t make it, so it’s put me in a bit of a funk,” she mumbles.


    “I’m sorry baby. I wish you didn’t have to see those kinds of things every day,” I tell her. It’s the truth. I don’t know how someone could be in that line of work and still have the upbeat attitude that Ada does.


    “Well, I chose the field I’m in, so there’s no one to blame but myself,” she laughs. I look up to Blake who’s spinning his finger around in a circle, as if to tell me to wrap it up.


    “I know it just sucks. Listen, Blake and I were just talking about having a barbeque at our house tomorrow night. We’ll just have a few people, mostly those guys that you met at the club when we first met. You think you and Elle will be able to make it?”


    “Yeah, I mean I can’t speak for Elle, but I think she’ll be up for it. What should we bring?”


    “Just bring your fine selves. We have a lot of different types of liquor and we’ll have beer there, but if you guys drink anything specific let me know and we’ll go buy it,” I say but know that Ada’s a beer kind of girl.


    Blake looks over at me and shakes his head slowly as he smirks. This is the first he’s hearing of this barbeque.


    “Elle and I are easy when it comes to drinks. Don’t get anything fancy for us because we’re fine with beer. What time should we come over?” she questions.


    “How does five o’clock sound?” I say, looking at Blake for approval. He just nods. Before Ada can answer, I hear some woman’s voice close to her phone mutter bitch. I furrow my brow and wonder if that was directed at her.


    “Did someone just call you a bitch?” Blake’s head snaps up to me and his brow pulls as well. I hear Ada sigh on the other end of the phone.


    “Yeah, Cassie is a day nurse but she picked up a shift tonight. She heard me telling one of my friends at work about our dates last weekend and she’s pissed off. She thinks you’re hot and says I don’t deserve to date you.”


    “Baby, if she’s giving you a hard time then talk to your boss about it, or kick her ass. You shouldn’t have to put up with that.”


    “I know but I don’t see her very often and most of the time I try to avoid the people who work on the day shift. For some reason she’s been picking up night shifts, though.” I can hear a hint of confusion in her voice.


    “I’m sorry Ada. Please don’t put up with that. Don’t let people treat you like crap,” I sigh.


    “I won’t. I have to get back to work, but a barbeque at five sounds great, I’ll let Elle know and we’ll see you guys then.” After a quick goodbye, I get back to our game, shifting my moods from concern that there is someone at Ada’s work that is being mean to her to smiling until I finally fall asleep hours later, dreaming of Ada.


    ***


    I get out of bed bright and early so that I can send a quick text to Ada when she gets off work at the hospital.


    Jay-I hope the rest of your night was okay. I’m so glad that I get to see you tonight


    I smile after I send it to her and a few minutes later I get a response.


    Ada-Last night was busy after I talked to you, but it made the night go by quicker. I’m glad I get to see you tonight too


    I grin even wider and, because I can’t resist talking to her, decide to send one last text.


    Jay-I hope you sleep well and I’ll see you in a bit.


    Her response makes me giddy like a little fucking girl.


    Ada- ;)


    How in the hell does a winking emoticon make me grow a vagina? No wonder I’ve never really been in love before, it turns me into a sappy woman.


    I spend half of the day making sure that the house is spotless and then go to the grocery store and the liquor store to get everything we’ll need for the barbeque. Then I remember that we never invited any of the guys to come, so I call a few of them and see if they’re in. Three of the guys that I train with at the gym are planning on coming, but the other five that I called had plans tonight.


    When three thirty rolls around, I text Ada again hoping she’s awake.


    Jay-I hope you’re awake and I’m not bugging you


    I get an instant response from her.


    Ada-Nope I’m awake, just having a cup of coffee and doing some yard work. What’s up?


    Jay- I was wondering if you had a few more girl friends that might be available to come over. I only got three other guys to come.


    Ada- I’ll give a few of the girls that you met at the club a call and see what they have going on tonight. I’ll text you back and let you know how many of them can come.


    Jay- Thanks babe


    I smile with my last comment. It feels natural calling Ada a pet name. I used to use them so that I didn’t offend the girl I was fucking when I forgot her name, but now that I have Ada in my life, she’s the only one I want to use pet names with. I can’t even think about being with another girl because my brain always shifts back to Ada.


    About twenty minutes later, Ada texts me to let me know how many of her friends are coming.


    Ada-four of my friends want to come. Is that too many?


    Jay-No it’s great. The more the merrier


    Ada-Okay, well we’ll just see you in a few hours then


    I am on edge for the next couple of hours until Ada and all of her friends show up. The second that she walks through the door, I scoop her tiny body up in my arms and hug her tightly. I’m sure she thinks I am completely psycho but I just can’t help it, I want to be touching her all the time. I point all of the girls to the basement, which is down a small flight of stairs just off the foyer, and to a door that leads outside.


    The basement is my favorite room in the house because it’s the perfect place to have a party in. It has a full sized pool table, an air hockey table, beer pong table, and a big screen TV with surround sound throughout the room. It’s the perfect man cave. The girls walk out of the door at the back of the room that leads to our backyard where all of my friends are sitting in lounge chairs, drinking beer while Blake is cleaning off the grill.


    The backyard is simple with a large cement patio and an eight person hot tub connected to an average sized pool to the left of it, the rest being grass that I normally mow. I’m walking behind Ada, who seems to be in a great mood. She’s laughing with her friends and waving to Blake and the other boys before heading to the giant cooler full of beer at the edge of the patio. After I sit down in a lounge chair, Ada walks over with two beers and sits in the lounge chair next to me.


    “Wow, two beers? Starting the night off with a bang, champ?” I ask, tilting my head toward the second beer in her hand and smiling. She looks at me and giggles, the motion causing her whole face to light up.


    “No, I got this one for you, but if you’re going to spend the night teasing me then I’ll just keep it for myself,” she smirks and pops the top off the second beer, taking a huge swig from it while keeping her eyes on me. I put my head down and chuckle.


    “Okay, okay. I promise that I won’t spend the night teasing you. Can I have that beer now, please?” I plead, holding my hand out toward her.


    “Well okay, but I’m only doing this because you’re cute when you beg,” she smiles, stretching the beer out for me to take.


    “Thank you Ada, you are too sweet,” I smile and lean in to kiss her cheek softly.


    After an hour of great conversation between Ada’s friends and mine and telling everyone about my loss in the cage which required my pleasant visit to the hospital last week, Blake decides to start cooking the burgers. Five minutes into throwing the food on the grill, Blake tells me that he has to go to the bathroom and nominates me to watch the grill.


    I stand up to check on the burgers and, after checking all the patties and brats, I turn around to see one of my sparring buddies from the gym, Zane, talking to Ada. He says something and runs his hand through his longer brown hair. If I didn’t know that he was a fighter, I would guess that he’s a professional snowboarder or something like that.


    She’s laughing at something that he said and while her head is thrown back in laughter, I see Zane’s eyesight shift to the top of her white v-neck t-shirt where Ada has a bit of cleavage showing.


    That bastard is checking her out!


    I stay and man the grill until Blake comes back because I don’t want everyone pissed at me that the food is burned, but I watch Ada and Zane out of the corner of my eye, making sure that he isn’t touching her again and she isn’t flirting back. When I give the tongs back to Blake, I immediately walk back to my seat next to Ada and wait for Zane to finish his cheesy pick up line.


    “Ada, do you like to sleep?” Zane asks her, his blue eyes are shining and he smiles widely as she pulls her brows together.


    “Yeah I love to sleep. Why?” Ada says confused as to where this is going.


    “What a coincidence! I do to. Why don’t we do it together?” Zane grins, but it falters when Ada throws her head back, howling with laughter. She’s smacking her toned thigh below her jean shorts and gasping to catch her breath at what she thinks is a joke, but the look on Zane’s face says she just shot down one of his best pick up lines.


    I don’t like seeing other guys hit on Ada and I have the strong urge to break Zane’s arm. She’s beautiful, funny, and could have any guy she wants, but I need to make sure she only wants to be with me. I want to have Ada to myself, but I’m not quite sure how to ask her if she wants to be exclusive.


    “Hey Ada? Can I talk to you for just a second?” I ask, shrugging my head back toward the basement door.


    “Sure,” she answers, wiping the corners of her amazing eyes to get rid of the tears of laughter from Zane’s stupid pick up line. I look over to Zane and narrow my eyes as he scowls at me for taking Ada away from him. As soon as we walk into the basement I motion her over to the pool table and pick her up, sitting her on the edge.


    “What’s up, Jay?” Ada smiles at me and waits for me to say something. I rub the back of my neck as nerves start to take over. This is harder than I thought it was going to be.


    “Ada, I was just wondering if maybe I was the only person you’ve been seeing. I mean, I’m not trying to say that you date around a lot, but I want to know what my odds are,” I mutter, squinting at how ridiculous I probably sounded. Ada reaches up and runs her knuckles over my cheek, which instantly calms me down.


    “Jay, you’re the only person I’m seeing. I like you too much to want to be with someone else,” she says instantly, her smile making my stomach do summersaults. That’s the best news I’ve ever heard in my life. This beautiful girl is only with me. She’s mine. She’s so damned beautiful that I want nothing more than to bury myself in her for days, but I think I should start simpler.


    “Can I ask you one more thing?” I question, hoping I’m not going too far with this request.


    “Shoot,” Ada states.


    “Can I kiss you?” I lean closer to her, making her head tilt back to look into my eyes as she answers me.


    “I was hoping you would,” she grins and sits up taller, trying to reach my lips. I bend down to connect my lips to hers and my entire body warms the instant our mouths meet. It starts off sweet and innocent, but then Ada uses her tongue to trace my lower lip and I lightly groan and put my hands on her hips.


    Her hands automatically travel into my hair and she pulls my face closer to her, and then she opens her legs wide so that I can step between them. After a few minutes of making out, I pull back to catch my breath and look into her eyes. She leans up one more time and takes my lower lip between her teeth and lightly pulls.


    “Can we go to your room for just a bit, Jay?” she asks in the sweetest voice. I get hard instantly. I know what she wants, but I feel like teasing her to see what will come out of that sexy mouth.


    “Why?” I say, trying to keep my voice neutral.


    “Because I want you to fuck me,” she whispers and waggles her eyebrows as a huge smile plasters across her face.


    I growl and put my hands under her ass so that I can carry her to my bedroom. After she wraps her slim legs around my waist I take the stairs two at a time and make it to my room quickly because she’s so light I can barely feel her.


    As soon as the door is shut Ada unwraps her legs from my waist and immediately drops to her knees, unbuttoning and dropping my light blue shorts and my boxers to the floor. I marvel at her as she opens her mouth and leans toward my cock. She licks the droplet of pre cum off of the head and then instantly closes her mouth around me.


    I lean my body against the door for support, close my eyes, and plunge my hands into her hair while she increases her suction. She tries to take me all the way into her mouth and I’m secretly pleased when my dick hits the back of her throat and I’m not all the way inside yet.


    She has the oral skills of a porn star with the way she’s swirling her tongue around my tip like it’s a lollipop and then she grabs my balls and lightly tugs. I’m so close to coming so I tap her on the shoulder to signal her, but then she hums and the vibrations send me over the edge. My hands tighten in her hair and I come, grunting her name and trying to keep my balance so I don’t fall over.


    I look down to see Ada swallowing everything I just shot into her mouth. She stands up and smiles at me, then turns around and rips her white shirt over her head, throwing it at my face. I lightly laugh and start walking toward her, taking my gray tank top off and throwing on the floor with her shirt.


    Ada climbs onto my bed and lies down on her back in the middle of it. She arches off the bed and begins to unbutton her shorts, but I climb above her and beat her to it. I grab her fingers from the button and put her index finger into my mouth, sucking on it and lightly biting on the pad before she pulls it out of my mouth and moans.


    I get the button undone on her shorts and slowly pull them and her white thong down, throwing them in a heap on the floor. I look up into her eyes as I undo the clasp between her breasts at the front of her white bra and pull the straps off of her arms, licking my lips in anticipation to tasting her everywhere.


    “Get ready Ada cause I’m going to make you scream,” I smile wickedly before I start kissing her collarbone and quickly making my way down her body.


    “God Jay, I hope so,” she sighs and runs her fingers through my hair while I suck each of her nipples for a few seconds.


    I kiss a path from the valley between her breasts all the way down her stomach. I make my way in between Ada’s legs and she surprises me by hooking her legs over my shoulders as I place a few wet kisses to the insides of both of her thighs, then nip once at the sunflower tattoo on her hip. As soon as I lick her in the spot she wants it most, she moans quietly and her hands slightly tighten their grip in my hair.


    I rotate between sucking on her clit and thrusting my tongue into her, enjoying her sweet little body writhing below me. I insert one finger and she groans. When I insert a second finger and slowly pump in and out of her, she gasps.


    “Jesus Jay, that feels amazing,” she says in a higher pitch than she normally uses.


    “Good, cause it’s going to get so much better,” I add, pulling her clit into my mouth and flicking it with my tongue a few times while increasing the speed of my fingers. Ada starts to moan loudly, letting out a garbled set of curse words and then her body stiffens and she screams my name. I keep sucking on her until she’s come down from her orgasm and then I climb up her small body to thoroughly kiss her.


    It’s only going to get better from here.


    


    

  


  
    



    Chapter 17


    Ada


    Holy shit. It just seems to get better and better with Jay. I don’t know what in the hell possessed me to ask him to take me to his room and fuck me, I must have sounded like a slut or something since we haven’t even been dating long, but now I’m so fucking glad I did that I totally forgot about the awkwardness I felt earlier. Jay is kissing me dizzy, but I want more of him and I want to do it differently, but I’m not sure what he’ll think of it.


    “Jay, can I ask you something?” I hesitantly say.


    “Sure baby, you can ask me anything,” Jay sits up on his elbows, his waist resting between my legs. He smiles and pushes my hair back to stare into my eyes. He’s so tall, or I’m so short, that he can look me in the eye when his hips are between my thighs.


    “Well,” I bite my bottom lip and start to chicken out; wondering if this is a bad idea. “You know what, never mind.”


    “No Ada, tell me what you were going to say. I’m not going to judge you, just tell me,” he says looking at me earnestly as he rubs his thumb along my cheek. I get lost in the dark chocolate of his eyes for a second before I remember that we are having a now awkward conversation.


    “Well um, if I turn around and get on my knees, will you do me from behind?” I cringe and look past Jay to the ceiling. Rob always hated to do it like that, saying it just felt dirty, but I loved it. I’m afraid Jay is going to think that I’m dirty too, so I close my eyes tight and try to keep my face from burning red.


    “Hey, open your eyes and look at me Ada,” Jay says, putting his finger under my chin. When I open my eyes and look at him, his brown eyes are shining and he’s wearing a sexy smile. He leans down to kiss me a few times before he answers me, making me more nervous for his response.


    “If that’s how you want it Ada, then you don’t have to ask me. Just tell me. I’ll take you any way you want me to, just as long as it’s you I get to be inside,” he whispers, smiling at me. I sit up slightly so that I can kiss him because I love the way he makes me feel.


    I don’t feel stupid asking him questions and he acts as if he adores me. I kiss him hard, mingling my tongue with his and I moan at the feel of his erection against my stomach. Jay finally breaks the kiss as his hands travel across my body, stopping at my breasts and giving them a firm squeeze.


    “So Ada, you want me to take you from the back?” Jay asks, his panty dropping smile making it impossible for me to answer him, so I just nod. I’ve noticed that Jay takes the words out of my mouth most of the time.


    “Well then, turn over baby and grab on to the headboard, cause I’m gonna rock your world and you’ll need to hold on,” he says, pulling my hips and twisting my body.


    I groan and then flip over, pushing myself up on all fours. Jay kisses a path down my back and then over to my left side, where he playfully bites my hip, sending a shockwave of sensation to my sex and making me gasp.


    “God Ada, you are so damn hot baby. I love the sexy little things that come out of your mouth and I love how you can turn me on with one look,” Jay mutters, running his hand up and down my spine.


    “You ready for me baby?” he asks, running his fingers through my folds and moaning when he sees how wet I am for him.


    “Take me now Jay,” I say, getting more turned on by the second. Without hesitation, Jay plunges into me and we both let out a low moan.


    “Jesus Ada, you are so tight and you feel so fucking good,” Jay whispers, putting his hands on my hips and pulling out slowly before just barely increasing his speed.


    “Holy shit, you are so big. I love having you inside of me, but you need to fuck me harder and faster,” I mutter, putting one hand on his headboard while the other is on the mattress and I turn my head to look back into his hooded eyes. With a growl Jay starts pounding into me relentlessly and it feels fantastic.


    “Fuck me!” I grit out and then bite down on my lower lip. I let out a small gasp when Jay’s hand makes a stinging contact with my right ass cheek. I’ve never been spanked, but oddly it felt great and I want more.


    “Oh God, spank me again!” I can’t stop screaming out my requests because I feel so full.


    “You are so fucking sexy Ada,” Jay grunts out, bringing his hand back down on my right ass cheek two more times. I can feel my body tightening and I’m panting loudly, anticipating a big explosion.


    “I’m close Jay, fuck me harder.” He puts one hand back on my hip and brings the other up to grab onto my shoulder for a better hold and pounds into me continuously. Within seconds, I’m screaming his name and my vision blurs.


    Jay thrusts into me once more and then comes, pounding into me in two quick thrusts to finish. I collapse onto the bed and Jay pulls out and lies down next to me as we both try to catch our breaths. After a few seconds, Jay looks at me with a furrowed brow.


    “We forgot to-“ he gets cut off by a loud knock at the door.


    “Hey, burgers are getting cold you horn balls,” Blake shouts from the other side of the door.


    “Thanks man, we’ll be out in just a bit,” Jay yells at him.


    “By the way, your bedroom window is open and we heard everything,” Blake jokes, his laugh fading as he walks down the stairs and into the backyard. It isn’t until Blake says it that we hear muffled voices and laughter from the backyard below Jay’s window. Jay and I look at each other and then break out into laughter ourselves.


    We snuggle for a few minutes before we decide that we should get dressed and go back outside to join our friends. I can feel my face flush as we walk through the basement door to the yard.


    “Oh God Jay, spank me!” Elle mimics to our friend Brittany, who works at the gynecology office in the hospital, sitting next to her. I give Elle my best death glare and flip her off. Everyone starts to laugh at us but Jay puts his arm around me and holds me close, lessening the sting of the ribbing our friends are giving us.


    After about ten minutes of our friends teasing us, topics go back to normal and we all enjoy our summer barbeque with a good group of people.


    It’s after midnight when all of our friends start to leave Jay and Blake’s house. We have made plans to do it again next weekend because we have enjoyed each other and gotten along so well.


    Before Elle and I walk out the door to leave, I pull out my cell phone to see if I’ve missed any calls when another text message from the unknown number shows up on the screen. I take a deep breath before I open it.


    Unknown-You are a little whore who will let anyone fuck you and you need to be punished


    I hear someone inhale sharply behind me and turn to see Jay looking over my shoulder at my cell phone. I must have phased out trying to think of who could be sending me these texts.


    “What the hell is this Ada? Is someone threatening you?” he points to my cell phone as he asks with an angry edge to his voice.


    I take a deep breath to keep the tears at bay and just nod because I really like Jay and I don’t want to lie to him. Plus, I’m tired of denying to others, and myself, that there isn’t a threat.


    “Why didn’t you tell me about this?” Jay mutters, grabbing my phone from my hand.


    “It only started a couple of weeks ago when I first met you. I went and talked to a cop friend of mine last week to report it, but he told me that it would take at least six to eight weeks to trace that number so there isn’t much I can do,” I mutter and shrug, looking down to my hands clasped together in front of me to try and hide the worry I know is showing in my eyes. Jay’s arms snake around me and he pulls me to him, squeezing me tightly.


    “Don’t worry Ada, I’ll keep you safe baby. Can you think of anyone who would be threatening you like this?” he says with anger hidden behind his question.


    “Not really. The only person I can think of would be Rob, my ex-husband. He didn’t want to get divorced and I had to get a court order for him to sign the divorce papers,” I shrug and bury my head into Jay’s chest, trying to keep myself calm.


    “How long were you guys married?” he says barely above a whisper but his question laced with anxiety.


    “It was just a little over two years. We were planning on starting a family and having a house built, but he got shot in a mugging and came into the E.R. while I was working. He had a woman with him who said she was his fiancée and they’d been engaged for five months. He was cheating on me while I was at work or he was telling me that he had to work a late night at the office when he really went out with her,” I explain without any animosity in my voice. I’ve been over the whole incident for quite a while now.


    “Do you think he would do this to you?” Jay asks, holding my cell phone up. I hesitate but shake my head, because I’m not sure if he’s capable of this or not. Rob was never violent toward me, so to think that he’s the one threatening me is very hard to believe.


    “Why don’t you and Elle stay here with us until the police figure out who this could be,” Jay bends down to look into my eyes, and I see a slight wince in his face; possibly pressure from his still broken nose or bruised ribs. I shake my head at him.


    “No, we’ll be fine. Elle has a security system set all around her house,” I clarify, thinking that will appease Jay, but it doesn’t.


    “Then would it be okay if I come and stay with you at your house? This makes me really upset Ada and I don’t want anyone to hurt you,” he says, pushing my hair away from my face and putting his hand on the back of my head, softly pulling me closer to him. I let out a huff of air and see that this conversation is going to end in him sleeping in my bed anyway, so I nod against his chest.


    “Yeah, if it makes you feel better then you can stay at Elle’s house with us,” I whisper, lighting up inside when I see Jay’s adorable grin.


    


    

  


  
    



    Chapter 18


    Jay


    As much as it pisses me off to think of someone threatening Ada, I have to be level headed and protect her. I refuse to let anything happen to her. After I run upstairs and pack a duffel bag of clothes for tomorrow and some toiletries, I tell Blake that I’ll be spending the night at Ada’s and after hearing what a lucky son of a bitch I am for a few minutes, we walk out of my front door. I gape at her little white Fiat parked in my driveway and then laugh.


    “There is no fucking way I’m going to fit in that clown car,” I say incredulously.


    “Hey,” Ada scoffs, lightly smacking my arm. “This isn’t a clown car, maybe you’re just a giant.”


    “I’m not a giant, and maybe I should take my own car over to your house,” I point to my green Jeep with my thumb and look down at Ada’s bright smile. Elle rolls her eyes and starts walking to Ada’s car hopping in the back seat, but Ada grabs my hand and pulls me down for a small kiss.


    “You’ll be just fine in my car, it’s a convertible. We’ll just put the top down for the three block drive home,” she laughs. After Ada puts the top down so that I can fit in her little car and we make the literally three block drive to Elle’s house, the three of us get out and make our way inside. Elle tells us both good night and goes to her room, while Ada and I walk down the long hallway into her room.


    As soon as we are in her room, I look around to see that it’s pretty bare. The walls are a pale green with the solitary window in the center of the back wall surrounded with pale pink sheer curtains. There is a queen sized bed in the middle of the room with a white comforter on her bed and pink sheets underneath and a white nightstand sitting to the left of the bed with an iPod docking station sitting on top.


    The wall opposite of the bed has a light pink dresser angled in the back corner with a few pictures in frames sitting on top of it, so I walk over to look at them- Ada and Elle when they were teenagers, Ada and a group of girls in medical scrubs, and one of a teenage girl with dark blonde hair and hazel eyes wearing a huge grin and holding a gray kitten next to her cheek.


    “Who’s this?” I ask Ada, pointing to the picture.


    “Oh, uh, that was my older sister, Ivy,” Ada smiles, but there’s a sad tone to her answer.


    “Was?” I hesitantly say.


    “Yeah, she died almost thirteen years ago when she was sixteen. That picture was taken about a week before she died,” Ada gives me a sorrowful smile while she takes her sandals off and throws them into her closet. I walk up to her and wrap my arms around her, pulling her in for a hug.


    “I’m sorry you lost your sister. Can I ask how she died?” I slightly cringe, wondering if I’ve just asked a question she doesn’t want to answer, but she leans back from my chest and takes a deep breath before she answers me.


    “Well, I grew up in a really small town outside of Omaha, Nebraska. One day, Ivy invited me to go out to the boons with her. We met her boyfriend Alex and his twin brother Andrew out at this abandoned field outside of town to shoot the handguns that Alex and Andrew had just gotten for their birthday. They were just shooting at random objects that were lying around.


    “While the boys were shooting, one of the bullets hit a metal sign that was leaning against a rock and it ricocheted back, hitting Ivy in the chest and piercing her lung. We were so far out of the city that it took us half an hour to get her to the hospital. She died in the bed of Alex’s truck twenty minutes away from town while I held her head in my lap. Ivy is why I became a nurse. I couldn’t save her, but maybe I could help to save other people,” she shrugs and sniffs, her eyes glossed over.


    Shit. That must be why she seemed so reluctant to go paintballing last weekend and so upset when that gunshot victim didn’t make it at work yesterday. Guns are probably something she tries to avoid.


    I kiss the top of her head a few times, trying to think of something to say that will lighten the mood. Before I speak, I pull her chin up so she’s looking straight into my eyes and can see the sincerity in them.


    “I think you’re an amazing nurse. I’m sure your sister would be so proud of you,” I bend down and kiss her lips softly.


    “Thank you. That’s the first time anyone has told me that,” she whispers against my mouth. I pull back to look into her eyes and see if she’s telling me the truth. She is and it kind of pisses me off.


    “Are you kidding me? You’re parents never told you that? Or even your ex-husband?” I sneer, hating the idea of some asshole mistreating Ada the way he did.


    Ada shakes her head and then lets out a puff of air before answering me.


    “Well, Rob wanted me to quit working so that I could stay home and be a housewife. We fought all the time about me wanting to work, but I didn’t go through nursing school and all of the training so that I could sit at home and do nothing.


