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Note from the author:


This is meant to be an enjoyable light read. To make this book
a little different I placed different songs in the story. Each song will have
the name of the song and the artist it is by. It will be italicized. This
should bring out the emotion of the story even more. You can see the list of
songs and listen to them here: http://lizthomasauthor.blogspot.com/2012/12/rock-her-music-playlist.html


Thanks to all the beta readers who persuaded me to keep and
expand the Marine part of Kip’s life. It really did give him more depth as a
person and made the story much more exciting. Thanks!



 

Chapter One



 

As the music faded and the drummer banged out the last beats of
the song, the lights died. And Kip Jones spread his arms before the crowd and
listened to them roar. He was loved, and he loved it. The last beat pounded and
the lights went out. Kip ducked as the pyrotechnics blasted over his head and
out over the cheering crowd. He always flinched when those blasts sounded off,
bringing back horrible memories of Afghanistan, but it was only a flinch. The
roar of the fans always protected him from any deeper emotions. He walked off
of the stage slowly, taking in the applause for another great show. His last of
this tour. He was going to miss it. 


He was thrown a towel by a back stage hand and he wiped his
face. When he dropped the towel Annie Beecher was standing before him. He
stopped abruptly before walking in to her. Well
now, he thought to himself, look at
those legs go all the way up to heaven.


Kip grabbed a bottled water from a
stage hand that happened to be walking by and looked the green eyed beauty up
and down. He was high from the adrenaline of being on stage, and he left his manners
behind somewhere between the first and second song.


She wore a tight fitting skirt and an even tighter top. Her
cleavage was screaming to be released, but she kept it under expert control.
Kip figured she was about five foot eight, but she was wearing ridiculously
high heels, so her actual height was anyone’s guess. Her bright red lips formed
into a smile and she threw her hand out to him. And they are worth the climb, he finished his thought.


“Mr. Jones,” she said loudly to be heard over the still excited
crowd chanting ‘encore! encore!’, “My name is Annie Beecher. We spoke on the
phone last week.”


“Ah, Annie, yes! I have been so looking forward to meeting
you!” Kip replied as loudly and looking her up and down again, obviously sizing
her up for one of his oversized t-shirts that he hoped she’d be wearing in his
hotel room in the morning. He took her hand and shook it.


Annie noticed the eye fuck and let her smile waver just a bit.
She pulled her hand from his. “I can’t wait to get started on the biography!”
She yelled at him.


Kip smiled wider, showing his perfect teeth. “I can’t wait to
work with you, too, Annie, but as you can hear, it’s going to have to wait just
a bit longer before we can start.” He threw his thumb over his shoulder back
toward the crowd stopping in the stadium. “It seems I am not yet done tonight!”
And if all goes right, he thought, neither of us will be done until morning.


Annie smiled and nodded and swung her arm wide toward the stage
as if to say, get to it then. “Hold this, will you?” Kip tossed her his wet
towel and turned back to the stage. “Be right back.” He bounded out onto the
flashing stage and grabbed his microphone. The audience went ear splittingly
wild. He looked back towards where Annie was standing but she was gone.



 

Afterward Kip met her in his hotel room. He was already there
and coming out of the shower. Annie was shown in by one of his posse and the
door was closed behind her. She watched Kip as he walked from the shower and
saw his tattoos all over his arms and back. On his chest he had ink that looked
like bullet holes. His back was covered with a large cross lined with barbwire
and his left arm had a Marine Corps Semper Fi tattoo. His right arm was a full
sleeve of beautiful women and serpents coiled together in a way that suggested
a very interesting act of bestiality.


When Kip saw her staring at his tattoos he quickly grabbed a
t-shirt and pulled it over his head. Then he shook his shoulder length hair and
flung warm water throughout the immaculate room.


“Great Show,” Annie said.


“Thanks,” Kip replied. “It was the last night of the tour. It
was a lot of fun. Now it’s back to work.”


“Not too soon, I hope,” Annie said. 


“Don’t worry, I’ll make plenty of time for you, Annie, just as
I promised.” He said. 


She gave him a sideways look. 


She’s not letting
anything get by, is she? He thought.


“For the book, of course,” he added.


Annie looked down at her way too high shoes. “I know you wanted
to meet tonight, and that is fine. But I wasn’t sure why. I figured you’d be
beat after the show.”


Kip smiled and walked over to the couch, flinging thin but
well-toned body onto it. He patted the cushion next to him. “I don’t get beat,
Annie,” He said.


Annie saw then that this visit was to be more than strictly
business. She realized that she knew all along that it would be but hoped to
persuade him otherwise. Work on the biography could have begun just as easily
tomorrow morning as it could have tonight. Now she was asking herself why she
had actually agreed to come tonight. And then she asked herself why she had
dressed the way she had. She walked closer to the couch but didn’t sit down.


“Where’s the rest of the band?” she asked.


“Oh, we scratch out enough of a living to afford our own
rooms,” he said.


Annie laughed. “I bet you do. Look, Mr. Jones…”


“Kip,” he said. “Please. I am only thirty five. I haven’t
reached ‘Mister’ status yet.”


“Kip, then. I am very eager to get started, but…”


“Then let’s do it. But what, Annie?” Kip asked, once again
patting the couch.


Annie sat down but on the farthest edge from him.


“Well, Kip, I mean, I just thought we would start during normal
hours, like tomorrow. You know, when we’re both fresh and can think straight,”
Annie said.


“Well, I am fresh, Annie. And if I might say, you look pretty
fresh yourself,” he said half laughing. He looked at his watch. “Besides, it is
tomorrow. I’ve got two thirty six am.”


Annie smiled and looked down at her smooth legs. She realized
she had turned her knees toward him, a clear come on. Why had she done that?
She moved them non-chalantly in a safer direction.
“Okay Kip, let’s get this out of the way now, shall we?”


Kip raised his eyebrows at her.


“I just came out of a very bad relationship, and all I can
think of now is about not getting into another one. Besides, I have a lot of
baggage. I am sure you wouldn’t want to get mixed up in any of it. And…”


“And?” Kip said, his smile never fading.


“And, anyway I have a rule,” Annie said.


“A rule? Go on…”


“I never date rockers, Kip. Never. I write about them. I don’t
date them. Even ones like you that have the face and body of Adam Levine. It’s
why I do such a great job. I don’t get personally involved. It makes the story
pure. True. You know?”


Kip looked at her, keeping his smile. He cocked his head to the
side and sized her up again. He said nothing. Adam Levine? Damn, maybe I should cut my hair to have the full package.


“Well?” Annie asked.


“Okay, Annie. I get it. And I apologize. I was acting like a
dick anyway. I mean you look great. I am a sucker for a hot chick. I saw you
tonight. I wanted you. And I acted like a dick. It’s not the first time.
Probably won’t be the last time. Please forgive me.”


Annie looked at him for a moment and then smiled. “Forgiven,”
she said.


“Good,” Kip said. “So, where shall we begin?”


“Well, that’s really up to you,” she said. “But I like to get
some initial back story to work with starting out. Like family. Where you grew
up. What made you want to do what you do…Do you have any secrets? Stuff like
that.”


“Well, I have no living family,” Kip started. “My father passed
away while I was in the Marine Corps. I’d really rather not talk much about
that right now.” He looked down at her shoes.


“You don’t want to talk about your father or the Marines, which
one?” Annie asked.


Kip looked back up at her and looked serious for a change.
“Either one, really.”


“Well, clearly there is a story there,” Annie said. “Are we
going to talk about it at all?”


Kip looked back at her shoes. “We’ll see.” He nodded at her
feet. “Those shoes must be absolute torture.” 


“You have no idea,” Annie said. She kicked them off and they
rolled on the floor. She opened her notebook and pulled a pen from the binder.



 

Kip woke to Jack Treme pounding on
the door. He stirred and then he pushed himself up on the couch. He looked
around confused for a moment until the pounding on the door happened again. He
staggered to his feet and shuffled across to the door, catching a glance of
Annie bundled up on his bed in the other room. She was buried in a sea of silk
and blankets. He spotted bare thigh between the waves of sheets, and decided
her flesh was the silk. The sheets were only a cheap frame around the true
masterpiece. And she’s wearing my
T-shirt. I hate it when a plan comes together but doesn’t include me getting
with the girl. Maybe I’ll get her next time, he thought.


He ran his fingers through his hair and continued on to the
door. He pulled it open and walked away, knowing it was Jack that was doing the
pounding.


“Damn Kip. Four o’clock is late in the day even for you,” Jack
said as he walked in, leaving the door open behind him.


“Stayed up all night, Jacky.”


Jack followed him to the kitchen, where Kip was pouring himself
a glass of Crown. He saw Annie stirring in the bed as he walked by the open door
of the bedroom.


“Well, that explains the late night,” Jack said as he took the
bottle from Kip and pulled a mouthful from it. “Who’s the coin purse?”


Kip took a drink from his glass. “She’s no coin purse. She’s my
biographer. And we were working not bumping nasties.”


“Biographer?” Jack said with incredulity.


“Yes, Jacky. I’ve actually done more in my life than play bass
and sing. I have a story to tell. She’s going to help me tell it.”


“Kip, you don’t even talk to the band about your life,” Jack
said before taking another pull from the Crown Royal bottle. “Now you’re going
to put it all out there in a book?”


“That’s right Jacky. You want to know more about me, read the
book.”


Jack studied Kip to see if he was being serious or yanking his
chain. He decided he could not tell.


“Well, you’ll have to give me a free signed copy when it’s
done.”


Kip tilted the glass back and drained the last of it, then
reached for the bottle, taking it from Jack’s hand.


“No Jacky. You’re going to have to pay.” He said and he filled
his glass again.


Jack gave Kip that look again, the one where he wasn’t sure if
Kip was joking or not. Then Kip smiled a half smile at him before taking
another drink. Jack still didn’t know what that meant. That’s what Jack loved
about Kip. He was independent to a fault. He never went out of his way to let
anyone inside his head. At least Jack had never seen it. Kip was loyal to a
fault though, and the nicest guy Jack had ever met.


Kip saw the confusion in Jack’s face. He relished in it. Just
like his dad had always said, back before he didn’t say anything at all to Kip,
‘Always leave them guessing’. Kip was good at that.


Jack motioned toward the bedroom with the bottle he had just
taken back from Kip. 


“So, what’s wrong with her?” he asked.


“What do you mean?” Kip replied.


“Well, I know she got here last night, so she’s been here all
night and all day,” Jack said. “And you said you haven’t added her to your Kip
list. So, what’s wrong with her?”


Kip scratched his head and turned to walk back to the couch.
“There is not a damn thing wrong with her. She must have a force field or
something. She resisted the Kip charm.”


“Interesting,” Jack said, following him to the couch.


“Isn’t it though?” Kip replied.


Jack took a seat on the leather chair next to the couch and put
his feet up on the coffee table.


“Well, don’t worry, buddy. Happens to the best of us.” He
smiled.


“How would you know?” Kip said sarcastically.


“Easy now, Kip,” Jack said. “Keep that up and I might not have
your back tonight at the club.”


“The club?” Kip asked. “Who said I was going to a club tonight,
Jacky?”


“We did, Kip,” Jack said. “Stabs and Lock and I. We decided.
Come on. Let’s have an end of tour blow out. Bring your lady friend there
along.”


“I’m afraid I won’t be joining you at the club,” a voice
sounded from behind Jack’s head. Kip looked up and Jack turned around in his
chair. Annie stood there in Kips T-shirt with the silk sheet wrapped around her
waist. Her hair was mussed, but she was still stunning. The perfect woman, Kip thought. Fresh
out of bed and still a knockout.


Jack stood and turned to her. His jaw dropped at her beauty,
and the fact that her nipples were giving Kip’s T-shirt some new wear points.
Then he gathered his wits. “Hey, the biographer is up and about!” he said. 


“Calm down, Jacky,” Kip said. “She doesn’t do Rockers.”


Jack looked deflated. He glanced at Kip and back to Annie, who
was heading back into the bedroom. “Hell, I’m no rocker. I just play drums. I
am respectable, not like this degenerate here.” He pointed to Kip. 


Annie laughed from somewhere in the bedroom, out of sight.
“You’re in a rock band. That gets you on the ‘no’ list.”


Jack turned to Kip, who looked amused on the couch. “She has a
list,” Jack whispered and he shrugged. Kip shrugged back. 


“And you’re on it, Jacky,” Kip said. “That’s something.”


“But it’s the wrong list,” he said, smiling. “It’s the exact
opposite list of the one I want to be on.”


“Well, it gives you a starting point, right?” Kip said with a
laugh.


“Actually, no,” Annie said from the bedroom. “It’s the opposite
of a starting point. He has to work backwards from the no list until he gets to
zero. Then he has to work his way up the yes list. I am afraid it doesn’t look
good for… who are you again?” she finished as she walked from the room, dressed
but barefoot. She headed to her shoes which were exactly where she left them
when she kicked them off last night.


“Oh, Sorry,” Kip said. “Annie, this is Jack Treme.
We usually keep him caged behind the drums on stage and rarely let him out and about
when we’re not doing a show. His claims of being respectable are, well, way
off.”


Annie gave him a quick smile as she sat on the couch and
reached for her shoes.


“Jacky, this is Annie Beecher. She’s going to be my biographer,
like I said.” Only my biographer,
apparently, he thought.


“Annie the biographer, Let me ask you something. Do you know
how hard it is to get this guy to do any talking about himself?” Jack asked.


“I’ve noticed, yes,” Annie replied, grinning.


“So, do you have a plan?” Jack asked.


“A plan?”


“To get him to talk. I’ve known this guy for four years now,
and all I really know about him is that he can sing, and make his guitar speak
better than me,” Jack said.


“Well, that doesn’t take much, Jacky,” Kip said.


“No, I really mean it, Annie,” Jack said. “He’s a hell of a
guy, really. But he doesn’t talk about himself. You’ve got your work cut out
for you, I can tell you that.”


“Yeah, I figured that out last night. I guess I am going to
have to work some of my Annie charm on him,” Annie said, smiling a knowing
smile at Kip.


“You heard that?” Kip asked, embarrassed.


Annie shrugged. “I am a good listener. It makes me good at what
I do,” she said.


“Ah,” Kip said.


Jack looked between the two of them. Then, “Hey really, how’s
about you come along with us to the Steel Rain night club tonight?” Jack said.


Annie shook her head.


 “Aw, come on. How are
you going to write Kip’s life story if you don’t follow him wherever he goes?
And Kip at the club is a huge part of his life, believe me.”


Annie was reaching for her other shoe and she paused. She
looked up at Jack and then at Kip. 


“Actually, you’re right, Jack the drummer.” She said, then
picked up her shoe and slipped it on her foot, wincing as she did. “But I am
still afraid I have to pass for tonight. I have another appointment, I am
afraid.” She looked at Kip. “Sorry, Kip. I know I should spend all of my time
with you working on this book, but I could not get out of this meeting.”


Damn, kip thought.
“No problem,” he said.


“But,” Annie continued, “My meeting is not far from the Steel
Rain nightclub. Maybe when my meeting is over I can come find you there?”


“Actually, I haven’t even…” Kip started.


“That will do just fine, Annie. Looking forward to seeing you
there,” Jack cut in.


Kip gave Jack a sideways look.


“Annie, I haven’t agreed to go to the club. I hadn’t planned on
it,” Kip tried to finish.


“He’ll be there,” Jack said as he slammed the half empty bottle
of Crown Royal down on the coffee table and walked around to escort Annie out.
“Won’t you Kip?”


“Jacky…” Kip said.


“Won’t you Kip?” Jack said again.


Kip shrugged and took a drink from his glass. “I’ll go if Annie
does,” he finally said.


“Great!” Jack exclaimed. “What time can he expect you, Annie?”


Annie could see that Kip really wasn’t interested in going to
the club, but she felt like now they were both committed. “Well, I’m not sure
when I’ll finish up, but I will come over after that.”


“Great!” Jack exclaimed again. “Listen, I’ll leave word with
the doorman that you’re coming. Just give him your name. I’ll have him escort
you to us. That work?”


