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“Fuck. Fuck. Did you lock it?”

His voice was a low rasp against her ear. Lily could only nod, the back of her head pressed into the cold metal of the supply closet door. One of his hands—covered in ink, skeleton bones on the knuckles—was splayed flat beside her head. The other was already under her scrub top, calloused fingers finding her bare waist, making her jump.

“Good. Now be quiet little nurse. Or the whole fucking ward’s gonna know what we’re doing.”

He didn’t wait for an answer. Robbie James moved with the hungry, impatient energy she’d only seen on stage in grainy YouTube videos. Here, in the sterile silence of the hospital’s west wing, it was ten times more potent.

It had started weeks ago. A minor hand injury from a broken glass, a stage dive gone slightly wrong. She’d been the one to clean and stitch the gash across his knuckles. He’d watched her intently, those dark brown eyes under shockingly dark brows studying her every move, not taking his eyes off of her face. He’d asked about the shift hours. He’d shown up again two days later for a check-up he didn’t really need, his platinum hair a mess under a beanie.

“It’s just a scratch,” she’d said, professional, finding it hard to break his eye contact.

“Yeah. But you’re not, Lily Stark,” he’d replied reading her nametag, voice like gravel, and that was it. A secret number exchange. Late-night texts that were all implication and heat. Then tonight, his message: I’m going crazy. I need to see you again. Are you on shift?

He’d found her at the nurses’ station, alone at 2 a.m. The look he gave her had short-circuited every professional instinct. She’d simply stood, led him by the hand down the empty hall, and pushed him into the first unlocked room she knew was empty: the supply closet.

Now, surrounded by the smell of antiseptic and clean linen, he was kissing her neck, his septum ring cool against her feverish skin. His free hand tugged the drawstring of her scrubs pants.

“These are a fucking crime,” he muttered, yanking them down her curvy hips along with her panties in one rough, efficient motion. The air was cool on her exposed skin, a sharp contrast to the heat he was generating. He turned her around to face him, his eyes gleaming in the sliver of light from under the door. 

She had never felt as beautiful as the way she felt with him looking down at this moment. He was taller than her 5'4 frame. She had wished she left her brown curls down today. They made brown eyes more prominent. He'd surely like that. 

A kick sent his boots skidding across the floor. He shoved his jeans and boxers down just enough, his cock already hard and pressing insistently against her stomach. He was all lean muscle and taut skin under a tapestry of ink—sleeves on both arms, scripts on his ribs, the majestic wings of an eagle stretching across the column of his throat. His face, though, was pristine, a perfect untouched canvas and pretty chocolate eyes locked in an intense gaze. He expertly slid a condom on quickly.

“Look at me,” he said, and the need in his voice surprised them both.

She did. He didn’t ask for permission, not with words. He asked with his body, with the way his hips nudged hers back against the door, with the desperate hunger in his eyes. She answered by wrapping a leg around his hip, pulling him closer. A silent, frantic yes.

He entered her in one deep, claiming stroke. Lily gasped, her head thudding back against the door. God. He was solid and he filled her completely, a perfect, stretching fit. He stilled for a heartbeat, his forehead dropping to hers, a ragged breath escaping him.

“Fuck,” he breathed. “Even better than I dreamed.”

When he began to move there was no gentle buildup. This was all pent-up, frantic energy. His thrusts were hard and deep, each one driving the breath from her lungs. The metal shelves beside them rattled faintly with their rhythm. He fucked her with a single-minded focus, one hand gripping her hip so tightly she knew she’d have fingerprints there tomorrow, the other pulling the tie from her hair and taking a handful of curls, angling her mouth to his.

His kisses were as demanding as the rest of him. All tongue and teeth and that little silver hoop that brushed her lip. He tasted like mint and whiskey.

“You feel...” he grunted between thrusts, “...fucking... unreal.”

She was dissolving into sensation. The rough texture of his tattooed hand on her skin. The delicious, deep friction of him moving inside her. The illicit thrill of where they were—just a thin door away from a quiet hospital corridor. She could hear the distant hum of a floor polisher. It made everything more intense, more desperate.

He shifted his stance, hiking her leg higher around his waist. The new angle made her see stars. A choked cry tore from her throat, and he swallowed it with another kiss.

“That’s it,” he urged, his voice raw. “Let me hear you. Just a little. Just for me.”