    “As for my mom, she couldn’t care less about what I did. She always thought that what happened to Ivy was my fault. Ivy was the golden child. Everyone loved her. When she died, my stepdad Jack couldn’t handle it; he was more like a father to us than my real one and Ivy dying tore Jack apart, so he left us. My mom thinks that everything terrible that has happened in her life from Ivy’s death on is somehow my fault because I let her die in the back of that truck.”


    I’m sure my eyes are the size of saucers. I’m rendered speechless. Finally I shake my head, realizing that I need to say something. No one could be that cold.


    “She couldn’t think that, really. What kind of mom would actually blame their other child for an accident like that?” I ask her, not really thinking that her mom blames her, but then Ada’s hand shoots into the air like she’s answering a question in school.


    “My mom does. She’s flat out told me over and over that it was my fault. ‘Adelaide, if you weren’t such a fuck up Ivy might be here now! You didn’t try hard enough to save her.’” Ada sneers, her eyes narrowing and then focusing on the ground.


    It takes everything I have not to gasp audibly at what she just said, so instead I flex my hands open and shut behind Ada’s back. What kind of asshole would blame their child for an accident like that?


    “Ada, I’m so sorry. For the record, your mother sounds like a bitch and I think you did everything you could to save your sister. You were only a kid for fuck’s sake. What did your mom expect you to do?” I spit out, pissed off that Ada’s own flesh and blood could be so heartless to her.


    “I think she expected me to give Ivy one of my lungs,” Ada croaks past the emotion in her throat, but manages a small smile. “Can we talk about something else, please?” she whispers.


    “Sure, I’m sorry to make you talk about something that traumatic.”


    “No, trauma is something I talk about every day. I’m used to trauma, but I’m not used to talking about how much my family loves me,” she says in a sarcastic tone. I smile at her and run my hand through her soft blonde hair.


    “Okay, let’s talk about something else. So your real name is Adelaide?” I smirk at her, thinking that she doesn’t look like an Adelaide to me. Adelaide sounds like an old lady’s name, not a beautiful young woman’s name. Ada growls and then looks up at me with her different colored eyes shining mischievously and smiles at me.


    “Yes, my real name is Adelaide, but Ivy started calling me Ada when I was born because she couldn’t say Adelaide right. Ivy and Jack always called me Ada and so did everyone else. My mom was the only person who called me Adelaide until I met Rob and he refused to call me Ada. I really don’t like the name Adelaide,” she scoffs, shaking her head slowly. It makes me smile.


    “Well, I will never call you Adelaide then. You will always be Ada to me, or maybe I’ll just call you something completely different like honey bunches or something else equally sappy.”


    Well where the hell did that come from? I’ve never wanted to give a woman a pet name before. I’ve never even had the urge. But with Ada I feel like I need to do everything I can to keep her with me for a long time. Something about her is just comforting and relaxing to me. It’s like she fills a part of me that I didn’t know was empty until now.


    Ada wraps her arms up around my shoulders since she can’t link them behind my head and lets out an adorable giggle that lights her whole face. It makes me instantly bend to kiss her.


    “Thank you Jay. Are you ready to go to bed? I have to get up early to go to yoga,” Ada explains, pulling on my shoulders to plant one more kiss on me before turning around and walking to her dresser to change into an old Arizona State t-shirt and some tiny workout shorts.


    “Yoga? You do yoga?” I ask, trying to tame the semi in my pants at the thought of Ada in all those sexy poses.


    “Yes, it keeps me in shape and also makes me very flexible,” she waggles her eyebrows at me as she climbs into bed.


    “Oh, really? I might have to see how well this yoga has done for your flexibility,” I grin and turn off the bedroom light, stripping my clothes off quickly and grabbing a condom out of my duffel before climbing into her bed, naked. No point in hiding my semi now, especially since it’s turned into a full hard-on.


    I snuggle up behind her, her back to my front, and wrap my hand around her waist to spoon her and then run my hand under the hem of her shirt. I kiss her neck lightly and slide my hand upward to grab onto her nipple, lightly pinching and rolling it between my thumb and index finger.


    When she moans I let go of her nipple and grab the hem of her shirt, lifting it up and over her head. Then I trail my hands down her taut stomach and under the band of her shorts. I delicately run my fingers through her wet folds and we both moan at how ready she is for me.


    Ada starts squirming when I plunge one finger inside her. I feel like I should get her off at least once before I’m in her, but I want to be inside her too badly.


    I take my finger out of her and hook them onto the band of her shorts and Ada immediately lifts her hip to help me take them down. After I put the condom on, I grab the inside of her thigh and lift her right leg over my own so that she’s opened up to me, and then I run my cock along her slit a few times before pushing inside of her.


    Ada instantly moans my name and then reaches her hand behind her to grab onto my hip. This is going to be a quick one because I’m dying to get us off, so I thrust into her relentlessly.


    Ada’s fingers tighten on my hip and she mewls before whispering to me, “I’m so close Jay, don’t you dare stop.”


    “Oh Jesus, I don’t ever want to stop with you. I want you forever,” I say, not registering what I just said until it’s out of my mouth.


    I shift my focus back to pounding inside of her and a few thrusts later, Ada’s walls tighten around my dick which then sets me off and I empty myself inside of the condom. We sit in a spooning position for a few minutes while we both catch our breaths, but I realize that we need some sleep so I kiss her on top of her head and slowly get out of bed.


    After I’ve gone to the bathroom for clean up, I jump back in bed and wrap my arms around her tiny waist. We lay there for a few seconds, both quiet and content when she speaks again.


    “So you want me forever, huh?” she asks shyly. I squeeze her waist and nuzzle her neck just below her ear as I think of a way to answer her.


    “Maybe,” I answer noncommittally. Ada just giggles and then we lay in silence. I soon fall into the most peaceful sleep I’ve ever had in my life.


    


    

  


  
    



    Chapter 19


    Ada


    I wake up the next morning with a smile on my face. The first thing I see when I open my eyes is a large pair of brown eyes staring at me.


    “Good morning beautiful girl,” Jay says through his huge smile and leans forward to plant a small kiss on my lips.


    “Good morning to you, too,” I mumble against his mouth, running my hands down his pronounced pecks and across to his speed bump abs. I turn my head to look behind me and check the time on the clock; its seven thirty in the morning. I only have an hour before I have to leave for yoga.


    “I have to get up and get ready to go to yoga,” I say, throwing the covers back and attempting to sit up, but Jay wraps his arms around my waist and pulls me back toward him, making me squeal.


    “Do you have to go to yoga? I’m going to miss you too much,” he mumbles between the kisses he’s planting on the side of my neck. I drop my head a bit to give him better access before I get a brilliant idea.


    “Why don’t you come with me?” I say through a smile, lifting my head in time to see Jay’s eyebrows hit his hairline.


    “What?” he asks.


    “Yeah, you can’t fight for at least five weeks while you let your body heal, but yoga will help keep you limber so that your muscles don’t stiffen while you’re out of commission. Will you come with me, please?” I clasp my hands together in front of me and turn on the puppy eyes because I would love to see Jay doing yoga.


    He narrows his chocolate eyes at me and then runs his hand through his hair before he growls and agrees.


    “Ugh, alright, but I swear if you tell any of my friends, especially Blake, that I was doing yoga, I will torture you mercilessly,” he says, pointing his finger at me.


    I nod and smile at him before jumping out of bed to throw on a sports bra and some yoga pants. Jay stands up and puts on a pair of black basketball shorts and a white t-shirt with his black flip flops. He throws some clean clothes next to mine in my duffel before we head out the door to the yoga studio.


    As soon as we enter the studio I see a few people waiting around for the class to begin, one of those people being Cassie.


    She stops pulling her brown hair into a pony tail and turns away from the mirrors to fully face us. Jay doesn’t think anything of the brunette in the corner eyeing him because I never told him about Cassie, but with the look of death shining through her eyes in my direction, I wonder how he doesn’t question it.


    When Jay requests that we get a spot in the back so that people walking by the studio don’t see him actually participating in yoga I agree instantly, hoping we can avoid Cassie, who’s laying her mat at the front of the classroom, all together. We lay our mats down in the very back of the room and I hope Cassie doesn’t spend the entire hour glaring at me like she does at work.


    Cassie doesn’t look in our direction the entire class. I also find out that Jay is much more flexible than I would have thought he would be and he sticks it out like a champ.


    My entire body relaxes when Cassie doesn’t bother with a shower and just heads out the door when the class is finished.


    “That was actually a good workout. I didn’t think that I would sweat that much,” Jay mutters through his shirt, which he’s using to wipe the sweat from his face.


    “Yeah I really like it. You feel so much better after a good workout, you know?” I look up to see him biting his lip and giving me his bedroom eyes. He wraps his arms around my waist and bends to whisper in my ear.


    “I have to say I think I sweat more watching you in those sexy little poses than I did from the actual workout,” he grins. I smile back and shake my head at him as I make my way to the locker rooms to change into my clean clothes.


    We decide to go out to lunch where we talk and laugh for hours. I get to learn so many new things about Jay that I didn’t know before, like how he lost his mother to cancer five years ago, or that his grandpa used to be a boxer with the Navy and had introduced Jay to boxing when he was really young.


    When one of his friends in college was talking about sparring at a gym full of MMA fighters, Jay was instantly drawn because of the boxing background, but his father wanted him to go into the family business of construction.


    When we’re done with lunch Jay says he needs to go to his gym to talk to his coach about his injuries. He hadn’t been there all week because he says he was following his nurse’s orders to stay in bed and relax. I have a feeling he won’t follow those orders much longer. I think he’s itching to get back to training.


    We head over to the gym and I’m introduced to a short man with a slight pot belly and a ring of gray hair around the back of his head named Mark; Jay’s coach. I also meet a few more of the guys he trains with. They are all cool guys and invite me to come back and grapple with them to fill in for Jay while he’s broken. I ask them what grappling is and they tell me it’s all mat work, mostly rolling on the ground to try and get the upper hand. I laugh when Jay tells them that they’d better not lay a finger on me or they’ll all be visiting me in the hospital after he breaks them.


    I feel my cell phone buzz in my purse while Jay is talking to some of his buddies, so I pull it out and brace myself when I see it’s from the unknown number again.


    Unknown-You’re lucky he’s with you right now or you would be in deep shit


    I glance around and don’t notice anyone looking at me or with a cell phone in their hands. There’s a large window at the front of the gym, but large groups of people are walking past it; none of them looking suspicious.


    Jay sees my face and quickly steps over to me, pulling my cell phone out of my hands so that he can read the text. I look up to see his face turn red as he scans our surroundings like I just had.


    “Come on baby, let’s get you home.” Jay grabs my hand and shouts goodbye to everyone in the gym before walking us out and setting me in my Fiat.


    We make the fifteen minute drive to Elle’s house in silence. When we get there Blake is sitting in the kitchen with Elle, having a cup of coffee.


    “Hey Blake, what are you doing here?” Jay asks.


    “I was getting ready to go to the gym for a workout when I passed Elle in her front yard and she invited me in to hang for a minute,” Blake says, turning to Elle and smiling. I just nod my head because it’s obvious from the blush on Elle’s face that she likes Blake, or parts of him at least.


    She hasn’t said anything to me about him, but she hasn’t been going out at night as frequently as she was before she met him, either.


    “Well since we’re all here, how about I make us some dinner,” I offer, trying to take Jay’s mind off the text. He still hasn’t said anything to me since he saw it, but I have a feeling he’s upset.


    “How does manicotti with salad and garlic bread sound?” I look around at everyone to get their answers. I get a nod from all three of them and Jay offers to help me.


    We spend the next hour stuffing manicotti noodles and cutting vegetables for the salad. The text message is never brought up, mostly because I think Jay knows it’s a waiting game and we can’t do anything about it. I can tell that he’s on edge, though, because every once in a while I see him balling his hands into fists.


    Once everything is made, the four of us sit and eat in relative silence.


    “Wow Ada that was an amazing dinner. Thank you,” Blake says, pushing his empty plate away from him.


    “Hey, how about thanking me too, asshole. I helped make that dinner,” Jay scoffs. Blake smiles and turns his attention back to me.


    “Again, thank you for dinner Ada. I know better than to think that Jay can cook like that. I’m sure you chopped the vegetables for the salad you butt munch, but I know for a fact you didn’t make that manicotti,” Blake smiles at Jay who is shaking his head back and forth while his eyes narrow at Blake. Elle and I just laugh at the boys and we start cleaning up dinner. Soon, all four of us are sitting down in the living room to watch a movie.


    After almost an hour of trying to keep my eyes open, I decide I’m going to call it a night and stand up from the love seat I’m sharing with Jay. I’m not sure if Jay is staying with me again tonight, but I don’t want to just assume he is, so I bend down and give him a swift kiss.


    “I’m going to head to bed, I can barely keep my eyes open,” I say through a yawn.


    “Okay, is it alright if I stay with you again tonight?” he asks, looking a bit apprehensive. I smile and nod my answer, and watch a small smile grace his perfectly shaped lips.


    He towers over me when he stands and we both stretch, noticing that Elle and Blake are both sound asleep on the couch; her head on his shoulder, his hand resting high on her thigh.


    I remember that it’s Sunday night and Elle will have to work tomorrow morning, so after I turn off the TV, I walk up to her and shake her leg. Elle groans and lifts her head slowly, a job much harder while Blake’s head is resting on top of hers. Elle barely opens her eyes and squints at me.


    “Hey sweetie, why don’t you head to bed where you have an alarm to wake you in the morning for work?” I ask. Elle nods and starts to shove Blake, waking him up.


    “Come on hot stuff, you can keep me warm tonight,” Elle says to Blake, standing from the couch and holding out her hand. Blake sleepily takes it and stands as well, following her into her room and shutting the door.


    Jay and I both look at each other and shrug.


    “Didn’t see that one coming,” Jay says and then wraps his arms high around my waist, pulling me to him with a squeeze. He leans down and places a few small nips along the side of my neck, which I have kinked to the side to give him better access, and then he nuzzles me before speaking.


    “Can we go to bed and not sleep for just a little bit?” he asks, gently biting on my ear which emits a small moan from my throat. This could be a good way for both of us to keep our minds off of the text messages.


    “I guess that could be arranged,” I smile and start walking toward my room with Jay hot on my heels. Even with my back pressing into his stomach and his head a good foot above mine I can hear the smile in his voice when he speaks.


    “I’m about to rock your world, bunches,” he says.


    “Bunches?” I question with a smile in my tone.


    “Yeah, short for honey bunches. That’s what I’m going to call you from now on,” Jay explains, rubbing small circles under my breasts where his hands are resting.


    “Okay, but then I’ll have to come up with some equally silly and sappy pet name for you, then,” I smirk, opening my bedroom door and breaking Jay’s hold on me so that I can quickly strip my clothing off. I turn around to see Jay closing the bedroom door with one hand and ripping his shirt over his head with his other hand.


    I crawl up the center of my queen sized bed in my teal lace bra and matching thong and lay down on my back in the center of the bed, waiting for Jay who seems to be frozen in place by the door, his thumbs inside the band of his unbuttoned cargo shorts and his jaw slack.


    “Are you okay Jay? You look a bit flush,” I say, not really concerned, but not wanting to let on how hot he’s making me with the look he’s giving me.


    He clears his throat and gives his head a quick shake, as if he’s trying to clear it of dirty thoughts, and drops his shorts along with his boxer briefs to the ground. While he’s slowly sauntering over to me, I lean over and grab a condom out of my nightstand so that we’re prepared because I have yet to get back into my gynecologists office and get on birth control again.


    “You are so fucking beautiful, Ada,” Jay whispers, climbing onto the bed and hovering over my body. “How did I get so lucky to find you?” he asks with awe in his voice. I reach up and run my hand along Jay’s cheek, smiling softly when he closes his eyes and turns his face into my touch.


    “I’m the lucky one, Jay. How did I find a man as sweet and warm as you?” I’ve been asking myself this question since I met him, even thinking it was just going to be a one night stand.


    He is the exact opposite of what you would think an MMA fighter would be. He doesn’t seem to have a mean bone in his body. He has always been so attentive and caring to me, worrying about my well being with these threatening texts, and willing to protect me when we haven’t been seeing each other for very long.


    He leans down onto his elbows, his arms framing my face, and slowly lowers his head to kiss me. It starts off slow and full of passion like every kiss we have shared, but while I’m waiting for it to turn frenzied and frantic, it never happens. Jay keeps kissing me with a slow heat that sends chills all the way to my toes while he runs his fingers through my hair.


    After a few minutes of sweet, soul filled kisses Jay breaks our lips apart and touches his forehead with mine, his brow creasing as if he’s having some internal battle. A few seconds of staring into my eyes and stroking his hand up and down my cheek and then Jay clears his throat and speaks.


    “Bunches?” he says.


    “Yes, Bear?” I ask, smiling.


    “Bear?” he questions, tilting his head back and smiling.


    “Yeah, your new sappy pet name is sugar bear, so I’m just going to shorten it like you do and call you Bear. You okay with that?” I shift my head to the side and smirk, watching his smile light up his whole face.


    “I’m more than okay with it. I love it. You get to give me a cute little pet name and it isn’t something that makes me look like an enormous pussy, so thank you for being thoughtful like that.” His fingers run up and down my cheek again, slowly and softly before he leans in and gently kisses me again.


    “Ada, can I make love to you?” he murmurs with his lips still against mine, his brows are pulled together and there’s a strain in his voice as if he’s unsure of himself.


    “I can’t think of anything I want more, Jay,” I say running my fingers through his hair and stopping at the back of his head to pull him down for another kiss. He brings his face down willingly, shyly smiling at me before our lips connect. At this moment I think I might just be in love with Jay.


    


    

  


  
    



    Chapter 20


    Jay


    This is the first time I’ve ever asked a woman to make love with me. It’s always been fucking. I’ve never actually taken my time and savored a woman, getting to know her body while she gets to know mine. This is something that I want, no need, to have with Ada. I need to know everything about her because I plan on being with her for a long time.


    When I first met her, I figured she’d just be a one night distraction like the others that I’ve been with, but there is something about Ada that just draws me in like nothing else. I crave her and I have to have her in my life. I can’t wait until we find out who is sending her these texts so that we can move past the uneasiness that falls over us at times and just be a normal couple.


    I unsnap her bra, thanking God for whoever invented the front clasp bra, and slowly run my fingers to her thong and push one side down and Ada helps by pushing down the other side. After I slide two fingers inside of her for a few pumps to make sure she’s wet for me, I roll the condom on and look back down into Ada’s eyes; her unusual but absolutely beautiful eyes.


    With one blue eye and one green eye looking into me and penetrating my soul, I lean down, softly kissing her as I slowly ease myself in. I hear her lightly moan and it makes my brain crazy, but I need to remember to take my time with Ada. She different than any other woman that I’ve ever known and she should be treated as such.


    Our lips are molded together and moving at an achingly slow pace, tasting and memorizing each other. Ada’s legs are wrapped around my waist and her hands are slowly running through my hair as I leisurely thrust into her, rolling my hips each time I’m fully pushed inside her tight pussy.


    We are each moaning and whimpering with each slow but purposeful movement and I can feel her thighs tightening around my sides as her inner walls start to tighten around my dick.


    “Oh my God, Jay, you are amazing,” Ada whimpers, softly tugging on my hair as I roll my hips and groan.


    “I’m almost there, I’m so close,” she says, pulling my face back down to hers and thrusting her tongue into my mouth, absorbing my groans of pleasure.


    On the next thrust, I surge just a bit harder than before, and when I hear her gasp and see her eyes roll back, I know that I have found her g-spot. I thrust into her one more time, aiming for the same spot and I must hit it, because she squeezes all around me.


    Feeling her tightening and the gorgeous face she makes when she comes sets me off. I come hard, filling the condom to the brim and groaning Ada’s name before I collapse on top of her, leaning on my elbows and trying my hardest not to crush her while we catch our breaths.


    I graze a few tender kisses along Ada’s jaw, marveling in the sound of her humming and the small, but satisfied, smile on her face. I move to stand on shaky legs and throw on my work out shorts so that I can go clean up.


    When I make my way back to the room, Ada is lying on her side, her elbow bent and her fist propping her head up. I smile at her beautiful face, turn off the light, and make my way to the bed, plopping down on my back next to her.


    “That was amazing,” Ada says with a smile in her voice as she reaches out and runs her fingertips along my chest.


    “You’re addictive, Ada. Where have you been hiding all my life?” I ask, curious as to why I just found her now.


    “Obviously I haven’t been hiding; I’m only a few streets down from you. Maybe you should be paying attention to your surroundings while you drive instead of daydreaming,” she smirks, running her fingers up my ribs, lightly tickling me.


    “Daydreaming? What do I have to daydream about?” I ask waiting for her sarcastic answer that I know is coming.


    “Me, of course. You’ll be daydreaming of me for the rest of your life,” her answer is so certain, and she might just be right.


    “I won’t have to daydream about you because you’ll be around for the rest of my life. If I ever start to daydream, I can just turn and look at your beautiful face and have the real thing.” After I finish saying it, I realize that I wish this is something I really get to do.


    “Promise?” she whispers, her voice full of hope. With her head resting on my chest and her hand stretched across my waist, I start running my fingers through her soft hair and I hear her exhale. I kiss her on the forehead when she hoists her thigh up over mine.


    “Yes baby, I promise. It would be awesome if I could have you with me forever.” I’m totally serious about this and it kind of scares me. Then I have an idea that scares me even more, but if I want Ada around it has to be done. “Do you have to work tomorrow?” I ask her.


    “No, I work Tuesday through Friday from ten at night till ten in the morning,” she states.


    “Okay, well do you have plans for tomorrow afternoon?”


    “No, not that I can think of; why is there somewhere you have to be and you’re worried about leaving me alone?” I can hear the weariness in her voice.


    “Yes and no, I’m supposed to have lunch with my dad tomorrow and was wondering if you would like to come with me and meet him, but I’m also a little bit worried about leaving you by yourself because of the texts you’ve been getting,” I answer her honestly.


    I think back to the text she got earlier at the gym and I start to get pissed off again, but I have to force myself to calm down because getting mad won’t help us to find out who this person is. All we can do is wait.


    “You want me to meet your dad?” she asks in disbelief.


    “Yeah, I’d like for you to meet my dad. Is that okay? You really don’t have to come with me if you don’t want to,” I tell her, feeling like an asshole that has just pressured her into going with me.


    “No, I’d like to meet him. That would be great,” she answers through a yawn and nuzzles into my chest. After a few minutes of silence I notice that Ada’s breathing has evened out. She must be asleep. I play with her hair for a few minutes because it feels so good between my fingers and try to think of different ways I can keep Ada safe and in my life.


    She may just be the one keeps repeating through my mind. I hear the faint beep of a phone, signaling an incoming text right before I drift into a deep sleep.


    ***


    I wake up the next morning to one blue eye and one green eye staring at me and a finger running up and down my chest. Ada is wearing a pair of khaki shorts and a pink tank top while I’m still lying naked in her bed.


    “Good morning beautiful, did you sleep well?” I ask her, grogginess in my voice.


    “I did, thank you. How about yourself? Sleep okay?” she asks, still smiling at me. I nod and turn onto my side so that I’m facing her and start running my fingers up her hip to her waist. After a few minutes I lift my head and look over Ada’s body to her alarm clock. It says that it’s already eleven o’clock in the morning.


    “Have you been up for a while?” I ask her, wondering how I slept in so long.


    “Yeah, for a little bit now. I got up and had some coffee with Elle and Blake before Elle left for work and did a little yard work before I got back in bed,” she says nonchalantly. She has a slight look of fear in her eyes, but I’m guessing it’s from the text messages and I don’t want to bring them up again and make her more nervous, so I let it go.


    “What? You’ve been up that long and didn’t wake me?” I ask, smiling so that I don’t sound upset, but really feeling bad that she got up without me and also a little mad that she was sitting outside by herself with someone possibly watching her.


    “You looked so cute while you were asleep that I didn’t want to wake you,” she shrugs.


    “Okay, well since you didn’t wake me when you got up I don’t have enough time to taste that beautiful body of yours. We have to get ready to meet my dad for lunch in an hour,” I pout at her, but then run my hand through her short blonde hair and pull her face to mine so that I can kiss her perfect lips. It instantly rids me of the anxiousness I’ve been feeling about her text messages.


    “I’m sorry I didn’t wake you up. I’ll be more considerate next time, okay?” she smiles against my lips.


    “Thank you, bunches. Well, I’m going to have to walk over to my house and get a change of clothes to wear. Do you want to come with me?” I ask, hoping she says yes.


    “Well, I would, but I have to get washed up since I was outside playing in the dirt. Why don’t you take my clown car over to your house and then just come back over when you have everything you need while I get clean,” she says as she starts getting off the bed.


    “Well, I wanted to get clean with you, but that could take way too long and I don’t want you to meet my dad when he’s pissed that we’re late, so you lucked out this time,” I smile and start to climb out of bed, searching for some clothes to throw on.


    “Lucked out? I’d say I got the raw end of that deal, but we have lots of time in the future to get clean together so I guess I’ll have to live with missing it this time. You run over to your house and I’m gonna jump in the tub really quick. Just come back over here and we’ll head out. Does that sound good?” she asks, looking so beautiful and hopeful that I want to skip this stupid lunch and bury myself into her right now, but I know my dad will freak, so I nod and start heading for the door.


    Once Ada gives me her car keys and shows me how to put the top down so that I can fit my head into the tiny freaking car, I drive quickly to my house and take a two minute shower. I get dressed in black and gray plaid shorts and a gray t-shirt, get into Ada’s car and make my way back to her house less than ten minutes from when I left it.


    “Ada?” I say as I close the front door and turn off the alarm, waiting to hear her voice from her room, but I hear mumbling from the bathroom instead. I know that Elle is at work, so it must be Ada.