Annie gave another look at Kip, who was smiling at them both.
Kip shrugged and nodded toward Jack. 


Annie smiled back. “Yeah, sure, that’ll work.”


Jack walked her to the door. Just as she was about to walk
through it she turned back to Kip.


“Oh, Damn, I almost forgot my notebook!” She rushed back into
the room and over to the coffee table. She picked it up and smiled at Kip. “I
have a habit of forgetting this damn thing,” she said. 


Great! Maybe you could
forget one of your rules, Kip thought.


“See you tonight then, Annie,” Kip said from the couch.


Jack smiled at her as she crossed in front of him toward the
empty hallway. Then he closed the door behind her. 


“Whoa!” Jack said to Kip when the door was shut.


“No shit,” Kip replied, smiling. Then he picked up the bottle
of Crown and poured another glass.


“You going to fuck her Kip my man?”


“I wish! She says she doesn’t date rockers.”


“It’s fucking! You don’t have to date her.”


“True, but it would be nice to find a down to earth kind of gal
that I could settle down with. I’m getting sick of these obsessive fan girls.”


“Are you listening to yourself? You’re fucking crazy to be
willing to pass on all the fresh pussy out there.”


“I guess man.” 



 

Kip sat low in the giant leather chair looking out over the
club from the VIP balcony. The dance floor below writhed with bodies and the
beat of the sound system thumped in his chest and ears. It wasn’t rock, and he
could not get into it. He was bored. He started to wish he hadn’t come, but
then he looked at his Rolex watch and 
glanced to the door, hoping to see Annie come through it. She didn’t.


He was just about to give up and leave when suddenly below he
saw Jack and Joey Lock dragging two women through the crowd toward the stage.
Pete Stabbs followed behind with both hands full of bottles. Kip could not make
out what brand of alcohol it was from his vantage point. 


They reached the riser and lifted both of the girls onto it,
and Kip saw Jack asking the DJ to stop the music. The DJ kept shaking his head
at him.  


What are these clowns up
to now? Kip thought to himself.


After minutes of failed negotiating with the DJ, and a
considerable audience taking notice and gathering around the two embarrassed
girls standing before them, Jack threw his hip into the DJ console, causing a
deafening hum throughout the club. But the music continued. Then Lock reached
around behind the DJ and yanked on some wires, sending the building into
relative silence. Kip stood up, ready to get involved if any trouble started. 


The DJ rushed at Lock, but Stabbs was there quickly, blocking
the squirrely guy with his considerable size. Then Jack grabbed the microphone
and blew into it.


“Is this thing still on? Am I making any noise?” he asked the crowd.
A few shouts from the thickening audience told him he was heard.


“Good!” he said. “Ladies and gentlemen, I would like to
introduce to you my two new friends, Becky and, and, I’m sorry, what was your
name again, honey?” he asked the brunette girl, holding the mic
to her face.


“Becky, too,” the brunette said.


“Becky and Becky,” Jack yelled into the mic.
“Uh, twins. With, uh, twins of their own,” he gestured to their perfectly
formed tits. They giggled and the crowd cheered.


“Becky and Becky have agreed to do anything I say if I’ll just
buy them a drink,” Jack said.


The crowd roared this time.


Oh, that was unwise,
Kip said to himself from up on the balcony.


“So, in honor of our great fans who honored us in the extreme
while we toured the country this last year, Lock and Stabbs and I have decided
to let the crowd decide what it is Becky and Becky will do for us!” Cheers from
the audience drowned out the last few words of Jack’s speech.


The DJ had finally given up protesting the interruption and
went to work getting his sound system live again.


The crowd was so loud that Kip could not hear what was being
called out down below. Jack would point into the crowd and say things like,
“Good one,” and “Excellent, what else?” and “Umm, I think that would get Becky
and Becky arrested, what else?”


Then Jack said, “Alright, alright, we’ll settle for that. Quiet
down, everyone. You heard them girls. Take it off!” The crowd screamed again.


Becky and Becky looked at one another and smiled. Then slowly
they started to pull up their tops.


“No, wait, hold it, hold it,” Jack said into the mic again. “I think Becky should take Becky’s off, and
Becky should take Becky’s off. What do you say?” he turned back to the
audience.


The crowd erupted again in applause and cheers.


Becky and Becky shrugged and then they started to undress one
another. In no time they were both bare chested and in nothing but their
panties. They posed and shimmied for the cheering masses, all smiles. 


“Oh, hell no!” Jack screamed into the mic.
“No way, you’re not through yet, ladies!” The audience cheered yet again.


“The man said naked. You ain’t naked!” Jack finished.


Oh hell, Jacky, I am
going to have to buy this place now, Kip thought.


Becky and Becky shook their hips and then they pulled down
their panties and kicked them off, they flew out into the ecstatic crowd and
were never seen again by the two Becky’s.


Both the girls turned around and shook their perfect asses at
their captive audience while Stabbs poured alcohol down their mouths and down
their chests. Their skin glittered under the hot lights of the night club.


“Woo hoo! Drink up girls, you’ve
earned it!” Jack yelled into the mic, and the crowd
roared with delight. Jack knew how to work an audience. That was a fact.


Lock went around the riser and picked up the two Becky’s
clothes scattered around it, and then he disappeared.


When the two girls were done drinking they kissed each other
and stroked one another’s tits. The night club went into extreme mob mode. Guys
were trying to climb up on the riser and Stabbs was there to shove them back
onto the floor.


Then security forced their way the front and gestured for the
girls to get down.


Kip thought, Here we go…


He watched from the second floor as the two girls looked around
for their clothes and could not find them. The security crew became more
insistent that they get down. Finally, Jack and Stabbs helped them down and
escorted them up to the balcony, security following them half way. The DJ
repaired the damage that Lock had done and the beat started again. The crowd
dispersed and the floor looked once again like a distorted live painting.


Moments later the two Becky’s were standing behind Kip, along
with Jack, Stabbs and Lock. Kip turned around to find the two girls still just
as naked as they day they were born. Now
the party begins, right Kip?


“Heya, Kip!” Jack yelled over the
music. “I’d like you to meet Becky and Becky.”


The two giggled, they were already tipsy from the alcohol Lock
had poured down their throats.


“I feel like I already k now them, Jack!” Kip said, holding out
his hand to shake the girls’ hands. “I like their outfits.” He followed.


“It’s the latest style, Au natural,” Lock said.


“It really works on them, doesn’t it?” Stabbs added.


“They lost their clothes,” Lock said, winking at Kip. “I told
them they could sit up here until we found them.”


Kip waved his arm to the chair and sofa, “Ladies, please, have
a seat.” His eyes dropped to their shaved mounds sparkling with sweat as they
smiled at him.


Blonde Becky started to sit in the chair, and immediately Lock
was there before her, sitting down. She sat in his lap.


Brunette Becky took a spot on the couch, and Stabbs and Jack
sat on each side of her, both throwing their arms around her. 


Kip looked at his watch again. The Rolex said eleven. He’d seen
no sign of Annie, so he decided to get away from the bad music and too loud
crowd.


“Listen,” Kip said, “I am going out for some air.”


“What? And leave Becky and Becky?” Jack asked.


“It looks like Becky and Becky have more company than they need
right now. I am sure they’ll be fine.” 


Brunette Becky chimed in. “How do you know how much company we
need?” she batted her glittered eyelashes at Kip and smiled. Pretty soon, you’re going to have more than
glitter in those lashes, sweetheart.


Kip smiled at her. “Sweetie, if you need more company than
these three, I am sure Stabbs can arrange something. He’s our go to guy. He
always comes through.”


“Well, tell Stabbs we need our clothes,” Blonde Becky said,
laughing.


“Ah, no you don’t darling,” Stabbs said. Kip laughed.


“See you guys back at the hotel,” Kip said, handing his drink
to Brunette Becky, who sipped from it. “Or not. Whatever.” He left the balcony.


Jack scooted closer to brunette Becky and smiled a mouthful of
very white teeth. “So, what shall we talk about?”



 

Kip made it through the undulating masses and found the door.
The cool air hit him instantly and he stopped and basked in it. It was almost
as hot in there as up on the stage. He realized his shoulder was aching and he
spun his arm around a couple times to work out the cramp. 


The surgeons told him that it would never fully work the same
way again, but he set out to prove them wrong. It was then that he took the
guitar seriously and honed his skills. He could play since he was a child, when
his mother had forced him to take piano lessons. But on the guitar he was only
mediocre. The day after surgery he was told he would have only limited use of
his arm. That afternoon he slipped a roll of cash into the nurse’s hand and
told her where to go and what to buy. She returned that night with twelve
Gibson guitars. He examined them all and chose which one he liked best he gave
the rest away to hospital staff. Within a week he was playing ‘Stairway to
heaven’ from his hospital bed.


The day he was discharged he ran an advertisement and
interviewed seventy two musicians. Of those he picked the three he’d just left
in the balcony of the Steel Rain night Club and called them Kiptonite.


He was sure this all made a great story, and he knew he would
tell it to Annie, but he hadn’t quite worked out how he was going to explain
why he was in the hospital.


He didn’t want to go anywhere near that story. Suddenly he
decided that maybe this whole biography thing was a bad idea anyway. Fuck, I need a drink.


He started down the busy sidewalk. A moment later a disheveled
looking man approached and stopped in front of him. He was wearing a grey
trench coat that was absolutely filthy. His beard was long and matted with dirt
and old food. Kip stopped and smiled at the man, then started to step around
him when he said nothing. The guy sidestepped and blocked his path again.


“What can I do for you, man?” Kip said, keeping his smile on
his face.


“Just looking for an autograph, man,” the dirty guy said.


“Uh, yeah, sure thing man, I uh, I have nothing to write with,
you have anything?” Kip said.


The man spread his arms and shrugged.


“Sorry, man. Catch me next time, okay?” Kip stepped around him
again and walked on. He had the strange feeling of eyes on his back, and his
military training sounded off. He turned around and saw the man staring at him.
Kip spread his hands again and turned back around. Up ahead he saw the lobby
for the Hilton and he stepped in. He made his way straight back to the bar,
where he bellied up and ordered a Jack and Coke.


He scanned the bar and at the end caught a familiar sight. He
had to do a double take since it was the last person he expected to see. Annie
sat there, hovering over a drink. Her face was red and she did not look like
she was having a good time.


Kip caught the bar maid’s attention and pointed to the seat
beside Annie, and he made his way over.


“Missed you at the club,” he said as he sat down next to her.
Annie flinched and saw it was Kip. She straightened and wiped her face with her
hand.


“Kip, hi. Didn’t expect to see you here,” Annie said.


Well, that’s clear,
he thought. “What’s the matter, Annie?”


Annie downed her drink and shifted in her seat. “Oh, you know.
The meeting I had didn’t go as well as I hoped.”


“Sorry to hear it. Can I help?”


“Unlikely,” Annie said smiling. “But thanks for the offer.”


Kip flashed his million dollar smile at her. “Oh, I don’t know,
Annie. I am pretty good at helping people. There’s a lot more to me than just
rock star Kip, you know?”


“No, Kip, I don’t know. I spent five hours with you last night
talking about your life and I still have no idea who you are.”


Kip looked down at the floor. “You’re right, Annie. I am not
being very cooperative, am I? I’ll tell you what, you fill me in on what is
happening with you right now and I will answer all of your questions.”


This is a huge fucking
gamble, he thought. I really don’t
want to fill her in on anything she asks. Why did I just say that? Kip was
praying now that he said it that she would decline the offer.


“I met with my ex-husband tonight,” Annie suddenly confessed to
him. “It didn’t go as well as I was hoping. I had sex with him but then shooed
me out of the room.”


Shit, she really is all
about getting the story.


“I am sorry. What a fucking dick,” Kip said solemnly. “And you
were hoping for…?”


Annie looked at him like he was clueless. Then her eyes
softened. “Fuck, I don’t know, Kip. I was hoping to make up, maybe. And now I
don’t know why. He was an asshole tonight just like he’s always been.”


“You met him here, at the Hilton?”


Kip looked around the room. He had a sense about trouble, and
his senses were telling him some was nearby. And he quickly spotted it.


“Annie, did you meet your husband here, at the Hilton?” He
asked her.


“Yes, Why?”


“Oh, just cause I think I am about to meet him here, too.” Kip
said matter of factly.


Just then she heard the familiar voice behind her. “Who in the
fuck is this?”


Annie spun around and saw her husband standing there. He was
short but well built. He spent a lot of time in the gym.


Kip stood up and put out his hand. “Hi, I am Kip Jones. So nice
to meet you sir. Heard a lot about you.”


Annie’s ex scanned Kip for a moment. Kip knew this was going to
end badly. The man was obviously drunk, and his eyes told Kip that he was
looking to start a fight.


“Yeah, I’ll bet you have.” The man slurred.


Annie tried to get between them. This was clearly not the first
time she had tried to keep her ex-husband from starting a fight.


“Stewart, this is Kip, Kip this is Stewart. Stewart, Kip is the
rocker I was telling you about upstairs. I am going to write his biography.”


“Uh-huh. So you’re going to have to get to know him really
well, huh? As well as you got to know that fuckwad
democrat senator?”


Kip sat back down so as to not provoke him. Fuckwad democrat? Her ex seems to be the fuckwad.


“Stewart, we’ve been over all of this,” Annie said. “Yes, I
need to get to know the person I am writing about.”


Why is she arguing with
this drunk? 


“Yeah?” Stewart slurred.


“Yes, Stewart, this is the same argument we’ve had over and
over again,” Annie sighed.


“Which is exactly why we’re ex’s, bitch” Stewart said.


Yeah, I cannot let that
go.


Kip stood up and put himself between Annie and Stewart. “Real
nice meeting you Stewart,” he said, and he put his hand out to Annie, offering
to take her away.


Stewart stepped closer. “Uh, I don’t know how it works in the
Rock and Roll world there, rock star, but this bitch ain’t going anywhere with
you.”


“Stewart,” Annie said, and before she could finish his name his
fist shot out and he punched her in the head. The move totally caught Kip off
guard, or he never would have let it happen. In an instant he grabbed Stewarts
forearm and spun him around. He kicked his booted foot into the back side of
his knee and yanked him backward. Stewart crumpled to the floor, his knee
separating with a loud pop heard throughout the bar. The wound was devastating.
More than was required for this drunken idiot. Kip instantly felt badly for
what he’d done, and he quickly kneeled down and offered him aid. 


Stewart was wailing in pain. Annie jumped to her feet and
recoiled in horror while holding her head. 


Kip yelled to the bar maid behind the counter to call an
ambulance and the police. People at the surrounding tables and bar stools
scattered away from the violence.



 

It didn’t take long for the ambulance and police to arrive. Kip
willingly took responsibility and admitted he had damaged Stewart’s knee. But
immediately Annie interjected and told them that Stewart had attacked Kip,
missing on his swing and hitting her instead. Kip was only defending himself.
Between drunkenness and his pain, Stewart was unable to offer his account of
events. No one else in the bare was willing to come to his defense. Either
because they hadn’t seen the whole thing or, if they had, they saw him hit
Annie and didn’t give a rat’s ass what happened to him.


In the end, the police released Kip on his own recognizance
with a warning that he may be required to go to the police department for more
questioning, should it be necessary.


An hour later, Kip and Annie left the bar and walked slowly
down the sidewalk toward the Plaza Hotel. Kip apologized profusely for his
actions back at the bar, and Annie apologized profusely for Stewarts.


“Why do you apologize for him?” Kip asked her finally.


She hesitated before answering. “Because I love him. Or at
least I used to. Oh, fuck, I don’t know. I am so confused when it comes to
Stewart. He didn’t use to be like that, you know?”


“Well, he’s like that now,” Kip said, “and you deserve better,
Annie.”


“I know. Would you believe I used to council battered women?”
She said with a forced chuckle. “I cannot believe I let myself get into this
situation.”


“It should be easy enough to get out of,” Kip said.


“You think so, huh?” Annie replied sarcastically.


“Yes, it is. You went to see him, right? 


“Yes.”


