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Many thanks to my husband, Jeff, my very own personal rockstar.

To my readers, thank you for your encouragement.
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Chapter One
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“Oh, Ashton, yes!”

“God, you are beautiful,” Ashton purred, gazing up from between his wife’s thighs. He loved nothing more than to unleash his lust on her and watch her enjoy the ride. The smile on her face was reward enough. He refused to feel guilty for using his wife’s body so often and so thoroughly. “And hot... and sticky sweet... and mine to eat!”

Returning his tongue to the source of her delight, he wished he could crawl up inside Chloe’s hot little body and hide there. This place, this perfectly warm piece of paradise he had become well acquainted with, was the only place he wanted to be.

He smiled when she grappled his shoulder-length blonde hair with her fingers. It was all she could do to keep from screaming. With a series of hot flicks and long drags of his talented tongue, he shot jolts of sheer pleasure from her clitoris to her brain. He could always tell when she was close to losing it.

“Ooh, yes, Ashton, yes!”

“Pardon? What was that?” he chuckled, wrenching her thighs away from his ears. “Couldn’t hear you.” He crawled up and rested his weight on her, gazing into the face he loved. He kissed her passion-flushed rosy cheeks, a vision he could never get enough of. “But the rest of the house might have.”

“Oh, Ashton, this isn’t fair.” Wrapping her arms around his shoulders, she hid her face into his neck.

Unable to hold back any longer, he crashed into her, straight and true. He buried himself into her as far as he could go, losing all manner of thought or care for anything beyond the pleasure of losing himself in her wondrous body. With one hand cradling her head, the other grasping her luscious ass cheek, Ashton held nothing back. After a few teasing, gentle thrusts of his hips, he ramped up his momentum and let her have it. It’s what she liked. It never failed to send her to the moon and back. If only everything in life were so simple.

Moments later, lying there panting, Ashton couldn’t help but worry once again. As much as he could tell Chloe was loving all this unleashed sex action with the notorious Ashton Wright, frontman for the Stick Shift Lips, he also knew she kind of missed her calm, controlled husband. Quite the conundrum, really. Good thing the two were a package deal.

As Ashton drew back, slowly disengaging himself from his wife of five years, he met her trusting green eyes with his troubled blue ones before flashing her a killer smile. When she gazed at him sufficiently reassured, he lavished her with kisses to her lips, her eyelids, her chin, her neck. He then placed a sweet kiss on each nipple with endearing tenderness before resting his weary head between her breasts. With a great sigh, he couldn’t help but apologize again.

“I’m so sorry, sweetness.”

“Sorry? Don’t be sorry. That was awesome,” she insisted, running her hands over the taut muscles on his shoulders.

“You know what I mean.”

“It’s all good, rockstar. I loved every minute of it. I just wish you weren’t so stressed all the time.”

“Chloe, I don’t know what to think anymore. All I do know is when I’m with you like this, I forget all my worries.”

“Hey, I’m not complaining,” she giggled in an effort to lighten his impending spiral into darkness.

She often did that and he appreciated her sensitivity to his mood swings. In fact, her unfailing empathy to his artistic angst was what he adored most. He smiled, momentarily allowing her presence to calm him. He knew this temporary reprieve wouldn’t last. He would soon turn inward and withdrawn. It was how he handled things when they weren’t working out. He often locked himself away for days just to deal with whatever stressed him. But lately, that ability to hide away had become less available to him. In fact, he was running out of places to hide in the modest home he shared with not only his wife but with the current source of his angst, Jay Sharp.

Maybe he should do what Nick and Chris had recently done. But the additional stress might kill him. And what could be more stressful than moving? No way, not at this point in time. Yet Ashton couldn’t fully disagree with their reasons. His bandmates had sold the apartment building they co-owned, and the Arrow brothers were in the process of moving into larger homes in a high-security gated community. Those two were quite savvy when it came to real estate. They had found a quiet enclave in an upscale neighborhood and bought up the entire grouping of five mansions. Nick said it was for security and privacy reasons since the Stick Shift Lips, or the SSLs as they were lovingly referred to by their fans, were now too popular to live amongst the general population. With three young kids and wives to think of, both Nick and his brother Chris felt it was the only way to keep them all safe. Not wanting to be left out of the move, Jamie and his wife Kayla had claimed one of the five mansions for themselves. 

Ashton couldn’t argue with that logic. They were perfectly correct to think that way. He was aware of the band’s recent boost in notoriety. Partly due to their own popularity and also due to their affiliation with the ever increasing success of Dream Crush, a young band the SSLs had signed under their indie label two years ago. As a result, hungry up-and-coming bands had started popping up everywhere, hoping to get signed onto the SSLs indie label. He had even caught a few ambitious upstarts and plenty of overzealous fans lurking around his front porch.