    I stop in front of the bathroom door and gently knock because I don’t want to scare her by just walking in, but she doesn’t acknowledge me, so I crack the door open and peek inside. What I see is so cute, I decide to walk in and sit on the closed toilet seat to watch her.


    Ada is lying in the bath tub full of bubbles, the whole room smelling like flowers, with a bright yellow wash rag covering her eyes and her ear buds in her ears. She’s singing quietly and very off key to Styx ‘Renegade’. Her feet are tapping at the bottom of the tub and her head is bobbing while she makes the duck face during the guitar solos.


    I lean forward and prop my chin up with my hand, elbow resting on my knee, and smile as I watch this hot woman adorably butcher a good song in the tub.


    As soon as Styx ends, she smiles and a few seconds later starts rapping to Vanilla Ice’s ‘Ice, Ice Baby’. I chuckle but am very impressed that she knows every word to that song. I draw the line at the Taylor Swift song she starts singing and lean forward to remove the wash rag from her eyes.


    I lift up one corner and smile as she freezes and slowly opens the eye that was uncovered. Her entire body breaks into a blush and she smiles sheepishly, but she’s still so damned cute that I can’t stop myself from leaning forward and ravaging her mouth.


    A few seconds after our lips connect Ada lets out a sexy moan and sticks her tongue into my mouth. I start to respond, but realize that I’m getting way too turned on, so I break the kiss and touch my forehead to hers.


    “You’re making me crazy, bunches. Hurry up and wash so that I’m not tempted to jump on top of you in that tub. I’ll be waiting for you in the living room,” I say planting a swift kiss on her mouth and adjusting myself as I walk out of the bathroom. I shake my head when I hear her giggle sweetly at my unease.


    A few minutes later I hear her walk out of the bathroom and into her room, whistling some song I can’t place. Another five minutes pass before Ada walks out of her room dressed in a mint colored tank top and a gray and mint striped long skirt, which cover her gray flip flops. Her blonde hair is pulled back into a pony tail which shows off her long neck and her make-up is simple, showing off the natural beauty of her face.


    “You ready to go, bear?” she asks sweetly.


    “Yup. You ready for this? My dad can be a crotchety old bastard sometimes,” I slightly cringe, wondering if my father is going to embarrass me in front of Ada, or worse, be an asshole and berate me about my job in front of her.


    “Of course I want to meet your dad. If he’s anything like you, we’ll get along just fine,” she smiles and starts walking out the front door.


    Ada automatically gets into the passenger seat of her Fiat, silently telling me to drive her car. I smile and get into the driver’s seat, put the top down, and start driving to the restaurant where we’re supposed to meet my father.


    


    

  


  
    



    Chapter 21


    Ada


    After twenty minutes of sitting in the passenger seat of my car and listening to Jay sing as loud as he can to the classic rock station playing on the radio, we arrive at the restaurant.


    I didn’t want to tell Jay that I got another text message while he was at his house earlier because I know he would freak out, so I decide to play it cool and just laugh at his singing instead of breaking down and crying, which is what I want to do because I am pretty terrified.


    When we get out of the car I can sense that Jay seems a bit nervous to have me meet his dad, so I decide to bring it up.


    “I don’t have to meet your dad if you don’t want me to, you know.”


    Jay lets out a loud huff of air. “No, I do want you to meet him, I’m just afraid he’s going to say something offensive or be an asshole and I don’t want you to have to be there for that,” Jay answers, linking our hands together as we walk through the restaurant doors. I tug on Jay’s hand to get his attention before we walk up to the hostess.


    “Jay, I don’t care if he says something offensive. I’m a big girl and I can deal with it. If he’s an asshole then it’ll be like having lunch with half of the people I deal with at the hospital every day. Either way, I can handle it, so calm down, okay?”


    He nods and we walk up to the hostess, telling her we’re here to meet someone. The teenage girl manning the hostess station tells us that Jay’s father is already sitting outside on the patio and leads us to him, but not before basically undressing Jay with her fuck-me look she’s giving him.


    When she shifts her attention over to me, the death glare I’m sending her way makes her blush and walk a bit faster to get us to the table. I’m the only one who gets to look at him like that, bitch.


    As soon as we walk outside I notice a very good looking older man with thinning dark brown hair which has light graying hairs above his ears. He has a decent build, looking like he works out but isn’t overly muscled, and has a very kind smile which he is proudly displaying as we walk toward him.


    “Jayson, how are you son?” he says standing and wrapping his arms around Jay’s shoulders. He has a pair of rich brown eyes that match Jay’s and he’s tall, not reaching six foot six like Jay, but at least six feet tall. After a few pats to the back, his father releases him and Jay steps back smiling.


    “Hey Pop, looking good. Dad, I’d like to introduce you to Ada Michaelson. Ada this is my dad, Dave Hunt.”


    “Hello sir, it’s very nice to meet you,” I say, sticking my hand out and waiting for him to shake it. Dave looks down at my hand and cocks his head to the side. The next thing I know, he’s enveloped me in a hug, lifting me off the ground. After a tight squeeze, Dave sets me down and smiles widely at Jay before returning his gaze to me.


    “It’s very nice to meet you too, Ada. I didn’t realize you were bringing anyone with you Jayson, this is such a surprise. Is Ada your-“, Dave stops his sentence and cocks his head to the side, waiting for Jay to answer him.


    “Yes dad, Ada is my girlfriend.” Jay answers with a proud tone in his voice. I look up at him and raise one eyebrow at him to which he smiles widely. I smile back at him because as nervous as I was to be in a relationship after my divorce, it feels good to be able to call Jay my boyfriend.


    He’s sweet and caring, the exact opposite of what you would expect from a man who beats people up for a living, and let’s not forget how freaking hot he is. I feel more for Jay in just over three weeks than I ever did in two years with Rob.


    “Well Ada, it’s a pleasure to have you joining us for lunch today. Take a seat and please call me either Dave or Pop,” Dave says, flashing me a happy smile before continuing the conversation.


    “Let’s get this out of the way now, then. Your eyes?” he says, probably knowing that I get asked about them all the time. I giggle and look down at the table before shifting my gaze back to Jay’s father.


    “I have heterochromia iridium. I was born with two different colored eyes.” Dave nods and smiles at Jay before changing the conversation, which I’m thankful for.


    “They’re beautiful. So Ada, what do you do for a living?”


    “I’m an E.R. nurse at Desert Regional Hospital,” I say, smiling and nodding.


    “Wow, a nurse? I’m guessing you’ve seen some not so wonderful things in those pretty eyes of yours,” Dave says, staring at my eyes. It should make me nervous or uncomfortable, but Dave has a kindness to him that calms me immediately. Plus, everyone does it so I’m used to blocking out the awkwardness.


    “Yeah, I have seen some awful things, but I’m there to try to help people with those awful things. Some things are too bad to fix, but for the most part it’s a very fulfilling job and I love it,” I answer.


    “Well dear, I’m sorry you have to see the bad in the world every day, but I’m very glad that my boy found you. I must say that I’m surprised though, Jay. I haven’t seen you bring a girl to meet your old dad since you were in high school and mom made you bring your prom date around so she could take pictures of you before the dance,” Dave says, raising an eyebrow and smirking at Jay.


    A corner of Jay’s mouth rises into a smile and his arm swings to the back of my chair while he rubs his fingers along my exposed shoulder before he answers his dad.


    “Well dad, when you know, you just know, right?” Jay looks at me and then back to his dad who winks at him with a large smile, sharing in some silent conversation. After we order our food and our drinks arrive, Dave decides to ask more questions.


    “So Ada, are you from Phoenix?”


    “No, I was actually born in Sacramento, California and then we moved to Nebraska when I was really young. My mom and I didn’t move to Arizona until I was thirteen.”


    “Oh, so you’re an only child like my son, huh?” Dave smiles.


    “Dad-“ Jay says, slowly shaking his head and trying to stop the conversation.


    “It’s okay Jay,” I say, rubbing my hand on his thigh. I look back at Dave and prepare to tell him about my sister.


    “No sir, I had an older sister, but she passed away when I was twelve.”


    “I’m very sorry to hear that Ada, that must have been very hard for your family.”


    “Yes, it was. My mother has never really recovered from it,” I say, and then look to my lap, hoping he doesn’t ask about my shitty mother.


    “Well, let’s talk about something else then. How about football? Do you watch Ada?” Dave smiles and Jay shakes his head, probably thinking I’m going to say no. I think they’re both surprised when I tell him that I am actually a diehard fan who is gearing up for the season to start, because the look Dave gives me is nothing short of shock.


    Out of the corner of my eye I notice a woman sitting at a table a few down from us. I turn my head and wonder why she looks familiar to me. I unknowingly stare at this tanned brunette beauty for what feels like minutes trying to figure out exactly how I know her, but it doesn’t click until I see my ex-husband take a seat across from her that it’s Millie.


    Rob links their fingers together above the table and keeps leaning in to give Millie small kisses during their conversation. Rob looks happier than I’ve seen him in months and, even though she’s smiling back, there is a look on Millie’s face that I’d witnessed on my own at one point during my relationship with Rob; compliance. They never look away from each other and probably don’t even know that I’m here, so I decide to let them go back to their lunch and focus on my own.


    Two hours pass and the three of us have had lunch and pleasant conversation about many different things. After Dave pays the bill, he stands and tells us that he has to get back to the office.


    “I’m so glad that my son has finally met a wonderful woman. His mother, Jane, would have just loved you. I hope you keep Jay around for a long time,” Dave says, wrapping his arms around my shoulders and pulling me into a tight hug. My head doesn’t even hit his shoulders.


    “Thank you so much, Dave. I really like your son and I plan on keeping him around. It was so great to finally meet you. Let’s get together again sometime soon,” I answer and step back so that Jay and Dave can give each other a man hug.


    Millie and Rob are still sitting at the same table, talking over a bottle of wine when Jay and I also decide to leave. I let out a small huff of air when we make it out of the building without having to speak to them. After we get into my car, Jay smiles and lets out a light sigh.


    “Are you okay, Jay?” I’m holding my breath, hoping that Jay didn’t know that Rob was sitting just a few feet from us throughout lunch. Then I realize that Jay hasn’t even seen a picture of Rob, so there’s no way he would have known that we were all at the same restaurant. That thought calms me a little, but not all the way.


    “I’m more than okay. I’m so glad that lunch went well,” he says, smiling. I give him a shaky smile back.


    “How did you think it was going to go?”


    “Well, I can tell you that if you weren’t there with me it would have been at least an hour long conversation about how what I do for a living is a waste of time and that I should quit and join the family business building houses. I can’t take many more conversations like that; he’s making me crazy,” Jay answers, shaking his head and looking at me.


    “You need to look at things from his perspective, Jay. He’s been in the construction business his whole life. It’s all he knows and he wants to see his son follow in his footsteps. Now, I’m not defending what he wants from you in any way because as much as I hate the fact that you fight for a living, it makes you happy and you should do what makes you happy. He just wants to pass his company to his only son and see it flourish as much as it did when he owned it,” I say, shrugging.


    “You don’t like that I fight for a living?” Jay asks, completely ignoring everything else I said.


    “No, but I’m not going to tell you to do something else because you love it,” I answer honestly.


    “Why don’t you like it?” he asks, clearly not understanding. Instead of diving deep into my past and telling him the truth, I give him a girly bullshit answer.


    “Why would I like watching my boyfriend beat someone up and also get hit in the process? That doesn’t sound fun at all.”


    “First of all, thank you for calling me your boyfriend. That’s the best thing I’ve heard all day, and second, that’s not really what it’s about. It’s about strategy and technique. I’ve been trained in striking for the past four years and it’s really cool to see how it’s put to use in the cage. You should come and watch me fight sometime,” he says with a hopeful tone.


    All I can do is shake my head. I’ve seen enough fighting in my lifetime, I don’t want to pay to watch someone do something in a ring that I’ve seen time and again.


    “Come on, bunches. It would be fun to have you there, like my own personal trophy waiting for me when I win the fight,” he smiles. Instead of just fessing up about my past, I deflect.


    “Maybe I’ll come sometime, we’ll see.” That must appease him because he lunges for me and kisses me hard. After a few moments he pulls back and starts the car, and then we head toward Elle’s house to relax for the day.


    This is the theme for the next three weeks.


    Jay stays at Elle’s house with me when I’m there. If I have to work, he sleeps at his house and hangs out with Blake during the day until I’m awake, then he makes me something to eat and either drives me to work himself or talks to me on the phone while I’m on my way to work. I think he’s secretly been going to the gym after he drops me off at work so he can train, but doesn’t mention it me. I’m okay with him having something to do other than focus on me being threatened.


    It’s sweet that he wants to keep me safe, but at the same time I feel a bit smothered by the whole thing. Rob never cared what I did or where I went as long as I didn’t do something to embarrass him, so Jay hovering over me sometimes gets on my nerves even though I know he’s doing it to protect me.


    But as much as it drives me crazy that Jay is constantly looking over my shoulder for me, I can’t deny that I have a strong feeling that someone is watching me most of the time.


    My suspicions that Jay was working out when he should have been recovering were confirmed when he told me that coach scheduled a fight for him in two weeks. His match is against someone he beat easily the first time so his coach thinks he can do it again, and Jay was more than happy to go back to training.


    He’s been trying to talk me into coming to watch him in the gym for the past week, but I’ve been avoiding it or changing the subject when he tries to talk about it. I’m just not ready to tell him the real reason I don’t want to watch him fight.


    ***


    The texts have still come almost daily and they are still threatening, but they aren’t as frequent with Jay around. I mostly get them while I’m at work and I silently cry for about ten minutes in a bathroom stall on one of my breaks.


    Greg has still been actively hitting on me during shift changes, even though I thought I had made it very clear that I wasn’t interested, and Cassie still harasses me every once in a while as well. Since she’s also on a different shift than I am, I normally get a note on my windshield calling me a suggestive name or hoping that something happens to me so that Jay will be single again.


    I just roll my eyes and throw them away.


    I’ve tried my hardest to keep the texts to myself because I don’t want Jay to freak out more than he has and lock me in the house forever, but the one I received this dreary Friday morning before I got off scared me enough to tell Jay as soon as I got home.


    Unknown- You should be watching your back more carefully. I’m coming for you soon


    


    

  


  
    



    Chapter 22


    Jay


    When Ada shows me the text she got at work this morning, I’m speechless. I thought that the threatening texts had stopped and now she’s telling me that they haven’t but she’s been hiding them from me.


    I’m beyond pissed and a bit scared at the same time.


    We’ve grown so close in the past few weeks and it makes me mad that she would hide this from me, but even more than that I’m scared that someone could want to hurt the woman I’m steadily falling in love with and I won’t be there to protect her.


    After I look at the text, it takes me a few minutes to calm myself before I can look back to Ada. When I do, I see that she’s scared, whether it’s from the look on my face or the texts I’m not sure. I don’t want to be the reason that she’s afraid so I take a deep breath before speaking.


    “Why the hell didn’t you tell me that you were still getting texts like this, Ada?” I try to keep my voice from sounding angry, but I think I failed. Ada has a few tears slide down her cheek and takes in a shaky breath before she answers me.


    “I didn’t tell you about them because I didn’t want you to worry about me more than you have. I feel bad enough that you think you have to stay at my place every night because you think someone is going to get me, I don’t want to take away from your training so that you can be my personal bodyguard for the rest of my life.”


    I physically flinch. What she says hurt a bit. I never once thought that I was staying at her house to just protect her.


    “Is that why you think I’ve been staying with you all this time?” I ask, my brows pulling together as I bend to look into her eyes. She sniffles and nods then turns her attention away from me. I put my finger under her chin and bring her gaze back to mine before I say anything.


    “Ada, I don’t stay at your place so that I can be your bodyguard. I have never stayed with you out of obligation and it hurts a bit to know that’s why you thought I was there. I stay because I want to be with you. I love you and I want to be with you all the time.”


    The words come out easier than I thought they would. My mom is the only woman I’ve ever said those three words to and meant it, but I realize that I really am in love with Ada and I want to tell her every chance that I get. A tear rolls down Ada’s face and I slowly lift my thumb to wipe it away.


    “I’m sorry Jay; I didn’t mean to hurt your feelings. I know these texts have scared you just as badly as they have me, but I don’t know what else to do about it. I keep reporting them to Ronan but he says the phone company hasn’t gotten back to him about his request for information on the phone number. Until they get that, there isn’t much that can be done.


    “I guess I figured that if I didn’t tell you about them, I wouldn’t be so freaked out. I kept thinking that they were just idle threats and that nothing was actually going to happen to me, but this text is too much.”


    I pull her close and only after my arms are wrapped around her I notice that she’s shaking. I place a small kiss on her head and she breaks down and begins to cry. I’m just now realizing how scared she really is about this person texting her.


    I hold her in my arms, slowly swaying back and forth while she weeps. When she starts to calm down and her crying has stopped, I decide that her falling asleep is probably the best way to keep her mind off things right now.


    “Come on baby, let’s get you in bed. I’ll lie down with you till you fall asleep and then I have to get to the gym,” I say while leading her down the hall to her bedroom. Ada just nods and weakly follows me, wrapping her arms around my waist as if she needs me to keep her standing.


    When we make it to her room, I quickly help Ada strip out of her black scrubs and black Nike’s and then put on a ragged t-shirt and some yoga pants for her to sleep in. We climb into her bed and lie down facing each other and I take the time to stare into her remarkable eyes; one bright blue and one a sharp green, both surrounded by red and puffy skin.


    Ada gives me a weak smile and closes her eyes. I reach over and gently stroke her hair, hoping that will help her to sleep. I can’t stop myself from kissing her head every few minutes, telling myself that I won’t let anything happen to the woman I love.


    After a few minutes, Ada’s breathing starts to even out, so I decide to get up and hit the gym so that I can finish before she wakes up. Just before I reach the door, I hear Ada’s voice. It’s just above a whisper, but what she says is crystal clear.


    “I love you, too.”


    I turn to look back at her and smile, but her eyes are still closed so I figure that I’ll just let her sleep for now and show her how much she means to me after she wakes up.


    Before I leave the house, I make sure all of the doors and windows are locked and I set the alarm. I watch for anything suspicious around the neighborhood before I leave Ada’s driveway, but see nothing that strikes me as odd, so I go to the gym for my five hour training session.


    After two hours of running on the treadmill and lifting weights, it’s time to step in the ring and spar. I’m still pissed off that Ada didn’t tell me that she was still getting those text messages, but I’m even more pissed off that someone would even want to hurt her. She is the most loving, compassionate woman that I’ve ever met. Unfortunately for Blake, he was chosen to be my sparring partner today and has to feel the extent of my anger. I’ve been trained mostly with the boxing and kickboxing backgrounds, but unluckily for Blake, I’ve been training in ju-jitsu lately and he gets to feel it all.


    For over twenty minutes, Blake’s trying his best to dodge my strikes. I lay blow after blow to him, hooks to the face, kicks to the ribs, jabs to the kidneys, and even though he’s my best friend, I have to get this anger out somehow. When coach tells us to take a break to refuel, Blake corners me.


    “Dude, what the fuck was that all about? I know you have a fight coming up, but you do know you aren’t supposed to kick the shit out of your sparring partner, don’t you?”


    “I’m sorry man, I’ve just got a lot on my mind,” I tell him, unable to look at him with the dried up blood still sitting in the corner of his nostril.


    “What’s going on Jay? Are you and Ada okay?” Blake asks with genuine concern in his voice. I sigh before having to talk about this with him. I don’t really want to bring it up, but maybe talking about it with someone will release some of my anger.


    “Yeah we’re good, but do you remember when we first started dating and she was getting those threatening texts?”


    “Yeah, they stopped after you guys started getting serious though, right?” he raises an eyebrow.


    “I thought they did, but Ada has just been hiding them from me. She thought that I was getting sick of playing bodyguard for her and didn’t want me to have to be with her out of obligation,” I bunch my hands into fists and shake my head, starting to get pissed all over again.


    “What? Does she know you at all?” Blake chuckles, but then is brows come together and he leans his head toward me.


    “So she’s still getting the text messages then? Has she found out who they’re from?”


    “No, her friend who works for the Phoenix P.D. is still waiting on the phone company to send over the information on the number. He’s already questioned Ada’s ex husband, but he said that Rob’s been throwing himself into his work since the divorce and that he hasn’t had any contact with Ada since the divorce was finalized,” I shrug, not really buying that story. I know for a fact you can’t just stay away from a girl like Ada.


    “Who’s Rob? Is that Ada’s ex?” Blake asks. I give him a slight nod.


    “Yeah, the idiot who let an awesome chick like Ada slip through his fingers because he’s stupid. If I ever meet him, first I’ll thank him for letting her go and then I’ll kick him in the side of the head for hurting her in the first place,” I barely smile when Blake starts to laugh at my comment.


    “Well it shouldn’t be a big deal, right? The texts weren’t that bad were they?”


    “I’m not sure about the ones from the time I started staying at her house till now because I only saw a few of them. Ada says they weren’t bad, that they just called her names, but the one she got at work this morning really has us freaked the fuck out. It said she needed to watch her back more closely and that they were coming to get her soon,” I say in a gravelly voice and look up to see Blake. His eyes are squinted but otherwise there is a blank expression on his face.


    “Holy shit,” Blake mumbles under his breath and looks away from me for a few seconds. I nod and crack my knuckles.


    Blake brings his attention back to me and clears his throat once before he speaks again.


    “So, what do we do now? How do we keep Ada safe?”


    All I can do is shrug. I have no idea how to keep her safe other than being her shadow until we can figure out who this person is. When I find out who this is, they are dead fucking meat.


    “I’m not sure what I can do to keep her safe. Other than me following her around all the time, I have no idea. I offered to pay for a bodyguard to follow her around, but Ada freaked and said that would make her more uncomfortable than she already is.”


    “We’ll figure it out buddy, don’t worry about it. She’s in a house with a security system and I know the hospital has great security, too. As long as you’re with her on the days she’s off work then we should be golden until they can find out who this psycho is, right?” Blake asks, making it sound so simple.


    “Yeah, except for the fact that she won’t come here on her days off so that I can train. Other than that, I’ll be with her as much as I can,” I nod.


    “Why won’t she come here and watch you train? Most chicks dig this place. Hell, I’ve even brought Elle here a few times,” he smiles and then bunches his eyebrows when he sees mine hit my hairline.


    I start to wonder when he brought her here, but then I remember that I was out for a few weeks when I got injured after my last fight. Maybe he’s actually getting serious with Elle. I never thought I’d see that happen.


    “I’m not sure why Ada won’t come here. Every time I ask her to come while I train or try to talk to her about coming to my fight she blows me off and changes the subject as fast as she can.”


    “Maybe she thinks you’ll get hurt and she just doesn’t want to see that. Some chicks are sensitive like that, ya know?” I shrug, but then shake my head.


    “Ada’s not afraid of seeing people get hurt. She works at the hospital for fuck’s sake, she see’s people who are really hurt on a daily basis. I don’t think that’s the reason she won’t come here, but I’m not going to get pissed at her for not wanting to come here. I would be lying if I said I wasn’t nervous about bringing her here with all of these assholes around us. She’s hot and they’d jump all over her the second she walked through the door,” I narrow my eyes at Zane, who is running on the treadmill, remembering him trying his best lines on Ada at the barbeque.


    Blake chuckles and I turn my attention back to him.


    “Yeah I’d be nervous about bringing her fine ass in here if I were you, too. I don’t know how you lucked out and saw her before I did, but you fucking suck, man,” he mutters, his gaze set to the floor.


    “What? What the hell are you talking about, Blake? You’ve been fucking her best friend since I met Ada,” I ask, really confused as to why Blake would be telling me how I lucked out.


    “Dude, I was fucking Elle because she is decent in the sack, but Ada’s pretty fucking hot. It’s nice to go to their house and get a good look at that beautiful woman every once in a while. I really like Elle, but I would have given anything to tap that fine ass,” Blake zones out and squints at something on the ground, not even paying attention to me wringing my hands together as I keep telling myself not to punch him in the nose.


    “What the fuck did you just say, Blake? Are you looking to get your ass beat?” I growl, drawing attention to us. I don’t even notice three other guys in the gym gathering around us. Blake finally snaps his head up to me and smirks.


    “No man, I was just thinking out loud, I didn’t mean anything by it,” he says, putting his hands up in front of him in surrender.


    “No, I think you did mean something by it. I would never tell you that I wanted to have sex with your girlfriend or that I was fucking her friend to get closer to her. That’s just a dick move. Elle’s a cool chick and if you’re using her to get closer to Ada while I’m with her, then we have a really big fucking problem on our hands,” I yell, just now noticing that there are two guys behind me, each holding a shoulder.


    I glare at Blake for a few minutes and see that he actually looks embarrassed about what he said, but he never apologizes for it.


    “Who the fuck are you, Blake? I feel like I don’t even know who this person standing in front of me is because my best friend would never tell me that he wanted to fuck my girlfriend.” I hear a few of the guys standing around us “OOH”, but I’m still too pissed off at Blake’s comments to think about the other men around us. Then Blake wipes at the blood drying from his lower lip being split open in the ring and smirks at me.


    “I won’t have sex with your girlfriend, Jay, but just know that I’ll be there to get Ada if you ever fuck up with her,” Blake says with a cocky tone and turns to walk out of the gym.


    What the fuck was that? Blake has told me that girls I’ve slept with were hot and I’ve done the same with him, but I’ve never told him that I would want to have sex with someone he was with. That’s against some unspoken friend code, I think.


    I’ve known Blake since I was a sophomore in college and we’ve been living together for the past seven years, but it’s like he was a totally different person just now. I’ve never seen that side of Blake and now I’m a bit worried about him being around Ada.


    I decide to shake off what Blake said to me and get back to training. Unfortunately for my next three sparring partners I’ve had a really shitty day with Ada telling me about the texts and then with Blake being a huge douche.


