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Vaughn
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“VAUGHN,” WHISPERED LILY, a few hours later.

I opened my eyes and stared at her.

She gave me a weak smile. “We fell asleep. You have to get out of here.”

I looked at the clock. It was four a.m.

Sighing, I got out of bed and noticed that I had to take a leak. “I need to use your bathroom,” I said, motioning toward my pee hard-on.

“And I thought that was because you woke up next to me,” she teased.

“Darlin’, if I didn’t have to take a piss right now, I’d be in you in two seconds flat,” I told her. 

“You can’t use the bathroom. It’s down the hallway and you might wake my parents.”

“So, you’d rather have me pee outside? What if your nosy old neighbor catches me?” She’d told me about some woman named Mrs. Lewis who was always getting into other people’s business.  

A pained expression spread across her face. She rubbed her forehead. “I’d never hear the end of it from my mother.”

“Look, we’re both adults here. If they catch me, they catch me. You gotta take control of your life, Lily.”

She didn’t reply.

“Tell you what,” I reached for my jeans. “I’ll get dressed so your mother doesn’t have a heart attack if she catches me.”

“She’d still have a heart attack. I guess there’s no other choice, though.” Lily got out of bed and put on a robe. “Just... let me make sure I can hear my dad snoring and then you can go.”

I nodded.

She left the bedroom and snuck down the hallway. After a few seconds, she returned. “I think it’s okay. He’s snoring away. Why don’t you put this on?” Lily reached into her closet and pulled out another robe, this one pink. “It’s a one-size fits all kind of thing, so it should fit.”

I stared at it. One size fits all if you’re a chick. “You’ve got to be kidding?”

“No and here,” she handed me a towel. “Put this around your head. I doubt either of my parents will wake up, as my mother takes something at night to help her sleep because of his snoring.” 

I was at least six inches taller than her and had about seventy pounds on Lily. I didn’t know what she was smoking, but didn’t care to argue with her at that point. I had to piss so bad, I could barely hold it. I pulled the robe on and wrapped the towel around my head.” 

Lily smirked. “Okay, maybe it’s not the best idea I’ve had.”

“Probably not,” I said. “But, I can’t wait any longer.”

She opened her bedroom door and peeked out. “Okay. We’re good. Just hurry.”

I stepped out of her room and walked down to the bathroom, which was across the hallway from her parents’. I did my business and was opening the door, when I heard noises. They were coming from Lily’s parents’ room.

“Brad, yes... keep going. Don’t stop.”

“You like that? How about this?” said a man’s voice. I heard the bed begin to squeak loudly as they continued their business.

The woman moaned. 

Chuckling quietly to myself, I walked back to Lily’s room and locked the door.

“What’s so funny?” she asked, staring at me from her bed.

“Your parents are up. Especially your dad.”

Her eyes widened. “Did they see you?”

“No. They were too busy having sex.”

Lily gave me a horrified look. “You heard them?”

“Yep. Hopefully your dad is putting a smile on her face that will last throughout the day. Especially when she sees me at the party.”

She giggled. “I must have woken them when I used the bathroom.”

“Maybe. Speaking of smiles,” I said, removing the robe. “Someone is interested in seeing your vertical one.”

She looked down at my raging hard-on and giggled.
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Lily

––––––––
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AFTER ANOTHER AMAZING round of sex with Vaughn, this one a lot quieter since my parents were awake, he snuck out and I fell back asleep.

A few hours later, someone knocked on my bedroom door.

“Lily? Are you awake?” asked my mother. “It’s nine-thirty.”  

“Yes,” I said, hoarsely. “I’ll be down for breakfast shortly.”

“You’d better get a move-on. We have a lot of things to do for the party,” she said through the door. 

Groaning to myself, I pulled the sheet away and stood up. “I know. I’ll hurry.” 

“I made a breakfast quiche. It’s on the stove. I have to run to the store and pick up a few more groceries. When I get back, I’ll need your help, obviously.”

“I know.”

She left and I went downstairs to eat. When I was finished, I rushed back upstairs, and took a shower. 