Thanks to the internet, his address was no longer a secret and for this reason alone, he was grateful to have Jay living downstairs. While the kid was as mild-mannered as they came, he had shot up in height since they met. The recently turned twenty-one-year-old was all muscle and not afraid to use his size to scare away the lurkers. 

It was not lost on Ashton how the closest house to Nick’s, and the farthest one into the private enclave was still vacant. Ashton was well aware of how the persuasive bassist and Chloe had quietly plotted to get him to buy that particular house. They were like peas in a pod, Nick, and Chloe, litter-mates separated at birth. Nothing would make them happier than to live next door to each other. To this day, their quirky camaraderie remained a mystery to anyone other than themselves. He knew it, Nick’s wife Audrey knew it, and so did everyone else. Nobody even brought it up anymore, not even Jamie who had never quite accepted their affections for one another.

In their collective enthusiasm, Chloe and Nick had made it a point to remind him that the fifth house, closest to the gate would be perfect for band practices and for housing a state of the art recording studio. Plus, it would be best because then all business matters would happen there, leaving their individual homes for privacy. Ashton had agreed to that since it didn’t make any sense to have all that continue to happen at his current home. He could tell Chloe was looking forward to that particular aspect. She’d been all right with it when it was just the original members of the SSLs, but since Southern Jackass started up, things around the house had gotten uncomfortable. They both enjoyed their alone time which had become less available.

“I should really get up and dressed. Jay’s probably awake, hungry and wondering about his future, poor guy. All he does is eat and work out. He’ll be eating us out of house and home if he keeps it up,” Chloe whispered, stirring him from his thoughts. “Hey, come on, we’ll have to leave the bedroom eventually.”

“I don’t want to just yet,” Ashton groaned, resting his head, making a pillow out of her breasts. “I can’t deal with that punk today.”

“Ashton, I’m sure Jay feels just as awful about it.”

“Why the fuck do I care? Why do I even bother?”

“Because deep down you still believe in him. And so do I. I’ve seen him perform. I’ve heard him sing. You have a gift for recognizing true talent and I believe in you more than anything.”

She was right. He was only venting. He refused to give up no matter what everyone else believed. “Sweetness, how many times do I have to run up there before he finally gets it?” Ashton closed his eyes, thinking back to last night. Once again, Southern Jackass was given the chance to prove themselves, to finally let the audience see what he sees in them. But the moment the spotlights were on him, Jay Sharp froze, his voice gone, his eyes wide like a deer caught in the headlights. “Will there ever be a day when I can simply watch from the sidelines without having to run up there and save his punk ass along with our credibility as an indie recording label?”

Unable to watch his prodigy and his band Southern Jackass go down in such an embarrassing way, Ashton had, once again, got up on stage and grabbed the mic from Jay’s hand to sing in his place.

“That I don’t understand,” Chloe said with a sigh. “I mean, when he sings for us, in front of our little group, Jay is incredible. He’s got the voice, the look, all of it. The way you’ve coached him, he can’t help but succeed. Yet the moment he’s in a bar or nightclub with an audience larger than twenty, he freezes!”

“I wish I could honestly say I understood his problem,” Ashton bemoaned. “Other than here with you, the stage is the one place I feel most at home. Stage fright has never been an issue for me or any of the guys. Just look at Nick. He loves the attention. Jamie’s an animal on those drums. Chris is so damned focused on his guitar. He could be in a room of twenty or twenty thousand and it wouldn’t make a difference.”

“Yeah, but you’re talking about the SSLs. You guys are in a whole other category.”

“Well, what about Dream Crush? Those punks are kicking ass all over the place. They’re a gold mine. Sofia didn’t have a clue before she took the stage that night in LA. Yet she stepped up. Without a thought to herself, she grabbed that mic, took the audience by storm, and boom, skyrocketed those kids to stardom.”

“With your help, don’t forget. It took them a while to get off to a good start. Besides, as a band they have chemistry. Those kids love each other. Just like you and the guys love each other. As much as you fight, in the end, that chemistry is what saves the day. Now here you have Jay, poor kid, all on his own. Remember, he’s from Texas. He must feel out of his element all the way up here in Chicago.”

“He’s not exactly on his own. He lives in our basement and he is no longer a kid, even if he still acts like one.”

“Don’t remind me!” Chloe giggled at the thought of their houseguest overhearing their lusty moaning.

Ashton couldn’t help but smile. “Now that I think about it, that’s probably why he didn’t move into your old room behind the kitchen. He probably figured he’d get more sleep all the way in the basement.”

“Anyway, my point is, while he has a home, his bandmates aren’t very supportive,” Chloe explained, trying very hard not to blush. “Well, I guess Alex tries, but Luke is a real piece of work.”