    After four and a half hours of training coach tells me to head home, even though I have enough energy and anger to go for another two hours at least. I speed to Elle’s house because I don’t want to leave Ada alone more than I have to, but when I pull into the driveway I see Blake walking out the front door. The split lip I gave him is cleaned up, but still puffy and visible with the smile on his face. I kill the Jeep and jump out, seeing red.


    “What the fuck are you doing here, asshole?” I yell, getting more pissed off when Blake smirks at me.


    “Well, after you and I talked at the gym and you told me that someone was threatening Ada, I took it upon myself to come over and make sure she was alright.”


    “How in the fuck did you get into the house? You don’t have a key,” I say, shaking my head. Blake holds up his keychain and shows me a new silver key hanging next to our house key.


    “Think again. Elle had one made up for me so that there was an extra in case she or Ada got locked out. I know the security code too, just so you know. Have a nice day,” he smiles and starts walking in the direction of our house. I’m a bit dumbfounded as to what’s going on with Blake lately, and I’ll get to the bottom of it. My best option, and also the best looking one, is to beat it out of him.


    


    

  


  
    



    Chapter 23


    Ada


    After I got only three and a half hours of sleep, Blake decided that he was going to come and check on me for Jay. That’s what he told me when I saw him standing in my doorway, watching me sleep. I was having a nightmare about the day Ivy died again; they aren’t frequent, but they are very vivid when they do occur.


    I woke up suddenly, feeling sick to my stomach because of the dream and saw Blake with both hands braced on the doorframe, his brows furrowed at me. I gasp and pull the sheets up to my chin even though I’m in a t-shirt and yoga pants. I want to make sure that he can’t see anything.


    “What are you doing here Blake? Elle is at work and won’t be home for a few hours,” I say nervously glancing at the alarm clock on my night stand to see that it’s the middle of the day.


    “Sorry Ada. I know Elle isn’t here, but I forgot my phone charger in Elle’s room last night so I came to grab it after training today. I heard you mumbling something and then you screamed so I thought I’d come and check on you. Jay told me about the text that you got this morning and I just thought I’d make sure that you’re okay before he gets here,” he shrugs, acting as if it is normal for him to be in my house whenever he wants.


    “Oh, okay. Well thanks for keeping an eye on me. I appreciate it,” I mutter.


    I know that Jay and Blake are protecting me, but I feel like I never get a second to myself anymore. I can’t even sleep a few hours without one of them staring at me. I’m okay with Jay being the one staring, but Blake standing in my doorway kind of weirds me out.


    “Alright, well I’m off. Just thought I’d pop in and see how you were holding up. See ya soon, Ada,” Blake says, giving me a small wave, phone charger in one hand, and turning to walk out.


    I can’t take a full breath until I hear the front door close. That was odd; he’s never just stopped by to check on me before without Jay being with him. I sit up in bed and pull my knees up to my chest, trying to get my mouth to stop watering and the ache in my stomach to dissipate, but it doesn’t work and I know I’m going to be sick.


    I leap out of bed and run a few feet down the hall to the bathroom, making it to the toilet just in time to lose whatever it was I ate last. I hear the front door click shut again and roll my eyes. Great, Blake came back in and I’m vomiting into a toilet. This can’t get worse.


    “Ada?” I hear Jay’s deep rumbling voice from the open door of the bathroom, “Are you okay, baby?”


    I feel a hand on my back, lightly rubbing and soothing me for about three seconds before I lose it and throw up again. Jay grabs the hair around my face and pulls it back behind my ears so I don’t throw up on it.


    “Can you give me a minute Jay? I don’t want you to watch me puke,” I whisper my plea, hoping he heard me.


    “Sorry bunches I’m going to stay with you. I just watched you puke, so I don’t think it’s going to make things worse if I see it again,” Jay says with a smile in his voice. He stands and gets a wash cloth when I stop to take a breath, wetting it with cool water and placing it on the back of my neck before I vomit again.


    After a few more minutes and a bit of dry heaving, my body calms down and I feel like I can stand. When I finish brushing my teeth, Jay picks me up and I bury my face into his shoulder while he walks back into my bedroom and then sets me on my bed before lying down, facing me. I lay my head down on the pillow and close my eyes, loving how Jay is slowly running his hands through my hair and then I notice that I feel better.


    “Are you feeling okay babe? Did you catch a bug at work or something?” he asks with genuine concern in his voice.


    “I was having a nightmare and I think it seemed a little too real. I woke up really sick to my stomach but I feel a lot better now, actually,” I say, smiling at him. He gives me an incredulous look that says he doesn’t believe me, so I feel that I have to tell him again.


    “Jay, I’ll be fine. I actually feel a lot better now. Do you want some coffee?” I shoot out of bed and start making my way to the kitchen with Jay on my heels. I turn to see him running his fingers through the longer hair on top of his head, possibly frustrated. It takes me a second to tear my gaze from his flexed and tattooed biceps. All I see when I look at them is how they flex when he’s above me and as much as it turns me on, I need to think of something other than sex right now, especially if he’s upset about something.


    “Yeah sure, I’ll have a cup or two with you. Don’t you think you should try to sleep a little bit more, though?”


    “No, I’m totally awake now. Blake made sure of that,” I say, slightly cringing at how creepy it was that he was staring at me while I was in bed.


    “What? How did Blake make sure of that?” Jay’s voice is tight, as if he said it through clenched teeth.


    “Well, when I woke up he was standing in my door. He said that he was just coming to get his phone charger from Elle’s room when he heard me scream from my nightmare. He told me he thought he should check on me because you told him about the text I got. I know that the two of you are just looking out for me, it just scared me a bit to see him there when I woke up.” I walk to the counter and begin making a pot of fresh coffee for Jay and me.


    “We might want to talk to Elle about changing the code on the security system and maybe even your locks while we’re at it,” Jay says in a cautious voice as he sits down at the kitchen table and looks out the giant bay window, avoiding my eyes.


    “Why do you think we should change the locks and the security code?” I ask as I watch Jay’s jaw muscles flex and his hands bunch, but he still hasn’t looked at me. After a few seconds with no answer, I decide to ask him again.


    “Why Jay?” I growl. He loosens his fists and lowers his head a bit, bringing his hands to his face. He rubs his eyes with the heels of his palms before he lifts his head back up and looks at me.


    “It just doesn’t sit right with me that Blake has a key and the code and can come check on you when I’m not around, okay?” he huffs.


    “Why wouldn’t that sit right with you? Blake is your best friend and he’s seeing Elle now, so he’ll be around anyway. Changing the locks and the code won’t do much,” I say, my brows pulling together as I try to figure out where the hell Jay is going with this.


    “You’re right, I’m just freaking out about this whole thing. I don’t want to add more stress to this situation and I’m sorry,” he mumbles, shooting an apologetic look in my direction.


    I pour us two cups of coffee and sit down next to him at the table, looking out at the cloudless sky. We drink our coffee in silence, both staring out the window and avoiding eye contact. As soon as we’re both done, I stand to put our cups into the dishwasher and try to decide if I want to take a bath or just try to go back to sleep, but Jay makes the decision easy for me.


    “Do you want to go lay back down with me? I’ll give you a massage,” Jay says, waggling his eyebrows.


    “Well hells yeah, I could never pass up a massage from those big hands,” I smile and start to walk back toward my room. As soon as I hit my bedroom door, Jay wraps his large arms around my waist, just under my breasts, and bends to kiss the side of my neck.


    “You smell so good, like sugar and flowers,” he purrs into my ear. I lightly moan as he bends lower and grabs the hem of my t-shirt and lifts it over my head.


    He eases his hands down my shoulders and grazes his fingertips across my collarbone before sending them south to cup my breasts. He pinches my nipples with the perfect amount of pressure, earning a whimper from me at the sensation that zings through my body.


    I twist my hands behind my back and run them along his stomach, finally making contact with his hard length, which causes him to let out a deep groan.


    I’m having fun playing with him, but it would be easier if he didn’t have his work out shorts still on, so I move my hands higher to his hips and grab the top of his shorts, shoving them down. When I finally dispose of that obstacle, I move my hands back to his erection and start stroking him. Jay’s left hand leaves my breast and his hand starts to move south, toward the band of my yoga pants.


    I feel his whole body lean down to accommodate for the height difference, and as soon as his fingers start to travel inside the fabric, his head dips next to my ear and he licks the shell.


    “Should we see if Ada’s ready?” he asks, his hand stilled on my pubic bone. I can only nod, but I know he doesn’t even have to check. The second he touched my breasts I was dripping wet for him.


    His hand slowly moves lower and he makes contact with my most sensitive flesh. After running his fingers in small circles a few times, he pushes two fingers inside me and slowly pumps them in and out.


    “Oh God baby, you are so ready for me, aren’t you,” he groans. I nod again because my voice is caught in my throat. My hands stop stroking him because all I can focus on is the pressure building low in my stomach.


    Jay removes his fingers and shoves my yoga pants down my legs, and before I can get both feet out of them he scoops me up and puts me on the bed, positioning himself above me and putting one knee in between my legs. He bends down to kiss me feverishly before he speaks against my mouth.


    “Are you ready for that massage now, baby?” he says against my lips.


    I pull my brows together and open my mouth to speak, but stop when he starts kissing down my neck and down my chest, stopping briefly to give a bit of attention to each breast and then continuing south. I smile because now I know what he meant by massage.


    My smile fades and is replaced with a gasp as soon as his mouth closes over my folds and his tongue darts out. I moan and shove my fingers into his hair, trying and failing not to pull it. It doesn’t take much work for Jay to get me to the edge of the cliff, and once he starts sucking on my clit and inserts a finger into me, I’m gone, my body shaking and my mouth screaming his name.


    Jay kisses his way up my body and smiles a devilish smile once he makes it up to my mouth.


    “I loved that massage, thank you,” I say breathlessly, smirking at him.


    “If you loved that then you’re really going to love how good I’m going to make your body feel now,” Jay flashes me a hot as hell smirk and then spends the next hour and a half making my body feel amazing.


    


    

  


  
    



    Chapter 24


    Jay


    “Will you come with me to Omaha on Saturday?” Ada hesitantly whispers, breaking the silence caused by us trying to catch our breaths after that awesome round of sex.


    “Omaha? What’s in Omaha?” I ask, knowing that she used to live there, but not sure why she’d want to go back.


    “Well, Sunday will be the thirteenth anniversary of the day Ivy died and my mom and I always go back to visit her and tell her all of the things that have happened to us through the year. I understand if you can’t come with training and your fight being the night before, or if you just don’t want to,” she says, rambling on, her eyes focused on her slim fingers that lightly scratch up and down my chest.


    I gently put my hand on top of hers and wait for her to look up at me. When she finally does, I smile and bring my hand up to run it across her soft cheek.


    “I’d love to go with you to Omaha,” I answer honestly. I would go to the ends of the Earth with Ada if she asked me to.


    “Well, before you agree to go I should tell you that my mom will be with me. She’s a tall order and I can barely tolerate being around her. Of course she can’t tolerate being around me so it makes for a very awkward trip,” she chuckles but it sounds like she’s trying to cover up pain behind her laugh.


    “I’ll come with you so that you don’t have to worry about tolerating your mom. I’ll go just to be with you. Thank you for inviting me,” I lean in and place a small kiss on her lips. When our lips part, she lets out a huge sigh and smiles widely.


    “Are you surprised I said I’d go with you?” I ask, curious as to why she’s so relieved I’m going.


    “Well a little. This will be the first time in thirteen years that it won’t just be my mom and me at Ivy’s gravesite.” My brows pull together and confusion settles over me.


    “What about your old stepdad? Or Rob; he never went with you?” After Ada lets out a huff of air she answers quietly.


    “No, Jack left my mom a few months after Ivy died. He was the best, most supportive step dad in the world. He came to soccer games, and took us fishing, but after Ivy died it was too hard for him to stay. We all fell apart in different ways after it happened. I became really quiet and shut myself off from people for a long time. My mom turned to drinking and became angry, and Jack just didn’t know what to do to make any of it better. He said it was just too hard to be a part of the family now that it was broken. There are always fresh flowers on Ivy’s grave when we get there, so I would guess that they are from Jack.


    “And Rob, well there were a few reasons he didn’t come with me. One, he thought my mom was a bitch and didn’t like to be around her. Two, he was always really busy with work and never had time to take a vacation. In the two years that we were married the only vacation we ever took together was on our three day honeymoon to Vegas when we were already in Vegas. And three, I never invited him to come along with me to visit Ivy,” she shrugs and rests her chin on my chest.


    “Is there a reason you never asked him to go with you, or was it that he was just too busy and you knew he’d say no?” As much as I hate her thinking about her jackass ex-husband, I have to ask why she never brought him with her. I tuck a piece of her golden hair behind her ear out of habit and she turns her face into my palm and smiles slightly before focusing on our conversation again.


    Ada finally shakes her head and takes a deep breath. Before she speaks, her face pulls into a cringe and she lays her cheek down against my chest.


    “I never asked him to go with me because seeing Ivy was always a moment of peace and, as weird as it sounds, happiness for me. I never actually felt at peace with Rob, like something was always missing with us, you know? I felt that he would intrude on my happy moments with Ivy, and I never wanted things to be unhappy when I went to see her.”


    I let a small smile come to my lips and I have to try to even out my breaths before I speak because I’m almost fucking giddy with what she’s just admitted to me. When I can finally speak without sounding like a teenage girl at a One Direction concert, I ask her the question burning in my chest with my smile in place.


    “So since you asked me to go with you, does this mean that you feel at peace with me?” I raise an eyebrow at her when she lifts her head off my chest to look at me. She smiles and bites her lower lip before she answers.


    “Yeah,” she nods, “I do feel at peace when I’m with you. When I’m with you I feel more like the old Ada; the person I was before I met Rob. I had finally become outspoken and strong in college, but from the second I met Rob, he worked his hardest to break me of those things. I didn’t even recognize myself about a year into our marriage. I was just a shell of the woman I used to be, the woman I wanted to be. You make me feel like I can be strong and outspoken again.”


    She smiles and then lies her head back down, nuzzling her cheek on my chest. I start running my fingers through her hair and smile, soaking in her words.


    “I feel at peace with you too, Ada. I never wanted to settle down and be with the same girl, but after meeting you, it all changed.”


    “What happened? Why didn’t you want to settle down at all?” She asks, placing her hand on my chest and then propping her chin on it, her gorgeous eyes drilling a hole into me.


    “Well,” I take a deep breath before reliving this unpleasant memory. I don’t really want to talk about it, but Ada’s told me so much about herself so I feel like I should reciprocate. “I had the same girlfriend, Julie, all through high school and we both got accepted to the University of Arizona so I naturally thought we’d get a place together instead of living in the dorms. In the middle of our sophomore year I was just beginning to train MMA and I forgot my gym bag at home, so I went back to get it. When I walked into our apartment, I found Julie and one of my friends from high school on the couch together. She finally came out and said that they’d been sleeping together since we were in high school.


    “It crushed me because I thought we were solid and I was actually planning on marrying her, but it just didn’t work out that way. So, I moved out and got a place in the dorms where I was roomed with Blake. Then my mom died and my dad completely checked out for a while. It destroyed him and I figured that if I never let myself get emotionally invested I could never be crushed like that.”


    I close my eyes for a moment, remembering the devastation and sadness my dad wore for years after my mom’s death. I let out a huff of air and continue on with my story.


    “I decided that it just wasn’t worth it to put myself out there for another woman to break me like Julie had done or crush me like my dad was when mom died, so I would have one night stands or casual relationships, but never let myself get emotionally invested in a woman, until I met you at that club.” I lean my head forward and give her a small peck on the lips before I keep speaking.


    “When I saw you I knew that there was something different about you. I wanted to be around you all night. I wanted to get to know everything about you. I wanted to be everything you ever needed, so you can imagine how upset I was when I got up the next morning to an empty bed,” I smirk and shake my head at her when she giggles.


    “You were the first girl I’ve let sleep in my bed since Julie, you know. I was so pissed because I had finally met someone that I wanted to be with the next morning and you were gone before I could even open my eyes. I never thought I’d see you again,” I add, running my hand through her soft blonde hair again. Ada tilts her head toward me and then clears her throat before she speaks again.


    “When I woke up in the middle of the night I really wanted to go back to sleep just so that I could see what you look like in the morning, but I really wasn’t looking forward to that walk of shame. You were the first guy that I had been with since I left Rob and I didn’t want it to be that awkward, embarrassing kick out the next day. So, I got up and got dressed except for my thong, which I never found. When I walked outside to call a cab I was so relieved and also nervous to see that we didn’t live very far from each other. I didn’t want you to recognize me outside of Elle’s house one day and think that I was stalking you.” She smiles and shakes her head. Then her brows pull together and she looks into my eyes.


    “What happened to those panties by the way? Did you ever find them?” she asks. I smirk and nod, remembering how I found them on top of my gym bag and put them in my night stand as a keepsake. I wrap my arms around Ada’s tiny body and give her a tight squeeze.


    “Well as sad as I was that you were gone the next day, I can’t even begin to describe how happy I am that I’m here with you now. You are everything I always needed but never thought I could have, Ada. You are damn perfect,” I say truthfully, leaning forward to plant a sweet kiss on her lips.


    “I’m not perfect Jay. I have flaws just like everyone else,” Ada murmurs in a low voice.


    “I don’t see those flaws, baby. In my eyes you are perfect.”


    I bend down and kiss her thoroughly before I pull back and ask her the same thing I’ve asked quite a few times before. I’m just hoping that since we’re in confession mode she’ll give me an honest answer.


    “Ada, the only thing that I don’t understand about you is why you don’t want to come to the gym with me or why you keep deflecting the topic of my fight,” I say, hoping that she’ll give me anything but that fake girly bullshit answer she always gives me. She takes a deep breath and closes her eyes tightly, but then shakes her head lightly and begins to speak.


    “Wow, this is going to be one of those deep mornings, huh? Okay, well when Ivy and I were really little we used to watch my real dad hit my mom on a daily basis. He was an alcoholic and when he got drunk, he also got mean. If the house wasn’t clean with dinner on the table when he got home from work, my mom got smacked around. Hell, if something was out of place and he noticed it, she got smacked around. He never really hit me or Ivy, but that was mostly because my mom would try to keep us out of his way so that we didn’t provoke him at all.


    “When Ivy was eight she accidentally broke a window in our house. My dad went crazy and charged her. My mom jumped in and brought the attention to her so that my dad wouldn’t beat Ivy. He beat my mom so badly that she was in a coma for three days with multiple broken bones and lacerations. My dad was put in jail and Ivy and I lived with my mom’s parents while she was recovering. As soon as she was well enough, my mom filed for divorce and we moved to Omaha. Three years later, when I was seven, my mom married Jack and Ivy and I promised each other that we would do everything in our power to never witness that kind of violence in our own lives.”


    I swallow past the lump in my throat when she finishes her story. I never would have thought that Ada had to witness something that violent at such a young age. No wonder she doesn’t want to go see two men try to knock each other out for sport. After a few minutes of silence, Ada cuts through the tension in the room.


    “It’s not that I’m not proud of you for what you do for a living and I know how much MMA means to you, so I would never ask you to quit, but I have a really hard time watching violence. I can come with you to the gym and just read a book or something, but it would be really hard for me to watch someone hit you,” she explains.


    “I get it Ada and I wouldn’t force you to come with me. I would be more comfortable if you were at the gym where I could see you until we find out who this psycho is that’s sending you these texts, but I would never force you to come and watch me fight.” We fall silent again, her tracing circles on my chest again and me stroking her soft blonde hair while we both process the information that was laid out this morning.


    


    

  


  
    



    Chapter 25


    Ada


    The week passes before my eyes rather quickly, without incident I might add. I went to the gym with Jay Sunday and Monday while he trained and I realized that watching him fight wasn’t half as bad as I thought it was going to be. It was actually kind of hot.


    He tried to limit his moments in the ring, sparring with someone only when I seemed interested in my book, so I wouldn’t have to watch him hit anyone. So after a few days of watching him train, I decide that I will go to his fight and support him. Jay seems relieved when I tell him that I’ll be at his fight tonight, telling me that after he wins we’ll really celebrate-whatever that means.


    I look down to inspect myself one last time before I walk out the door- my chin length blonde hair is straight and tucked behind my ears. I’m wearing a white tank top is covered by a navy blue and bright green striped boyfriend cardigan. My dark wash jeans flare at the bottom, just showing off my mint toe nail polish through black peep toe wedges.


    I notice that I’m always wearing heels now that I’m with Jay because of our height difference, and even with my heels he still towers over me by about a foot, but Jay says he loves it. Before I can start to walk out the door, I feel my stomach unexpectedly roll like I’m out to sea.


    I brace my arm against the front door and wait for the nausea to subside, praying I don’t throw up. I tell myself it’s just my nerves about Jay’s fight that are making me sick. A few minutes later, my stomach settles down and I take a deep breath before walking out the front door and running to my car to avoid the rain pelting down from the dark sky.


    I tried to talk Elle into coming to the fight with me tonight, but she said she had plans. When I asked what they were, she was really vague, mumbling something I couldn’t make out, before bolting out of the house. I thought it was odd, but I decided to let it go and just go to Jay’s fight alone.


    Before I can even fully pull out of the driveway the sound of my phone ringing starts echoing through the car speakers- it’s Jay. I smile and push the button to answer the call on my steering wheel to answer.


    “Hey bear, I’m just leaving the house now.”


    “I’m so glad to hear that bunches, but please be careful, the rain is really coming down.” I smile, both at the nickname he still calls me and the fact that he’s so concerned for my safety.


    “I’ll be careful, Jay. I promise.”


    “Okay, well I was just going to get warmed up, but I still want to see you before the fight. Do you remember where you need to go when you get in here?” I recall him telling me exactly which portal to walk down to get to the locker room that he will be in.


    “Yes I remember. Go warm up and focus on your fight and I’ll focus on driving. I’ll be there in about thirty minutes, okay?” I say, gripping the wheel a bit tighter as I feel my stomach slightly turn again. What the hell is going on?


    “Alright baby, be careful and I’ll see you soon,” he hangs up and I try to take deep, cleansing breaths to calm my roiling tummy until I pull up to the stadium where Jay’s fight is being held.


    I’ve been to this stadium for concerts before and it’s pretty big inside. I know MMA is a popular sport, but this stadium won’t fill completely, will it?


    As soon as I walk into the ticket area of the stadium I hear a deep voice shouting my name. I turn my head from side to side until I finally spot Greg pushing his way through the crowd toward me.


    Awesome. I plaster on a fake smile and watch him with apprehensive eyes as he comes toward me.


    “Hey Ada, what are you doing here? This doesn’t seem like the type of place that you’d be on a Friday night,” he smiles, looking genuinely happy to see me.


    “Hey Greg. Well, this isn’t the type of place I want to be on a Friday night to tell you the truth. My boyfriend is fighting tonight and I promised him I’d come watch, so I traded shifts with Emily. I noticed you had today off,” I say, trying to be polite but really hoping this conversation doesn’t last too long.


    “Yeah, I took today off so that I could come to the fights tonight with a couple of my buddies and Cassie. She’s really into this stuff and asked if she could come with us. Did you say your boyfriend is fighting tonight?”


    Shit. He’s still asking me out at work and I keep telling him I’m not ready for it. Now he finds out that I have a boyfriend. I’m a terrible person.


    “Yeah, Jay Hunt is my boyfriend. I didn’t really want to come watch him fight but I promised him I would, so here I am,” I shrug and start looking around for an out.


    “Wow, Jay Hunt, huh? He’s a great fighter. I come to these fights all the time and he’s amazing in the ring. He’s actually the reason I wanted to come tonight.” Greg nods. Then there is an awkward quiet that falls over us, and I don’t know what else to say.


    Just over Greg’s shoulder I spot Cassie against the wall, her attention shifting from the cell phone in her hands to shooting daggers at me with her eyes. She looks really pissed off, but I’m not scared of her so I raise an eyebrow at her and smirk. I’m just about to walk away when Greg pats me on the arm and clears his throat.


    “Okay Ada, I need to get a beer and get to my seat before the fight starts. I hope Jay wins tonight and I’ll see you at work sometime,” he smiles, but it’s an awkward one, and turns to walk away. Wow, glad that uncomfortable situation is over.


    After I pick up the ring side ticket that Jay had reserved for me, I make my way down toward the portal he told me to meet him at, noticing that this arena is already full because of the fights that are taking place before Jay’s. It looks like there are at least a few thousand people here already and more pouring in through the doors by the second with beers and food. I’m looking around at the magnitude of this place when I bump into someone. I start to mutter my apology before I even get to turn my head and see who I bumped into.


    “I’m so sorry, I wasn’t-“ my voice is sucked out of me the second my eyes meet who I’ve bumped into. It’s Rob, and he’s staring at me like I’m just a figment of his imagination.


    His hazel eyes are wide and his mouth is slightly agape. He’s wearing a light blue button up shirt that is rolled up at the sleeves and some dark wash jeans with expensive brown dress shoes on. Am I going to run into everyone that I don’t want to see tonight?


    “Adelaide? What are you doing here?” he mutters, shoving his hands into his pockets. I lightly cringe at the use of my full name coming from his lips, but then remember that I should try to be civil with him. I’ve moved on and I’m over Rob.


    “Hi Rob, how have you been?” I say, but it sounds like a whisper with the noise around us. Rob lets out a huge huff of air before he leans in and pulls his brows together, like it physically pains him to talk to me, but he still hasn’t taken his eyes off of me.


    “I’ve been better, a lot better. How are you? You look beautiful.” I give him a small smile at the compliment.


    “Thank you, I’ve been good. What are you doing here?” I look over Rob’s shoulder and see Jay at the entrance of the portal I was walking toward, looking through the crowd.


    He finally spots me in the enormous gathering of people and his nervous expression turns into a scowl, seeing that I’m talking to another man. Rob clears his throat, bringing my attention back to him.