“Okay,” Kip said. “So stop doing that.”


“You think it is that easy?” Annie said with contempt in her
voice.


“No. No, I didn’t say it was easy. But you do have to do it. So
do it. Stop seeing him. Stop even thinking about him. Yes, it’s hard. Believe
me, I know.”


Annie looked at him with outrage as they walked side by side.
Then her face softened. “Yes, I know.” She said, tears forming in her green
eyes. “I know you’re right, of course.” 


“So, resolve to stay away. Stop answering his calls. And forget
the idea of getting back together. You said it yourself, he’s not the man he
once was.”


“You do make it sound so easy,” she said.


“I’m not trying to. I am just trying to make it sound
necessary. ‘Cause it is.”


She gave him a look to the side and he gave her his patented
Kip Jones smile. She smiled back. Then she winced from the pain.


“Thanks,” she said.


“Oh, just doing my part,” Kip replied.


“Actually, you have no part. This was really none of your
business.”


“Well it is now since I snapped your ex’s knee. I am probably
going to get sued even if I don’t get brought up on criminal assault charges.”
Kip said smiling.


“You’re probably right,” Annie said. “Stewart is an attorney.
Not a trial lawyer, but he knows a lot of them. I am sure he will try to sue
you.”


“It’s Okay. I am rich,” Kip said quickly.


 “I hope so, Stewart has very
good attorneys.”


“Well, I am very rich, so bring them on,” he laughed.


Brag much? Hope she
forgets I said it.


Annie stopped walking and turned toward him. Looking very
serious she asked him, “How rich, Kip?”


Fuck. Kip stopped
walking, too and looked deadly serious right back at her. 


“Very.”


Annie squinted, “How very is very?”


“You got your notebook on you?” Kip asked.


“No.”


“Well, you might want to wait for me to answer that until you
get it.”



 

Kip looked over Annie’s shoulder and saw a familiar face
approach. It was the dirty grey duster he was wearing that Kip first noticed. Shit, not a good time.


Kip had learned in his short time of fame that when you’re in
the public spotlight you should never dodge your fans and admirers. So, he
straightened up and looked sincere.


“Annie, do you have a pen on you?”


Annie patted her tight dress and cupped her luscious tits in
her hand. “Fresh out,” she said. “Left it in my other bra.”


As the same disheveled man from before the Hilton bar incident
approached, Kip held up his hands toward him. “Sorry, buddy, I’ve still got no
pen.”


Then the man opened his duster and pulled out a small handgun,
aimed it and fired.


Kip saw it coming and pushed Annie to the ground and dodged to
the side, rolling on the concrete sidewalk. Pandemonium broke out on the
crowded street. Kip quickly recovered and looked up to see the man spinning
around and looking at all of the running people, a huge grin on his face. Kip
was on his feet and heading toward him just as the bum caught sight of him and
brought the gun up for another shot. Kip dove and planted his shoulder in the
filthy guy’s chest, knocking him to the ground in the street. Traffic screeched
to a halt and Kip gained feet again just as a taxi skidded to a stop inches
before hitting him. Kip slammed his hands on the hood and steadied himself. He
looked around for Annie, who was safe on the sidewalk, pulling down her dress
where it had ridden up during the fall. Then he spun around looking for the
gunman. He was nowhere to be seen. Others had seen him though, and were
pointing in the direction he ran. No one went after him.


Kip caught his breath and walked over to Annie, who was being
helped to her feet by two men.


“This night just keeps getting better and better, huh?” he said
to Annie smiling.


Annie looked up and her jaw dropped open just as her eyes,
widened.


“Kip,” she said, exasperated and staring at his chest.


Kip stopped. What? He
thought. I was just a hero for the second
time tonight? Why the anger?


But it wasn’t anger that Annie was trying to express. It was
horror.


“Kip, I think you’ve been shot!”


“Huh?” Kip looked down following Annie’s gaze. He saw a bright
red flower growing on his shoulder. Shit,
not again!


The man next to Annie that had helped her up rush to him. “I’ll
call an ambulance,” he said. “Stay calm.”


Kip looked up at him and smiled. “Oh, I am calm, buddy. No
worries there. And don’t do the ambulance thing. I will be fine.”


He walked to Annie calmly and held out his hand. “Shall we? I
promised you some truths about me, didn’t I?”


Annie was in more shock than Kip. She just nodded with her
mouth open.


“Good. The Plaza is right there. I can get this cleaned up in my
room.” 


The gathering crowd all looked at one another in confusion, as
did Annie.


He took her hand and led her through the milling people. One
woman looked at him and pointed to her own shoulder. Kip smiled at her. “All it
did was graze me. Nothing that gauze can’t fix,” he said, winking at her.



 

Kip and Annie reached his room and made their way inside. As
soon as he closed the door behind them he pulled his shirt off and walked to
the bathroom, leaving the door open. Annie just stood in the living room, still
in shock.


“Yup,” Kip said from the bathroom, “Just as I thought. It’s
hardly anything.” She finally cleared her senses and went to the bathroom. She
saw Kip splashing water on his shoulder. As she approached, he turned and
showed her his shoulder. “It was just a .22 and the bullet only grazed me,” he
said. “He must not have been serious anyway because it wouldn’t bring down a
poodle.”


Annie saw the deep cut in his shoulder and watched as more
blood seeped out. Kip washed it away too. He walked to the bedroom and pulled
an old T-shirt out of the drawer, balled it up and put it over his wound,
keeping pressure on it. Then he walked back to the bathroom, pulled a wash
cloth from the rack and escorted the still somewhat shocked Annie back to the
living room.


“Have a seat, Annie,” he said. She just stared at him. Kip
walked to the freezer and pulled some ice from inside the door; he wrapped it
in the towel and brought it back to Annie. He motioned for her to put it on the
side of her head. She took it and did so.


“It’s okay, Annie, really. Everything is fine.”


Annie sat down. “Why?” she asked.


Kip raised his eyebrows at her and shook his head.


“Why did he try to kill you?” she asked.


Kip shrugged. “Deranged fan? Maybe he was incredibly pissed
that I refused to sign his autograph twice. Who knows?”


“But, you took it so calmly,” Annie said. “Even now, you’re
taking it so calm.”


“Annie, it’s okay,” Kip said. “It’s not the first time.”


“Do you mean it’s not the first time someone has tried to kill
you?”


“Well, actually no. It’s not,” Kip said tilting his head. “Nor
is it the first time I’ve been shot.” Kip bared his chest at her showing his
bullet hole tattoos. Annie looked at them and then tilted her head, about to
scold him for making a joke out of something so serious.


“No, Annie, look closer.” Kip said. Annie did, and then it hit
her like a bullet itself. The tattoos were covering actual bullet wounds. Annie
gasped and recoiled onto the couch. Tears formed in her eyes.


“My God, Kip, what has happened to you?”


Kip shrugged. “I was shot.”


Annie just stared at him.


“Let me try to get this straight. You’re some kind of super
wealthy rock star ninja assassin? And you’ve agreed to let me write a biography
about you, but all you’re going to give me is the rock star part?


“No.”


“No, that’s not all you’re going to give me?” Annie asked.


‘No, I mean I am not a ninja assassin. If I were a ninja, there
is no way I could have gotten shot tonight, or have these scars from the past.”


“Kip, this is no time for humor!”


The hell it’s not. This
is the best time for humor!


“Okay, Annie,” Kip said, “I made a deal with you at the bar
before this night went crazy. I’ll keep the deal. You want to whole story I’ll
give it to you. But on one condition.” Kip checked the wound for bleeding.


“And that is?”


He looked up at the ceiling and tried to figure out the best
way to explain it. “I have… hang ups, Annie. I have done and seen some truly
incredible things in my life, but some of the ones closest to home are, well,
close to home, you know. Yes, I agreed to let you write a book about me, but
even as I was agreeing, I was thinking there were things that I wasn’t going to
want included in it. I have been trying to figure out a way to tell you all of
the really great, incredible stuff I have seen and done without including the
stories that got me there. But, frankly, I can’t think of a way. So, maybe…
maybe the best way to do it is lay it all out for you, and let you help me edit
the things out that I don’t particularly want to share with the world.”


“But you said yourself, you thought it was impossible to leave
out the things that got you to where you are,” Annie said. “And Kip, we really
should get you to the hospital.” She pointed to his bloody T-shirt that he
gripped to his chest.


Kip pulled it away and looked at the gash again. “Nah. Bleeding
stopped. There’s no bullet. Tomorrow I’ll just have to get another tat.” He
smiled at her. Her jaw dropped again.


Oh damn, what a sweet
mouth! How I would love to have my lips on that. How I would love to have my
cock in that! Stop thinking about her and be serious. Stop thinking about her
and be serious. 


“Actually, no. What I said was that I couldn’t think of a way,
because I wanted you to understand what you were writing. But you, as the
professional writer that you are, should have no trouble pulling it off,
right.”


Annie could not take her eyes off of him.


“So, do you agree?”


“Agree to what?” Annie asked.


“That you leave out what I don’t want in the book, even though
I agree to tell you everything.”


Annie reached out and touched one of his bullet hole tattoos.
She ran her finger over the raised skin that circled a small depression, hidden
by ink from all but only the closest observers. Then she touched another. She
started to count them. 


“How can I not agree? Anyone who has four bullet wounds in his
chest…”


Soft fingers. Fight the
temptation.


“…must have a pretty incredible story to tell. I can’t refuse.
I agree,” Annie said.


“Great,” Kip said. “This makes things so much easier, don’t you
think?”


“I think I need a drink,” Annie said wiping her brow and
kicking off her shoes.


“Me too!” Kip said. “I’ll pour.” He walked over to the counter
and picked up the half empty bottle of crown that Jack had not finished off
earlier.


He poured two glasses and brought them over to Annie, setting
them down in front of her. Then he pulled the T-shirt away and poured a little
of the Crown over his wound. He winced and quickly pulled a drink from the
bottle. 


“My God, Kip!” Annie said.


Kip bared clenched teeth though a tight smile. “Don’t want
infection to set in.”


 Annie took a drink and
Kip sat down beside her.


“So, are you ready?” Kip asked.


“Well, I mean, I didn’t expect to be working tonight. I didn’t
bring my notebook.”


“Ah, I see,” Kip said. And then Annie was on him. She leaned
over on the couch and straddled his legs, wrapping her arms around his neck.
Kip held onto the bottle with one of his arms while his other one was trapped
between her and him. She closed quickly and kissed him, her mouth covering his.
Kips tongue went into her mouth and curled around hers. His hand with the
bottle was desperately trying to blindly find the coffee table to set it down.
Yes, he was rich, but if there was one rule that never got broken, it was never
deliberately drop a full, or even half full, bottle of Crown. Finally he
managed to lean forward enough to get the bottle on the edge of the table, and
then his hand was free. He slid it over her ass as she kissed him, and pulled
up her skirt. His fingers expertly slipped under her thin panties and he
gripped her ass in his palm. He pulled her closer so that her dampening pussy
was grinding on his stiffening cock.


Then he suddenly pulled away from her kiss.


“Wait, I thought you had a rule?”


“Rule?” she asked.


“About not dating rockers,” Kip said.


“Oh, I made that up cause you kept looking at my tits. And even
if I had that rule you are much more than a rocker.”


“Ah,” Kip said. “Well I am looking at your tits now.”


“No you’re not,” Annie said. Then she slipped the straps from
her shoulders and let her dress drop around her waist. Then she shimmied out of
her bra, letting her ample breasts free and fills his face. Kip admired them
for their beauty for only a moment, before he sucked one erect nipple into his
mouth.


“Uh, Kip,” Annie said from above his head.


Kip, did not, could not, answer since his mouth was full of her
supple flesh.


“Could we go to the bedroom?”


Kip pulled his mouth from her nipple. “Yes, But why not right
here?”


“Because, Kip, I know rockers, we are going to need the freedom
and space of the bed.”


Kips cock grew harder when he heard the words and he stood,
lifting Annie with him. 


“You like to mix business with pleasure?” 


“Stop.”


“What?” Kip asked while pressing himself against her. Her hands
slid down his back to his ass. She pulled him closer, crushing his partially
engorged cock against her pubic bone.


“Maybe I shouldn’t mix business with pleasure. This could
really affect my writing.”


“Don’t worry about that. You’re writing will be better because
of sexual tension you get out.”


“Really?” She laughed. 


“Really,” he signed as his lips touched hers.



 

“Something In Your Mouth”
By Nickelback



 

Annie stopped and started walking towards the bedroom dropping
the rest of what she was wearing. Kip picked up the bottle and took another
swig as he followed her, watching her ass swing as she walked in front of him.
He worked his belt with his sore arm and before he reached the room he let his
pants fall to the floor. His cock was straining at his boxers as he entered,
and Annie turned around and dropped to her knees at the end of the bed. She
yanked down his boxers and gripped his raging penis in her hand pulling him
closer toward her. Then she impaled her face upon his spear like cock, taking
all of it into her mouth until his balls slammed her shin. Kip put his hand on
her head and fucked her mouth with abandon as he watched. She slowly led her
hand to her pussy and began masturbating while she sucking him. 


In control, unlike the
other women I’ve been with.


Kip pulled out of her mouth, leaving a stream of cum from her
lips to the tip of his dick. He reached down and pulled Annie up to a standing
position, then spun her around without protest. He pushed her from the neck
until she was bent over the bed. Annie reached back with both hands and spread
her ass wide, inviting Kip to fill her dripping fuck hole. And he did. Kip
rammed forward and separated her shiny, smooth opening with a powerful thrust,
making her gasp into the comforter. Kip fucked her hard as long as she kept her
hands on her ass keeping it spread for him. When she lost grip because it
became too slick to hold onto anymore, he flipped her over on the bed and
pushed her legs up into the air. Annie looked down at Kips full size cock as he
aimed it at her shaved opening, and she reached down and spread her lips for
him with one hand and took his throbbing shaft in her other, guiding it into
her. She rocked back into him as he fucked her, fucking him as much as he was
fucking her, filling her dripping honey hole with his meat, making her grunt
with each stab.


Kip reached up and took her bouncing tits in his hands and
squeezed them tight as he violated her, and he felt her pussy lips clench
around his cock. He knew she was about to cum. He only fucked her harder until
he felt her juices flow around his swollen balls. Then as she reached orgasm,
thrashing on the bed as Kip continued his jackhammer violation of her body.
When she started to slow and relax, he let himself feel the throbbing hum in
his cock, and he readied himself to aim his cock at her chest, to give her a
bath in his love cream. At the last moment, he pulled out of her hot, throbbing
pussy, expecting to coat her belly and tits. But Annie was also prepared, and
she quickly sat up and placed her face in the line of fire, taking the brunt of
his slick, warm cum in her open and waiting mouth. Some missed and glazed her
cheeks and chin. 


Holy shit, holy shit,
she’s a keeper! Kip thought. And even as he thought it, he could not
believe he had.


Kip had never thought of a girl as a keeper before. He made a
mental note to give this some more thought at a later time. It wasn’t just the
sex. It was everything about her.


Annie, spit her mouthful of Kip’s cum onto the floor. Then she
pulled him onto the bed to lie beside her. “How long do you need?” She asked.


Kip looked at her, not understanding the question.


“To go again, how long do you need to recover?” She repeated
herself.


“You want to go again?”


“I need to forget my problems. You have no idea how badly. One
orgasm is not going to do the job tonight.”


Kips cock grew hard again at hearing that. He grabbed her hand
and put it on his still stiffening dick. 


“Oh, good. Put it in me!” Annie cried. 


Kip rolled over and spread her legs wide with his hands and
slipped his stiff meat in her already drenched pussy again. He plowed into her
like that until he brought her off again. And then again. Before he finally
shot his load a second time, Annie had cum 3 more times.


He collapsed on the bed next to her. Annie was well and fully
reamed and did not move. 


They lay side by side breathing hard for several minutes. Then
Annie leaned over and kissed him.


“You know, I am spent,” she said, “but if you want to later you
are more than welcome to you know. I’ll take whatever you want to do to me. I’m
in a willing mood.”