“Alex is a great kid,” Ashton agreed. “Plus, he’s on his best behavior since Nina is his sister. She’s married to Chris Arrow, his guitar hero and he wants to impress them. Luke’s loyalty is to Alex. He knows how badly Alex wants to make it in the music business and he hates that Jay is sabotaging their future. I get that. Those two have been best friends all their lives. That’s a good thing.”

“But not when Luke feels it’s his place to pick on Jay,” Chloe stressed. “It just makes him feel like an outsider.”

“And it doesn’t help his cause when all the best lead guitarists we find end up quitting after they see him in action or should I say, inaction.”

“It’s too bad Alex decided he’d rather play bass,” Chloe said pensively. “What happened there?”

“He took a liking to Nick Arrow. That’s what happened.”

“What’s not to like?” she teased.

“Hey, I’m on your side there.” Ashton smiled, thinking about Chloe and Nick’s unrelenting bond. To this day, he couldn’t help but wonder what might’ve happened if Nick had met Chloe first. “But if you must know, Nick’s easygoing, happy-go-lucky attitude is what turned Alex’s head. Plus, Alex realized he lacked the patience to play lead guitar. After one-too-many intense lessons from his brother-in-law, it’s no wonder Alex preferred Nick’s easy to follow instructions on bass. But, I agree, it makes it a lot harder to find the right guitarist. Without one in this business you’re pretty much dead in the water.”

“Or a singer.”

“True. But we have one of those, even if he is a little broken,” Ashton said with a sigh.

“Hey, speaking of Nick, he should be here any minute. He’s bringing the girls over. Apparently, they can’t get enough of their Uncle Ashton.”

“More like they can’t get enough of taking over my music room. Those kids are just like their dad!” Ashton cracked up. “They love being the center of attention.”

“One thing for sure, we don’t have to worry about them as far as stage fright is concerned. It’s a good thing we moved our bed into the guest room, too. All these babies running around.”

“Yeah, all we need is a couple more Stick Shift Lips spawn and in twenty years, we’ll have another band to sign.”

“Wouldn’t that be something?” Chloe said with a wistful smile.

“It’s something alright,” he sputtered. “We’ll just see if Jamie’s, and Chris’s offspring will be just as enthusiastic. I still can’t get over the fact that they’re both expecting at the same time. What is this a race or something? Did Nina and Kayla plan it that way or what? Things are gonna change for us, Chloe,” he said with a heavy sigh. “God, I don’t think I can handle any more change.”
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Chapter Two
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Only after yet another lusty round of heated animalistic shower sex was Ashton finally able to face the music. Placing a kiss on Chloe’s rosy cheek, he gave her a playful smack on the ass before he left her in peace. With one last lingering glance at the smile on her face, he finally felt ready to take on that world.

He put on his faded blue jeans, grabbed a white t-shirt from the closet, draped it over his shoulder and made his way downstairs. Since he had no plans to leave the house today, he simply combed his long fingers through his shoulder length blonde hair, slicking it back away from his clean shaven face.

Arriving in the living room, he found Jay, his shirtless young prodigy, sitting on the couch watching that movie yet again. The kid didn’t even attempt to turn it off anymore. Ashton used to tease him about it at first but now he realized watching it was Jay’s twisted form of therapy. He didn’t quite get it but he understood everyone had their own way of dealing with things.

Throwing himself into his armchair, Ashton gave into the moment. Even he couldn’t help but get sucked into the climactic final scene. No doubt about it, Stand Up and Shout was an awesome movie. There was something undeniably magical about how the main character, a kid from nowhere, standing right up front at a concert for his favorite band, saves the day when he is called up on stage by his idol, the frontman of the band. After singing a few lines together, unable to handle the lifestyle any longer, the famous road weary singer hands the kid the reins in the form of his mic. Having lovingly memorized the entire setlist, the stupefied kid grabs the mic, starts to sing in the most incredible voice. Boom! The crowd loves him and he steals the show.

“Man, why do you torture yourself?”

“Quit bustin’ my ass,” Jay sulked, avoiding eye contact with the all-knowing Ashton Wright, singer-songwriter of the SSLs. The second he spoke, Jay regretted his tone. As it stood, he owed Ashton everything even if he couldn’t help but hate him just a little. Okay, hate might be too strong a word. Envious, alright, he was envious of his unshakeable confidence. Not only was Ashton rock star perfection in every sense of the word, from his flawless good looks to his mesmerizing stage presence, the guy had the patience of a saint, especially where he was concerned and Jay was ever grateful for that. Even still, he wondered how long before Ashton finally got fed up and kicked him out.

God forbid he return to Texas. As much as he missed his small town, he knew there was nothing there for him. His dream was to become a famous rock star in a metal band, not a country singer, or a football player. As far as the folks back home were concerned, those two career choices were the only two worthy of setting your sights on.

“You imagine that’s you.” Ashton ignored the snark in Jay’s voice. “In fact, that is you, isn’t it? Up in your mind.”
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