    “I’m here with a potential client. Got to keep them happy, you know,” he says with an uncomfortable smirk. I look at him and try to come up with a reason to stay and talk to him, but after seeing no reasons at all, I decide that I need to cut this meeting with Rob short and go say hello to my man.


    “I’m sorry I can’t stay and catch up, Rob. I have to get going, but it was nice to see you again,” I say, even though I could have probably gone the rest of my life without seeing him again and been okay with that. As I start to walk around him, he grabs my forearm tightly, much like he did when I went to get my things from our apartment the day I left him.


    “Why don’t we get together for dinner and drinks sometime soon? We need to discuss what happened between us.” I’m shaking my head before he can even finish his sentence.


    “I’m sorry Rob, but I’m not interested in discussing what happened between us. It’s over and I’ve moved on.” There’s a look of anger and hurt in his eyes that wasn’t even there when I told him I was leaving him, which makes me feel a bit guilty for brushing him off, but the grip on my arm is making the guilt disappear quickly.


    “I don’t mean to hurt your feelings Rob, but what we had together is over. I’m seeing someone else and I’m happy. I just hope that you find happiness yourself,” I say sincerely while I pry his fingers from my bicep.


    He finally lets me go but I can feel his eyes drilling a hole into the back of my head as I swiftly make my way through the crowd to Jay. Jay’s focus keeps shifting back and forth between me and Rob as I make it to the portal. When I’m finally standing in front of Jay I turn around to see if Rob has left. He hasn’t, he’s still frozen in the spot where we were talking, staring at me with a look of loathing.


    “Who was that, Ada?”


    “That’s Rob, my ex-husband,” I mutter my answer, knowing that Jay hates him and told me that he’d kick his ass if he ever ran into Rob. Jay’s body goes rigid and his hands ball into fists before he speaks again.


    “What’s he doing here?” Jay asks through gritted teeth.


    “He said he’s with a potential client from work, so let’s just forget he’s even here,” I say, trying to get Jay’s focus back on his fight and not on staring holes into my ex-husband from across a stadium.


    “Are you ready for this?” I ask, rubbing my hands along his biceps and trying my damndest to get his attention off of Rob, who is finally walking away from us. Jay looks down at me, still pissed but visibly attempting to focus on me. Finally he smiles his panty dropping smile at me and grabs my hand, leading me back to his locker rooms.


    As soon as we make it into an enclosed, dark blue locker room, the smell of sweat and slight mildew hits my nose and causes me to dash toward a small sink across the room. I empty my stomach into the sink and turn the water on to rinse my mouth out, finally noticing that Jay is lightly rubbing my back.


    “Are you okay baby? Are you sure you didn’t catch something at work?”


    “I might have, it is flu season and we’ve had a few severe cases into the hospital the past few days,” I shrug, convincing myself that’s what is wrong with me. I reach into my purse and pull out my emergency toothbrush and paste, brushing quickly before I turn my attention to Jay.


    “Sorry about that,” I whisper, looking into deep brown eyes that are shining with concern in my direction. I realize that at this moment, I’m no longer embarrassed at how much this man has seen me throw up. The look of love shining in his eyes kills any self consciousness I just had.


    Then I finally get a good look at what he’s wearing. He has on a pair of black gloves, they look like boxing gloves with the tops cut off so their fingers can stick out, and lime green, the same color as his Jeep, trunks.


    His tanned body is showing off enormous arms that are rippling with muscles and dark tattoos. His six pack abs that are distinctly present, almost looking photo shopped onto his body, and the deep V that disappears into his trunks makes my mouth water. His bare feet even look sexy. The only other thing he’s wearing is a smirk when he catches me openly checking him out.


    “Like what you see?” he asks with a hint of humor in his voice, making my eyes snap back up to his. I bite my lip and smile back at him, but instead of answering him, I pull on his shoulders to bring his face down to mine. He immediately grabs my hips and tows me closer to him. Then I push up to my toes so I can run my fingers through his hair, loving the feel of his brown hair in my hands. Jay groans and then lightly pushes my hips away from him.


    “Baby, as much as I’d love to see where this is going, I would really hate to run out of time and have to fight Jenkins with a boner,” Jay huffs, his face twisting at the thought of having to brush me off. It makes me giggle instead.


    “It’s okay, I understand. Just know that when we get home tonight, I will be doing what I was just thinking of doing to you right now,” I bite my lip and waggle my eyebrows at him, causing him to groan and then smile at me.


    “Why the hell do you have to be so sexy? It would make it so much easier to send you out into that crowd full of adrenaline jacked guys if you weren’t so fucking hot.” He pulls me up for a swift kiss and a tight hug.


    “I’m a big girl,” I tell him as I back up slightly to look at his face. Jay raises an eyebrow and has a teasing smile on his lips and I know he’s trying not to make a joke about my height.


    “Okay, so I’m far from big, but just because I’m fun sized doesn’t mean I can’t kick an ass or two if it’s warranted. I’ll be anxiously watching, so please be careful and try really hard not to get hurt,” I state, trying not to let the panic in my voice surface. I know this is what he does for a living, but it still makes me nervous.


    “I’ll be okay, bunches, I promise. I’ll go out there and win this fight quickly and then we can go home and pack for our trip to Omaha tomorrow. After that, I plan on working on you for hours and hours until we both pass out from exhaustion. Sound like a plan?” he asks, his voice a deep rumble which sounds so sexy, it makes a small moan pass through my lips before I nod.


    “I love you, Ada,” Jay says clearly, looking at me like I’m the best thing he’s ever seen. I smile and know that I feel the same way, so I decide to tell him.


    “I love you too, Jay. Good luck.”


    After another quick peck on the lips and a swat to my ass, I’m walking back out to my seat a few minutes before the fight begins. A few seconds after I sit down and place my purse on the floor between my legs I notice someone sit down next to me.


    I glance to my right to find Blake smiling at me, his blue eyes studying my face. “Hey Blake, how are you?”


    “I’m doing well, Adalie, how are you?”


    “Adalie? Who’s Adalie?” I furrow my brow, wondering where he came up with that name.


    “Isn’t that what Ada is short for?” he asks with a curious look in his eyes.


    “No, it’s short for Adelaide, but I never go by that. I’ve been Ada since I was little,” I explain. Blake nods a few times before answering.


    “Okay Ada, how have you been? Things settling down since you haven’t had any texts all week?” How could he know that? Oh yeah, he and Jay are best friends.


    “Yeah, it’s been pretty silent all week, so I haven’t felt the need to look over my shoulder every second of the day,” I answer honestly.


    “Well, just don’t let your guard down. Just because the texts have stopped doesn’t mean that this person isn’t watching you,” he glares at me.


    “Well, thanks for putting me on high alert again, Blake.” He smiles and shakes his head before speaking again.


    “Look Ada, Jay and I haven’t been on the best terms for the past week because I feel the need to protect you, too. You’re dating my best friend and I’ve been seeing your best friend almost as long as you and Jay have been together, so to say that I feel like I need to watch out for you is an understatement.


    “Jay thinks I’m trying to put the moves on you, but that’s just not the case. I’m just trying to watch out for you when he’s not there. So, if you ever need anything and Jay’s not around, you can always count on me.” Blake runs his hand across his very short blonde hair and smiles at me, but his brows are pulled together like he’s nervous about something.


    I didn’t know that Jay and Blake weren’t on good terms at the moment. I want to ask him why that is, but the way he’s nervously looking at me just isn’t sitting well, so I nod and am thankful that the announcer is calling out the fighters.


    “Ladies and gentlemen, the fight you have been waiting for is about to take place. In the North corner, wearing the red and gold trunks, standing at six feet two inches and weighing in at 212 pounds is Brian Jenkins!”


    The crowd is a mixture of hoots and boos as Jenkins comes bouncing out of the portal, looking fierce with his bald head covered in sweat and his dark eyes focused on the octagonal ring surrounded by chain link. He bounces a few times when he enters the gate before the announcer decides to introduce Jay.


    “And in the South corner, wearing the lime green trunks, standing at six feet six inches, and weighing in at 195 pounds, Jay “The Bear” Hunt.” The crowd erupts into cheers as Jay comes out of the portal I left not too long ago. His eyes are trained on his opponent in the ring, but he seems to have a bubble of calmness around him.


    “The Bear? Where the hell did that come from?” I hear Blake mumble next to me, but I just smile at the nickname Jay chose to be called in the ring. When Jay finally walks past me and I see the word “Bear” written in bold white letters across the ass of his trunks with what looks like a pink lipstick print next to the word, I can’t stop the laugh that escapes me.


    After both of the fighters have gone over the rules with the referee and then bumped fists before returning to their corners, a ring girl walks around in a barely there bikini with her sign announcing the obvious-that it’s round one. She gives Jay a long stare with a smirk attached, one he doesn’t even seem to notice, before she pops out of the gate and the bell sounds.


    Both Jay and the other fighter, Jenkins, approach each other ready for blood. Jay strikes first with a swift upper cut to Jenkins’ jaw, followed by three quick jabs to the face and a kick to the ribs. Jenkins gets a few good jabs in on Jay’s head, but the majority of the blows are being taken by Jenkins.


    The bell sounds signaling the end of round one and both men go back to their corners. When Jay gets back to his corner to talk to his coach he glances over at me then winks when I give him an unsteady smile. After the ring girl has left the mat, the bell sounds and both men advance to the center of the ring again.


    People around me, including Blake, are shouting and enjoying the show, but I can’t wait for it to end. I’m standing in front of my chair with my hands over my mouth, hoping that it’s going to end soon.


    Jay takes a hammer fist to the right side of his jaw, but he recovers quickly and when Jenkins comes at him Jay sweeps his legs, dropping Jenkins to the mat. Before Jenkins can fully focus Jay is jumping on him. The two men scramble around on the floor, alternating which one has the upper hand and each getting a number of hits in on the other, but Jay comes out on top. After watching Jay alternate strikes from Jenkins’ ribs to his bald head a few times, I decide I can’t watch anymore and cover my eyes.


    A few seconds later the crowd erupts into cheers and a bell rings. I split my fingers around my eyes and see Jay jumping up in victory, and then he runs to the side of the cage closest to me and jumps to the top. When his legs are straddling the top of the cage he blows me a kiss before jumping back down and bouncing back to the center of the mat.


    Jay is announced the winner, lifting his gloved hand into the air while wearing a bloody smile. He then man hugs Jenkins and walks out of the ring. He rushes toward me, smiling and licking his lips.


    “Congrat-“ before I can get the whole word out, he gives me a big, sweaty kiss, mindful not to touch any other part of me so that I don’t get blood or sweat on my clothes. The crowd cheers loudly, though I can barely hear them because I’m completely focused on the sexy, sweaty man in front of me.


    “I’m going to go shower and get dressed really quick. Don’t move from this spot and I’ll be right out, okay?” I nod and bite my lip, excited that he’s done with his fight, but even more excited that we get to go home now so that I can have my way with him. As if he knows what I’m thinking he smirks and then bends to kiss me deeply once more before speaking.


    “I’ll be right back for that sexy ass, okay?” and with that, Jay walks back toward the locker rooms with his team and Blake following behind him.


    Ten minutes later, the place is clearing out quickly and I’m starting to get bored, so I decide to pull my phone out of my purse and see if I have any missed calls. The second I pull my phone out it starts to vibrate, signaling an incoming text. It’s from the unknown number again and my stomach instantly sinks when I read it.


    Unknown- Boo


    Before I can think too much into what that text means, a sweet smelling rag is placed tightly over my mouth and nose and the world goes fuzzy before my limbs go limp and complete darkness overtakes me.


    


    

  


  
    



    Chapter 26


    Jay


    Tonight was the best night I think I’ve had in my life. I won my fight and remained champion all while my beautiful girlfriend was here with me. Who am I kidding? Her being here to watch me was even better than winning in my book.


    I hustle back to the locker rooms with my coach and medics congratulating me the whole walk down the portal. I catch Blake walking up to me out of my peripheral vision and turn to glare at him. Even though he has apologized to me, saying he said those things to get back at me for hitting him so hard during our sparring match, I’m still a little pissed at him about everything. Judging by the look on his face, he knows it too, so he tries to apologize again.


    “Listen Jay, I’m still really sorry about what I said about Ada. I know you two belong together and I’m really happy for you, I guess I was just trying to get under your skin and I took it too far,” Blake mutters with a sad look in his eyes. “Are we okay?” he asks, holding his hand out for me to take.


    Blake has been my best friend for almost eight years, so I decide that it’s better to forgive and forget, but I’ll still be keeping an eye on him for a while.


    “Yeah man, we’re cool,” I say, shaking his hand and pulling him in for a quick one armed hug.


    After we break apart, Blake looks a bit uncomfortable. He’s looking everywhere but at me and he’s rubbing the back of his neck with one hand while he pulls his cell phone out with the other.


    “Okay, well I have something I have to go do, so I guess I’ll just catch you later,” he mumbles and then practically bolts out of the locker room door.


    I shrug and rush through my shower, eager to spend the night with the most beautiful girl I’ve ever laid eyes on. I can’t wait to show her the surprise that I have for her. I should have just brought her back to the locker rooms with me, but it didn’t cross my mind until now, so I have to hurry and get back to my girl.


    After I’ve rushed through my shower, I walk out through the portal to the main floor and glance around, looking for Ada. I find a few people standing along the sides of the ring talking and the cleanup crew walking around, picking up trash, but I don’t see Ada anywhere. I start walking toward where she was seated and pull my cell phone out to call her. After the first ring I can hear a cell phone ringing by the cage, right where Ada was sitting.


    I start walking faster, feeling my mind start to panic. When I reach the ringing cell phone, I bend down to pick it up off the floor and see that it is Ada’s phone, lying right next to her purse. Something has to be seriously wrong because Ada wouldn’t just leave her things here.


    I unlock the screen on her phone and see that a text is open and what it says scares the shit out of me. ‘Boo’? Who the fuck is this person and what have they done with Ada?


    I start running around like a mad man, asking all of the people on the cleanup crew if they’ve seen Ada as I show them a picture of her on my cell phone. Every single one of them said they hadn’t seen her leave the stadium. I run outside and see her car is one of the only ones still actually parked in the large parking lot. While I’m running to her car, I call the police.


    “911- What is your emergency?” the operator asks.


    “My girlfriend has been kidnapped. I need police to the Desert Events Stadium right now!” I’m practically yelling as I run to Ada’s white Fiat to see if there is anything that will help me find her.


    “And when was the last time you saw her, sir?” the operator asks in the most calm fucking tone I’ve ever heard.


    “I saw her about half an hour ago,” I answer truthfully.


    “Sir, how can you be positive she was kidnapped?”


    “She’s been getting threatening text messages from an unknown number for a few months now. Detective Ronan Waters is still waiting on the phone company to release the information of the person the number belongs to. I just found her cell phone where she was sitting with a text that was sent to her a few minutes after I last saw her.”


    “Okay sir, I have police officers on their way to you right now. What is your girlfriend’s name?”


    “Ada Michaelson,” I stutter and run my fingers through my hair roughly, trying not to cry from the panic I feel in my heart. I’m so afraid that something has happened, or will happen to her, that I’m having a hard time putting coherent sentences together.


    A few minutes later, I hear sirens pulling into the stadium parking lot and I wave them over to me. They pull up and ask me question after question and I answer them as honestly as I can. Two officers put on plastic gloves and take Ada’s phone, pulling up the text messages and grimacing at a few of them. After they’ve radioed Ronan to come and assist on the case, they place her cell phone into a plastic bag as evidence. I’m so glad that she saved all of them for this reason, because when I find the asshole who took her, I will kill them.


    


    

  


  
    



    Chapter 27


    Ada


    I wake up groggy and sick to my stomach, most likely from the chloroform that was on the rag shoved over my nose. I close my eyes again and try so hard to get my aching stomach to settle down, but it has the opposite effect and I stiffly turn my head to the left to throw up violently. When I finish throwing up and get my breathing to settle down, I open my eyes to scan my surroundings.


    I’m lying on a stiff twin bed with no bedding on it set in the middle of the room, my sweater has been removed and my wrists and ankles are tied to the posts in each corner by rough rope that is chaffing my skin. The room is small, with white walls and what looks like clean tan carpet, except for the vomit that is now all over the floor. There is a window on either side of the bed with dark blue or possibly black curtains drawn over them. It looks like it could be light outside, but it’s very hard to tell what time of day it really is with the dark curtains.


    Every muscle in my body hurts and feels heavy, so I lay my head back on the bare mattress and close my eyes, focusing instead on the sounds around me. I can hear a soft thumping above me, so my guess would be that I’m in an apartment building and someone lives above this person.


    I can hear clanking outside the door of the room like someone is banging pots and pans together and there are muffled voices talking to each other. I can’t tell who it is because they are talking too quietly. I lay there, stiff and sick to my stomach for what seems like hours before someone comes into the room.


    I lift my head off the bed and see a person, I can’t tell if it’s a man or woman, in a thick black sweater, bulky sweatpants, and a black ski mask pulled over their face with sunglasses covering their eyes. They’re gloved hand is holding a plate of what looks like a grilled chicken breast and some mashed potatoes, but the smell of the chicken makes my stomach roll and I try to curl into a ball to stop the pain in my stomach, but it doesn’t work because I’m tied up.


    “I’m sorry masked kidnapper, I don’t want to insult you but the smell of that chicken is going to make me heave. That chloroform covered rag you shoved over my face upset my stomach something fierce. Do you have any saltines or something like that?” I ask with a weak voice, hoping this person doesn’t just beat the shit out of me.


    I’m actually waiting for them to say something so I can determine if it’s a man or woman and I can narrow down my options as to whom this person is, but they don’t say anything. They notice the vomit on the floor, shake their head, and walk out of the room. A few minutes later, they come back in with a handful of saltine crackers and shove one into my mouth roughly, causing me to gag.


    Now that this person is sitting on the bed next to me, I can see that they have a small body frame. It is most likely a woman or a shorter and smaller man, but I can’t be positive which. After I finish a few more crackers and they give me a sip of water through a straw, they put a small trash can next to the bed, I’m assuming it’s for if I throw up again. When they have their back turned to me and start moving toward the door, I decide to ask a question I’m sure they won’t answer.


    “Why are you doing this? What did I do to you that made you want to hurt me like this?” I whisper because my throat is still very dry. They stop and slowly turn to look at me. The look of fury I see in their body language scares me. I can see their stance change to a more authoritative one and two gloved hands clench tightly. They shake their head a few times and turn to the door, slamming it on their way out.


    Okay, well I certainly did something to piss this person off; I just don’t know what it could be. I try to think of shorter men that I know. Most of the men I work with are taller. What about women I know? Maybe it’s an ex girlfriend of Jay’s? No, it can’t be that because he hasn’t had a steady girlfriend since college. Maybe one of the girls I work with? Possibly Cassie, but I can’t see her doing something like this just because I’m dating Jay, could she? I try to think of other women but come up empty handed because I’m friends with all of girls in my department.


    I stop trying to focus on who took me and decide that I need to find a way out of here. My mouth isn’t gagged and there are people above us, so I prepare to scream as loud as I can. I take a giant inhale of breath and start to belt out a blood curdling scream, but get a shock to my throat which makes me instantly stop.


    What the fuck was that?


    I hear muffled laughs through the door before the masked asshole comes back in, holding a dry erase board with bold words scrawled in sloppy handwriting.


    You have a shock collar on


    Quit trying to scream


    Awesome- fucking awesome. I have on a shock collar. Who the hell is this person? This time before the kidnapper leaves, they walk up to me and throw a punch, connecting with the left side of my jaw. It hurts, but not too badly. There wasn’t a lot of power behind it, so I’m assuming this is a woman that doesn’t have to fight a lot. They turn and walk out the door again, shaking their fist out the whole way as if I hurt their hand.


    I throw my head back onto the mattress, wishing I was at home with Jay, wondering what he is doing right now, and also trying to figure out who the hell would want to hurt me.


    After lying in that uncomfortable bed for what seemed like five or six hours, someone finally comes in. This isn’t the same person that came in before; this one scares me a lot more. This person is a lot taller than the other one and has a much bigger build, probably a man. They are wearing the same outfit as the other, black sweat suit and a black ski mask over their face, also with a pair of sunglasses to cover their eyes. The only difference between the two is that this person wears white latex gloves that you would see at a doctor’s office instead of the thick black gloves that the other person is wearing.


    It’s obvious that these people and I know each other and their eyes would give them away, or they wouldn’t be wearing sunglasses. They start to move forward and it only takes three big, threatening steps for this person to reach the side of the bed and sit down next to me. They softly run their gloved fingers down the side of my shaking face, faking tenderness, before violently slapping me across the cheek. There is a lot of power behind the hit, and since the latex gloves are like a bare hand, the contact makes my eyes instantly water.


    “Who the fuck are you? What do you want from me?” I shakily whisper in their direction. All I get is a low menacing chuckle from this person and another swift smack across the cheek. I start to tell myself to be grateful that this is all the violence that these people are inflicting on me when psycho #2 appears in the doorway of the room with a silver serving tray that has at least five long cutting knives laid out on it.


    I feel my eyes widen and the panic start to invade my chest, but I can’t scream or I’ll get shocked again. All I can do is watch in horror and shake my head as psycho #1 sitting next to me picks the smallest of the knives and slowly lifts it toward my face.


    


    

  


  
    



    Chapter 28


    Jay


    Ada’s friend Ronan wasn’t too far behind the police officers who first showed up last night and I finally got to talk to him after he viewed the evidence with his partner.


    “You must be Jay, I’m Ronan. I’m a close friend of Elle and Ada’s,” he says, his arm outstretched for a handshake. I reach out and shake his hand when I really want to punch him, or anyone else around us. I don’t give a shit who any of these people are as long as they find Ada alive.


    “Hey Ronan,” I say with a slight nod of my head. “Ada said that you were working with her to find out who this person is. Do we have any idea yet?” I grit out, practically begging with him to have a positive answer for me, but I know better.


    “No Jay, I’m sorry. At this point I’m still waiting on the phone company, but I will put in an urgent request to get the information on this phone number as soon as I leave here. Don’t worry Jay, we’ll find her soon.”


    “Please hurry with this Ronan. The texts she’s been getting were bad enough, but to know that this person has her now and wants to hurt her scares the shit out of me. I need to get her back as soon as possible,” I am basically pleading with him.


    “I know Jay, I know how bad these texts have been and I’m going to do everything to get her back as soon as I possibly can.” He gives me a curt nod and then walks away to speak to the other police officers.


    I decide to go back to Elle’s house after I finish with the police to tell her what happened to Ada and see if she could think of anyone who might want to do this. After Elle falls to the floor, almost passing out from shock, I sit her on the couch and hold her while she sobs hysterically for at least ten minutes. I let out a few tears of my own, but try to hold it together because I don’t want to make things worse for Elle.


    “Jay, I have no clue who would want Ada! She is the sweetest person I know,” Elle says between sobs. I wrap my arms around her, trying to calm her down which is hard to do when I’m crying and panicking myself.


    Where the fuck is Blake? He should be here with us right now. Suddenly, Elle gasps and pulls back, her mascara streaked eyes looking up at me.


    “What about Rob? He’s the only person I can think of that would have a reason to be mad at Ada.”


    “I thought about that, too. He was at the fight tonight and I let the police know it so they said they would go to his house and question him. Ronan told me that he’d call me as soon as they were done talking to him.”


    “Did you tell Ro about Greg or Cassie?” Elle questions as she wipes the tears from her cheeks. Who?


    “Who the hell are Greg and Cassie?”


    “Ada never told you about the creeper nurse that works the day shift in the E.R. or the chick that’s pissed off at Ada because she’s dating you?” Elle’s brows pull together as she leans back to look at me.


    “No, she never said a word about either of them,” I mutter, trying not to get pissed that Ada didn’t tell me that there was a guy at her job that made her uncomfortable. I think she mentioned that one of the girls she worked with was a bit jealous that we were together, but Ada didn’t tell me that this chick was threatening her.


    “Ada was never worried about Greg, but he asked her out on almost a daily basis since he started working there. I’m guessing she never really took him seriously or she would have mentioned him to you. As for Cassie, Ada said she was just calling her names but that Ada wasn’t afraid of her and could kick her ass if needed,” Elle answers, trying to lighten the situation, but it doesn’t work because I’m getting more pissed by the second.


    A flash of a phone conversation I had with Ada about the woman who called her a bitch flies through my memory before I look back to Elle for more information.


    “Do you know this Greg guy’s last name?” I wonder.


    “No, Ada hasn’t told me a lot about him, other than he bugs her all the time about going on a date and she has to keep shooting him down,” she clarifies. I’ll have to remember to tell Ronan about both him and Cassie when he calls me.


    After two hours of pacing the house in the middle of the night, my cell phone rings with a number I don’t know; it must be Ronan. I answer on the first ring.


    “Hello.”


    “Hey Jay, it's Ronan. We just left Rob’s house and he’s clean. He told us that it was a coincidence that he ran into Ada. He had no clue she was going to be there and he was only there for work. He allowed us to look around his apartment and everything was clean. We don’t believe it was him,” the sound of defeat rings through his voice.


    “So, what’s the plan then? You guys have to be doing something else now, right?”


    “Slow down, Jay, yeah we have a few other people that she works with that we’re going to interview and then I’m going to call the phone company personally and get the info on the number.”


    “Are Greg and Cassie some of the people you are going to interview?”


    “Yes, Cassie is one of them, but who is Greg? Does he work with Ada?” Ronan asks.


    “Elle says that he works the day shift at the E.R. and that he’s been making Ada uncomfortable by hitting on her for a long time now. I don’t know his last name, but I would look into him.”


    “Okay, thanks Jay. We’ll definitely interview him and Cassie,” Ronan answers, but before he can tell me goodbye or hang up, someone else comes to mind as well.