Kip felt another pang in his cock when she said that. But he
would need more time to recover from the last orgasm. “You know, I just might
take you up on that offer.”


“Good,” Annie said. “And, Kip, I mean anything.”


Kip could not wait until his cock would obey again.



 

They both slept until two in the afternoon. Kip woke to the
banging on the door again just as he had the day before. He knew it would be
Jacky.


Fuck, Jacky! He
thought. He slipped away from Annie, who still dozed, slipped on his PJ bottoms
and he went to the door. He opened it and walked away, expecting Jack to walk
in behind him. Jack didn’t follow. 


He turned around and found two police officers standing there.
Kip immediately looked down at his swollen shoulder with the deep cut prominent
and scabbed.


“Kip Jones?” one of the cops said.


“Uh, yeah, that would be me.” Kip answered.


“I am afraid that we’re going to need you to answer some
questions.”


Kip looked at them both and smiled. “Yeah, I’ve been getting a
lot of that lately.”



 

Chapter Two



 

Kip paced the floor in front of the two officers. Kip was
nervous, which was very unlike him. Annie stood aside and watched with
curiosity. She hadn’t seen him the least bit nervous yet. And, frankly, she did
not understand why this would have made him nervous at all. He got shot. He
chose not to go to the hospital. She could think of no law against that. The
shooter got away. There were plenty of witnesses to the event. She couldn’t see
how Kip should be in any trouble at all. So why would this normally controlled,
confident, remarkable man be nervous about being questioned by the two
policemen? For his part, Kip knew this could bring his entire fabricated
persona crashing down around him. 


No, there would be no financial or legal ramifications, but Kip
never worried about such things anyway. He was worried about his past coming to
light, and so much pain and drama being revisited. He knew that there was no
way he could lie while trying to explain his wound, which was clearly visible
to the cops. All he could do was continue his carefree cockiness about the
event. Like he had with Annie. Brush it off, as if it were no big deal. Which
to him, it really wasn’t. But he knew from experience that cops were savvy, and
would be hard pressed to believe such an attitude. But then, Kip was a rock
star. He had that going for him. 


Wait, what am I worrying
about, here? Kip finally came to realize. Even of this doesn’t go well, I can afford to handle it. I can hire the
best attorney’s in the world, and let them keep this whole affair tied up in
court for the rest of my life, if that’s what it takes. 


But Kip knew, again from experience, that it would not take an
entire lifetime to solve this minor situation. No one was hurt except him, and
there really was nothing else to be done about it. A few questions, and send
them on their way. As soon as Kip thought this threw while he paced, he calmed
and his demeanor became more relaxed. Annie saw the transformation, and took
note of it. She cocked her head to the side, trying to make sense of it. Yes, a
very remarkable man, Kip is.


“Look, officer, Capuli, was it? Sir, I spent 12 years in the
Marine Corps, I have been shot before, several times actually. And I have
treated more wounds than Marcus Welby MD.”


The two cops looked at each other, not getting the reference.
Kip saw their questioning looks and explained.


“An old TV show about a doctor. Anyway, I took full stock of my
wound and knew it was not serious. When I came to my senses, the shooter had
disappeared. I am not too keen on dramatic publicity,” and Kip looked down,
thinking how strange that must sound coming from a rocker. “Off stage, that is.
There really was nothing else to be done. I helped Ms. Beecher here up, and we
carried on with our… date.” Kip winked in her direction. Not a single lie was
told there.


Annie shifted her beautiful eyes from the two cops to Kip, and
gave him a questioning smile. Date? How
did that become a date? Have I ever been on a date so full of excitement? No, I
am sure I haven’t. 


“Look,” the one who called himself officer Capuli said, “Mr.
Jones, you can’t just leave the scene of a shooting, especially when you’re the
one who was shot.”


Kip shook his head in mock confusion, narrowing his eyes at the
cop. “Why?” he asked.


“Well, uh,” The cop started.


“Is there a law against being shot?” Kip asked.


The two law enforcement officers looked at each other. One of
them, the one who was not Capuli, raised his eyebrows at the other. He was the
one who so far had not said a word. Capuli shrugged.


“No?” Kip asked. Annie saw that he was a genius at controlling
a situation. She thought for sure that there were laws against leaving the
scene of a crime. At least, she thought it would apply here, but she was not
lawyer. But the two cops never said anything about it.


Kip spread his arms. “Am I under arrest?” he asked.


“No. No you’re not, Mr. Jones.” Capuli answered. “We just want
more info. Why did this man want you dead?”


Kip shrugged. “I refused him an autograph?” Kip said. It’s as good a reason as any I can think of.


It wasn’t that Kip wasn’t mildly curious about it, it’s just
that gunfire and being shot and hurt was such old hat to him. While some may
lay awake at night worrying about finances or even where their next meal was,
Kip’s life experience had made him hard and cold to worrying about anything.
And it was true that his experience in the mid-east had made any risk to his
life as normal as getting up and deciding what to eat for breakfast. That is,
if Kip actually ever got up in time to eat breakfast.


“Gentlemen,” Kip said to them. “I’ve got a busy day.” Annie
looked at him then. This was the first lie she heard him tell. She knew for a
fact that Kip did not have a damn thing to do today. “So, if I am not under
arrest…”


Capuli pointed to his shoulder, which was clean, but still red
and swollen. “I highly recommend you get that looked at by a doctor, Mr.
Jones.”


“It’s Kip, officer Capuli,” he said, “and I’ll go get it looked
as if it looks like it might be getting infected.”


The two cops looked at one another again. Capuli closed his
little notebook that he took from his breast pocket. “Okay,” he said. “There is
nothing more we need, then. Have a great day, Mr….  Kip.”


Kip followed the two cops to the door and showed them to the
hall, giving a quick wave before the door closed. When he turned around, his
eyes fell upon Annie, show stood leaning against the doorframe to the bedroom,
her arms crossed.


“What?” Kip asked.


“Kip,” Annie said. “Getting shot is not a normal occurrence,
even if you might think so. It’s just not.”


Kip shrugged.


“I don’t understand your reluctance to getting police help. Or,
for God’s sake, a doctor’s help. This is not a war zone. This is New York
City.”


Kip cocked his head. “Everywhere is a war zone, Annie.”


Annie pursed her lips. “Alright, Kip. Whatever you say. All I
am saying is, I just don’t understand.”


Kip walked to her and put his arms around her. “Well, you will.
Like I told you last night, I’ll tell you everything. Even my biggest secrets.”
He said to her.


“When?” Annie asked, narrowing her eyes at him. “You’re so busy
today.”


Kip smiled. “You know as well as I do I have nothing planned
today except spend it with you and working on the book.”


“So you told two lies to the police?” Annie asked.


“Two? No, just that one.” Kip said.


“No, you told another, too.”


“What other lie?” Kip asked.


Annie shoved herself off of the door jam and uncrossed her
arms. “The one about us being on a date.” 


Kip looked at her questioningly.


“That was no date, Kip. You found me by chance at the bar. Real
dates are planned,” Annie said.


“Ah.” Kip said. “That lie.”


“Yes, that lie.”


Kip smiled. “Okay Annie. So, if I take you on a real date, will
that make you happy?”


“Well, Kip, you did screw me last night like I’ve never been
screwed before,” she said. “And I broke my rule about dating rock stars.”


“Your fake rule,” Kip corrected her. Annie smiled. God, she is beautiful. “And besides, you
broke your fake rule, Annie, not me. I just participated. But I’ll tell you
what. I am a traditionalist. I slept with you before I even took you on a real
date. And I know I owe you one. So let’s go.”


“What? Now?” Annie asked.


“Yeah, Now. What, you’re busy?” Kip asked sarcastically.


Annie crossed her arms again.



 

Annie adjusted the Sennheiser
earphones on her head again, and the helicopter lifted off from the ground. Kip
gave her a quick smile. Annie gripped the arms of the bucket chair she sat in.
Her knuckles turned white. She could hear the sound of the engine through her
headphones, but mostly she just heard static and the perfectly timed beep of
the sound system. Kip adjusted his microphone and spoke into it.


“So, is this the first time you’ve flown?” Kip asked through
the static.


Annie blushed. “Not the first time I’ve flown. But the first
time it has been in something without wings. Never been in a helicopter
before.” She spoke loudly. Trying to be heard over the roar of the engine,
which was just over her head.


“You don’t have to yell, Annie,” Kip said. “Try to relax. I can
hear just fine over the headphones. Just enjoy the view!”


Annie tried to smile. “Not the idea I had when it came to a
date!” Annie said again, too loud.


“Believe me you’re never going to forget this date.” Kip said
into his mic.


Annie nodded and tried to smile again then she looked out of
the window at her side, and took in the landscape growing ever smaller below
her. She’d seem New York City before from the window of an airplane, but never
like this, she had to admit, despite her anxiousness.



 

“Hanging By The Moment”
By Lifehouse



 

She closed her eyes and breathed deeply. She let the hum of the
engine over her head vibrate inside, until she was able to push it back, so
that now the hiss in the headphones was the prominent noise in her ears. The
helicopter engine was now just a droll beat in her skull and spine. She took
another deep breath and picked up the scent of leather polish, no doubt used on
the luxurious seats they were now sitting in. Then she noticed a faint hint of
Kip’s cologne he’d put on earlier before they left the hotel room. It was drizzling
rain when they left the hotel and waited for the taxi, soaking them, so Annie
was surprised to still be able to smell it on him. She breathed deeper.


Then she opened her eyes to find him looking into them. He had
a slight grin on his face. He nodded to her and raised his eyebrows
questioningly. “That better?” echoed into her ears.


Annie smiled and nodded back, and then she turned and looked
out of the window. Mist was collecting on the glass, and when it ran down it
made tracks, distorting the view. But what a view it was. They had taken off
from atop the McNamara building. The entire roof was a heliport for Sampson
Flight, Inc. The company offered tours over the city or you could charter a
flight to anywhere in New England. Annie was amazed at how quickly Kip was able
to get reservations and get them both on board. In fact, she wasn’t really sure
he made reservations. She didn’t remember seeing him on the phone at all since
he’d decided to take her out on a real date. A quick shower for each of them and
they were out the door. Yet, when they’d arrived, he simply went to the desk
and talked to the woman behind it. Within minutes, they were on the helicopter
and buckling up while the engine whirled to life. Amazingly efficient.


Annie watched as the lights of the city grew smaller and yet
larger all at the same time. The city was huge. And the higher they ascended,
the more could be taken in. The traffic below showed as white lights and red
lights. Annie was amazed at how crowded the streets really were in New York
when viewed from above like this, especially since she knew no one who drove.
It made her world seem so small.


They rose past larger buildings and Annie could spy into
windows if she looked quickly enough. She could get quick glimpses of people living
out their lives over the greatest city on the world. She was amused at how
normal it all looked in the inside when outside was absolute chaos. She turned
back and gave a quick smile at Kip, who was watching her rather than the world
outside the helicopter.


“This is amazing!” she said, still too loudly into her mic.


Kip nodded. “Isn’t it though?” He reached across and put his
hand over hers while it rested on her knee, just below the hem of her skirt.
She put her other hand atop his, then turned her gaze back out of the window.


They were now high above the highest buildings, and the view of
the entire city was before her. At least as far as she could see in the light
rain that still fell in scattered areas across the horizon. The sun was setting
and the sky was turning a light pink to the west. The entire Manhattan skyline
was looming before her under that glowing sky. The buildings were almost a
perfect backdrop to the amazing view. 


Kip pointed out of the window. “That is where the World Trade
Centers used to stand,” He said. 


Annie had seen the view in pictures taken before the terror
attacks a million times before, so it was still hard for her to accept that
something as stalwart and permanent as those two towers could just not be
there. But the lights were lit around ground zero, giving her the apparition of
the towers that she had seen before from the ground, but never from the air.
She was haunted by the surreal image of ghost buildings in the middle of
Manhattan.


Kip could see the look on her face when she scanned the missing
towers. He knew the look and the feeling she was experiencing because he had
had the same emotion when he first saw it from the air. He squeezed her hand
and gave her another tight lipped smile.


Just as he did the helicopter twisted and banked and the
captain’s voice broke in over the Sennheiser’s. “I
think you’ll like this,” the voice said, and Annie saw the pilot turn his head
around ahead of them and smile at them both from behind his microphone. “Port
side view,” he added.


Kip and Annie both shifted in their seats and looked out of the
opposite window. They were approaching the stature of liberty. The patina of
the resolute lady was darker than the flame and so was half obscured by the
weather, but the flame was outstandingly brilliant, lit by the hundreds of
lights that flanked it. The gleaming twenty four karat gold looked as if it was
really burning, guiding ships into the bay of Manhattan. Annie had only seen
her from Manhattan. She’d never even made the trip to Ellis Island, although it
was on her list of things to do. Now here she was looping around eyeball to
eyeball with the great lady.


“I’ve never, I mean, I’ve never been so close…” Annie started
to say.


“I know,” Kip smiled. “It really takes your breath away. I remember
the first time I saw it like this. It…”


“When was that?” Annie interrupted.


“Oh, I guess I was what, nine I think.” Kip answered. “I fell
in love with this country at that moment. There are a lot of great places on
earth, and I have seen most of them in person. But nothing like this. Only in
America can we build cities like this.”


Annie smiled at him, shrugged. “Mexico city is bigger,” she
said.


“Yeah, but not as grand,” Kip replied quickly. “Nobody can
build like we do, because we have it all here. We’re a melting pot. The best
craftsman, engineers and thinkers from all over the world are here in America.
And why? Because they want to come here. Because they think this is the best
place on earth. And they are right.”


Kip looked out across the water again toward the ghost
buildings of light shining straight up from ground zero. “And I hate to see it
threatened, or under attack from within.”


“So, is that why you became a Marine?” Annie asked him.


“Damn right. Two days after the attacks on September eleven, I
went down and enlisted.”


Annie examined Kips face, looking for bullshit. But there was
none. Kip was a genuine as they come, she could see that in him.


“Kip, were you wealthy before that? Before you enlisted?” She
asked.


Kip shrugged. “My father was.” He looked down at his feet on
the carpeted floor boards. Annie could tell this was a topic best left for
later, but a topic to be explored just the same. There was clearly an issue
between Kip and his father. And it would have to be an important part of the
book. Annie was now in work mode, despite the amazing view and the great time
she was having with this remarkable man. She could not help it. It’s just how
she was. She decided to try another approach.


“What was it like, Kip? Being a Marine?” she asked him,
squeezing his hand.


“The good parts? Or the bad parts?” He asked her back.


“Were their bad parts?” 


Kip nodded. Dumb
question.


“Then all of the parts. Good and bad.” 


Kip held still and looked her in the eye then he let his eyes
wander over the cabin thinking. Kip unbuckled and leaned forward in the seat,
speaking to the pilot without using the mic. The
pilot pulled one headphone to the side and listened. Then he nodded and Kip sat
back down proper and buckled up again.


“Okay, Annie, here is what it is like. Take right now, for
example. Seeing things in ways you never have before. Going places and doing
things you never thought you would do. Even the hard work was enjoyable. Like
you, getting over the fear of taking off in this thing. It was hard, right? But
not overwhelmingly so, and you knew there would be an amazing payoff to it,
right?”


Annie nodded.


“Seeing how the rest of the world lives,” he continued. “Like
looking in on people in their apartments as we ascended.” Annie looked slightly
embarrassed. Like she was being accused of being a peeping tom. “You don’t know
them. You don’t know how they live. But just for a brief moment you get this
quick glimpse.” Annie nodded again. “We don’t know how the rest of the world
lives, Annie, because we don’t see it like the rest of the world does. Now, a
case could be made either way, that that is good or bad. I think it is good.
The whole world should live like we live. Comfortable in our beds at night.
Warm in our houses. Money in our pockets to go see one of my concerts. But a
lot of the world doesn’t have those things. And some would say that it is our
fault that they don’t. But it’s not. It’s their governments fault. I did my
part to spread happiness throughout the world, and I feel good about doing it.
America spreads democracy. We spread prosperity throughout the world. We don’t
terrorize other countries. We liberate them. And I feel good about that. I feel
good about what I’ve done.”