“Good morning, sweetheart,” said my father as we passed each other in the hallway. “Sleep okay?”

Images of last night flashed through my mind. There hadn’t been a lot of sleeping. “Yeah. I slept okay,” I lied. “How about you?”

“I slept like a rock,” he said. “Wish every night was as good as last night.”

I hid my smile. 

I bet he did.

“I’ll see you downstairs,” he said and then whistled his way to the kitchen. 

I went to my bedroom and took off my robe. I then slipped on a pair of white shorts and a red short-sleeved plaid shirt, which tied at the waist. I put hair up into a ponytail and then went back into the bathroom to apply makeup. Afterwards, I went downstairs.

“Look at you,” my father said as he made himself some coffee. “You look like the farmer’s daughter, only cuter. Too bad Karl didn’t make it... I have a feeling the guys are going to be hitting all over you today.”

I snorted. “Most of the guys are in our family, so I hope not,” I replied. “And the ones that aren’t, will probably be grandma’s friends from the retirement home.”

He laughed. “And I’m sure she’s not going to want to share any of her boyfriends.”

“I couldn’t compete with her. She’s got all the old timers drooling when she walks by,” I said, smiling. “And that’s including when they have their teeth in.”

Dad chuckled. “Wow, you’re in a great mood today. It’s nice to see. To be honest, I thought you seemed a little down when you arrived.”

Knowing that I had to tell my parents sometime, I decided to start with my father. He was easier for me to talk to.

“Dad, Karl and I broke up,” I said flatly. “I just... didn’t have it in me to tell you when I arrived.”

He gave me a sympathetic look. “I’m so sorry, sweetheart. How long ago did it happen?”

“It happened the day that I left,” I admitted.

Dad frowned. “Did you get into an argument about coming up here?”

“Not exactly,” I replied. “It was something else entirely.”

He put his arm on my shoulder. “I’m sure you’ll work things out. He’s going to realize what a wonderful woman he’s letting go and will probably be on his knees, holding a ring when you get home.”

He was probably on his knees with his finger in Keith’s ring, I thought wryly. The funny thing was, I didn’t seem to care so much anymore. His deception still hurt, but I knew that I was already on a road to recovery. Especially after the night I’d had with Vaughn. The sex had been mind-blowing and the feelings I’d had for him all those years ago were blossoming again. When he’d looked into my eyes this morning while making love to me, I’d felt more alive than ever before. Was it love? I knew it was too early to tell. But, there was something special between us. There always had been.

“Actually, Dad, it’s more complicated than that.” I smiled weakly. “Karl is gay.”
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Lily

––––––––
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HIS EYES WIDENED.  “How did you find out?”

“I caught him with another man.”

Dad winced. “Oh, honey... that must have been horrible.”

“It was pretty upsetting.” I stared at him and noticed that he didn’t look very surprised. “Let me guess, you spoke to Jasmine?”

“Well, after she went out to visit you, your mother spoke to her. I remember Jasmine mentioning to her that she thought Karl had some gay qualities.”

Jasmine must have told the whole town she thought my boyfriend was gay, I thought irritably. I wish she would have mentioned it to me.

“Gay qualities?” I repeated.

“Yes. I don’t know what she meant by it. I didn’t ask. Anyway, I don’t have anything against gay people,” he went on with a sheepish smile. “I just don’t want them stringing my daughter along.”

“I really don’t think he was stringing me along,” I said, remembering some of the good times we’d had together. Karl had always made me laugh and we’d had so much in common. In fact, thinking back, Karl had seemed more like a BFF girlfriend than a guy I was dating. We’d watch chick flicks and get pedicures together. Once I even went to a spray-tan salon with him. Karl insisted that he had a tan all year long, but had always been afraid that the UV lights would give him wrinkles. I’d done it a couple of times, but didn’t like the streaks and frankly, felt a little stupid, especially in the winter months. But Karl would go once or twice a week, making sure his tan never faded. Then there was the shopping. He was dangerous with a credit card and would spend hours looking for clothing. “Honestly, I think he wanted to make it work, but knew he was living a lie.”