    “Interview Blake Adams, too,” I say with conviction in my voice.


    “Who is Blake Adams?” Ronan asks.


    “He’s my roommate and he’s also been dating Elle, but he had made some harsh comments about Ada a few days ago and kind of freaked her out when she woke up the other day to find him at the end of her bed, watching her. He was also sitting next to her during the fight and completely disappeared before I found out she was missing.”


    I feel a bit bad even thinking that Blake could be a part of this, but he needs to be checked. I look over at Elle and see her eyes are the size of saucers and her hand is cupped over her mouth.


    “Dating Elle, huh.” There’s a slight pause before Ronan clears his throat and shifts his focus back to Ada. “Okay, I’ll check him out. Do you know where I can find him?”


    “No, not at the moment, I don’t. I tried to call him an hour or so ago, but he never answered,” I narrow my eyes and try to think about where he could be. I give Ronan our address and his phone number and he says that he’ll find Blake and question him along with the others.


    Now I’m pacing back and forth across Elle’s living room floor while she sits on the couch and blankly stares out the bay window. It has been fifteen hours since I last saw those beautiful different colored eyes, that gorgeous smile and that perfectly tiny little button nose.


    I have been doing nothing short of freaking out since I couldn’t find her last night. Why the hell was I stupid enough to think that she would be safe sitting there by herself? I should have brought her with me to the locker room, not left her sitting there like a neatly wrapped present for the kidnapper to snatch easily. How could I have been so stupid?


    Last night was supposed to be special for both Ada and me. I was going to ask her to move in with me. I had already talked to my dad about having a house built for us and I would use the life insurance money I got when my mom died to pay it off completely. We are supposed to boarding a plane in a few hours for Omaha to visit her sister’s grave. Shit! I completely forgot to call her mom and tell her what happened to Ada. I bet she’s freaking out.


    “Hey Elle,” I mutter through a scratchy voice and watch as she shifts her puffy red eyes from the bay window to me. “Do you know Ada’s mom’s number so I can let her know what happened? Maybe she’ll have some answers.”


    “Uh, yeah I have her number, but I don’t think she’ll be able to give us any information. Ada and her mom don’t get along too well.” Elle shrugs before picking up her cell phone and then spouting off the number. I dial it and after the third ring, a woman’s raspy voice answers the phone.


    “Hello.”


    “Hi, is this Dawn?” I ask in a soft voice.


    “Yeah, who is this?” she bites back.


    “Hi Dawn, my name is Jay Hunt and I’m dating your daughter Ada.” I stop talking after I hear her huff.


    “You’re dating Ada?” she says in an incredulous voice.


    “Yes ma’am I am,” I reply, my manners taking over for me.


    “Well is she ready to go on our fun family vacation to Omaha today?” Bitterness drips from her tone.


    “I don’t want to alarm you ma’am, but Ada was kidnapped last night and the police haven’t found her yet,” I choke through the tears threatening to fall once again, sadness rolling through my voice. What she says next floors me.


    “Huh.” That’s it. Dawn doesn’t panic, she doesn’t scream; just “Huh”.


    “Ma’am the police are looking for her and we’re trying everything we can to get her back safely.” She doesn’t even ask me what the police are doing to find her. Then she royally pisses me off by asking the stupidest, most offensive question ever asked.


    “Why the fuck would you date that disaster of a daughter of mine?”


    “Excuse me?” I can’t say anything else. It doesn’t terrify her that someone has taken her daughter and could possibly have killed her, but she is genuinely curious as to why I would want to date Ada.


    “That girl is a disappointment and everyone should just stay away from her. She walked away from the only good thing she had when she divorced Rob. No offense to you, but that boy was good for her. No one should have loved her after what happened with her beautiful sister, but he was sweet enough to take on that train wreck,” she says, letting out a bitter laugh at the end. I’m fuming before she even finishes.


    “That disaster daughter of yours is one of the kindest people I’ve ever met and her asshole ex-husband cheated on her; she had every right to leave that piece of shit. I’m sorry about what happened with Ivy, I really am, but I’m surprised that Ada came out of that situation as a kind and caring person at all when she had a bitch mother who blames her for something that wasn’t her fault.”


    Dawn seems to be stunned into silence, so I decide to speak up again while I have her attention.


    “What gives you the fucking right to be angry with Ada for what happened with Ivy? If it was you in Ada’s place when it happened I’m positive that Ada wouldn’t be treating you like you were a piece of shit that had let her daughter die. She would try to comfort you and grieve with you; I just wish you would have given her the same courtesy, you bitch,” I growl and hang up on her. I‘m so pissed that I really need to hit something.


    


    

  


  
    



    Chapter 29


    Ada


    I’m whimpering and leaning into the stiff mattress as the person sitting next to me is lightly running the edge of the knife in their hand up the side of my cheek. I’m trying so hard not to cry, but I’m terrified that I’m not going to make it out of this situation alive and I have a feeling these people aren’t going to want that either. I’m slowly pulling my face away from the blade of the knife, but that causes whoever this is to trail it down to my neck, adding pressure as they move it down.


    “No, please don’t do this,” I whisper with tears filling my eyes as psycho #1 lifts the neck of my tank top away from my chest. They take the knife and cut straight down my white tank top, splitting it open and exposing my white lace bra.


    “Yeah I remember saying that to you, too” the person with the knife whispers, almost inaudibly. From the deep rumble of the voice, it must be a man.


    So I have a man holding a knife to my throat and probably a woman in the background holding a tray of knives. Then I glance at the tray again, finally noticing the designs on the silver platter. I stop crying and lift my head up just barely, despite the knife now pressing into my jugular.


    I know that tray.


    I shift my eyes from the tray to the person holding it, and then to the person with a knife at my throat and it suddenly clicks that I know who these people are.


    “I know who you are. Why would you do this?” I say quietly, my eyes filling with tears again. When the person next to me slowly takes off the sunglasses and ski mask, it just confirms the identity I knew would be next to me.


    “Very good, Ada,” he says before cocking his fist back and punching me in the side of the head, connecting with my temple and instantly knocking me out cold.


    


    

  


  
    



    Chapter 30


    Jay


    The sun has gone down again and I still haven’t heard anything from Ronan about tracing the phone number to anyone. Ada’s been missing for over 24 hours and I’ve worn a hole into Elle’s living room floor, pacing with worry.


    I keep trying not to let myself think about the terrible things that could be happening to her, but it’s becoming harder by the minute to think that the police will find her unharmed, or even alive for that matter. I took a criminal justice class in college and I know the statistics of finding a victim alive after a certain amount of time, so I become more terrified of the situation by the second.


    A shiver runs through me and I offer to make another pot of coffee for Elle and me so that I can try to stop my thoughts from straying to that place. Elle nods and I head to the kitchen to start a pot. As soon as I hit the button for the machine to start brewing, the front door swings open harshly, the knob slamming into the entry way wall.


    I rush around the island and out of the kitchen to see who is in the hallway, hoping it’s Ada but instead I find Blake, pissed off and wet from the unexpected downpour of rain that started Friday night and hasn’t stopped, like the sky is crying for Ada as well.


    “What the fuck Jay? You had the police question me about Ada? I didn’t even know she was missing!” Blake yells. His voice is rough like he could sob at any moment.


    “I’m sorry Blake, but you were the last person to see her before you came to the locker room with me,” I yell back, really wanting to tell him that I had the police question him because he was getting a bit clingy on Ada and it was freaking me out.


    “So Ada was taken after the fight Friday night?” Blake mumbles. He breaks eye contact and shoves his hands across his short hair before he looks back up to me. I can only nod and look to the ground.


    Every time I think of Ada being taken by someone, my blood boils and I start to shake, whether it’s from anger or fear I’m not sure, but I would bet it was both. I’m angry at myself for leaving her in the stadium by herself and terrified that something has happened to her.


    “Have the police given you any ideas as to who it could be?” he asks, starting to walk toward Elle who is still curled up on the couch and wrapped in a blanket.


    “No, they won’t tell me shit. I keep calling Ronan, but he’s now ignoring my calls. I just want some god damned answers. I’m freaking the fuck out here,” I state, my voice growing louder by the second to try and hide the fear inside of me. After Blake gives Elle a hug and a kiss on the forehead, he stands up and makes his way back to me. Then it comes back to me, this is the first time I’ve seen Blake since just after I won.


    “Where the fuck have you been, man? You totally disappeared after the fight.”


    Blake looks nervous; he’s shifting his feet and looking everywhere but at me, making me suspicious. After a few seconds with no answer, I decide to ask Blake again.


    “Answer me Blake, where the fuck have you been?” he looks over at Elle, who is now eyeing Blake suspiciously as well, but still doesn’t answer me. It is pissing me off that he’s avoiding a very important question and I lose my patience. I grab him by the front of his still wet black t-shirt and throw his body against the entry way wall. Elle gasps and jumps off the couch, but I am so focused on Blake that I don’t notice her walking cautiously over to us.


    “Blake you’d better tell me where the fuck you’ve been for the past day, right now!” I yell. My grip on his shirt is so strong that his prying hands can’t loosen mine.


    “Jesus Christ Jay, lay off me man. I’ve already been questioned and cleared by the cops, why do you need a play by play of what I do with my time?” Blake huffs. He’s looking at me like he has no idea why I’m freaking out on him.


    “Damn it, Blake. Why can’t you just tell me where the fuck you’ve been?” I’m pissed he won’t answer me, but also scared about what he’s going to say when he does. Blake sighs loudly, shifting his eyes between Elle and me and then somberly nods.


    “Fine, I’ll tell you where I’ve been.” Just as soon as Blake opens his mouth to tell us, my cell phone rings. I drop the hold I have on Blake and pull my cell phone out of the pocket of my jeans. It’s Ronan. All of the sudden I’m anxious to answer it and even more anxious to not. I’m afraid of the news that could be on the other end of this phone. I run my fingers through my hair and answer the call.


    


    

  


  
    



    Chapter 31


    Ada


    When I finally come to again, it looks dark outside, but the curtains make it difficult to say for sure what time of day it is. I’m in the room alone, still tied up and I have what looks like dried vomit down the front of my chest and white bra. I must have thrown up while I was unconscious.


    I glance at my arms, looking for deep wounds from the knives that they had, but only see a few nicks and cuts, nothing deep enough to worry about. At least I hope they aren’t. It’s dark enough in here that I can’t really tell how badly I’m bleeding.


    The doorknob turns and someone walks in, flipping on the light and making me wince. When my eyes can finally focus, I look up and see a woman standing in the doorway.


    “Why are you doing this to me, Millie?” I whisper. She smiles and her face looks menacing as she saunters her way toward the bed. I didn’t think her pretty face could ever look threatening, but at this moment, it does.


    “Because you are the bitch that broke my fiancé’s heart and I’ll kill anyone that gets in the way of my fiancé’s happiness.” I am so confused and terrified at the same time. I’m out of Rob’s life, why would she want me around anyway? I have to ask.


    “Millie, I left Rob so that you two could be together. Why are you attacking me now?”


    “Well,” she says walking toward me slowly and dragging a wooden baseball bat behind her. “I did it because after you left Rob, he was a mess. He broke up with me because he wanted to focus on getting you back and that’s when I started watching you. I was pissed that he had chosen you over me, and I wanted revenge.” She stops at the side of the bed, the bat still behind her and her knuckles turning white against the tan wood as she continues her rant.


    “Then you finalized the divorce and Rob completely fell apart. I started sending you the texts to see if you would realize how badly you screwed up and go back to him because I didn’t want to see him in pain. When he came back to me a few weeks later, I told him how upset I was that he chose you over me and that I’d been sending text messages to you. He was so thrilled that I had been threatening you that we came up with this little plan to kidnap, torture, and then kill you because you’re a horrible bitch that deserves all the pain in the world.”


    “But I don’t understand why you two wouldn’t just want to be happy together? Why bring me back into this and then have to face prison, because you two are most definitely going to prison, you know that right?” I question quietly.


    There’s a flash of confusion and sadness on Millie’s face, but she recovers quickly and then brings the bat over her head. My eyes go wide and I try to curl my body together, but there’s no point because my limbs are all connected to the bed posts by pieces of rough rope. She hammers it down, hitting me right below my breasts in the ribs. I howl out in pain, only to get a shock from the dog collar around my neck. Tears are streaming down my face and pain is shooting through my ribs. A few of them are more than likely broken.


    “You know you stupid whore I wouldn’t have had to do this if you would have come back to Rob instead of sleeping with that fighter. Don’t get me wrong, he’s really hot, but you shouldn’t have hurt Rob like that.” She’s sticking up for him? He must have a strong hold on Millie for her to defend Rob’s plot to kill me, or even defend him for wanting me instead of her. She narrows her eyes at me and then continues her rant.


    “Don’t you worry about us going to prison because Rob was already questioned by the police last night and he told them that he saw you at the fight, but that was it. And tonight, after we kill you, we’re going to bury you in the desert where no one will find you before you get eaten by a mountain lion or coyote. We’re cleared and then Rob and I can live happily ever after without you roaming this Earth and making us miserable.” She sneers at me like I’m the scum on the bottom of her shoes.


    After a few seconds of trying to reign in my tears from excruciating pain searing through me, Rob decides to walk into the room. He saunters over to Millie who has a smile that says she obeyed and an equally chilling smile breaks across Rob’s face as he leans forward and places a long and lingering kiss on her lips. These assholes are trying to rub it in my face that they are together when I couldn’t care any less.


    I lay my head back onto the mattress and focus on breathing in small breaths so that my ribs won’t hurt as much. Finally, Rob breaks the kiss and looks at me with a smirk on his face.


    “How does it feel to watch someone you love with someone else, Adelaide?” he scoffs.


    “Rob, I don’t give a shit that you and Millie are together. It was a shock to me when you came into the hospital with her while we were still married, but we’ve been divorced for over two months now. I’m over it.” I croak, feeling powerful with my words, but then the power fades when Rob takes the bat from Millie’s hands and wields it over his head. He slams it down across my shins and I scream when I feel my left tibia break, receiving another electric shock to my throat from the collar.


    “Why couldn’t you just want me back Adelaide? That’s all I wanted from you! I wanted you to care!”


    It takes a few minutes to calm my erratic breathing, but when I get it evened out I open my eyes, which are leaking with constant with tears, to see a blurry Rob and Millie smirking at each other like they’re enjoying some private joke. I inhale slowly and try to stop my quivering lip before I speak to them again, trying to show them that they haven’t broken me.


    “So you two have been following me for the past two months then?” I mumble through my silent sobs, trying to get a perfect understanding of the situation before they kill me.


    “Yes, Adelaide we have. The best part is that Millie works at the hospital as well. She’s a receptionist at the gynecology office a few floors down from you and has a badge that get’s her most places in the hospital, so we could get into the E.R. and keep tabs on you easily. You’re little friend Brittany is a nurse at Millie’s office and she was more than willing to give her your new phone number when you changed it. Millie told her that you two were friends and she didn’t get your new number after you changed it. Brittany was more than happy to give it to her. She was even sweet enough to invite Millie to the barbeque your douche boyfriend had at his house,” Rob sounds like he’s full of pride as he tells me the different ways that they’ve been stalking me.


    “So, instead of the two of you just being happy and moving on with your lives, you decided to kidnap and torture me to death. Is this your idea of a fun Friday night activity? Are you having a nice date night tonight?”


    “Well, it’s late Saturday night, actually. You haven’t been a very fun guest because you’ve been passed out or throwing up on Millie’s carpet the whole time. But you can bank on the fact that we’re going to torture and then kill you in about twenty five minutes or so,” Rob responds, looking at his watch and then trailing his eyes back to me, the wicked smile on his face makes my stomach turn.


    “What’s in twenty five minutes? Why not just kill me now and get it over with?” I fume, suddenly feeling very run down and ready for this to be over. I’m not sure why Rob is waiting to do this.


    “Well, in twenty five minutes it will officially be Sunday, and you remember what Sunday is, don’t you Adelaide?” his smile gets bigger as he tilts his head to the side. I furrow my brow and slowly shake my head, trying to figure out what he is getting at when it hits me like a sack of bricks to my chest.


    “Oh my God,” I whisper in a breathy tone. “You’re going to kill me on the same day that Ivy died.” My eyes blur again and tears stream down my face. I turn my gaze back to Rob and Millie who both have an evil smirk plastered on their faces.


    “What the fuck is wrong with you Rob? Why the hell would you choose to do it on that day and not just get it over with now, you heartless bastard?”


    “Because Adelaide, it makes for a sweet family story, losing both daughters on the same day only thirteen years apart. Plus, your mom will be forced to think of you too, and we both know how much of a bitch your mother is,” Rob scowls. He turns around and starts leading Millie out of the room but turns around when his body is in the door frame.


    “See you in a few Adelaide. I promise to make it slow and painful, like the pain you inflicted when you left me.” Then he shuts the door quietly, leaving me broken in more than one way.


    I lie in the dark, taking slow and short breaths because the pain in my chest and my leg are almost unbearable. As tears run down my cheeks, I think of all of the people I love and how I wish I could tell them goodbye.


    Elle will be heartbroken when she finds out I’m never coming home. My mom might be forced to care, but it’s doubtful. Then I wonder how Jay will take the news that I’ve died. Will he be sad? I close my eyes and picture him one last time. I see his dark brown eyes staring at me, his brown hair that’s long enough to hold onto as we make love, his gorgeous body, ripped in all the right places, and those tattoos that take up space on his massive arms and chest. I loved tracing them while we lay in bed together. I wonder if he knows how much I really loved him. I wish I could tell him one last time.


    I must have been contemplating these thoughts longer than I thought I was because Rob comes walking back into the room, alone. He has on some yellow rubber kitchen gloves and a white rain jacket on; a rain jacket that I bought for him right after we got married. I laugh internally when I realize that the first time I’ve ever seen him wearing this jacket is when he’s about to kill me. Peachy.


    “Let the fun begin. I hope you’re ready Adelaide,” Rob sneers before an evil chuckle escapes his lips, and because I know I’m going to die and I’ve given up the idea that pleading with him will change his mind, I give him a snarky answer.


    “Yep, let’s do this shit.”


    Rob cuts his chuckle short and glares at me telling me he doesn’t think it’s funny that I’ve just given up. Instead of adding threatening comments to his monologue, Rob reaches into the front pocket of his jeans and pulls out a cigar. After popping it into his mouth and holding the tip with his teeth, he reaches into the other pocket and pulls out a lighter.


    As soon as the cigar is lit and the lighter is tucked back into his pocket, he reaches behind him and pulls a long and sharp knife from his back pocket. When he places the knife on the bed by my right thigh I narrow my eyes at him, wondering what the hell his angle is.


    “You don’t smoke,” I comment, trying to shift our focus from the knife by my leg that will more than likely be used to kill me.


    “Oh, but I do on special occasions Adelaide; and this is a very special occasion.” He takes a few deep puffs before letting out a plume of smoke toward my face. Just as I’m getting bored with his hastiness, Rob leans forward and digs the glowing tip into the right side of my stomach, just above my belly button. My hands ball into fists and I try to pull my stomach away from the cigar to no avail.


    The movement sends a shot of pain from my ribs and also makes Rob dig the cigar in deeper. I yelp, but am cautious of doing more because the shocks of the dog collar hurt like hell. With tears running down my face, I open my eyes and look at the monster I was once married to.


    “You bastard, why do you think this is going to make things easier for you? Just kill me and get it over with, please.” I say through gritted teeth as I cringe at the pain. I mentally pray that Ivy will be here with me to keep me strong while they torture me, because I won’t last much longer on my own. He picks the cigar up off of my stomach and, after using his tip cutter to chop off the end with pieces of my skin seared into it, uses the lighter to light it once more.


    “I love it when you beg, Adelaide, but I refuse to make things easier on you. Not after all of the torture you’ve put me through in the past five months. I’ve had to watch you act like you’re better off without me. Had to watch you get a new boyfriend and rub it in my face that you were fucking him. Had to watch you wipe me from your memory completely, do you know how deeply it hurt when I saw those things?” Rob grunts, spitting out the word boyfriend like it’s acid on his tongue.


    “Make things easier on me?” I squeak, trying to keep my voice low enough that I won’t set the collar off once again. “Do you know what it felt like to walk into a hospital room and see my husband with another woman? The same person that I had been trying to start a family with and had put plans forward to build a home with was engaged to another woman while still pretending to be happily married to me. How long had you been cheating on me while we were married, Rob?” I ask, genuinely curious and since I know he wants to rub salt into the wound, he’ll tell me the truth.


    “From the second I met you there was always someone else, Adelaide. I never worked in the office past six at night. I went to strip clubs with my friends, or picked up other women at bars, but it was always good for business when I could show off that I had a loving wife at home. That’s the only reason I married you.” I nod, realizing his admission stings a bit, but not as bad as I thought it would. I lightly clear my throat and let my eyes connect with his before I speak.


    “That’s okay. You were lousy in the sack anyway. My vibrator gave me more pleasure than you did in the two years we were together. And now I have a real man that satisfies my every need. I thank God every single day that I never had a baby with you, you scum sucking low life.” I smirk through my tears, watching his face turn dark before he leans forward and puts the red cherry of his cigar out on the apple of my right cheek.


    I whimper trying to keep my lips closed as I do. As soon as he pulls the cigar off my face, I hear a loud clamber in the front of the apartment. At first I think that Millie must have just dropped something, but then I hear her high pitched scream and men yelling.


    Rob turns his focus back to me and picks up the knife, his eyes wide and fearful as the bedroom door flies open and two men with guns rush through screaming at Rob to get on the ground.


    Rob reluctantly obeys their command, dropping the cigar and the knife before lowering his body to the ground. After the police officers enter and handcuff him, one of the men approaches me and cuts the ties on my hands and feet before cutting the dog collar off of my neck.


    I try to sit up, but my ribs scream at my every movement. The police officer tells me to lie back down on the bed until the EMT comes in with a stretcher. I obey immediately, knowing the routine from the years of working in the E.R.


    It takes about ten minutes to get Rob and Millie out of the apartment and get a stretcher in the room for me. After the EMT’s come in and get me strapped to the stretcher, I see someone making their way over to my side. Through the tears still swamping my eyes I can barely see Ronan standing over me, looking at my cuts, burns and bruises with sadness in his eyes.


    “I’m so sorry this happened to you baby girl. As soon as Jay called and told us that you had been taken I called the phone company, screaming at them to pull the information and after lots of yelling and waiting, we found out that the phone number belonged to Millie. We got here as fast as we could, it just wasn’t fast enough,” Ronan mutters, reaching out and grasping my hand softly. I squeeze his hand and smile at him.


    “Ro, they were planning on killing me, so I’d say you got here in just the nick of time,” my smile growing when Ronan’s lips turn up.


    “Well, I will call Jay on our way to the hospital and tell him that we found you. He’s been driving me crazy, calling me every ten minutes like he’s a high school girl with a crush on me.” Ronan rolls his eyes and smirks when I let out a small giggle which causes me to wince. He gives me a sympathetic smile and lightly squeezes my hand.


    “Is it okay if I ride with you in the ambulance so you can give me your statement?” I nod, more than ready to get out of this apartment and back to Jay.


    


    

  


  
    



    Chapter 32


    Jay


    Elle, Blake and I are all piled into my Jeep as we fly to Desert Regional Hospital, to Ada. I’m driving well over the speed limit and may have run a few red lights, but I need to get to the girl I love and make sure that she’s okay.


    I’m scared about what I’m going to see when we make it to her room, but I can’t think about those things now. She’s alive and in the hospital so I just have to focus on being with Ada.


    We pull into a parking spot outside of the emergency room and the three of us sprint out of the Jeep toward the large building. When we make it inside, we are met by an older woman with a white beehive piled on her head and her hand outstretched, telling us to stop where we are.


    “Hold it, who are you looking for?” beehive asks.


    “Ada Michaelson, she was just brought here about ten minutes ago,” I say breathlessly. After a few seconds of typing on her computer, beehive looks back to us.


    “She’s on the third floor, room 317, but she can only have one visitor at a time right now. There is a waiting room down the hall from her room where two of you can wait,” beehive tells us, but all three of us basically tuned her out and ran to the elevators as soon as she told us the room number. I know I should let Elle go see her first because that’s her best friend, but I can’t offer her that because I have to see Ada and make sure she’s okay.


    Before the elevator doors open on the third floor, Elle grabs my forearm and smiles solemnly.


    “You go see her first lover boy, but don’t take too long or I’ll come in there and kick your ass myself,” she giggles when I reach out and pull her into a tight hug and kiss the top of her head.


    “Thanks Elle, I promise I won’t take too long,” I say, knowing that I’ve already broken my promise to Elle before I’ve even made it in to see Ada. I’ll never leave Ada’s side again.


    I sprint down the hall and notice that the door to room 317 is closed. I take a deep breath and I’m about to knock lightly when an older nurse wearing pink scrubs walking swiftly down the hall meets me next to the door.


    “You must be Jay,” she smiles.


    “Yes, ma’am I am Jay,” I furrow my brow, but then remember that Ada works here and she’s probably told a few of the nurses about me. She holds her hand out and I grab it softly, shaking it and smiling back at her.


    “My name is Carla. I’m friends with Ada. She’s going to be okay, but I just gave her some medication that might make her sleepy so you may only have about ten or so minutes before they start taking effect. Just be careful with her, she has a few broken bones and lots of bruises, but she’ll be okay.” I frown, wondering what these sick fucks have done to my beautiful girl. I nod and open the door to make my way toward Ada, but turn around when Carla calls my name again.


    “By the way, Jay, congratulations,” she smiles and walks away. Now I’m really confused. Why the hell is she congratulating me?


    When I walk into the room, I see Ada’s tiny body barely filling the hospital bed. The bed is slightly tilted up so her upper body is a bit propped, she has on a worn blue hospital gown and she has a light blue blanket draped over her right leg. Her left leg is on top of the blankets and banded in a temporary cast with pillows underneath to prop it up. There is a large square bandage on her right cheek and her right eye is swollen and purple.