“Interesting, huh? Even fun. Exhilarating. The world gets
smaller for you. You’ve seen more of it. The ways of people start to come into
focus. And when you are a part of the United States military, you know that,
for the most part, you’re doing good in the world. You’re helping people. Oh, I
know there is a lot of bad press about the US armed forces out there. But
mostly it’s just that. Bad press. I’ve seen articles in the New York Times that
flat out lie about the military. I’ve seen articles about my very own company,
accusing us of killing civilians. I know for a fact that it is a lie. Made up.
They do it because they are trying to paint the military in a bad light before
the world stage. God knows what the hell they are thinking. Just like rock
stars too. The press makes us seem like bad people. But just the same, I didn’t
see any of that, and I was a huge part of it. We did good. We helped people
throughout the Middle East. I felt good about what I did. I felt bigger than
myself and way bigger than anything I could have done with the money my family
had. Being a rock star is thrilling and I love to hear people chant my name but
serving my country is better.” And then Kip swallowed and said, “Okay Sammy.”


Suddenly the helicopter broke away from the stern face of the
statue of liberty and went into a dive. Annie’s stomach lurched inside and she
gripped Kips hands, digging her nails into his flesh. He let her, without
pulling his hands away. She screamed a short yelp. 


In seconds the helicopter was nose down toward the open water,
heading straight for it. Then it pulled up at the last second and skimmed
across the surface. Annie could see when tears weren’t obstructing her vision,
the water ripping by just feet below the skids. The helicopter zoomed at high
speed, and Annie was pinned tight back into her seat.


“And then there are times like this, Annie. Shear, Stark,
terror! And it happens just as fast as that. From peace and happiness in
knowing that you are seeing the world and making a difference to the people in
it, to shear horror and helplessness with your life in the hands of others, and
there is not a damn thing you can do about it.”


“Kip, Please!” Annie screamed between clenched teeth. Blood was
being drawn from kips hand by her nails. Kip just beamed into her eyes, trying
to gauge her reaction. Then he realized he’d made a mistake. He made his point.
But he feared he’d gone too far. “Okay Sam, that’s enough,” he said to the
pilot.


The helicopter slowed and pulled up gently. In seconds they
were at a higher altitude and a more moderate speed. The pilot was an expert
and handled the craft with a sure hand.


Kip could see Annie relax, then look embarrassed.


Kip leaned forward and hugged her. “I am sorry, Annie. I didn’t
know you’d take that so hard. Please forgive me.” Annie hugged him back and took
a deep breath. “I was trying to make a point and show you how I felt sometimes.
I didn’t intend to scare the shit out of you as much as I did.”


Annie pushed back and looked kip in the eye. “My God, Kip, I am
not cut out for that kind of shit. I would never have been a good soldier.” 


“Warrior.” Kip corrected her. “We call ourselves warriors in
the Marine Corps. Not Soldiers. Soldiers are in the army.”


Annie shook her head.


“I would have never realized things could be like that,” she
said. “I mean, I have seen war movies. But always from the comfort of my couch.
I would never have realized the terror that you have experienced.”


“Oh, it is much, much worse, Annie,” Kip said, looking back out
the window.


“I can’t imagine how things could have been more terrifying
than that,” Annie said.


Then without looking at her, Kip said, “Well, that’s because we
didn’t actually crash.”



 

Annie held Kip’s hand as they trotted across the roof of the
McNamara building toward the lobby. Once inside, the doors closed automatically
behind them and the wash from the helicopter stopped buffeting them around.
Someone with a Sampson Flight logo on his shirt ran toward them and unhooked a
cue rope, allowing them to bypass the people milling around the lobby. He
nodded as Kip walked by, leading Annie by the hand.


“Kip,” Annie said. “How do you do that?”


“What is that?” Kip asked.


“Just get what you want anytime you want it.”


Kip smiled and exaggerated smile at her. “I’m charming!” he
proudly exclaimed.


Annie laughed. “You are that!” she said. “But I mean it. You
just got us on that flight without any reservations or anything. And I don’t
think Sammy the Pilot was susceptible to your charm when he agreed to nearly
dive us into the water, probably breaking all kinds of FAA rules that would cost
him his license.”


Kip blushed. “Yeah, he probably did break a few rules there,
huh? But hey, don’t we all?”


Annie put her hands on her hips and cocked one to the side.
“Really?”


“Eh, Sammy and I go way back,” Kip finally said.


“Old friends?” she asked.


Kip looked down again. Damn,
I hate admitting this stuff.


“It’s a little more complicated than that,” he said. “More like
an employment relationship.”


Annie narrowed her eyes and shook her head slightly. She was at
a loss.


Kip shrugged. “Sammy works for me. In fact, everyone here
does,” he waved his arm around the lobby. I own Sampson Flight.”


Annie’s eyes widened. Well,
that certainly explains a lot, she thought. She shook her head and pursed
her lips. “Well, Kip, you ARE full of surprises.”


“Right,” Kip said leading her to the elevator. “So, when you
sleep with me again tonight, you don’t have to worry about breaking your made
up rule anymore about not hooking up with rockers.”


Annie laughed, blushing. “You’re so much more than a rock star,
Kip,” Annie admitted.


“Exactly,” Kip said as he pushed the button for the lobby and
the doors closed. Then he kissed her on the mouth and wrapped his arms around
her. He body was soft and warm, despite having just come in from the roof,
where the air was cold and wet. The elevator rocked slightly in the old
building, but it was a welcome movement as they grinded together. Kip tangled
his fingers in her soft hair and pulled her face tighter to his, then pushed
her back against the mirrored wall of the elevator. Annie’s hands slid up and
down his back. She let her nails scrape marks into his leather jacket.


Then the door slid open and several people started to board,
and then backed off in embarrassment at the action taking place inside. Kip and
Annie paused and let their eyes swing to the door, even if their mouths did
not. Their lips stayed attached. Then they parted in smiles and pulled apart.
They both stepped out onto the ground floor of the McNamara building laughing
and breathing heavy.



 


 


 

“Hungry yet, Annie?” Kip asked as they left the building and
headed north on the sidewalk.


“Famished!” Annie said.


“Let me take you to dinner, I know a place,” Kip said smiling
at her.


“I bet you do. You know, Kip,” Annie said as they made their
way against foot traffic, “I do actually have a life.”


“What do you mean?”


“It’s just that I have spent the last forty eight plus hours
with you. Maybe I have other things to do?”


Kip stopped and turned toward her, causing ripples in the flow
of pedestrians on the way to this place or that. Annie stopped also and cocked
her head toward him.


“Well, do you?” Kip asked, seriously.


Annie cracked a smile, and then they both broke out into a
laugh again.


“I didn’t think so,” Kip said. They resumed their walk.


“Actually, I lied again. I have no life. Where are we going to
eat?”


“Well, for what I had in mind we are not dressed right,” Kip
said looking down at his jeans and leather jacket. “We should head back up to
the hotel room and change.”


“Kip, I have no clothes there.”


“Ah, a dilemma,” Kip said, holding up a finger. “We could just
stay there and not wear anything then.”


“True,” Annie said. “But like I said, I am famished.” 


We could eat each other,
Kip thought.


“Alrighty then,” Kip said spinning
around on the street, looking around him. Then he spied the fix. “Come with
me?” He did not wait for an answer. He grabbed Annie’s hand and led her out
into traffic, which was pretty much standing still anyway, and across the
street. He pulled her into a boutique.



 

When they walked back out onto the busy walk a half an hour
later Annie was carrying her skirt, top and panties, bra and shoes in a canvas
bag with the words Monshelle’s Boutique on it. She
was now wearing a black backless dress with spaghetti straps that looked too
thin and weak to keep her chest covered in a strong wind. Luckily the weather
had lightened up. The dress was short, and she pulled it down when she stepped
onto the concrete. The thing barely covered the curves of her perfect heart
shaped ass. Kip saw her adjust the dress and saw a lot more flesh than he’d
expected. He looked closer. Then he stepped up beside her and threw his arm
around her, steadying her on the uneven pavement as she struggled slightly in
her new heels.


“So, you couldn’t find any panties that you liked?” He asked,
grinning.


Annie spoke without turning her head toward him. “I didn’t look
for any.”



 

Annie sat on the sofa while Kip disappeared in the bedroom. She
kicked her feet up on the coffee table and twisted her feet back and forth,
admiring her new shoes. Then she looked down at her dress. She realized that
everything on her body had set Kip back thirteen hundred dollars. The panties,
if she had bought them, would have put the bill at just over fourteen hundred.
She smiled at the thought. Her ex was an attorney, but not a good one. And her
work as a freelancer didn’t bring in much income. They had lived beyond their
means since the day they were married, and they didn’t live that well. She
could not imagine coming home with over thirteen hundred dollars
worth of clothes. The thought of it made her giddy.


Just then the door burst open and Jack barged in. His large
frame filling the doorway before it closed behind him. He bounced over to
Annie, who realized that the way she was sitting was giving Jack a great view,
which would explain the way his eyes were glued to her thighs. She adjusted.


“Hello Jack, come on in.” Annie smiled.


Jacks eyes finally met hers, having had trouble pulling up from
her short skirt. “Hiya, Annie. Uh, where’s Kip?” He
looked around the room, then at the open door to his room. He started to walk
that way. “Kip!” he yelled out.


“I hear you Jacky, I hear you. The whole God damned floor of
the hotel can hear you,” sounded Kip’s voice from the room beyond.


“Yeah, well, I have some pretty amazing news. It’s worth
shouting about.” Jack said. He stopped just before entering Kip’s room.


“Alright, let’s have it then,” Kip said. “But if it’s about a
party, Annie and I aren’t coming. We have a date.”


Jack turned around and looked at Annie still sitting on the
couch. She shrugged and pulled her lips back into a smile.


“A date? Like a dinner and a movie kind of thing?” Jack asked.


Kip finally emerged from the room, he was wearing a suit.
Jacket and tie and all. His hair was slicked back, and he was holding a towel
to his neck, letting it suck up the blood from the nick he’d left there while
shaving.


“Yeah, Jacky, Like I said. A date.” He threw the towel over to
jack so that it would fall over his head. Jack pulled it off and started
spinning it in his hand, attempting to make it a weapon.


“And we’re about to be off” Kip held out his hand to Annie to
pull her to her feet. “So, what’s the big news?”


Jack turned away from them slowly and let his head fall in mock
rejection. “Well, if you’re about to be off and all, I guess it can wait until
tomorrow or the next day,” he said.


Kip shrugged and put his arm around Annie, leading her to the
door. “Okay, then.”


Jack spun around, “Hold on! Hold on! I was kidding. This really
is big news. You’re going to want to hear this.”


“Alright then Jacky, let’s hear it. Like I said, we really are
leaving. So spit it out.”


“Kip, I just took a message for you from Lydell,” Jack said.


Kip looked at Annie and explained who Lydell was. “Our manager.
He’s in California.” Annie nodded.


“The USO has asked us to do a concert in Afghanistan for the
troops that are still there,” Jack continued.


Kip was taken aback. Back
to the suckiness, he thought. He didn’t smile or
react in any way. His face remained like stone. He was thinking.


“Cool, huh?” Jack said, smiling, trying to gauge Kip’s lack of
reaction. “I mean, I know how patriotic you are. I knew you’d love the idea.”


Finally Kip’s mind came back into the room with the others.
“What did you tell Lydell?”


“Well, it’s your band, Kip. I told him I would have to run it
by you. But I did say that I thought you’d be onboard.”


Kip looked down at his feet, then over to Annie. “You ready to
go?” he said.


Annie nodded but looked concerned. She wondered why Kip was not
as happy about the prospect as she would have thought. Or as Jack would have
thought. Again, there was a lot going on inside Kip that almost no one was
privy to. She wished she had her notebook right now.


Kip took Annie’s hand and they headed for the door.


“Kip?” Jack said.


Kip turned his head over his shoulder back toward Jack. “We’ll
talk about it in the morning.”


“But Kip, we’re kind of on a tight time frame here. If we
agree, we have to leave by the weekend.”


Kip stopped and turned to him. He scratched his head. Bombs
were going off inside there. What a strange dilemma he was just put into. He
wanted to honor the troops. He was always telling the band and his fans to
honor them. But to return to Afghanistan was something he had never considered
doing. He left so much of himself back there and he had never intended to
return to retrieve it. He woke up in bed sometimes even still screaming in pain
at the torture he was subjected to. And that was in the relative safety of
America. He wasn’t sure of returning to Afghanistan would be conducive to his
mental health. He looked at Jack.


“Stage? Hardware?” He asked.


Jack nodded. “All arranged already by Lydell,” he said. Kip
scratched his head again. Annie was watching him with intense curiosity, but
had resigned herself to not ask any questions just yet while Kip struggled with
whatever battle was obviously playing out inside his head.


“All we have to do is say the word, Kip,” Jack added.


“Lock and Stabbs?” Kip asked again.


“They are more excited about it than I am,” Jack said. “Lock
just called one of the Becky’s over to celebrate.”


Kip nodded. “Call Lydell. Give the go ahead,” he said.


Jack smiled big teeth. “I think he’d like to hear from you,
Kip.”


Kip looked at Annie and took her hand again. “I’m busy. If he
wants me to, tell him I’ll call him tomorrow.”


“Okay Kip.” Jack said as Kip and Annie pulled the door open and
headed to the hall. “Uh, you two have a nice night now. And don’t do anything I
wouldn’t do.”


“Jacky, Satan himself would puke at the thought of doing half
the shit you have done!” Kip yelled back into the room before he pulled the
door closed behind him.



 

Cimiani’s was an Italian restaurant
known for its great food, but even better known for its great views. Kip sat
with his back to the curved glass so that Annie would have the window view as
the restaurant rotated around the rooftop. Manhattan slowly rolled by behind kip.
The lights of the city glowed with life until they disappeared to the left and
the darkness of the harbor filled the window. Occasionally small flashes of
activity would twinkle on the surface of the water below, betraying presence of
ships and barges carrying people and cargo from one shore to another.


The curvy waitress had just brought their meals and Kip was
cutting into his steak while it still sizzled on his plate. The beef here was
aged 13 weeks and fired over hickory fueled flames. The restaurant was
consistently voted the best steakhouse in the city.


Annie cut her steak and stacked the morsel with deep fried
mushrooms. Before she took a bite she eyed Kip. “You’d think a place like this
would require reservations,” she said.


Kip paused with his fork just inches from his mouth. “You’d
think, huh?” he said then he shoveled in the bite. Annie held her fork with the
steak at her mouth


“So, Kip, you know I have to ask,” Annie said. Kip sat back in
his chair, savoring the flavor of the beef. He raised his eyebrows at her.


“Why the hesitation about going to Afghanistan?” Annie asked.
“With that speech you gave me on the helicopter today, I would have thought you
would have jumped at the chance to go sing for the troops.”


Kip leaned forward and sawed at another slice of steak. “I
would have. I just, I just have issues with going back,” Kip said, raising his
eyes to her.


“Are you going to tell me why?”


Kip took another bite and leaned back again. “Are you going to
eat your steak? It’s delicious. Once you’ve eaten it, no other steak will every
compare, trust me.”


Annie plopped the steak into her mouth and closed her eyes. The
flavor was unexpected. This truly was the best steak she had ever eaten. Kip
smiled and raised his eyebrows at her, nodding. “Did I not tell you?”


“You’re right again, Kip,” Annie said between chews, slightly
embarrassed about talking with her mouth full in a place as classy as this.
Then Kip’s features darkened and he became serious.


“I was on a mission and it went south. Four of my friends, two
of them I went to boot camp with, were killed. I was hit several times with
AK47 rounds. When I came to I was in the basement of an old warehouse with
bandages wrapped around me and tied to a bedspring mattress. All of the
covering had been ripped off. The metal was stabbing me in the back. Later I
learned I had been there unconscious for 6 weeks before I came to. But then I
had no idea how long. I was bleeding all over my body from where the rusty
springs had pierced me.”