She was close, teetering on an edge made sharper by the danger and his sheer physicality. Her nails dug into the bare skin of his shoulders, scoring lines through the ink. He hissed, the sound one of pleasure, and his pace became punishing, absolutely relentless. He grabbed her other leg and easily lifted her, going deeper than he was already, her weight against the shelf.

“I can feel you,” he breathed, voice shaking. “If you’re going to fall let it be with me.”

That was all it took. The command, the coarse promise in his words, the relentless drag of his cock over that perfect, sweet spot inside her. Her climax crashed through her, a silent, shuddering wave that clenched every muscle. She buried her face in his neck biting him to muffle her cries, her body trembling violently around him.

Feeling her tighten and pulse around him broke his control. With a guttural groan that was pure animal satisfaction, he followed her over. His hips stuttered, driving deep as he came, his whole body tensing against her. His arms locked around her, holding her up as his strength seemed to leave him for a moment.

They stayed like that, panting in the dark fused together.

Slowly, he softened and slipped from her. He rested his forehead against hers, his platinum hair damp with sweat. His brown eyes were heavy-lidded, sated.

“Fuck,” he said again, but softly now, with a hint of awe.

He took care of himself quickly, then, with a tenderness that surprised her, helped her pull her scrubs back up. His fingers lingered on her hip where he’d held her.

A sudden, sharp knock on the door made them both freeze.

“Lily? You in there? We need more IV starters on three.” It was Sharon, the charge nurse.

Robbie’s eyes widened, a wicked grin spreading across his face. He put a finger to his lips winking at her.

Lily’s heart tried to hammer its way out of her chest. “Uh, yeah! Just... just grabbing them now!” she called, her voice impressively steady.

She heard Sharon’s footsteps recede. Robbie let out a silent laugh, his shoulders shaking. He leaned in, his mouth brushing her ear.

“Round two. My place. Tomorrow night. No scrubs.”
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The next night, the air was cool, carrying the scent of lavender. Lily stood at the edge of the driveway, staring at the sleek, black motorcycle parked beside a Bronco. It was a beast of chrome and matte black. He had a red brick gated house.

She didn't need to check the address. He was on the phone, pacing the short stretch of pavement between his front door and the bike, a grocery bag dangling from one tattooed hand. He wore low-slung black jeans and a thin, grey tank top that showed off the full sleeves on his arms, the ink a stark map against his pale skin. Even from a distance, she could see the frustration in the tense line of his shoulders.

She was about to call out when a car slowed to a crawl on the quiet street. A window rolled down.

“Oh my god. Robbie? Robbie James?”

Lily froze, half-hidden by a large bougainvillea of the house next to his. She had parked on the street feeling too awkward to just roll into his driveway. 

Robbie turned, his expression shifting from annoyed to an easy smile. He tossed his grocery bag on his truck hood then ended his call. “Hey girls.”

The fan was young, maybe early twenties, leaning out of the passenger window of a sedan. “I knew that was your bike! I saw you at the Forum last fall! You were incredible!”

“Thanks, really appreciate that,” he said, his voice taking on that warm charm she’d heard in interviews. He took a few steps toward the curb, engaging. “You live around here?”

Lily’s stomach tightened. She was in her sensible clothes. Dark jeans, a simple tee. The girl’s eyes were wide, glued to Robbie, drinking him in.

“Just a few blocks over! My friend was just, like, driving me home and I saw the bike and I had to stop. Can I... get a picture? Please?”

Robbie’s gaze flickered, just for a microsecond. She saw the brief, internal conflict. The fans must think he’s single. It was the rule, the unspoken price of this secret. He looked back at the girl, smile firmly in place.

“For sure. Quick one, though, yeah? It’s getting late.”

He leaned down toward the car window, angling his head. The girl’s friend took the photo on her phone, the flash bright in the dusk. She watched the girl’s hand come up, to touch his arm, her fingers brushing over the intricate script tattooed there. Robbie didn’t pull away. He laughed at something she said, a low, rumbling sound that made her knees weak. Lily’s fingers curled into her palms. It felt like a shard of glass in her chest.

“God, your tattoos are amazing,” the girl gushed, her voice carrying as she ran her fingers over his arm.

“Thanks,” Robbie said, pulling her hand to his mouth, kissing it and straightening up. “You guys drive safe, alright?”