“You’re too nice,” replied my dad. “The man still cheated on you and should have had the decency to end it before he screwed around with someone else.”

There was that. Gay or straight, it was only right. “I agree.”

Just then, my mother walked into the kitchen carrying groceries. “You agree about what?” she asked, setting two paper bags on the counter.

“I’ll tell you later,” I said quickly, giving my father a warning look.

“That’s fine. Brad, can you grab the rest of the groceries and bring them into the house? Oh, and I stopped at the liquor store and picked up more beer, wine coolers, and ice.”

“More?” said my father. “I already bought three cases of beer. How much can your family drink?”

“It’s some of your family, too,” she retorted. “And there’s going to be fifty people here today. We need more refreshments than that.”

“Let them drink water,” he mumbled. 

Mom rolled her eyes and looked at me. “I did pick up some diet soda for you. Oh, and flavored water.”

“Thanks,” I said, although I enjoyed wine coolers and knew that I’d need one later. Especially when my parents saw Vaughn.

“Why do we always end up footing the bill for this shindig every year?” asked my dad, heading toward the garage. “Why can’t your brother or sister do it?”

“Louie helped with the potato salad and Beth isn’t working right now. Remember, she was laid off six months ago?” she said. “Anyway, we only do this once a year. It’s not a big deal.”

He muttered something about couches and potatoes under his breath and disappeared. 

“What can I do to help?” I asked.

“Help me put the groceries away and then we’ll get started on the fruit and appetizers.”

“Okay,” I said, grabbing the bag closest to me.

“By the way, your cousin Pam is coming over,” she said and then sighed dramatically. “I hope she’s not bringing one of her boyfriends.”

“Why? Don’t you like the guys she dates?”

“Good grief, no. Last year she brought this creep whose pants were halfway down to the floor and he had the “F” word tattooed across his knuckles. Then there was the blue Mohawk.” She shook her head. “He definitely lacked attention growing up. Anyway, they both got drunk and made fools out of themselves. I think he must have watered all of my flowers with his urine. The guy couldn’t keep it in his pants.”

I smirked. “Aunt Beth must have loved him.”

Beth was Pam’s mother.

“She was mortified. You know my sister, she volunteers at the church and is a good Christian woman. It’s a shame that her daughter is so wild.”

I hadn’t seen Pam in a long time. She was a couple years younger than me and had always been rowdy. 

“Even worse,” she lowered her voice. “I last heard that Pam might be working at a strip joint.”

“Who told you that? Aunt Beth?”

“No. One of my friends said that her son was at a bachelor party and mentioned seeing her at a club. If it’s true and my sister finds out, she’ll be devastated.”

“Then, you’d better not tell her,” I said. Pam was twenty-two and if she wanted to be a stripper... that was her prerogative. Like my mother, Aunt Beth had always smothered her daughter growing up and I suspected it might have been one of the reasons that Pam took a job like that. To rebel and show Aunt Beth that she could do what she wanted. 

“Who are you talking about?” asked my father, walking back into the kitchen.

“Pam. Remember, I mentioned that I heard she was working at a strip club?”

“That’s right. Is she going to be here today?” he asked, setting down the bags. “If so, I’d better make sure I have some bills on me.”

I snorted. 

My mother gave him a dirty look and then swatted him in the shoulder playfully. “Maybe I should make you pay me for undressing.”

“Or I could pay you for staying dressed,” he teased and then ducked when she went to slug him again. 

“You’re such a man,” she said, although she looked amused.

He put his arm around her shoulders and gave her a kiss on the forehead. “Oh... you know I’m only kidding. If there’s anyone I’d pay money to see naked, it’s you.”

“Please, both of you. Keep your clothes on,” I said, putting the last of the groceries away. “And tell me what I need to be doing for the party.”

“Fruit bowl,” she said, smiling 

“Speaking of fruit, did you tell her yet?” my dad asked me.