Kip raised his arms to demonstrate where, even though his shirt
covered him. His fists were clenched tight.


“It’s why I have the tattoos on my back and arms, to hide the
scars. Just like with the tattoos of bullets to hide my gunshot wounds.” Annie
nodded in understanding.


“Anyway, when I came to a doctor was there. He had been
treating me, trying to save my life.” Annie nodded.


“No, he wasn’t a good guy. He was keeping me alive because my
captors wanted information from me. He was no humanitarian. Shortly after I
woke, he was helping them to torture me. In some of my more sane moments when I
wasn’t being tortured I called him ‘Kevorkian’.


Anyway, I was kept there for 3 months. I would not speak to the
animals. Finally, they gave up torturing me and left me to rot strapped to that
bedspring. I was left there for about 5 days. No one came in; no one gave me
food or water. They just left me to die, I thought. I had beaten them. I was
giddy at the thought of it. I remember laughing there in the dark like a crazy
man. Oh, I knew I was going to die, but I was in so much pain by then I was
welcoming it. But I was happy that I had withstood the test. I had beaten them
for sure. They never got a scrap of information from me other than my serial
number.”


“Then, in the middle of one of my maniacal moments, the door to
the basement opened and four ragheads came down and unstrapped me from my wire
prison. They dragged me upstairs and shoved me to the floor on white sheets.
When I looked around I saw that I was in front of a camera on a tripod.
Kevorkian was behind it and running it. Then the four men and another man who
wore a hood gathered behind me and they started speaking into the camera in
Arabic. I had no idea what they were saying, but I knew that I was about to be
killed on video. Kevorkian, the doctor, was just watching. Aren’t doctors
supposed to help people?”


“Anyway, now you see my problem with going to see the doctor
about my deep cut from the bullet?” 


“I understand,” Annie said, half in tears at hearing his story.


“So, the hooded guy, who I assumed was the guy in charge,
finished his speech to the camera and came up behind me. Kevorkian stepped from
behind the camera and handed him a scimitar, that’s a long ceremonial sword and
was about to cut my throat, behead me.”


“Just then, flash bangs went off and then building filled with
smoke. I was knocked unconscious again. When I came to Navy Seals were standing
over me and the four men who had dragged me up from the basement and the hooded
lunatic were lying around me, dead. But the doctor wasn’t there. He had gotten
away in the firefight. Believe it or not, I was wounded in that firefight too.”
He pointed to a spot on his right shoulder.


Annie sat there with her fork halfway to her face. This was the
best steak she had ever tasted and she could not bring herself to put it in her
mouth. Her eyes were welled up and her beautiful mouth hung open.


“My God, Kip. I never knew!”


“Of course not. That’s because I don’t like talking about it.
And it’s why I have some reservation about going back to Afghanistan.” Kip took
another bite.


“I know things are different there now, and I am not longer in
the service so I am not going to be in action. But I’ve got real hang-ups about
that day. I was never afraid to die when I was in combat. I was a real John
Wayne. I did some crazy shit over there. Stuff that wasn’t by the book. Risky
stuff. But when I was kneeled before that camera and they were about to
separate my head from my shoulders, well, that was a totally different feeling.
Remember the helplessness feeling I was trying to explain today on the
helicopter?”


Annie nodded.


“That’s exactly what I was talking about. I was bound. I was
surrounded. And they were going to cut my head off. I was helpless to do
anything about it. I have never experienced such horror before. I didn’t like
it very much. I could not unclench my fists until I was out of the country and
landed in Germany. Whenever I think about Afghanistan, my fists clench up
again. It’s reactionary. I can’t help it.”


Annie put down her fork and picked up her napkin. She wiped her
eyes with it. “PTSD?” she asked him.


“That’s what they say,” Kip answered.


Annie put her napkin back on her lovely thigh. Kip watched her
and almost forgot the story he was telling.


“Kip, I understand your hesitancy to tell this story, but don’t
you think it would be for the best? To get it out there, maybe help in the
healing?” Annie asked.


“Of course I do. But there is more,” Kip said. He made the
effort to unclench his fists. Damn this
is hard.


“My father… Well, he died while I was being held captive,” Kip
continued. “We had a falling out when I joined the Marine Corps. He wanted me
to join the family business. When I told him I was going to enlist after nine
eleven, he stopped speaking to me. We didn’t speak for several years after
that. Then, just before my last mission when I was taken captive, He called me
and apologized. Told me how proud he was of me, and made sure I knew that I had
a place in the family business when I returned.”


“Wonderful!” Annie said, smiling.


“Yes, it is,” Kip said. But he didn’t tell me he was sick. He
had cancer. When I landed in Germany and was being strapped into a gurney for
the ride to the hospital, my commanding officer told me he was dead and that
there was an attorney flying directly to see me.”


“He left me everything. The entire empire. But I didn’t know
what to do with it. So when I recovered and returned to the states, discharged,
I left it all in the hands of the board of directors and started up a rock
band. I get paid a lot of money for doing nothing. I mean a lot of money
outside of the studio and tours. I mean money from the company. I give
everything away. Every bit to charity. And still I live like a king. The empire
is so huge I can hardly go anywhere without running into some holding
somewhere. I pay for very little. I suppose I take advantage of it, though I am
embarrassed that I do. I never intended to live like this. So, to put all of
that in a book for everyone to read troubles me.”


Annie blinked at him. “But Kip, this is your life. You asked me
to write a biography about you. How can I not include any of that? Your story
is amazing. And like I said, it may be a healing process for you.”


“Then why does everything to do with my captivity, my father
and my fortune make me feel like shit?” Nothing feels good about any of that,”
Kip said.


Annie shrugged. “Kip, if I don’t write about that much of your
life, what’s left to write about?”


Kip forced a smile. “My rock and roll days. The band. The hotel
we trashed last year. The bus we rolled three years ago. Sex, drugs, rock and
roll.”


“But that’s all been done before, Kip.”


“I am not in a contest here, Annie. I am not trying to outdo
all of the other rock stars out there. Look, you approached me. I thought it
would be interesting to have you write about the band. Tell our crazy stories.
And… and you sounded cute on the phone.”


Annie blushed.


“And I was right. I have excellent ears,” he winked at her. And you have a magnificent body!


Annie put her elbows on the table and clasped her hands over
her plate. She rested her chin on her fingers. 


“So, Kip. Are you telling me that this is the boundary of the
book? Only the rock and roll story? No war? No father? No wealth?”


Kip stared at her for a moment before putting another cut of
beef into his mouth. Then he spoke while chewing. “Well, Annie, there might be
more than just the rock and roll story.”


“Like what?”


“Well, I am a great fuck.” And
so are you!


Annie smiled. “So, you want me to write about how good you are
in bed?”


“Sure,” Kip said looking serious. “Couldn’t hurt my future any.
And besides, you can do lots of research.”


Annie beamed at him across the table. Then her face changed.
She became serious too.


“Seriously Kip,” she said. “I don’t know about this anymore. If
there are limits it will really hamper my prospects. I intend to make a very
strong career out of my writing of biographies. I am really good at it. I have
never had rules before about what I could write about and what I couldn’t
before. I am troubled at the prospect.”


Kip put down his fork and spread his hands on the table.


“Annie, there is always the prospect of not needing a career,”
he said.


“What?”


“I just mean, who says you need to write biographies? Who says
you even need a career?” Kip said.


Annie’s eyes widened. “I do, Kip. I need to eat.”


Kip smiled and reached out and took her hands in his.


“Annie, haven’t you been listening? I am rich,” he said.


Annie’s face went blank.


“Are you saying you’d pay me to not write your story?” Annie
asked.


Kip shook his head. “No. I am just saying that you can do what
you want. You don’t have to worry about what to add or what to keep out of the
book. You don’t even have to write the book about me. I’ll support you no
matter what you do.”


Annie took her hands from Kip’s and turned sideways in her
chair. She looked at the floor. It was true, she could get used to living like
Kip does very easily. She always dreamed of it. It was not that Annie was a
shallow person. Much to the contrary. But her ex had always promised her an
elevated lifestyle, but had never delivered. It left her wanting. She was not
too proud to admit it.


But Annie was also a writer. She loved to write. She knew that
whatever would happen to her in her life, she would always be a writer.


“Look, Annie,” Kip said. “We can talk more about this tomorrow.
It’s nothing to stress about.”


Annie smiled. “You own this restaurant, don’t you, Kip?” she
asked.


Kip smiled and shrugged.


Annie looked at him sideways. “I am busy tomorrow, Kip.”


Kip chuckled. “We’ve already been over this. I know that you
have no life, remember? What do you have to do tomorrow?”


“I have to get ready for my trip to Afghanistan with you, Kip,”
she said.



 

Back at the hotel room, Kip left Annie in the living room when
he went into the bathroom. When he returned, he found her standing behind the
kitchenette counter. Her dress was off and Kip laid eyes on her black lace bra.
Annie was pouring two drinks. She would
look great with a tattoo right above that left nipple, Kip thought.


“Have a seat, I’ll be right there,” Annie said holding up the
bottle of zinfandel.


Kip pulled off his shirt and tossed it across the room. He
smiled at her. Whatever you say!


He dropped to the couch and kicked his feet up on the table. He
watched her pour. Then she rounded the bar and walked toward him. She was
wearing no panties. Just the bra. Kip grew instantly hard.


“You lost something,” he said.


“I never had them, remember?” Annie smiled.



 

“Hell Yeah” By Rev Theory



 

She sat next to him on the couch and handed him the wine. Kip
leaned over her and kissed her. She held her glass to the side and let him.
Then he broke the kiss and scanned her body. He held his glass over her belly
and let it tip. A small stream of wine splattered on her white skin, dribbling
down her belly, into her belly button, and between her legs. She giggled. Then
Kip leaned in and cleaned her with his tongue. The scent of the wine was sweet,
but soon the scent of her sex was overtaking it. Kip’s pants grew tighter and
he poured the rest of the wine over her, drenching her. The couch was white
leather, and now it was stained pink by the wine. So was Annie. 


Kips tongue ran up and down her belly, over her bra covered
breasts and flicked over her erect nipples underneath the thin fabric. When the
glass was empty, Kip threw it over his head. It crashed somewhere in the
kitchen. Then he used his hands to spread her legs slightly, before he buried
his face between them.


Kip brought Annie to ecstasy there on the couch, sweet wine
mixing with her own juices. Then the pulled her into the bedroom, where he
pulled her bra off and tossed it somewhere. He took her nipple into his mouth
while falling back onto the bed and she helped him out of his pants. Moments
later he was kneeling beside her while she laid on her back, his cock casting a
shadow across her body from the city lights outside the window.


He pulled her nipple as she stroked him over her.


“Annie, have you ever considered getting a tattoo?” he asked
her.


“Never,” she answered softly.


“It’s not a big deal, really,” he said, looking down at her.
“Just a little prick.”


Annie smiled up at him. “I prefer your big prick,” she said.


Cheesy. At least she is
trying.


She pulled him to her face and wrapped his stiffened cock in
her lips. 


God, she’s really good
with her mouth!


Within minutes Annie brought Kip to the edge with her lips and
tongue, but she stopped before he coated her throat with his cum.


Kip climbed over her and let Annie guide him inside her. He
slid in his full length slowly, and Annie realized then that as good as the
steak was at dinner, Kip’s meat was the best she’d ever had.


Kip made love to Annie repeatedly. He brushed the hair from her
face so that he could look into her eyes while they made love. He smiled at her
with each thrust, and she smiled back. He brought her to orgasm again and again
before he filled her well attended pussy with his creamy load.


When they were both well spent, they cuddled softly together
until Kip started to doze.


“Kip,” Annie said quietly just before he fully dropped off.


“Yes, Annie?” 


“I can go with you to Afghanistan, can’t I?”


Kip was quiet for a minute. Then, “Afghanistan is a dangerous
place, Annie.”


“I know.”


“But I am going to do a concert,” Kip added. “I guess you want
to be writing about it.”


“I will.”


“Well, I guess you’ll be going then,” Kip said.


Annie smiled in the dark and pulled him tighter to her.


“Kip?” She said again.


“Yes.”


“Have we had our last words about what can and can’t go into
the biography?” Annie asked.


“Like I said, Annie, we can talk more about it tomorrow.”


“Kip?” 


“Yes, Annie?”


“Will you go with me to my apartment tomorrow and help me
pack?” She asked


Kip turned over to face her. “Jacky said we’re not leaving till
this weekend, Annie. We’ve got a few days before you have to pack.”


“Ah,” Annie said. She looked down and away from him.


Kip saw the consternation on her face and realized there was a
different question that she hadn’t asked.


“Annie,” Kip said. “You want to come stay with me here?”


Annie looked at him with pleading eyes.


Kip smiled. “Sure, I’ll help you pack tomorrow.” Annie smiled
too.



 

Chapter Three



 

Neither one of them slept in late. They both woke when the sun
filled their room. Kip was up wandering around when Annie rose and shuffled
into the shower. Her body was pink with wine stain. Smiling, Kip watched her as
she headed for the bathroom. Annie caught his gaze and stopped to pose for him,
showing off her pink hue. 


“I like pink.” Kip snickered.Minutes
later she returned, sans pink. She had a towel wrapped around her hair, but not
her body. Kip was sliding clothes on hangers across a rack in the closet. When
he found the shirt he wanted, he yanked it free and turned to find Annie
standing behind him. He looked her up and down, admiring her curves.


“I still like pink,” he said.


“There’s no more wine in the fridge,” she said grinning.


Never enough, Kip
thought to himself.


“I’ll get more delivered today. We’ll make it a pink evening,”
he said as he pulled on his shirt.


“It’s a date.” Annie stood there with a constant smile, as if
it were painted onto her face.


Kip stared back at her. “What?” he asked.


Annie blushed. “Oh, I don’t know. I guess it’s just that I had
no idea breaking rules could be so rewarding.”


Kip shrugged. “Clearly you have not spent enough time with rock
stars.”


“That’s what I mean,” she said. “My rule about dating rockers.
I have to admit I have thoroughly enjoyed being with you Kip.”


Kip smiled deeply at her and pulled her to him. “It was a phony
rule anyway. You said it yourself.” He kissed her and pulled her tighter to his
chest, feeling hers rise against him as she breathed deeply at the closeness.
The smell of her shampoo and body wash made it that much better and hard for
Kip to let go.


“The rule was phony. Just meant to keep you focused on the real
reason I was there and off of my,” she looked down between them, “breasts. But
I really have always avoided guys like you. Or at least, guys like I thought
you were.”


“Well, what kind of guy do you think I am now?” he asked her.


“Not what I expected, I admit,” she said. “I mean, you do have
some traits of a rocker, but you are much more reserved than I thought you were
from all of the press reports I have read. And way more reserved than your band
mates. Actually, I find you surprisingly down to earth.”


“Well, if I got one thing from my father it is that. He was the
most down to earth man I have ever known.”


I’d like to learn more about him,” Annie said.


Kip gently pushed her away from him, though it pained him to do
so. “Then get yourself presentable in public and I’ll tell you about my dad on
the way to your place.”


Annie placed one hand over her pubic area and one arm over her
breasts. With her hair flowing over her shoulder and the pouty look she molded
her face into, she looked like a Victorian painting that was commissioned by a
bachelor prince. “Am I not presentable as I am?” she said.


Kip flashed his teeth at her. “Only in some of the circles I
run in, Annie. But any cab driver that takes us to your apartment would crash
us instantly because he wouldn’t be able to take his eyes from the rear view
mirror.”


Annie bit her bottom lip and started to get dressed, pulling
clothes from the bed. “If he’s going to be looking anyway, we might as well
give him a show to watch,” she said.


“How about we take quick ride.”


“Well I still need clothes if we aren’t going straight to my
apartment.”


“Well I had your dress dry cleaned so it should be fine.”


“Thanks! I’m up for it then.”



 

“Wanted Dead or Alive” By
Bon Jovi



 

He kissed her temple and put his sunglasses on. “Then let’s get
going.”