“We will! Thank you! I’m gonna post this everywhere!”

The car finally pulled away, the girl still waving. Robbie watched it go, the easy smile dropping from his face like a discarded mask. He ran a hand through his platinum hair, let out a short, sharp breath, and turned. His eyes found Lily immediately.

He walked toward her, the grocery bag forgotten on the hood of his truck. “Lily.”

She couldn’t speak. The hot, sharp sting of jealousy was a physical taste in her mouth. He stopped in front of her, his brown eyes searching hers.

“Hey,” he said, softer now. He reached for her, but she took a small step back.

“You’re... very good at that,” she managed, her voice tight.

His jaw flexed. “It’s part of the job. A shitty part.”

“She touched you.”

“She barely grazed my arm, Lily.” He closed the distance she’d created, his scent—whiskey, soap, him—washing over her. “Look at me.”

She did. The hunger from the night before was still there, banked beneath a layer of frustration. And something else. A possessiveness that mirrored her own.

“You think I was standing there thinking, ‘Yeah, this is better than having the woman I can’t stop thinking about alone in my house’?” He shook his head, a lock of hair falling over his brow. “I was thinking about you. About how fucking quiet you had to be.”

Her breath hitched. The raw honesty in his words disarmed her, the jealousy twisting into a different, more urgent heat.

“Now come inside,” he commanded.

He didn’t wait for an answer. He took her hand, his calloused fingers lacing through hers, and pulled her toward the front door. It was a small, unassuming house behind the gate he closed , but inside it was all moody lighting, expensive furniture, and a massive, plush sofa. He locked the door behind them, the click sounding final.

Then he was on her, the grocery bag hit the floor with a thud. He backed her against the closed door, his body caging hers, his hands coming up to frame her face. His kiss wasn’t gentle. It was ravenous. All desperate, searching tongue and deep. It was an answer to the silent question hanging between them: Do you want me like I want you?

She answered by surging against him, her hands fisting in his shirt, pulling it up. He broke the kiss just long enough to yank it over his head and toss it aside. The tapestry of his chest was on full display. She touched him then, her palms sliding over the defined planes of his stomach, up to the hard swell of his pectorals, tracing the dark lines and vibrant colors.A low groan vibrated in his chest. “I don't do this with anyone. You. Only you. You know that, right?” he muttered against her lips, his hands already at the button of her jeans.

She believed him. In this dim room, with his skin under her hands, she believed it completely. “Show me.”

He made a sound that was almost a growl. He undressed her with a frantic, focused efficiency—her shirt, her bra, her jeans, her panties. Each new expanse of skin he revealed, he marked with his mouth. A hot, open-mouthed kiss on her collarbone. A scrape of teeth along her ribs that made her gasp. When she was finally bare before him, he paused, his eyes dark and worshipful.

“Christ, you’re perfect. Your chocolate curls. Those big brown eyes. Your perfect skin. Your lips. Your everything.” he breathed, his gaze trailing over her like a physical touch.

He sank to his knees right there in the entryway. He didn’t ask. He just pulled her hips toward his mouth and buried his face between her thighs.

The first touch of his tongue was electric. A slow, deliberate lick that made her cry out, her hands flying to his hair. He gripped her hips, holding her steady against the door as he feasted on her. He was relentless. His tongue circled her clit, flicked it, pressed flat against it. He used his lips, his teeth in gentle nips, his nose ring a cool, shocking contrast to the heat of his mouth. He was mapping her, learning what made her thighs tremble, what made her breath catch in a sob.

“Robbie... please...” she begged, her head spinning.

He answered by sliding two fingers inside her, curling them upward as his tongue continued its devastating rhythm. The dual sensation was too much. The coil of pleasure in her core wound tight, unbearably tight. She felt the climax building, a tidal wave of sensation gathered from the jealousy, the waiting, the sheer skill of his mouth.

It broke with a force that stole her vision. She arched off the door with a strangled cry, her body pulsing around his fingers. He rode it out with her, his mouth soft and soothing now, drinking her in until she was limp and trembling.

He rose, his own jeans straining. His face was glistening. He looked utterly wrecked and completely triumphant. He kissed her again, letting her taste herself on his lips.

“Bedroom,” he gasped, steering her down the hall. “Now. I need to be inside you. I can’t wait another fucking second.”