    I look to her face and see a set of dull eyes, one blue, and one green which is now outlined in dark purple, are staring at me. There is a small smile on her lips that tears at my heart. I try my best to compose myself before I take a seat in the chair that is next to her bed and reach out to lightly run my fingers through her golden hair.


    “Hey bunches,” I say quietly, barely managing to keep my emotions in check.


    “Hey bear, I missed you,” Ada whispers, a tear sliding down her cheek and soaking into her gauze bandage.


    “Don’t cry baby, you’re safe. Jesus Ada, you’ll never know how sorry I am that I didn’t just have you come to the locker room with me. You would have never been taken if you would have come with me,” I shake my head slowly, still pissed at myself for being so stupid.


    Ada’s right hand reaches out, searching for mine. When I grab her hand, I notice that she has deep red marks around her wrist and I have to fight to keep from growling. She barely squeezes my hand and smiles softly.


    “Shut up, Jay. Neither of us thought something would happen to me there, and even if it wouldn’t have happened that night, they were so determined to kill me that it would have happened another time. I’m just glad it’s over with and we’re okay.” I smile with her, but then purse my lips together, confused by what she just said.


    “We’re okay? Who’s we?” I ask, watching her face flash with both excitement and nervousness.


    “Well, I don’t know how you’re going to take this news so I’ll just come out and say it,” she mutters and takes a short breath, wincing while she does. “I’m eight weeks pregnant Jay. That’s why I’ve been throwing up lately. I don’t know how it happened but we’re going to have a baby,” she whispers, eyeing me and waiting for my reaction before she reacts herself.


    My mind goes blank and I’m sure my jaw is on the floor. I wasn’t planning on ever having kids, but I’ve never found someone that I’ve been in love with before Ada, either. I automatically get a flash of my future, a little brunette boy with different colored eyes playing football in the backyard, laughing while Ada and I chase him around, the three of us laughing; a happy family.


    Then I think back to the day we had Ada and her friends over for the barbeque. I forgot to put a condom on when I was with her that day and that must be when she got pregnant. We’ve been very careful every other time we’ve been together. I look back to Ada and must have a look of hesitancy on my face because Ada gently clears her throat and quickly starts stuttering.


    “J-Jay, I know we didn’t plan this and I’m just as shocked as you are, honestly. I thought we were always careful, but don’t think that I’m forcing you to do this with me. I totally understand if you don’t want-“ I don’t let her finish her sentence. I lightly put my fingers over her lips to silence her and smile.


    “Ada, shut up. I’m beyond happy to be having a baby with you,” I chuckle and lean down to softly kiss her lips. Our kiss deepens just a bit, but I feel her body jump when she takes a deep breath, so I break the kiss and decide to talk to her instead.


    “Are you excited to have a baby?” I ask her, wondering if she really wants this or not. She smiles brightly and places her left hand, which has an IV in it, gently over her lower stomach.


    “Yes. I’m beyond thrilled to be a mom. I have always wanted to have kids and have a house covered in art projects and mud, but after I got divorced, it seemed like it would never happen for me. I thought it would take forever, if at all, for me to find someone I loved and start a family. I guess it happened a lot sooner than I thought it would have.” I smile and can’t resist leaning back down and softly kissing her again.


    After a few minutes of talking about how excited we are to be parents I decide to ask her what’s broken. I don’t want to know about who did this and what they did to her right now because I’m still too raw and might go ape shit on whoever it was. Getting myself kicked out of the hospital while she’s still here would not be a good idea.


    “So what’s the damage Rocky?” I whisper, rubbing the red ring around her wrist and noticing that she has one on her other wrist. Then I note that she’s taking short breaths and trying to calm the tears forming in her eyes before answering me.


    “Well, I have two broken ribs, my left shin bone is broken but they have to put a plate in it to set it back in place before they can cast it, six cuts that were deep enough to need stitches but only one of them needing more than fifteen, and a few burns that will turn into nasty scars. The doctor said that the plastic surgeon will be in tomorrow to look at them and see if the scars can be reduced at all,” she shrugs. I point to the bandage on her cheek.


    “Is this one of the burns?” I ask. She nods, but is having a hard time keeping her eyes open. The medication must be working. I kiss her lips one last time before speaking again.


    “Why don’t you get some sleep, baby? I’ll be right here when you wake up, I promise,” I say, rubbing my thumb across her knuckles as softly as I can. She nods and turns her head toward me, but her eyes are closed.


    “I love you, Jay,” she mumbles.


    “I love you too, Ada. So much,” I reply, but she must be asleep because I get no response. After a few minutes when I know for sure that she’s asleep, I pull the blanket down and push her hospital gown to the side. I look at her beautiful flat stomach, which is covered in dark bruises from just under her breasts down to her belly button and has another large gauze bandage covering her skin just to the right of her belly button.


    Her sunflower tattoo looks like it was cut in half and now has stitches running through the center of the flower.


    I immediately get pissed off that someone could be so brutal to such a small woman, but even with all of the bruises, I lean forward and stare at her stomach with awe. Ada is carrying a piece of me in there. A huge smile breaks out across my face as I lean in and place small butterfly kisses across her tiny waist.


    A few minutes later, Elle appears in the doorway scowling at me.


    “I thought I told you to hurry it up, Hunt. Now you leave me no choice but to kick your ass,” she smiles.


    “I’m sorry Elle, I must have lost track of time. How did you get in here without getting your head chopped off? The nurses here are brutal when it comes to the rules,” or so Ada’s told me. Elle smiles and starts walking closer to Ada.


    “Ada and I have gone out with Carla and a few of the other girls here a couple times. We’re all pretty close,” she smirks and shrugs one shoulder.


    “Close enough that she told you how Ada’s doing?” I cock my head to the side and smile. Elle shakes her head and then stops at the end of the bed, picking up Ada’s chart to scan it. After a few seconds Elle’s eyes shoot up to mine and my smile gets bigger. Elle drops the chart at the foot of the bed and rushes toward me, throwing her arms around my neck. I stand up and hug Elle back, beyond excited that she’s happy with this news.


    “Congratulations Jay! How did Ada take it?” she asks, letting go of my neck and grimacing at the thought of Ada being upset.


    “She was smiling when she told me about it, but then tried to tell me that I don’t have to stay with her if I don’t want to take on the responsibility,” I look back to Ada and shake my head at her thinking that I would ever do that.


    “You’re going to stay and help her, aren’t you?” I shoot my gaze over at Elle, wondering why she would think otherwise. I thought I’ve made it very apparent that I’m in love with Ada.


    “Of course I am. The night she was taken I was going to surprise her by showing her the plans to the house I’m having my dad build for us. I was going to have her make sure that everything was what she was looking for and then I was going to finalize them and get the house built. I know you’ll be sad that she might move away, but there are empty lots by your place and we can build a house that’s only a few blocks away from you. We’ll be over all the time.”


    Elle’s smile is so big it actually looks a bit scary, and then she squeals and jumps up to wrap her arms around my neck again.


    “Yay! I get to be Aunt Ellie and I get my house back to myself,” she whisper yells in excitement, trying not to disturb Ada while she sleeps. I pull back and smile, but my brows are pushed together, wondering why she would want Ada to move out.


    “Oh come on Jay. You know I love having Ada live with me and I would do anything under the sun for that girl,” Elle points at Ada as she explains this to me. “But since you two got together I haven’t gotten one good night of sleep on the weekends. You two are so freaking loud while you’re going at it that it keeps me awake. You need to learn to speed the process up a bit, dude,” she jokes and then lightly slaps my abs.


    I laugh and shake my head a bit.


    “Well it’s a good thing that I’m having a house built for us then, because I think Ada would beat the shit out of me if I tried to speed up the process.” I laugh a little louder when Elle starts shaking her hands in front of her and grimaces.


    “I don’t need to hear that, I just want to make sure my girl is okay you pervert,” she says, going back to Ada’s chart. I decide to give Elle a minute and run down to the cafeteria to grab some coffee. On my way out I see Blake still sitting in the waiting room, texting on his cell phone. He spots me and jumps out of his chair, walking with me.


    “Is Ada okay?” he asks, true concern in his voice.


    “Yeah, she’s pretty beaten up and has some broken bones, but for the most part she’s okay.” Just thinking of how my girl looks in that hospital bed is enough to piss me off all over again. I ball my hands into fists and then have to flex them open and closed because they are starting to go numb.


    “Good to hear,” Blake says, nodding before silence falls over us again while we enter the cafeteria. After we have each bought a coffee and we’re making our way back to the elevators, I decide to ask the unanswered question from before we found out that Ada was alive.


    “Blake, where were you when Ada went missing?” I look at him and watch his gaze drop to the floor. He clears his throat and looks back up to me, a look of uncertainty in his eyes.


    “Well, I didn’t want to say this in front of Elle, but it’s just as hard to say to you because you guys are all friends.” Blake takes a deep breath and blurts his answer out.


    “I’ve been seeing another girl behind Elle’s back; actually a couple of different girls. I know that Elle and Ada are best friends and I don’t want either of them to hate me. I really like Elle and I want to keep seeing her but I don’t think I’m ready to be in a committed relationship with her yet.”


    I let out the breath I didn’t realize I was holding in one giant puff of air.


    “That was it?” I ask, my voice bouncing off the walls of the hospital hallway. “Jesus Blake, I thought you were in on Ada’s kidnapping for Christ’s sake! I’m your best friend; why the fuck would you keep that from me?” Blake shrugs and thinks about his answer before he gives it.


    “I don’t know. I was afraid that you were going to slip and say something to Ada and she’d tell Elle. I really do like Elle and I really like sleeping with her, but I just feel like I should date a bit longer before I commit to just one girl. I mean, look at you,” Blake says pointing at me and smirking.


    “What the fuck is that supposed to mean? What’s wrong with me?” I scoff.


    “Nothing’s wrong with you, you’re just pussy whipped now. You have your head so far up Ada’s ass I don’ t know where she stops and you begin,” Blake says quickly and then takes a tentative step away from me to make sure he’s out of reach of my fist.


    “I’m not pussy whipped I’m just in love, you asshole. And if you don’t like what I look like now, you might want to stay away from me from here on out then,” I smile and take another sip of my coffee.


    “Why? What’s going on now?” Blake asks, his face falling blank.


    “Ada’s eight weeks pregnant. I’m going to be a dad, Blake,” I say, feeling my entire body light up with excitement at the thought. I didn’t think I would ever want to become a father, but I’m ecstatic.


    “Holy shit Jay. I take it from the smile on your face that you’re happy about this?” I break out a huge smile and nod a little too enthusiastically.


    “Well then I’m happy for you brother,” Blake smiles and holds his hand out for me to shake. I take it and pull him in for a man hug before we hop onto the elevator and I make my way back to the mother of my child.


    I walk back into Ada’s room and Elle is softly playing with Ada’s hair. I tell Elle to take my Jeep home and get some sleep. She agrees and grabs my keys out of my hand, along with my almost full cup of coffee. She takes a giant gulp and hands it back to me before hugging me and leaving the room with Blake.


    I sit down in the chair next to Ada’s bed and just look at her. Even though she’s badly bruised in many different spots, she’s still the most beautiful thing I’ve ever seen and now that I have her back, I plan on telling her just how beautiful she is every single day for the rest of my life.


    


    

  


  
    



    Chapter 33


    Ada


    I wake a few hours after I last saw the clock and slowly look around the room, only to find Jay curled up in a ball in the tiny fold out bed that is built into the now sunny window ledge. I smirk, knowing that when he wakes up he’s going to be stiff everywhere. Even I can’t lie on those things comfortably and I’m so much smaller than he is.


    I lie still in my bed assessing my injuries. My ribs hurt like hell and even attempting to move my leg is impossible. I slowly turn my head toward the door when I see Carla come in to do one last check on me before the day nurse comes to take over.


    “Good morning pretty girl, how are you feeling today?” Carla says quietly behind a small bouquet of sunflowers in a glass vase. I smile as my friend sets the beautiful gift on the small table next to my bed. I point to the flowers, silently asking her who they are from and she smiles and points to herself as an unspoken answer.


    “Thank you so much, they are gorgeous,” I whisper about the flowers. “I hurt, but I’ll manage. Has the doctor come in or even set a time to get me in and get the plate placed on my tibia? I can’t move at all and it’s making me crazy.” Carla nods before answering.


    “Yes, Dr. Sumner came in an hour ago and looked at your x-rays. He can have you into surgery within the hour. We tried to get you in earlier but the OR has been in use all night with a plane crash victim. Also, I got a call that Dr. Weber, the plastic surgeon, will be in here to check on your burns by about noon. I just changed your dressings an hour ago, but it will need to be re-dressed before he comes by to see them,” Carla explains as if I don’t know these things already.


    “When did he finally fall asleep?” I ask her in a hushed tone, pointing to the large ball of Jay in the corner. She smiles widely before answering.


    “He fell asleep maybe an hour ago. He’s been so worried about you and the baby. When I came in to check your IV, he had your gown pushed to the side and he was talking to your belly, like he was having a conversation with the baby.”


    I smile over at him and a lone happy tear runs down my face at the thought of him talking to our baby.


    When Dr. Sumner and another nurse I don’t know come in to take me into surgery, I decide to let Jay sleep but I have the nurse write a note on the white board next to the door telling Jay that I’ll be done with surgery soon in case he wakes up and I’m gone.


    ***


    I wake up in my hospital room almost three hours later with a bulky hot pink cast stuck to my left leg. My leg hurts like hell and the cast is uncomfortable, but I’m grateful that I can move my leg around now. I turn my head to my right and find Jay sitting quietly in the chair, staring at me with a bright smile glued to his face.


    “Good morning sleepyhead, how do you feel?” he asks, leaning forward and grasping my hand. The love shining from his deep brown eyes warms my heart.


    “My ribs ache and my leg hurts like hell, but I’ll survive. How are you feeling after sleeping in the world’s smallest makeshift bed?” I try not to giggle when he turns and scowls at the bed.


    “I’m stiff as fuck. This hospital needs better beds for family members,” he answers. I just smile at his choice of words, because he is my family now. We both catch movement in the doorway and find Greg walking through with his laptop in hand. He looks to me and smiles brightly.


    “Hey Ada, how are you feeling?” he asks.


    “Hey Greg, my leg and ribs really hurt and the side of my face is a bit tender, but I’m still alive so I can’t complain.” I shift my attention to Jay only to find him scowling at Greg, but I’m not sure why. Elle must have told him about Greg hitting on me because I sure didn’t say anything.


    Greg finally looks to Jay and visibly shrinks when he sees the daggers that Jay is shooting his way. I squeeze Jay’s hand, silently telling him to stop scaring Greg. After a few seconds of awkward silence Greg clears his throat and then sticks his hand out toward Jay.


    “Hey man, I’m Greg. I saw you fight the other night against Jenkins, great job.”


    Jay waits a few seconds before standing and grabbing Greg’s hand. From the slight wince I see in Greg’s face I assume that Jay is shaking it a little too tightly.


    “Thanks man, but I’ve got to tell you that if I ever hear that you’re hitting on my girlfriend or making her uncomfortable again, I’ll have to do the same thing to you.” My head snaps over to Jay and I can feel my face burning with embarrassment. Greg pulls his hand back from Jay’s and looks nervously between the two of us before squeaking out an answer.


    “I was always joking with Ada. I’ve been dating Cassie for the past month and a half. I’m so sorry if I ever made you uncomfortable, Ada. I was just playing with you, I swear.” I feel my eyes widen when he tells me that he’s dating Cassie. I had no idea. I shake my head at him and give him a small smile.


    “Don’t worry about it Greg. I’m happy to hear that you and Cassie are dating, that’s awesome!” I say.


    “Yeah, I love her. She’s moving in with me this weekend.” Greg turns his blue eyes toward Jay and speaks again.


    “Cassie actually loves you, would it be too much of a bother if I had her come in here to get an autograph or something in a bit?” Jay is still wearing a slight scowl and then shifts his focus to me. I nod because I’m just too exhausted by the whole conversation to care anymore.


    “Sure, that would be fine,” Jay tells him gruffly. Greg nods and begins to check my vitals.


    After Greg leaves, Jay and I talk about the whole situation, which ends in me promising Jay that I’ll tell him if Greg ever makes me uncomfortable again.


    Jay and I talk for the next hour, mostly about the baby, and are only interrupted once when the plastic surgeon comes in to assess the damage.


    “Well Ada, although your tattoo was damaged we can eliminate the small scars from the cuts, making them nonexistent and I’ll be able to reduce the look of both of these scars,” he says, pointing to the bandage on my cheek and toward my waist, “but since they’re circular and jagged, there may still be a slight scar in its place. The scar on your shin from the plate may be a bit harder to shrink, but we will do everything we can,” Dr. Weber explains. When I nod my approval to do the plastic surgery, Dr. Weber sets up a time for next week after all infection has been cleared to do the surgery and leaves.


    After Cassie has come in for a few pictures with Jay and apologizes for being so rude to me, I fill Jay in on everything that happened with Rob and Millie. It is a long story that has me crying and Jay shaking with anger during some parts. When I finish and we’ve both calmed down, Jay runs his fingers softly through my hair and kisses my forehead repeatedly.


    “Okay, that’s enough sadness and anger in this room. Let’s talk more about our little peanut in this tiny little belly of yours to bring a little happiness in here, shall we?” Jay smiles and runs the tip of his index finger across the bottom of my waist. He’s very careful to avoid my bandage and my ribs. I smile, but before we have a chance to even mutter another word about the baby, there is a soft knock on the door.


    A few seconds later it opens and I smile, thinking Elle is going to come barreling through the door and tackle me. I’m completely floored when my mother walks in instead.


    Her dull blonde hair is pulled back into a high pony tail, showing off the small nose I inherited, and her grayish blue eyes that once shined now look tired and have crow’s feet around the corners. Her makeup free face, which used to look so healthy and would practically glow, now looks ashen and pale. She’s wearing a plain black t-shirt and tattered blue jeans, which look like they’ve seen better days.


    Jay smiles softly and leans over to kiss me on the forehead.


    “I’ll run down to the cafeteria and get us both something to eat. I’ll be back soon baby.” He stands up and walks out the door, nodding at my mom when he passes her. Dawn looks at me with an apprehensive smile and tears streaming down her face.


    “Hello Adelaide, how are you feeling?” she asks. I’m almost ready to pass out from shock.


    Why the hell is she here? I thought she would have boarded her flight to Omaha and not given another thought to the fact that I didn’t show up. I have to find out the answer to that question. I clear my throat and try to ask her in my most monotone voice.


    “Why are you here, Mom?”


    “Look, I know I’m probably the last person you want to see Adelaide-“ I cut her off.


    “Ada. It’s Ada, mom. I know you named me Adelaide, but after hearing that name used while I was being tortured and beaten for the past day and a half, I would really prefer it if you called me Ada,” I say through gritted teeth. She solemnly nods, looking down at the bed instead of at me.


    “I’m sorry Ada. Jay called me to tell me that you had been kidnapped. He was panicked and said some things to me that needed to be said. I called him last night to ask if they had found you yet and he told me that you were here. I wanted to come make sure my baby girl was okay, but if you want me to leave I’ll understand.”


    At first, I’m so upset that she’s here now only because Jay had to set her in her place, not because she was worried about me, but then I remember the baby growing inside of me. I would like to have a family that my baby can know and love, so I ask her to take a seat in the chair next to me.


    She immediately makes her way to the bed, wiping tears from her eyes as she sits. She softly runs her fingers along my cheek, careful not to touch the big purple bruise around my eye.


    After I tell her the shortened version of my kidnapping, my mom wipes the tears from her cheeks and clears her throat.


    “I can’t believe that Rob did this to you. I’m so sorry for taking his side the whole time when I should have had your back from day one. I’m an awful mother,” she mutters, tears running down her cheeks again before she shifts her eyes down to her folded hands in her lap.


    I sniffle and wince at the pain that comes shooting from my ribs, but then reach my hand out for her and softly smile when she grabs it.


    “I’m not mad at you anymore for taking Rob’s side during our divorce, but do you know how hard it’s been on me to know that my mom has hated me since I was twelve? I had no one to turn to for half of my life. After Ivy died, I had no one. That was harder on me than you will ever know.


    “I had to watch my big sister, my best friend and my idol, die in my hands and when I needed someone to comfort me or tell me that there was nothing I could have done, you shut me out. You basically blamed me for what happened to Ivy,” I whisper, wiping tears from my cheeks. My mother nods and continues crying as well.


    “I’m so sorry for that Ada. I didn’t know how to deal with that loss and it was easier to shut you and everyone else out. You are a lot like Ivy and it just became too hard to look at you without thinking of the daughter I lost. I will spend the rest of my life apologizing for the enormous mistake I made when I blamed you for something you had no control over, if you’ll let me.” I nod after a minute, knowing in my heart that she should get a second chance.


    My mom smiles at me and squeezes my hand before grabbing two tissues, one for me and the other for her, from the box on the side table next to her.


    “Well, on a lighter note I guess I should tell you that in about seven months you’re going to be a grandma,” I smile and watch her face light up, her eyes still glassed over.


    “You’re going to be a mommy, Ada?” she practically squeals and grabs for my belly, making me wince and growl when her hands come down on my burn. My mom’s hands fly off of my stomach and into the air.


    She pulls her brows together and gasps in horror when I pull the gown away from my skin to show her the dark purple bruises and stitches that are visible on my stomach. She points to the bandage and opens her mouth, but no sound comes out.


    I realize that I need to change the dressing anyway, so I peel the tape off of each side and reach for the clean dressings that Greg left for me on the side table. When I lift the gauze off of my burn, my mother gasps and cups her hands over her mouth and nose.


    “What the hell is that Ada? Did Rob do that to you?” she murmurs. I nod and start cleaning my wound.


    “It was from his cigar that he was smoking to celebrate my soon to be death, which was supposed to take place the same day as Ivy’s. He got my stomach and my cheek. There is a plastic surgeon that is going to work on the scars in a week so that they are barely noticeable,” I say and go back to redressing my wound.


    “Shouldn’t you be letting a nurse do that Ada?” my mom asks, pointing at my wound. I pull my brows together and let a small, bitter laugh escape my mouth. She doesn’t even know what I do for a living, not from a lack of me telling her.


    “Mom, I’m a nurse. I work here actually,” I softly chuckle when my mom’s face falls and embarrassment takes over her features.


    “I’m so sorry I never paid attention to anything you ever told me Ada, and I’m sick with myself that I actually stood up for a man who would do this to you,” she points to my burn as I re-tape the sides to my skin. As soon as my wound is re-dressed, I turn to look at my mother’s ashen face. She looks sick to her stomach, so I reach over and take her hand again.


    “It’s okay, Mom. I know that you had to deal with Ivy’s death in your own way, but don’t shut me out again, okay? I don’t think I could take it a second time,” I mumble, trying to keep the tears at bay while my Mom openly sobs into the tissue pressed against her nose.


    “I won’t baby girl. I’m so sorry that I hurt you and I will do everything I can to show you how much I love you,” she smiles solemnly and leans forward, letting go of my hand to run her bright red fingernails through my hair.


    Just then Jay appears in the doorway, holding a large plate with green lettuce, spinach, diced ham, shredded cheese and two cups of ranch dressing-my favorite. He has a sandwich wrapped in saran wrap in the other hand and a huge smile on his face.


    “I hope I’m not interrupting you ladies,” he says with his panty dropping smirk plastered on his face, making my mom’s jaw slack when she looks up and actually sees him. I glance at her and then look to him, shaking my head slowly and smiling back. He knows what he’s doing and he thinks it’s funny.


    “I got you your favorite bunches, and Dawn I wasn’t sure what you would like so I got you a B.L.T.,” Jay says, putting the salad down onto my food tray and kissing me on the head before holding the sandwich out to her.


    My mom seems to finally regain her wits after openly staring at Jay from the second he walked through the door. She shakes her head and holds her hands up.


    “I’m not hungry, but thank you Jay. I should actually get going, I have to get to work, but would it be okay if I came back tomorrow and talked with you a little more Ada? Maybe we could celebrate Ivy here, together,” she asks and I nod while a smile breaks across my face.


    “I would love that Mom. I’ll see you tomorrow,” I open my arms and my mom bends down to gingerly hug me, kissing the cheek not covered in a bandage, but before she leaves she whispers in my ear, “you and Jay are meant for each other. That boy is going to take care of you until the day he dies, I can see it,” she kisses my cheek once more before standing up, hugging Jay goodbye a little too long and then leaving.


    I smile and thank Jay for the salad before I greedily dig into it, giggling when he opens the sandwich and starts eating it himself.


    “She’s right you know,” Jay says confidently. I tilt my head and furrow my brow, silently asking him what she’s right about because I have a mouth full of ‘rabbit food’ as Jay calls it.


    “I am going to take care of you until the day I die,” he smirks and takes another bite of his sandwich. I smile, answering when I finish chewing.


    “We’ll take care of each other.”


    Jay leans forward and plants a handful of light kisses on my lips before pointing at my salad.


    “Eat,” he instructs and then smirks. I roll my eyes at him and dig into my rabbit food.


    


    

  


  
    



    Chapter 34


    Jay


    After three weeks home from the hospital with still very limited mobility, Ada’s tired and pissed off. She was discharged from the hospital after three days and we went back a week later to see the plastic surgeon that did a fantastic job on her scars. You wouldn’t even know they were there unless you looked hard for them. We’ve already made arrangements for her to go back after the cast is off to reduce the scar on her shin.


    I’ve tried to keep Ada in bed, but with her morning sickness and her itchiness to get up and do something, it’s been almost impossible to keep her bedridden. I had her come with me to the gym while I trained today. That way she gets out of the house and I can have her in my sights. It’s a win-win.