I sighed. “No. Not yet.”

“Tell me what?” she asked, opening up the refrigerator. 

I blurted it out. “Karl and I broke up.”

Mom turned around. “What? You’re kidding me,” she said, looking shocked. “When did this happen?”

I told her everything I’d told my father. When I was finished, she gave me a funny look.

“You know, Jasmine mentioned something to me that she thought he was gay. And... I had a feeling, too. Didn’t you say he didn’t like football?”

“Mom, a lot of guys don’t like football,” I said dryly. “That doesn’t make them gay.”

“It does in my book,” joked my father.

I rolled my eyes.

“I guess Jasmine called it,” said my mother, giving me the same sympathetic look that everyone else had when I’d told them the news. “Are you okay, sweetheart?”

I nodded.

My cell phone began to buzz. I looked at it and noticed the caller was ‘Vaughn’. I knew that I hadn’t put him into my contacts list. He must have.

“I’ll be right back,” I told my parents, walking out of the kitchen.

“Hello, my lovely raven-haired sex goddess,” Vaughn said when I answered.

I smiled. “Hi.”

“I hope you don’t mind, but I added my number to your phone.”

“I noticed,” I answered, not caring in the least. 

“I went through your pictures, too.”

“You did, huh?” I said, thinking of all of the pictures I’d taken of Karl. There were dozens of them, but nothing that I’d be embarrassed about.  

“No, I’m just messing with you. I thought about it, though.”

“Oh yeah?”

“I’ll be honest, I’ve never been the jealous kind of guy, but the thought of sharing you with another man is already driving me crazy.”

“Don’t worry. You’re the only one right now,” I said, smiling.

“Right now,” he repeated and then sighed. “So, remind me again – when are you heading back to Chicago?”

“Sunday.”

“You sure you have to go?” he asked again in a lighthearted voice. 

My job was waiting for me and it was the only thing I was sure about. “My vacation will be over and I have to get back to the newspaper.” I also needed to find a place to live. The house was Karl’s, and although he’d said I could stay as long as I needed, there was no way I’d spend another night there. I’d decided that I was going to return to Chicago and rent a motel room until I could find an apartment.

“That’s right. You’re a photo journalist, right?”

“Yes.”

“Do you enjoy it?”

“Very much.”

I loved taking pictures and apparently, had a good eye for it. I’d originally been hired at the newspaper to assist the main photographer, a temperamental jackass who loved bossing me around. Then he walked out one day and soon after, I received my big break after a tornado hit a nearby town. The newspaper needed pictures of the aftermath. I picked up the camera, and after capturing several powerful photos, soon found myself with a raise and a new title as the head journalist for my paper. 

“You must do a lot of traveling.”

“Yeah, they send me wherever the story is. Normally, I don’t go much farther than the Midwest, though.”

“You should try and get a job at the Minneapolis Tribune,” he said. “I know someone who works there. He’s pretty high up in the company and owes me a favor.”

My eyes widened. “Really?” I wondered why the person owed him a favor. 

“Yeah. I could talk to him.”

I sighed. “I’m not interested in moving back here. I told you that before.”

“Even after last night?”

As much as I was attracted to Vaughn, I almost felt like moving back to Minnesota would prove to my parents that I couldn’t make it on my own. I needed the distance from them more than anything. “I’m settled in Chicago. I couldn’t just move back here.” 

Just then my mother walked into the living room. I could tell that she needed my help and was trying to get my attention.

“I have to go. I’m super busy right now,” I said into the phone.

“Okay. I’ll be showing up there around four-thirty with my grandmother. I’m at work and have to be here until three, otherwise we’d be there sooner.”

I imagined the look on my mother’s face when Vaughn arrived. I laughed nervously. “Perfect.”

We said our goodbyes and I hung up first.

“Who was on the phone?” mom asked.

“A friend.”

She gave me a stern look. “Was it the same friend you had in your room last night?”

4

Vaughn

––––––––
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AFTER HANGING UP with Lily, I finished eating the sandwiches I’d made for my lunch, and then went back to work. After about ten minutes, I noticed that Todd was making his way toward me on the roof.