Kip led her to the first floor of the hotel parking garage.
Beside the stairwell, a large, flat black Harley Davidson leaned on its
kickstand. He inserted a key into the bike’s ignition and handed Annie a spare
helmet.


“Wow! I didn’t know you had a Harley,” she said. “Rock star,
billionaire, Marine, biker, and sex god. Fuck meeee.”
She slid the helmet over her head and fastened the chinstrap.


Kip laughed and responded, “I sound pretty fucking awesome.”


“You have no idea. Everything about you makes me hot.”


“Good.” He flipped up her visor and kissed her.


She looked down at her tight black dress and three-inch heels.
“I’m not exactly dressed for this, am I?”


He took off his leather jacket and handed it to her. “Put this
on. It will help.”


She slid into the jacket and inhaled deeply through her nose.
The jacket smelled of leather and Kip—the two biggest turn-ons on Earth. His
jacket was several sizes too big and draped over her hands. She could almost
wear it as a mini-dress. She zipped it up to her chin. 


He smiled at her. “You look sexy.”


Kip crammed her purse in the side bag. Then he jam-packed his
hat in the side bag on the opposite side of the bike. There already was a clean
pair of clothes stuffed in the second side bag which made it overfilled.


“Are you sure you want to do this?”


“Yeah, this will be fun.” She grinned at him and then closed
her visor.


Kip put on a helmet and climbed on the bike. Annie couldn’t
help but think how hot he looked straddling the big machine. The Harley roared
to life, rumbling through Annie’s entire body as he revved the engine. He held
her hand while she climbed up on the bike behind him. She had to hike her dress
to the top of her thighs to sit. Kip’s hand gripped the bare skin where her
dress stopped.


“Next time you’ll be able to dress more appropriately because
you’ll have your other clothes,” he shouted over the roaring engine.


“It’s fine. I like you to know you have easy access.”


“If you say so.”


He turned the bike out of the parking spot and, once in the
exit lane, took off. She held on tight, molding herself to his back with a
satisfied sigh. Her free hand splayed over his black T-shirt and the hard
muscles of his chest underneath. She couldn’t think of any place in the world
she’d rather be at that moment.


They exited the parking garage and took a ramp to a city
street. The blowing breeze made the outsides of Annie’s thighs sting with cold,
but Kip’s hips between her thighs kept the insides plenty warm.


Kip stopped at a stoplight. “It’s a beautiful day to ride. Are
you doing okay back there?”


“I’m fine,” she said. “How are you?”


“Nothing better than riding with my girl.”


She smiled and then moved her hand to his crotch. His cock
hardened instantly and his body stiffened. The light turned green. He took off
like a canon, the bike rumbling beneath them.


“Yeah,” she screamed, “Faster!”


He sped up making the engine roar louder. Her hand continued to
stroke him through his tight black jeans. She used her other hand to unfasten
his button and fly. Annie’s free hand slid under his briefs and circled his
hot, engorged flesh and stroked its length steadily. The smooth skin felt warm
beneath her fingers. She didn’t know how he managed to concentrate on driving
and neither did Kip.


They stopped at another red light. He stopped and put his feet
down on the pavement. She could barely hear his groans of pleasure over the
roar of the motorcycle as she stroked the head of his cock faster and faster.
Faster. Faster. His head fell back and his body stiffened in front of her. Hot
cum spurted between her fingers and into his briefs. He revved the engine as he
cried out hoarsely.


The light turned green. Besides the occasional shudder, Kip
didn’t move. Someone behind them honked. He took several deep breaths. 


“Damn, you made a mess in my pants Need to take a shower again.
Could you zip me up babe?”


Without responding she tucked his slackening cock down in his
briefs. Then buttoned and zipped his pants.


“Thanks hot stuff. I’ve never had a girl take control like
that.”


“No problem! The light is green by the way.” 


He glanced up at the green light and sped off. “Oops, let’s
ride for an hour before we go back and you clean me up.”


 “Clean you up?” she asked,
wiping her fingers on his pants.


“In the shower.” 


All she did was smile and then he picked up speed. By the time
they got back to the hotel Kip’s hand was numb from holding the accelerator on
the bumpy road for the past hour. From riding the motorcycle and playing the
guitar, he wondered if he was developing Carpal Tunnel. Annie was grateful that
Kip had lent her his jacket because she was getting cold. She’d have been worse
off if he hadn’t.


They entered the parking garage and turned the bike into the
parking spot. He helped her off the bike. She tugged her skirt down her thighs.
That helped warm her quite a bit. She took off her helmet and handed it to him.
He removed her purse from the side bag and stored the helmet inside. He took
his helmet off as well and looked at her apologetically.


As he closed the side bag Annie leaned against his back, her
arms circling his waist. He covered one of her hands with his and smiled. As
much as this woman turned him on, he truly treasured her bouts of tenderness. Her
free hand slid down his belly and rested at the waist of his pants. He turned
around and looked into her eyes.


“Had a fun time Kip,” she said not blinking.


She stood on her tippy toes and pressed her lips against his.
Neither of them closed their eyes. It was a deep passionate kiss that neither
of them had ever had.


They walked hand in hand back to Kip’s room without saying a
word. They both felt like two kids in love. Their fingers intertwined and
sweaty palms. 


“Do you still need help getting cleaned up?”


“Sure, how about you hop in. I’ll be right behind you.”


“Don’t be long,” she said while winking at him.


On her way to the shower she slipped out of her dress. After
she disappeared into the bathroom Kip grabbed a bottle of liquor and downed a
couple of shots. He couldn’t help but think that he may have found the perfect
girl. She knew his secrets and she didn’t look at him differently because of
them. Damn. I’m more than pussy whipped.


He undressed on the way to the shower. His cock had already
hardened by the thought of her cleaning him off. When he reached the bathroom
door he looked through the opening where the door was cracked.


Her perky tits were half hidden, half put on display in her
white, lacy push-up bra that made a stark contrast to her honey tanned skin.
She could feel his eyes on her tiny lace panties that matched her bra and
showed off her tight ass in the best possible way. They were uncomfortable but
by far the sexiest she had.


Annie reached around her back and unfastened her bra. She slowly
slid the straps down her arms knowing he still had his eyes locked on her. She
quivered at the thought of his hands on her even though it wasn’t going to be
the first time. She turned around and stood on the mat by the shower. She
looked over to the cracked door where he stood staring. She gave a slight smile
before stepping into the shower. He never had taken in her naked body until
right then. She really was stunning.


She pulled the curtain closed, slid her panties off, and threw
them over the curtain. She turned the shower on and let the hot water run down
her slim muscular back. He pushed the door open which made it creek. 


“I know you were watching me strip. Did you like what you saw?”



 

“S.E.X.” By Nickelback



 

He didn’t respond though and entered the shower. She looked at
him, finally admiring his toned body with the biggest wood she’d ever seen. She
grabbed the bottle of shampoo and squirted some in her hands. Kip cupped her
ass cheeks and pulled her towards him pressing his cock against her freshly
shaved pussy.


She ran her fingers through his hair. She massaged the shampoo
into his hair and scalp. He pressed his lips to hers. Their mouths opened,
intertwining tongues. They moved underneath the water to rinse his hair. She
kept a hold of his hair with one hand and with the other started massaging his
balls. He couldn't see but the feeling was so good he didn't want it to
stop.  


She rubbed her wet, hard body against his, using her body to
soap him up. She whispered into his ear, saying, "Like your cleaning?"


“God, yes!”


She stooped down and takes him in her mouth. Pleasure coursed
through him as he grabbed the shower rod and placed a hand against the wall for
support. He looked down and could see her tits, the size of cantaloupes,
swaying back and forth as she takes him in and out of her mouth. 


As the pressure rose in his manhood Annie could sense it and
began to kiss up his front and nibbles on his neck. Kip reached around her and
grasped her ass in both hands. As he lifted her up she could feel his cock
brush past her clit and she dug her nails in his back as the wave of pleasure
rolled through her.


He smiled as she begun to lick her way up his body again. When
she reached his face, their lips met and she lightly touched her tongue to his
lips. He quickly sucked her tongue into his mouth, and began kissing with
abandon.  Her hand snaked down between
their bodies, grabbed hold of his turgid member, and positioned him for her
wonderful tunnel. He thrusted up with his hips at the same time she pressed back,
he’s buried to the hilt immediately. They both let out a moan, thankfully
muffled by their kissing.


He wrapped his right arm around her waist, while his left hand
moved around to the back of her head, and pulled her into him for a deeper
kiss. She began to rock her hips, slowly pulled forward, then thrusted back,
hard, grunting with each bottoming out.


He backed her against the back wall of the shower and raised
her up high enough that he could slide his cock into her hot, wanting pussy. He
held the tip of his cock against the entrance of her cunt, ready to push
forward. She worked her hand down between them and grasped the base of his cock
to help guide him in. She got him lined up and he thrusted all the way in, all
of him in one stroke. Her body rocked and she screamed with pleasure. 


He thrusted in and out of her feeling her wetness bathe his
lonely cock. He felt her rock hard nipples rising to meet his chest with every
thrust, her fingers dug into his back as she hung on. 


"Harder!" she yelled at him. 


He rammed his cock into her as hard as he could. He started to
feel light headed; he could feel a boiling sensation in his balls. Too late, he
could not stop! He thrusted harder as he feels his jizz
enter into his shaft. He thrusted in as hard as he could as his cum splattered
against the deepest reaches of her pussy. She screamed as she climaxed. Kip
felt her release shower down his cock and across his balls as his knees began
to shake with the release. 


He realized he could no longer hold her so he backed out of her
and gently lowered her to where she could stand. He stumbled backward, weak
from the release of his orgasm. He reached out to the shower wall for stability
again. He closed his eyes for a moment reveling in the aftershock of pleasure.
He opened his eyes and found that Annie had stooped to kneel and suck his cock
again. 


She started using her tongue to lick around the head of his
cock and around the soft sensitive area just below the head. She followed this
slow electrifying torment by taking the head of his cock into her mouth and
bathing it liberally with her saliva. Her soft lips wrapped tightly around his
cock with her tongue working along it, but then he felt the most exquisite
sensation as she took most of his cock deep into her throat, then let it slide
out again in a truly amazing blowjob. He moaned loudly and continually as she
began to move rapidly up and down on his super-sensitive cock and moved his
hips to fuck her mouth. The erect cock returned to the back of her throat, her
hair tautly braided with his fingers, pulling her deep.


He was now almost beside himself and would have said or done
anything to continue the blissful sensation that Annie had created. 


"Send me over the edge into paradise!" He shouted.


Her hands massaged his balls as she sucked, her mouth moved
expertly on his cock. He pushed her head into his groin but he let it go when
she gagged as his cock pushed even further into her throat. He was pummeled
against her face again after she caught her breath. He pulled out almost all
the way before jamming himself back into her throat. 


“Holy shit!” He screamed with pleasure.


Annie continued to deep throat him and he could feel the cum
bubbling in his balls. He warned her, but she just closed her lips tightly over
his cock. He pulled out of her so that she could respond. A long string of
saliva drooped out of her mouth as she caught her breath. Annie took a few deep
breaths and then ran her finger down behind his balls and stroked across his
puckered asshole. That was enough, and he shook as if he was having a seizure
and came into her mouth, growling and shouting in the thrill of his release. 


He pulled out of her throat and started stroking the rest onto
her face. Gob after gob of the sticky, salty substance stained her face. What
landed above her cheeks pooled there, but what landed on her cheeks and lips
slid down the slick saliva lacquer he had established and dripped onto her
breasts. Annie swallowed the whole of his load, and licked gently round his
softening cock, keeping it in her mouth until he was drained dry.  Instead of a clean and freshly-washed face,
streaks of cum decorated her beautiful features. She sucked and licked his cock
and nuts clean of their juices. 


She rose and kissed him. He could taste the salty substance of
his own sperm but he knew any real man could handle it if the girl could. He
stood there completely dumbfounded by the best blowjob he had every received.
Completely satisfied he decided to return the favor.


She sat down on the shower bench, opening her legs and tilting
her hips. Annie squirted some body wash on her crotch and massaged it around
her clit. Kip was staring at her beautiful smooth, shaved pussy being gently
messaged by her delicate fingers. Kip pointed the shower head towards her,
rinsing the soap off.


He had no choice but to kiss it, and when he did, she pressed
his head into her, so he began to lick her, the taste of her juices mixed with
the faint, soapy taste of the recent body wash. She was aroused quickly, and as
he licked, kissed and nibbled her, he felt her shiver and squeeze her thighs
around his head. I love a woman that gets off fast.


She stroked his head for a few seconds while he finished her
off with his tongue. He gently kissed and nibbled on her lips before he stood
up and said, "We'd better get out before we use up all of the water."



They rinsed each other off and left the shower. He grabbed her
ass quickly as he walked behind her. They then dried each other off with thick
Egyptian cotton towels.


“That was a lot of fun Kip. We should do it again sometime,”
she said with a smile.


“We can have sex all the time!”


“I meant the bike ride.” She winked at him.



 

Annie was fully dressed when she climbed into the cab ahead of
Kip. Kip gave the driver the address and settled back next to Annie as the car
pulled out into the heavy New York traffic.


“Kip, you don’t own this cab company, do you?” Annie asked him.


Kip smiled at the question. “No. Not anymore.” He said.


Annie laughed. “Not anymore? You mean you used to?”


“Well, my father did. He sold it before he died. I actually own
the seven fives taxi.”


“So, you don’t own this company, but you do own a taxi
company?” She asked.


“Yes.”


“Then why aren’t we riding in a seven fives?”


“Eh, a cab is a cab, right? Anyway, I didn’t see one around
when we needed it.”


Annie laughed again. “It’s so true. You are down to earth.”


“Like I said, I get that from my dad,” Kip said.


“You promised to tell me about him,” Annie said, pulling her
notebook from her purse and opening it, pencil in hand.


Kip let out a small sigh. “It’s hard for me to talk about my
father,” he said. “I feel like I failed him. And I hate to fail at anything. I
can’t imagine any bigger failure than letting your father down and not being
able to fix it.”


“Why don’t you start from the beginning?” Annie prompted.


“Okay. Let’s see. My father served in World War Two. He was an
aerial machine gunner on a B-17. He was shot down twice. Once over Nice, France
and once again over the Sahara while on a mission to bomb Rommel. In both cases
there were only a few survivors. He always had a hard time telling me the
story. He’d get choked up remembering his friends that died. 


Anyway, he flew over fifty successful missions in the Army Air
Corps. That was the Air Force before it was called the Air Force. Most others
had a life expectancy of about seven or eight missions. But he kept pushing the
envelope. That’s how he was about everything. 


In both crashes his plane took flak and was ripped to pieces,
killing half of his crew before the plane even went down. Planes were flown by
wire back then. The pilot pulled the wheel, and the wheel was attached to a
wire that went to the back of the plane and was attached to the elevator, the
elevator would go up, and the plane would go up. When he turned the wheel to
the right, the wires would pull and the plane would turn right. So when the
flak hit the plane, it ripped all the wires apart, making the plane impossible
to fly. My father was able to instruct the guys that were left to pull on
certain wires, and help guide it to the ground as best as they could. He saved
their lives.”


“Incredible story!” Annie said thoughtfully.


“When my dad got back to the states, he came up with the idea
to go wireless on the planes. All the planes functions would be controlled by
radio control. You pull the wheel back, it sends a radio signal back to a
receiver in the tail, and the receiver would make the elevator go up. Simple as
that. Nothing so spectacular today, but in nineteen forty seven it was a huge
leap. He sold the idea to the military and then again to Boeing and McDonnell
Douglas and so on. It’s how he began his fortune. Then he made investments. You
know, oil, minerals, all of the stuff that made people rich in those days. Then
he started to buy companies and retool them, making them more profitable. By
the time I was born in nineteen seventy he was a millionaire several times
over. At one point in the nineteen eighties he was even a billionaire, but the
internet bubble and all. You know.”


Annie nodded.