    I know that the threat is gone with Rob and Millie each awaiting trial and a twenty five year sentence for attempted murder if found guilty, but somehow my mind isn’t convinced that she and our baby aren’t out of harm’s way. It could be the guilt I’ve still been carrying because she got taken at my fight, but I just want to have her where I can see her and I think she knows that, so she appeases me.


    While I train and exercise for five hours, I catch glimpses of Ada reading on her eReader, sometimes she’s smiling and others her brows are pulled together in concentration, but her hand is always splayed out across her nonexistent baby bump over her blue tank top while her casted leg is propped on another chair.


    She told me that she’d downloaded some pregnancy books so that she could find out what was coming, but really I think that she’s terrified of being pregnant because she gets an anxious look in her eyes when we talk about the baby. She tries to hide it from me, but even though she’s ecstatic about being a mother, she’s still nervous.


    I haven’t actually told her about the house idea yet, but I plan on doing that as soon as I’m done with training today. My dad told me that there is a model house matching the layout plans I loved, that was just built two blocks away from Elle’s house and he would meet us there to look it over and see what Ada thinks.


    The second I lift her up into the Jeep, trying not to bump her hot pink cast on anything, I get butterflies in my stomach thinking about her reaction. I’m nervous the entire fifteen minute drive toward the house, wringing my hands on the steering wheel while Ada looks out the window.


    When we drive past Elle’s house I have to turn my head toward my window to hide my smile as I see Ada point at her house as we fly by it; like I forgot where Elle’s house is and she has to point it out to me.


    “Jay, we missed Elle’s house.”


    “Thank you Captain Obvious,” I say, smirking at her and flinching when she lifts her tiny hand up and lazily swings it down, barely hitting my forearm.


    “Ouch babe, I didn’t know you were so violent. I don’t want you to use those hammers on our children.”


    “These bad boys are only reserved for you, bear,” she smiles, holding up her fists and pretending to hit my bicep. I chuckle and grab her fist, bringing it to my mouth to lightly kiss it.


    “Okay so where are we going, then?” Ada asks, looking at the houses around us, but her focus stops on the house I’m taking her to as I slow the Jeep down and park in the driveway.


    “We’re here,” I say softly, watching her reaction. She takes a deep breath and shifts her eyes over to me. I start to panic when I see that her eyes are filled with tears, but then relax when she breaks into a huge smile.


    “Why are we here Jay?” she asks, her smile getting bigger by the second.


    “Because we’re meeting my dad here,” I answer immediately with a straight face, trying to be funny, but then instantly feel like a dick when her smile falls. I forgot about her pregnancy hormones. I reach over and grab her hand, pulling it to my mouth to kiss her knuckles again before I add more to my sentence.


    “We’re meeting my dad here so he can go over the specs of this house with me. I wanted to make sure that you liked this house before I had one built for us,” I squeeze her hand softly and wait for her reaction.


    I wasn’t expecting her to launch herself at me, but I luckily caught her before she could move her body a lot. She’s still having pain in her ribs and since she is pregnant, she’s limited to her pain medication. She still doesn’t like to take it even when she’s in pain.


    “Baby, slow your roll, I don’t want you to hurt yourself or the baby. Do you want to go in and see this place?” I ask, hoping that she’s happy with this idea. Ada nods enthusiastically, making me chuckle. I lean over and plant a few pecks on her lips before I get out and run to her side of the Jeep to hoist her down. After grabbing her crutches out of the back seat, we slowly make our way to the front door.


    The rambler is a light gray on the outside with white shutters around all of the windows and a two car garage attached on the right side of the house. There are huge rock covered pillars on either side of the porch, with a small white railing enclosing a large porch that has two white rocking chairs strategically placed. I open the enormous bright yellow front door and both Ada and I release a hefty breath.


    We step into the foyer and after a few steps we see a large living room to the left with an entrance to the kitchen immediately behind it. Ada’s breathe catches when she slowly moves the country style kitchen with a huge farm sink and springy faucet attached.


    We walk to the right side of the house to find three bedrooms, the master with an attached bathroom that has a large jetted tub in it and separate shower, and a mudroom off of the garage entrance.


    Ada is stunned into silence when we finish walking through the house, and as soon as we make it back into the living room to take a seat at the built in bench seat in the front bay window, my dad walks through the front door smiling.


    I told him about Ada being pregnant a week ago and he was beyond happy to be a papa. As soon as he shuts the front door, he skips past my open arms completely and walks straight to Ada, who clumsily hops up on one leg, wincing the entire time, to hug him.


    “Hello beautiful girl, how are you and my grandbaby doing?” he gushes, still ignoring my presence.


    “Hey Dave, we’re doing really well thank you,” she says, placing her hand on her invisible baby belly and smiling. Finally, my dad shifts his vision over to me quickly and holds his hand out for me to shake.


    “Hello son, how are you doing today?” my dad says, looking back at Ada’s belly with a smile plastered to his face.


    “Nice of you to notice I’m here, Pop. I’m alright, how are you?”


    “I wonderful Jayson, just wonderful!” he says and then finally pulls me into a hug. He must be happier to be a papa then I thought he was. I haven’t seen him this happy in a long time, since before we lost my mom. After he breaks our hug, he finally looks at me and smiles, his brown eyes shining with pride.


    “So kids, what did you think of the house?” he asks. I look to Ada, who has the biggest smile I’ve ever seen on her face as she nods subtly. I smile back before I turn back to answer my father’s question.


    “We really like it dad. Do you have any properties around here that we could build on?” I put my hands on my hips to prepare myself for the information that’s about to come flying at me, but Ada interrupts us before we can both start rattling off useless information.


    “Can’t we just buy this model home? I love everything about this place, especially where it’s at,” she says pointing out the window to a couple of little kids playing across the street with some toy cars in their front yard.


    “I love the idea of little kids playing all around the neighborhood until the sun goes down,” she smiles and then absentmindedly rubs her flat belly. My dad and I glance at each other having a silent conversation which consists of eye brow raises and shoulder shrugs, before he answers her.


    “Sure baby girl, you guys can have this house if you want it. I’ll have to talk to the realtor to sort everything out, but if you want it then it’s yours.” Ada looks back to us and then smiles, but then her smile fades and I can see the questions forming in her head.


    “How much does this house cost? Can we afford it Jay?”


    “Yes baby, we can afford it. It will be paid off before we even move in,” I smile at her when her jaw drops.


    “How? I don’t make a ton of money and your fights pay a lot, but you only fight every few months,” she mutters, I think embarrassed to be talking about our finances in front of my dad. Ada and I haven’t talked a ton about combining our finances, but it will happen at some point. I look at my dad and smile somberly before I answer her.


    “When my mom died, dad put her life insurance into an account for me. I have all of that money saved away and I add to it with the money I make from my fights, so it’s added up to more than enough to pay for this house if that’s what you want.” My dad smiles at me and then claps a hand down on my back.


    “I’m going to pay for half of the house Jayson. It’s a real treat to see you so happy son, and I want you, Ada, and that grandbaby of mine to have the best. So it would be a real honor if you would let me pay for at least half of the house.” I smile and hug my dad tightly, grateful that I have such a wonderful father.


    We both look to Ada who has tears streaming down her face. Both my father and I pale and start walking toward her, thinking something is wrong, but she waves her hands frantically in front of her face and then wipes the tears from her cheeks.


    “I’m fine it’s just my hormones going crazy and the fact that we also have a house that I haven’t contributed to. Please let me help pay for it,” she says, concern in her voice.


    “Baby, I love you and we share everything now, so my money is your money. You are paying for it. Plus, I can think of a few ways you can pay me back once we get you out of that cast,” I smile and waggle my eyebrows at her. I have to cover my mouth with my fist to hide the chuckle that escapes my mouth when she blushes a deep red before looking at my dad. She giggles when he just smiles and shakes his head.


    Her eyes start to well up with tears again and I’m a bit confused at how she could go from laughing to crying in just a few seconds.


    “Ada, are you okay baby? Are you still crying because of the house?” I ask, concerned that she might now be in pain. She nods slowly and then looks down to her entwined fingers before looking back up at me and shaking her head.


    “I’m so happy about the house and having you two wonderful men in my life, but that’s not why I’m crying,” she mumbles. I tilt my head, wondering what’s going on. I walk over to her and take her hands in one of mine, trying to stop them from wringing, and use the other hand to tilt her chin up so that she’ll look at me.


    “Why are you crying then baby? I don’t get it.” She lets out a huff of air and closes her eyes tightly before answering me.


    “I’m crying because I have to pee and it’s going to take me a long time to walk across the living room and into the bathroom with my crutches,” she sniffles and starts to cry again.


    I hear my dad burst out laughing hysterically behind me and I have to bite my lip so that I don’t laugh as well. I sweep her off of her feet and walk across the living room to the bathroom that is next to the bedrooms. I kiss her a few times before I put her down in front of the toilet and walk out, shutting the door behind me. I chuckle for a second and then walk back to my dad to talk about squaring the house away. Life is going to be so good here.


    


    

  


  
    



    Chapter 35


    Ada- six months later


    I’m slowly waddling my way through the halls of the hospital, sweat dripping from my face and an almost unbearable pain shooting in my back. I’m making my rounds through each room and getting more and more pissed off when the patients keep asking me if I’m okay when I’m supposed to be asking them that. Of course I’m not okay I’m ready to kill someone.


    I’m nine months pregnant, my stomach is the size of a beach ball, I’m in pain, and my boyfriend is sitting at the nurse’s station asking me every five fucking seconds if I’m ready to go to the labor and delivery ward. If he wasn’t so freaking hot I would have killed him by now.


    I started having contractions early this morning, but they weren’t close enough to warrant a trip to the delivery room. Jay thought otherwise and took the day off work with his dad to be here with me.


    He fought a few more fights after we found out that I was pregnant, but then one of his friends was seriously injured in the cage, so Jay thought it was a good idea to get out while he was ahead and take a steady paying job where he wasn’t getting hurt all the time. He is now a partner in his father’s business and actually loves it, but still goes to the gym to spar with his friends a few times a week.


    Now he has been breathing down my neck since I made the mistake of telling him that I was having contractions.


    I brace my arm against the wall in the hallway and look down to my watch as soon as a contraction starts, so I can time it. My last contraction was less than two minutes ago and it was about fifty seconds long. After I finish timing this contraction, one minute and ten seconds, I decide to appease Jay and have him walk me down to the maternity ward. He smiles and thanks me as we go.


    After we make it there and Jay gets all of our paperwork done, one of the nurses asks me to remove my scrub bottoms so she can check to see how far I’m dilated. The most uncomfortable part isn’t her checking it’s that I eat lunch with her almost every night.


    “Okay Ada, it looks like you’re dilated to an eight,” Sarah says incredulously. “How in the heck are you still up and functioning?” she smiles and hands me a hospital gown to change into.


    “I had to work tonight. It’s easier to drown out my pain when I have to focus on other people,” I shrug and wait for Sarah to leave the room before I try to strip out of my scrub top and bra. It’s quite a bit harder to do with my enormous belly, so Jay stands in front of me and lifts my top off and then kneels down to kiss my bump a few times. He helps me get into my gown and then stoops down to lift me into the air and carry me to the hospital bed effortlessly.


    As soon as Jay has laid me down, he runs his fingers along my cheek and kisses my lips softly.


    “Thank you for being such a strong woman. Thank you for this enormous gift you are about to give us. Thank you so much for choosing me, Ada. I love you more than you’ll ever know,” he says, his eyes glassing over as he smiles. I lean in and caress his cheek before pulling on his neck so that I can kiss him.


    As soon as I break the kiss, the vice on my stomach tightens and I wince in pain. Jay grabs one of my hands off of my stomach and holds it tightly while he coaches me softly.


    “Breathe baby, remember to breathe. You are so damn amazing Ada. I love you so much.” The contraction passes and Sarah comes back in to attach a fetal monitor to my stomach so she can keep track of the baby’s heart rate, and then places an IV line into my left elbow and attaches it to a saline bag.


    “You’re too far along to receive any pain medication Ada, but Dr. Sue should be in here soon to check you, okay?” Sarah says sweetly and I smile back tightly, trying not to act like I wanted to kill her the second she told me I couldn’t get any pain medication.


    Thirty minutes later my delivery doctor, Dr. Sue, who goes by her first name because no one can properly pronounce her last name, walks in. She’s smiling and putting on latex gloves.


    “Hello Ada, how are you feeling?” she asks calmly as she sits down on her round chair and lifts the sheet that’s covering me while she pushes my knees apart, exposing my goods.


    “Well Dr. Sue, I feel like a mutant is tearing my insides apart trying to find an escape route. How are you doing tonight?” I ask through gritted teeth as I try to breathe through the end of my contraction.


    I was really trying not to be a bitch during this experience, but I’m in too much damn pain to care right now. Dr. Sue just laughs and checks my dilation.


    “Wow, Ada you’re almost at a ten and fully effaced. Let me get my tools set up and we can get to pushing, okay?”


    “You’d better hurry it up doc because everything inside of me is telling me to push right now and I don’t know how long I can wait before the baby just comes,” I growl through gritted teeth. Dr. Sue chuckles and pats my knee before walking out of the room and instructing a nurse in the hallway to get her prepped for delivery in room 3, apparently thinking that I’m being a bit dramatic at the fact that this baby is going to come shooting out any second.


    After forty five minutes of pushing and basically passing out from exhaustion in between pushes, I hear the best news I’ve heard all day.


    “Okay Ada, one of the shoulders is out and I just need one more good push from you and you’ll get to see your baby,” Dr. Sue says through her surgical mask, nodding enthusiastically at me over the sheet. Jay grabs onto the back of my knee, hiking it back toward my chest and he smiles at me.


    “Come on baby, you can do this. I know you can,” he nods at me and I nod back meekly, scared out of my mind. I’m so tired. What if I can’t do this?


    When Dr. Sue yells to push, I put every ounce of energy I have left into it. I’m beyond exhausted and ready to see my little baby. As soon as I release the breath I had been holding while I was pushing, I hear a tiny whine and then Jay starts to chuckle. Dr. Sue looks down at the baby and then smiles.


    “Congratulations Ada, you have a beautiful baby girl,” she says while leaning forward and placing my tiny new baby on my chest. I begin to cry tears of joy and Jay steps forward to take a peek at the gorgeous little miracle we made together.


    “She’s perfect Ada. Thank you so much,” he chokes out and then kisses my head.


    After the baby is all cleaned up and I am moved to a recovery room, Jay sits next to me on the bed and holds our little girl. She has a thick mess of dark brown hair with a small pink bow attached in the front and although she’s only opened her eyes once, I can see that they are both the same color so she won’t have two different colored eyes like mine. She has perfect heart shaped lips and a tiny nose.


    “We still need to name her, you know,” Jay whispers before he bends down to kiss her head for the millionth time since he picked her up.


    “Any suggestions?” I say, wondering what he has in mind.


    “Well, I’ve always liked the name Maya,” he says quietly and then he begins running his fingertips through her hair. I smile, thinking that she looks like a Maya.


    “I like that. Maya Jane Hunt sounds like a great name to me,” I smile at him.


    “You’d give our baby my mom’s name for a middle name?” Jay mutters, sounding like he’s about to cry. I tilt my head up and smile at him.


    “Of course I would. I think having your mom’s name as her middle name is a great tribute to the woman who raised a wonderful man like you. We will always carry a piece of her forever.” Jay leans over and kisses me soundly before turning back to our little bundle of joy that is sound asleep in his arms.


    “Okay Maya Jane Hunt, what do you say we let mommy get some sleep? You kicked her ass tonight,” he says before walking over to sit on his makeshift window bed and ogle our daughter some more. I giggle at his comment and marvel at the fact that he’s such an attentive father already before I drift into a deep sleep, grateful that I have such a perfect family.


    ***


    I wake up a few hours later when I hear Maya start to fuss but before I can even sit up, Jay is picking her up and softly rocking her, so I close my eyes and just listen to him hum. After a few minutes I hear Jay softly talking to our little girl, telling her about how Jay and I met.


    “So I was in a club because your Uncle Blake forced me to go, not because I wanted to.” I try to hide my smile because I know that’s a bunch of bull shit. Jay continues whispering the story to her with contentment in his voice.


    “I saw your mommy the second she walked into the place. Well, I guess I can’t say that I saw her because she’s so short that most people see over the top of her head, but I felt her the second she walked in. I finally spotted her at the bar getting some drinks when some jerk came over to hit on her.


    “Of course your mommy knew she was there for me before she saw me, so she blew off the dickhead, but he grabbed her and daddy decided it was time to step in. By the way I’m going to teach you all the ways to break those holds so you don’t have to worry about some asshole doing that to you. You have nothing to worry about little girl.”


    I am trying so hard not to laugh at his story that I’m holding my breath and I’m sure my face is beet red, when he continues.


    “Anyway, I walked up behind mommy and got rid of the scumbag and before your mommy even turned around to look at me, I just knew I was going to fall in love with her. After that night, I wanted to be with your mommy every second of every day. I wanted to learn everything about her. I wanted to take care of her; I still do. I knew that she was something special made just for me, just like you are my little princess. I will spend every second of my life protecting and loving you and your beautiful mom, I promise.”


    I let out a soft sigh and fell asleep again, silently promising him the same thing. I will love and protect my perfect little family with everything I have for the rest of my life. We’ll take care of each other.


    


    

  


  
    



    Epilogue


    Jay- Two years later


    I hold tightly onto Ada’s ass as she slides down my body, trying to regain her balance after I just had her pressed against our bedroom wall while I pounded into her. Her feet finally hit the floor and I loosen my hold on her perfect backside, but not before I give it a tight squeeze.


    Before I can bend down to give her a deep kiss, there is a light slapping sound on our door and a tiny voice screaming words at us that we don’t understand. Ada sighs and leans her head into my chest before letting go of my shoulders and walking out of my grasp to throw on her yoga pants and a tank top.


    “You are supposed to be sleeping Maya Jane!” Ada yells at our closed bedroom door. I smile when I hear Maya giggle and run away, and then I grab some work out shorts and a t-shirt before I walk out of the room behind Ada.


    Before I can wrap my arms around her waist and grab her perfect breasts, a slightly pregnant Elle barges through our front door, yelling at Ada to hurry or they will be late. I throw my hands up in the air and stare at the ceiling for a second before I turn my attention back to Ada, who is giggling at me. I just can’t catch a break, can I.


    “I’ll take care of the munchkin. You go with Elle and I’ll see you in a few hours, okay?” I give her the smile that she says makes her knees weak, and bend down to kiss her quickly.


    “Thank you for taking care of Maya today while I get ready. I’ll see you at the reception hall in a few hours. I love you,” Ada says, walking backward toward the door and smiling. I find Maya sitting on the toddler bed in her room, smiling widely. Her shoulder length brown hair is sticking in all directions and her light blue eyes shine along with her smile. She gets off her bed and runs toward me when I kneel down on the ground.


    “Hey baby girl, are you just too big for naps and mommy keeps making you take them?” I ask her and laugh when she smiles back at me.


    “You know, when you get older you’re going to wish that you had taken advantage of these naps, Maya Jane,” I shake my finger at her, pretending to scold her, but she knows that daddy is a push over and I would do anything she ever asked of me.


    “I yuv you daddy,” Maya squeaks out and wraps her tiny arms around my neck. I immediately melt into a puddle at this little girl’s feet and carry her to the kitchen to find her something sugary to eat.


    ***


    An hour and a half later, Maya and I arrive at the reception center that Ada and I are getting married in today. I have a tired Maya in one arm and her flower girl dress and my tux in the other as we walk through the doors.


    As soon as we make it to the top of the grand staircase off the entrance, Ada walks out of one of the rooms in a thick white robe. Her shoulder length blonde hair hangs down, but partially pulled above one ear and held back with a sunflower. Her makeup is simple, making her natural beauty shine through, making me feel like the luckiest bastard on the planet to be marrying such a beautiful woman, inside and out.


    Ada reaches me and takes Maya’s dress out of my hand and then reaches for her, but stops to inspect her sleepy face before she takes her. Ada sighs softly and then turns her gaze up to me, trying to look upset but failing.


    “You gave her chocolate instead of trying to get her to take a nap, didn’t you?” She shakes her head at me and gently pulls Maya out of my hands.


    “Of course I didn’t. How could you think I would do that?” I ask her, feigning innocence. Ada lets out a huff of air and rolls her eyes before smiling at me.


    “She has chocolate in the corners of her mouth. Next time clean her off better before you try to lie to me. You are such a sap when it comes to this girl, you know that?” She teases, turning to walk back into the room.


    I take a quick step forward and wrap one arm softly around her waist before kissing her exposed neck.


    “I’m a sap when it comes to both of you girls, not just her. You look beautiful and I can’t wait to make you my wife,” I say as I pull the small black box out of my pocket and hold it in front of her face. Ada looks back up at me and then smiles before handing me Maya’s dress and taking the box out my hand to open it.


    She gasps when she sees the diamond solitaire necklace on a white gold chain inside the box.


    “It’s beautiful Jay. Thank you so much,” she whispers before popping up on the balls of her bare feet, and I bend down, so we can kiss each other stupid. She pulls back and bites her lip, grinning like a mad woman.


    “Hold on, I have something for you, too,” she says before turning back to the room to lay a now sleeping Maya on the couch and then she comes back to the hallway holding a small black rectangular box. She smiles and hands it to me, bouncing up and down with excitement. I open the box and shift my gaze from the small gift to Ada’s shining eyes and back to the gift again.


    “Are you sure Ada?” I ask her, smiling down at the positive pregnancy test tucked into the small box. Ada nods and her smile spreads wider.


    “I went to Dr. Sue’s office last week after I got off work and had some blood drawn. I’m not very far along, but we are definitely going to have another baby.”


    I reach out and wrap my large arms around her tiny body, hauling her into the air and chuckling. We have been talking about having another baby for a few months now and I couldn’t be any happier than I am at this moment.


    I put Ada down and place my hands on either side of her face to pull her in for a long and passionate kiss.


    “Thank you so much Ada. You have given me a life that I had always wanted but wasn’t sure was possible.” I place my hand across her small belly, still amazed that the next piece of our puzzle was inside of her.


    “Thank you Jay. Today I get to have the family that I always wanted. I get a stable home with a man who adores his children and loves his wife. I couldn’t ask for anything else in the world.”


    I smile at her and kiss her silly before realizing that we only have twenty minutes to get ready before the ceremony was scheduled to start. Ada didn’t get a beautiful wedding with that ass hat Rob, so I promised her the wedding she deserved. I didn’t have a hard time fulfilling all of her requests, because they were all small.


    Ada didn’t want an expensive wedding with all the trimmings. She just wanted something small where she got to wear a pretty white gown, so I was more than happy to give that to her.


    Thirty minutes later I’m standing under a giant white archway with sunflowers attached, a minister to my right and Blake, my best man, to my left. There are about fifty guests sitting in their chairs, awing and snickering when they see my little princess Maya come walking toward me.


    Her brown hair is curled and it looks like her Aunt Ellie has out some makeup on her because Maya’s pretty light blue eyes have silver eye shadow around them and her lips are bright pink. Her bright yellow satin dress and silver strappy dress shoes make her look older than two years old.


    I inspect her a little more closely and see that she has a white basket with sunflower petals inside and a deep scowl on her face. I try to hide my cringe from the audience. She must have needed a nap more than I thought.


    Our guests chuckle as she picks handfuls of petals out of her basket and throws them to the ground with a little more force than necessary and then walks over to Blake, holding her arms out and waiting for him to lift her up.


    “Hold you Unca Bake?” she whines. Blake smiles and hoists her up; her head immediately rests on his shoulder.


    Elle walks down the aisle next, holding a small bouquet of sunflowers to go with the sunflower on the side of her long brown hair matching Ada’s. She is wearing a light gray tea length dress that matches Blake’s vest, and has on black high heels.


    Elle looks into the crowd smiling at Ronan, who is now her husband, and rubs her four month pregnant belly while she walks down the aisle. Turns out that Elle was dating Ronan at the same time she was seeing Blake and never really considered Blake an exclusive thing anyway.


    When Elle reaches me, she wraps her arms around my neck and I bend so she can give me a small kiss on the cheek before she takes her spot on the other side of the altar.


    Then the music starts to play and all of our guests stand up and turn their attention to the double doors in the back, waiting for Ada. I rub my sweaty hands on the outside of my pants, nervous and excited for her to walk out so that I can see her; the beautiful mother of my children and the love of my life.


    When the doors open I notice my father first in his gray suit, a huge smile on his face and his gaze locked on mine. Then I look at the angel walking next to him and gasp.


    Ada looks breathtaking holding a large bouquet of sunflowers and white roses with ivy wound throughout, but I lose it when I get a look at her white tea length dress. It’s strapless and has delicate detailing in the lace of the tight bodice. The lace detailing softens down the dress, where her tulle skirt makes the bottom of the dress look fuller. I smile when I make it to her feet and see that she’s wearing bright yellow high heels, the small tattoo of a bear silhouette proudly displayed on the top of her right foot.


    When she makes it up to the altar, I try to hold back my tears, but I can’t help them and a few escape my eyes. Ada’s are shining with the same happiness and love I know she sees in mine.


    After our vows are said and the rings are exchanged, we are announced to our family and friends as husband and wife. I smirk at Ada before I bend down and kiss her with everything I have, not caring that our friends and family members are sitting in the crowd watching.


    As soon as we break apart I swipe my arms down under her ass and lift her off the ground, her feet dangling almost a foot off the floor, and bring her face toward mine.


    “I love you Mrs. Hunt,” I whisper against her lips. She gives me a few pecks and murmurs through her smile.


    “I love you too, Mr. Hunt, forever.” I give her a few more swift kisses and we walk hand in hand down the aisle, those closest to us cheering us on and smiling as they get to see a small part of our forever, and what a forever it will be.
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