They stumbled into a dark room dominated by a large, unmade bed. He shoved his own jeans and boxers down, his cock springing free, thick and eager. He laid her back on the cool sheets and came down over her, his weight a delicious anchor. He shifted, then quickly grabbed a condom from the bedside.

He didn’t enter her immediately. Instead, he rocked against her, the head of his cock dragging through her wetness, teasing her sensitive flesh, smearing it over his length. He watched her face, his eyes locked on hers.

“Look at me,” he ordered, his voice ragged. “I want to see you when you come for me again.”

Then he pushed inside. It was slower than the frantic coupling in the supply closet. He filled her inch by excruciating inch, a low, continuous moan falling from his lips. When he was fully seated, he stopped, trembling with the effort of holding still.

“Fuck,” he breathed, the word full of awe. He dropped his forehead to hers. “Every time. It’s like the first time. Un fucking believable.”

He began to move, setting a deep, rolling rhythm that stroked every nerve ending. One of his hands tangled in her hair, the other slid under her back, lifting her into each thrust. The room filled with the sound of skin on skin, their ragged breathing, the soft creak of the bed.

Lily was already climbing again, the first orgasm having left her hypersensitive. Every drag of him inside her was magnified, a direct line to her core. She wrapped her legs high around his waist, taking him deeper, meeting him thrust for thrust.

“That’s it,” he grunted, his pace quickening. “Take me. All of me. You feel it? You feel how much I fucking want you?”

She could only nod, her senses overwhelmed by the sight of him above her—the sweat beading on his temples, the corded muscles in his neck, the absolute focus in his eyes. He was here, with her, not a rock star for a fan, but a man with a deep desire for a woman.

Her second climax approached, a slow, deep building pressure rather than a sharp snap. She felt her body start to tighten, a fluttering pulse beginning deep inside. She moaned, her back arching.

“I feel it,” he rasped, watching her fall apart. “I feel you getting ready to come. Do it. Come on my cock, Lily. Let me feel it.”

His words were the final trigger. The orgasm washed through her, a deep, rolling wave of pleasure that clenched her around him, milking him. With a hoarse shout, he lost his rhythm, his thrusts becoming erratic, then frantic. He drove into her one last, deep time, his body locking as he emptied himself with a shuddering groan.

He collapsed on top of her, his weight a solid, comforting warmth. His breath was hot and rapid against her neck. They stayed like that, tangled and spent, for a long moment.

Finally, he shifted to his side, pulling her with him so she was tucked against his chest. His fingers traced idle patterns on her bare shoulder.

“Fuck, I'll be needing that again” he said into her hair, his voice sleep-thickened and raw.
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The first thing she felt was warmth. A solid, steady heat along the length of her back. The second was weight. An arm thrown possessively over her waist, a hand splayed flat against her stomach. Lily blinked into the soft, grey light of morning, her mind slowly stitching together the fragments of the night before.

The fan. The jealousy. His mouth. His hands. His voice in the dark. The memories landed with a soft, physical thud in her chest.

She shifted, and the arm around her tightened, just a fraction. A low, sleepy sound vibrated against the back of her neck. It wasn’t a growl, not like the sounds he made when he was inside her. It was... a hum. Contented.

“Mornin’,” Robbie’s voice rasped, thick with sleep. His nose ring brushed her skin as he nuzzled into the space between her shoulder blades.

“Morning,” she whispered, her own voice scratchy.

He didn’t move to roll her over, to claim her mouth, to pick up where they’d left off hours ago. He just held her. His breathing was deep and even against her back. She could feel the steady beat of his heart through the points of contact—his palm on her belly, his chest against her spine. His skin was furnace-hot. She'd expected him to be ready again when he woke up. For hunger to hit the big bad rock star, but he held her like a lover. Like her body against his was enough.

Slowly, as if handling something infinitely fragile, his hand on her stomach began to move. Just to trace. His calloused fingertips, usually so demanding, sketched lazy, meaningless patterns on her skin. Up over the curve of her rib, down to the dip of her waist, back to the soft plane of her abdomen. It was a touch of idle possession. A man learning the landscape of a woman in his bed in the calm light of day.

It was so unlike him. The Robbie she knew was kinetic energy, sharp edges, and urgent hunger. This was... stillness.

She finally turned in his arms. The movement made the sheets whisper. He let her go just enough to allow it, then gathered her back in, tucking her head under his chin. His other arm came up, and his hand—the one with the skeleton on the knuckles—came to rest in her hair. Not gripping, just... cradling.