“There’s some guy here to see you,” he said, pointing down below. 

I stood up and looked down. There was a guy with dark hair standing next to a motorcycle and staring up at me. I didn’t recognize him.

I rubbed the sweat from my brow. “He asked for me?”

“Yeah.”

“Huh.”

“I take it you don’t know him?”

“Nope.”

I got off of the roof and approached the stranger cautiously. He didn’t look like he was a member of the Blood Angels, but that didn’t mean anything. 

“Are you Vaughn Stone?” he asked. 

“Who’s asking?” 

The man had dark sunglasses on and wore leather gloves. Although he was smiling at me, I detected something dangerous about him. 

“Me, obviously,” he said, holding up an envelope. “This is for you.”

“What is it?” I asked, wondering about the gloves and if there was something toxic in the envelope. After what happened to Chachi, I wasn’t taking any chances.

“Relax, I’m a friend of a friend. This is the information Tom requested on Charlie Krenshaw and the club he’s now with.”

I relaxed and took the envelope. “I thought this information was going to be delivered to him later in the week?”

He shrugged. “I know, but, it’s safer for the messenger this way. Anyway, it’s all there. Names, addresses, and the location of their clubhouse.”

“Did Tom pay you yet?” I asked.

He shook his head. “Nah, but this one is on me. Just take care of business and don’t mention anything about me or how your club received this information”

“Thanks. Are you the guy they call The Judge?”

He got onto his motorcycle and started it. “The Judge is dead.”

“Someone got to him?” I asked, wondering who’d murdered the assassin. 

He smirked. “Yeah, someone finally did,” he said and then took off on his bike.  

My phone began to ring. It was Tom.

“I sent you a visitor. He should be arriving any second,” he said to me.

“He was already here and gave me some intel,” I said, opening up the envelope. I looked at the information, and sure enough, there were names, address, and job locations for several men, including Charlie. 

“He doesn’t mess around. What did the guy look like?” asked Tom.

“About my height with dark hair. Probably close to thirty.” 

“Did he have scars on his hands?” asked Tom.

“I don’t know. He wore gloves,” I replied.

“Then it could have been The Judge. He knew about Sully being dead.”

My eyes widened. “No shit? How?”

“I’m thinking he showed up at his place. I just got off the phone with Brass. He said he’d fallen asleep for a while. Apparently, he’s a heavy sleeper because the only way this guy could have known that Sully is dead was if he saw him.”

“Brass didn’t hear anything?”

“No, but then they say that The Judge is more ghost than human. He can find his way anywhere and disappears without a trace. It’s why he’s so good at what he does.”

“He didn’t look like any ghost to me, although the man I spoke to said that The Judge was dead.”

“He did, huh? Interesting. This guy ask for payment?”

“No. That’s another thing. He said it was ‘on him’.” 

“I don’t know who this guy is then, but he’s on our side and that’s all that matters,” said Tom.

I agreed. “Where are you?”

“I’m down at Region’s Hospital with my wife, that’s why I had the guy meet you instead of me. They’re running some tests on Janice.”

“Oh no. Is she okay?”

“Honestly, I don’t know,” he said, sounding worried. “She’s so tired and weak. Today she could barely get out of bed. I made her come down here this morning, and you know how much I hate hospitals.”

“I know. Well, give her my best,” I said, feeling bad for the guy. Janice spoils the hell out of him and if she ever died, he’d be lost.  

“I will. Don’t forget about tonight, either.”

“I won’t.”

“And son, don’t let anyone get their hands on that information.”

“You can count on me. Don’t worry about anything other than Janice right now.”

He chuckled humorlessly. “Easier said than done.”

***
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Jordan

The Judge was dead and yes, someone had definitely gotten to me. 

I drove away from the construction site and grabbed something to eat at a nearby deli. It would be a long drive back to Iowa and I hadn’t eaten since early that morning. After finishing up my hoagie, I called Jessica and told her I was heading home.
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