Lily looked up.

The morning light filtered through the blinds, painting stripes across the room and over him. It softened everything. The harsh platinum of his hair was mussed and golden. The dark brows were relaxed, not drawn together in intensity. His eyes, those deep brown pools she’d seen blazing with want, were soft, drowsy, watching her with a quiet focus that made her throat tighten.

His perfect face was inches from hers. But her gaze drifted down, to the masterpiece on his throat. In the stark shadows of night, the eagle had looked fierce, ready to take flight. Now, in the diffuse light, she saw the artistry. The subtle shading in the feathers, the fine lines in the beak. The wings, stretching from one side of his neck to the other.

His thumb began to stroke her temple, a slow, rhythmic sweep. “You’re thinkin’ too loud,” he murmured, his voice a low vibration she felt through his chest.

“I’m just... looking.”

A small, almost shy smile touched his lips. It was a rare sight. “Like what you see?”

“Yes.” The word came out more honest, more vulnerable than she intended.

His smile deepened. He didn’t speak. He just kept stroking her hair, his eyes roaming her face with the same careful attention she was giving him. He looked... peaceful. It was a word she’d never have thought to associate with this man. 

The silence stretched, comfortable and thick. Not the electric, crackling need to tear clothes off, but a slow, sweet pull, a magnetizing warmth that promised this could be more than stolen moments in closets and frantic nights. This could be mornings.

His hand drifted from her hair, down to her cheek. His knuckles, tattooed and scarred, brushed her skin with a tenderness that felt shocking coming from him. He traced the line of her jaw, the curve of her lip. His touch was a question. A soft, whispered is this okay?

She answered by turning her face into his palm, pressing a kiss to the center of it. She felt his breath catch.

“Lily,” he said, just her name, but it was loaded. It was an apology for the fan, a thanks for being here, a promise she couldn’t quite decipher. "I'm not good at this."

He shifted then, rolling onto his back and pulling her with him so she lay half on his chest, her ear pressed right over his heart. Ba-bump. Ba-bump. Steady as a metronome. One of his hands remained in her hair, the other drew slow circles on her bare shoulder. She studied the lines of ink under her cheek—the script, the feathers, the hard line of his collarbone.

“I have to be in the studio by two,” he said after a long while, the words rumbling under her ear. “Writing session. Might go late though.”

It was the real world, intruding. The world where he was had commitments and a persona to uphold. The world where she had to be a secret.

She nodded against his chest. “Okay.”

His hand stilled on her shoulder. “Stay. Until you have to go to work. Have some coffee. I’ll... I’ll make you some toast or some shit.” He sounded almost awkward, as if offering domesticity was a foreign language.

The idea of Robbie James, burning toast in a sunlit kitchen for her was so absurdly sweet it made her chest ache. The sexual tension wasn’t gone—it hummed beneath the surface of every look, every touch— but it was banked, transformed into something equally potent. It was the tension of possibility. Of more.

“I’d like that,” she said.

He kissed the top of her head, a firm, lingering press of his lips. “Good.”

They lay like that until the sun climbed higher, until the stripes of light on the wall narrowed and shifted. Finally, with a sigh that seemed to cost him, he slipped out from under her. The cool air hit her skin where his warmth had been. She watched him stride, naked and utterly unselfconscious, to a dresser. He pulled on a pair of soft, worn black sweatpants. His muscles taught as he stretched.

He looked back at her, caught her watching. His eyes held hers for a charged moment. There was a flicker there, a spark of the familiar hunger, but he offered a small, gentle smile instead.

“Coffee’s in the kitchen. Come find me when you’re ready.”

He left the door open a crack. She heard his bare feet on hardwood, then the clatter of a coffee pot in the kitchen beyond. Lily lay in the tangle of sheets that smelled like him, like them, and let the strange, new sensation wash over her. The afterglow wasn’t just physical. It was deeper, settled in her bones.

She finally got up, wrapping the top sheet around herself, and wandered to the doorway. From there, she could see into the open living area. Robbie stood at the kitchen counter, his back to her, muscles moving under the tapestry of his back tattoos as he measured coffee. The morning sun caught the platinum in his hair, turning it into a halo. It was a surreal, beautiful contrast: the gentle, domestic act performed by a man who looked like a fallen angel covered in sin.

He must have sensed her. He turned, leaning back against the counter, crossing his arms. He didn’t speak. He just watched her, his expression unreadable. The coffee machine began its noisy, gurgling ritual behind him.

Her phone, buried in the pile of her discarded clothes in his bedroom, chose that moment to buzz. Not once, but insistently, several times in a row. A text thread. Probably Sharon from work, about the schedule.

Robbie’s eyes flickered toward the sound, then back to her. His gentle smile faded, just a little. The real world, with all its complications, was buzzing on his nightstand, breaking the spell.

“You should get that,” he said, his voice quiet.
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The gurgle of the coffee maker was the only sound. Lily stood frozen in the bedroom doorway, the sheet wrapped tightly around her. Robbie hadn’t moved from the kitchen counter, his bare chest a canvas of ink in the morning light, but his eyes were no longer soft. They were sharp, alert, fixed on the front door.

A key scraped in the lock.

Lily’s heart slammed against her ribs. Oh god. Her clothes were a scattered trail from the front door to this room. Her phone buzzed again, a taunting hum from the a pile.

The door swung open.

“Hey, fucker! You alive in here?” The voice was loud, male, and familiar—a gravelly baritone she’d heard on backing tracks. It was followed by the heavy thud of boots on the hardwood.

Robbie moved. It was a blur of fluid, panicked grace. He crossed the living room in three long strides, placing himself directly between the newcomer and the hallway where Lily stood. His back was to her, a wall of tattooed muscle blocking her from view.

“Matty,” Robbie said, and his voice was all easy charm, but she heard the strain underneath. “The fuck are you doing here? It’s nine in the morning.”

“It’s eleven, you vampire,” Matty laughed. Lily risked a peek around the doorframe. Matty was tall, lanky, with a mess of dark curls and a guitar case slung over his shoulder. A bandmate. “We said we’d run through that new bridge before the session. You weren’t answering your phone.”

“Phone’s dead,” Robbie lied smoothly. He ran a hand through his platinum hair, a gesture that could have been casual but looked like a stall. “And I need a shower. A long one. I’m fucking gross, man.”

Matty took a step further in, his eyes scanning the room. Lily held her breath. The grocery bag from last night, still by the door. Her bra? Where was her bra? Her gaze darted to the floor just inside the living room. A flash of pale lace peeked from under the edge of the plush sofa. Oh, no.

“You making coffee?” Matty asked, nodding toward the kitchen. “Smells good. I’ll take a cup.”

“No you won’t,” Robbie said, his tone shifting to something harder, more territorial. He took a step forward, herding Matty back toward the entryway. “I need you to leave. I’m... I’m not feeling great. Think I’m coming down with something.”

Matty’s eyes narrowed. He wasn’t buying it. “You look fine. Better than fine. You look... relaxed.” A sly grin spread across his face. His eyes did another slow sweep of the room, and this time, they caught on the second coffee mug sitting clean and empty on the counter beside the pot. It was a fraction of a second, but Robbie saw it.

“Got company, Robbie? Sneaking in a girl...” Matty’s voice dropped to a knowing whisper.

The air in the hallway turned to ice. Lily saw the muscles in Robbie’s back tighten. She pressed herself flat against the wall inside the bedroom, the sheet clutched to her chest. He knows. He has to know.

Robbie’s laugh was short, hollow. “What? No. Don’t be an idiot.”

“Two mugs, man.” Matty pointed, triumphant. “And you’re acting skittish as fuck. Who is she? That redhead from the Viper Room?”

“There’s no one,” Robbie insisted, but the denial was too quick, too sharp. He was a terrible liar when it mattered. He shoved his hands into the pockets of his sweatpants. “You know I don't do that shit.  I just... I had a friend over last night. We hung out. They left early.”

“Bullshit.” Matty was enjoying this now. He leaned his guitar case against the wall, settling in. “Come on, man. We tell each other everything. Let me meet her. Is she still here? Hiding?” He craned his neck, trying to see past Robbie.

The warm, tender glow from minutes ago curdled into something cold and sick in her stomach.

Robbie’s posture changed. The casual lean vanished. He straightened to his full height, and his voice lost all its forced ease. It was low, quiet, and utterly serious. “Matty. Look at me.”

The command in his tone made even Lily flinch. Matty’s smirk faltered.
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