“So, I grew up in the lap of luxury. My mother, God rest her
soul, made sure I went without anything. I was a spoiled rotten little kid, I
can assure you. But my father would always bring me back down to earth when he
saw how spoiled I was getting. You know, we had a sixty foot yacht with crew
and all…”


Still do, actually.


“And he would take me fishing on an old wooden rickety bridge
just outside of a town called Gordell. And we’d walk with our fishing poles
over our shoulders through the little town. It was a really poor place, and it
made me see how little others had. We’d do that a couple times a year. Once he
took me to a small place in Mexico. We drove down. This was the poorest place I
have ever seen. People were sick and drinking water from filthy polluted holes
in the ground. I will never forget it. But this was the kind of stuff he did to
make sure I didn’t lose my head in all of the wealth I was normally surrounded
by. I suppose it worked.”


“The ironic thing was it made me appreciate things I had more
than he expected. My mother died in nineteen ninety five. She had cancer. And
all of my father’s money couldn’t save her from that. Then during nine eleven I
watched the towers fall from my apartment right here in Manhattan. I could not
believe what I was seeing. As soon as I came to my senses and I realized that
this was going to mean war I went down and enlisted. I thought my father would
have been proud of me. I was going to follow in his footsteps. But when I told
him, he just shut down. He tried to explain to me that he intended for me to
inherit the business and carry on the family fortune. But I was not listening.
Oh, I heard him, but I just kept saying that I would take over when I got out.
It was only a four year enlistment, after all. But he already knew he didn’t
have four years. He was already sick. He just would not tell me. I don’t know
why he wouldn’t. He was just like that. Never wanted anyone concerned over his
health. He was a hard man. But I was acting like a spoiled punk again and said
some really cruel things to him. I know I hurt him. I told him I didn’t want
anything to do with his business, his money, or him. Looking back, I still
don’t know why I said those things. I was an angry little shit.


“Anyway, like I told you at dinner yesterday he called me. He
apologized for his silence and told me the business was still there for me to
run when I got back. He told me how proud he was of me, and he left everything
to me. Everything. And then I was taken in that firefight. The rest you know. I
missed him by three months.”


 “We still have about
nine blocks to go,” Annie said quietly.


Kip scooted closer on the seat and put his arm around her.
“You’re going to make me do this aren’t you?”


“Kip, you’ve agreed to have me write your biography. Like I’ve
already told you, there is no way to do it unless I know it all.”


Kip looked down at his feet on the dirty cab floor. Annie moved
in closer and kissed his cheek. “Kip, maybe it is time to open up about the
things that bother you so much.”


“Annie, I’ve already told you I would tell you everything. I
just want to make sure you don’t put it all in. Like I said yesterday.”


“And I agreed.”


Kip took a deep breath and examined his nails. “Okay, then.”



 

They arrived at four forty four Prescott Avenue and the cabby
let them out. Annie led Kip into the building and up the stairs. The place was
run down and there were kids playing in the halls and on the stairwells. The
smell of cooking grease filled the place and a couple could be heard arguing a
few floors up.


Kip followed her up the stairs. When they reached her floor she
stopped in front of her apartment, which wasn’t far from the landing. She stood
before the door a moment. Kip looked around the hall. He heard children
laughing and playing, and mothers yelling at them. Their voices echoed
throughout the hall. Finally Kip realized that Annie hadn’t moved as he looked
about. She hadn’t even dug in her purse for her keys.


“Annie?” he said.


“Kip, something is wrong.”


“What is it,” he asked, moving closer to her and putting his
hand on her shoulder. Then he saw what had her worried. Her door was ajar. And
there were clear marks around the jamb where it had been forced open. 


Kip pulled her back behind him and pushed the door open. Light
flooded the dim hallway. Inside he could see that the apartment had been
ransacked. The curtains were torn from the windows. The flat screen TV was torn
from the wall and smashed atop the coffee table, a gaping hole on the wall
where it had once been mounted. All of the pans, dishes and utensils were
strewn about the entire kitchen area. Kip held his hand back, motioning Annie
to stay put, as he entered the apartment.


He stopped just past the ripped open couch and peered down the
short hallway toward her bedroom. Pictures were off of the walls and smashed on
the tile floor of the hall. Light was also beaming from the open door to
Annie’s bedroom and bathroom. He walked slowly down the hall, aware of the fact
that Annie had not stayed put where he told her to. She was now in the standing
behind him.


Kip asked her: “Anything missing?”


Annie shook her head slowly, trying not to allow the tears that
were welling in her eyes from rolling down her face. “I don’t know, Kip.”


“Well, I’d wager nothing is.”


“How can you be so sure?” She asked.


“This doesn’t look like a normal burglary. Why would someone
break in to steal something, spend the time to wrestle the Plasma TV from the
wall mount, then let it fall onto the table? No. Something else has happened
here.”


“What, Kip?” Annie asked, her voice cracking. She had never
been burglarized before, even in this low income building.


“I don’t know. So, I am going to look around and try to learn
what I can. Now, I mean it, stay put,” Kip said sternly, jabbing his finger to
the spot she currently occupied.


 Kip turned and continued
down the hall, glass cracking under his shoes.


He turned and disappeared into her room for a moment, then
reappeared again, only to vanish into her bathroom again. A few minutes later,
he was standing by her side.


“I am sorry, your bedroom and bathroom look pretty much like
this,” he waved his arm around the room. “This may have been a burglary, but
whoever did it was looking for something in specific.” Kip raised his eyebrows
at Annie. It was a questioning look.


“What?”


“I am just wondering what you have in here that is valuable,
hidden and that someone knows about. Valuable enough that they would break in
and trash the place looking for it.”


“Kip, I don’t have anything of value. The TV is the most
expensive thing I have, and there it is.” She pointed to the shattered glass
and plastic hulk in front of her. “When I left Stewart I left with nothing. I
live writing job to writing job. The TV was a gift to myself after I got the
senator’s biography published. The royalties barely paid for it. I haven’t had
new clothes since I left him. Except for the ones you bought me last night.”


“Okay, well, there must be something else then,” Kip said,
“Something I missed.” He looked around the room again. Then he stepped over to
the window and looked out upon the busy street below. Scratching his head, he
turned back to the room, but stopped, something clicking in his mind.


“Why the curtains? He asked.


“What?”


He shook his head. “Why tear down all of the curtains? I mean,
some might get torn during the trashing of the house…”


 But all of them have been deliberately torn down. The whole apartment,
living room, kitchen, bedroom and bathroom, is exposed to the building across
the street.


“Annie,” Kip said urgently, “when I was in the Marines, the
most important thing in combat was to have cover and concealment.”


“I don’t understand, Kip. What is that?” Annie said, shaking
her head in confusion.


Kip moved quickly and pushed her forward as he headed toward
the door.


“It’s something we don’t have right now.”


As they reached the doorway, Kip reached back to grab the door
and pull it shut behind him. As he did, the glass window shattered and the
plaster wall exploded just inches from his face.


Kip slammed the door closed and grabbed Annie’s hand. He pulled
her down the hallway, yelling to the playing children to get into their
apartments and close their curtains. Annie was crying and when she looked at
Kip’s powder covered face she screamed in horror. Kip grabbed her by putting
both hands on her face and held her still. He pushed her up against the hallway
wall.


“What is happening?! Kip, what is going on?” She cried.


“I don’t know, Annie.” Kip look as confused as she did. “I need
to figure this out. Somebody wants either you or me dead. But I can tell you
that we are safe for now. Whoever was shooting was across the street. We are
safe here in the hallway. Please try to calm down. I won’t let anything happen
to you.”


“Kip, who would want us dead?” Annie asked as she wiped the
tears from her face.


Kip froze and held her tight. He looked around the hall as the
children disappeared into their apartments. Their mothers shooing them in and
giving Kip evil looks. As if all of that was his fault. Hell, it may be!


“I don’t know Annie, but I intend to find out.” Kip said, and
he left her there against the way as he bolted back to her apartment door. “And
Annie, I mean it, you stay right there.”


Annie nodded quickly. She did not intend to move from that
spot.



 

“Hero” By Skillet



 

Kip stopped just outside her door and when he downloaded enough
courage he shouldered through it, breaking it open. Then he dropped and rolled
through the glass and debris until he stopped behind the kitchen counter. From
there he spied around the edge through to the shattered window, surveying the
windows in the building across the street. Most of them were drawn open but
there were a few that had the curtains closed. But in only one of them could
Kip see the curtains moving, being blown by the slight breeze. This told him
that the window was open, but the curtain was pulled. Exactly what he would do
if he wanted a concealed place to shoot from.


Just then a flash between the curtains and the countertop
pinged as a bullet ricocheted off of it. It impacted into the cabinets above
his head. 


The shooter was still there. And a really bad shot. 


Kip wished he had his M-16 in his grip. I could take this clown out in one shot. And he could. Kip had
qualified expert on the range every year in the Marine Corps. His marksmanship
was legendary. He had been invited to sniper school out of combat training, but
he chose not to go. He wanted to stick with the friends he’d trained with. 


It was just a matter of zeroing in on the flash from the last
shot of the assassin across the street. But
I don’t have my M-16, and there isn’t a damn thing I can do now that I am
pinned down.


Then Kip heard sirens getting louder from the outside. Someone
must have called the police. Suddenly a burst of fire erupted from the window
across the street and wood and glass shattered all around him. He covered his
head as debris rained down upon him as multiple shots were fired at him. Then
the gunshots stopped and Kip peeked around the edge. He saw the barrel of the
rifle jerk to the side, disturbing the curtains, then disappeared. The shooter is running.


The sirens were so loud, it sounded as if they were right below
the window at the entrance of the building. Knowing he was out of immediate
danger, he jumped to his feet and bolted toward the door. Annie was on the
other side about to go in, despite Kip’s order to stay put. She heard the
gunfire and thought Kip had been shot. The door burst open and knocked Annie
back against the wall.


“Get down against the wall,” Kip yelled. Then he ran down the
three flights of stairs. He threw the doors of the main entrance open and ran
out across the street. Police cars and rescue vehicles were pulling up, and he
dodged them in the road and disappeared into the building across the street.
The building was the mirror image of Annie’s building. He ran up the stairs to
the third floor, knowing that enough time had passed that the shooter was no
doubt on the run.


Kip tried to picture the building from the outside as he tried
to figure out which apartment to invade. Fortunately, the building was not complicated,
and the apartment in question was fairly obvious. As he reached the third floor
a quick look down the hall showed him that the door to the apartment he wanted
was open. He walked quickly, hugging the wall in case the shooter was still
anywhere nearby. When he reached the open doorway, he used his military
training to eyeball the room. He squatted low and made a quick scan into the
doorway. Then he stood high and looked again. He confirmed that the open living
room was empty. 


Of course, the shooter could have been hiding in the bathroom
or bedroom. But Kip’s common sense told him that the shooter was on the run.
The police sirens outside would have guaranteed that.


So Kip bolted down the hall. Clearly the fuck hadn’t come down
the main stairs or Kip would have passed him on the way up. He didn’t know the
building but he was sure there had to be a back stairwell at the end of the
hall. And when he arrived there, his assumption was confirmed.


The door was ajar, and Kip nearly forgot all of his training
and burst through it. But at the last second he remembered himself. This was a
classic set up. Leave a clue to follow, and then set an ambush. Kip had handled
situations like this countless times but always with a weapon, his rifle, or a
grenade. He cursed at being empty handed.


Without anything to defend himself, he stepped aside and pushed
open the door. Immediately a burst of automatic weapons fire shattered the wall
opposite him. Kip hunkered down against the wall letting the dust from the
drywall coat him once again. Then the fire stopped and Kip heard footsteps
pounding down the stairwell. Kip jumped to his feet and followed, listening for
the echoing of his quarry’s feet slapping the stairs. If he heard them stop he
would be in dire straits. He was in a closed area with him, and he had nothing
to protect himself. But Kip heard the stairwell access door to the ground floor
open below and the sirens from the emergency vehicles echoed into the
stairwell. The shooter was making his way outside.


Kip made a quick look around the stairway rail and below. The
shooter could not be seen. But he could make out the top of the door cracked
open and holding still. The shooter must have been squatted and looking
outside, surveying the alley. 


This was a perfect time to make his move, but there was no way
for him to take even one step down. The acoustics in the hall were such that
the footstep would be echoed throughout the stairwell, no matter how light he
planted it.


Kip searched his mind and memory of his combat tactics for a
solution, and before he finished his thought, he found himself rising and
launching his body over the rail. It was this kind of thing that got him a John
Wayne label back in Afghanistan: acting before fully thinking things through.
He thought more on the way over the rail, and realized this was a deadly bad
idea. Another realization came to him on the way down as he first laid eyes on
the crouched would be assassin. Fuck, I
know this asshole!


The asshole looked up and saw Kip flying toward him just before
the rocker slammed into him. The shooters rifle slammed against the cracked
open door and it flew open. Both of the men, locked together, Kip with a death
grip on his prey, rolled out into the sunlit but still wet alley behind the
apartment building. They rolled together through the puddles and garbage that
made up the potholed and cracked pavement until they crashed into a cluster of
galvanized garbage cans, sending them scattering against the opposite wall. Kip
let the man free as he stumbled to his feet. The shooter lost his rifle in the
attack, and it skittered away across the alley. As the man stood, Kip steadied
himself for his rush. He recognized the same dirty overcoat from two nights
before. The homeless looking autograph
seeking assassin. What the hell is going on here?


The man rose slowly and began to circle as he pulled his torn
and filthy duster back into place. He was obviously trying to get closer to his
rifle, which had come to rest by the stairwell door they had just burst through.
Then he raised his head and looked into Kip’s questioning eyes. He reached up
and smoothed out his beard, and Kip noticed more oddity. His hands were clean. This is no bum.


“Why the hell are you trying to kill me?” Kip kept his
distance, but turned his body to always stay facing this nut job.


“What? Kill you?” The man said, a look of humor had come over
his face.


Kip was taken aback by the reaction. Could it be that this guy
is so far gone he doesn’t know what he’s doing? 


Then Kip watched as the man stepped slightly closer to his
rifle, and Kip too better stock of the man’s weapon. A Mossberg Tactical AR-15,
a thirteen hundred dollar weapon pretty much anywhere you bought it. And it was
in perfect condition. None of this was adding up. Something else too. As the
man took another step toward his rifle, Kip noticed his shoes. The water from
the alley was beading on the well-oiled patent leather. Bum my ass!


“Who said I was trying to kill YOU?” the man said, just as he
quickly bent to pick up the rifle. Before his hand made it to the stock, the
door swung wide and an iron bar swung down on him from inside the building,
knocking him to the ground. It gave Kip the split second he needed to cover the
distance and tackle the man again, drawing him out of reach of the rifle. But
as they rolled, the man ended up on top and with a lucky move, he managed to
get his hands on each side of Kip’s head. He banged his skull into the gravelly
pavement, sending Kip into buzzing state, nearly unable to see anything except
the man’s fist recoiled and inches from his face, about to plant directly into
his nose. 


Again, the metal pipe came down from out of Kip’s peripheral
vision. It impacted on the back of the hobo assassin’s neck, sending him
rolling over Kip and away. Then Annie was there, kneeling over Kip, her hands
cupping his head. When his vision cleared, he turned his gaze from her tear
filled face to the fleeing bum. His duster the last thing he saw as the man
turned the corner and disappeared from the alley.


Kip took a deep breath and tried to sit up. Annie helped him to
a sitting position and started to examine the back of his skull.


“Annie, what the hell are you doing here?” Kip said. Didn’t I
tell you to stay put. 


Annie paused what she was doing and put her face in front of
his. “You’re welcome.”


“Kip smiled at her. “Okay, thank you for saving me. But really,
why are you here? Where are the cops?”






“They are across the street, swarming my apartment building.
Probably looking for me and you,” she said.


“Okay again,” Kip said. “But why aren’t they here? This is
where all of the action is.”


“I suppose because they haven’t figured that out yet.”


“Well,” Kip said, “How did you know I was here?”


“I knew where you were going as soon as you left me in my
hallway. Kip, why are you being so cantankerous? Be glad I arrived when I did.
I stopped that man from killing you.”


“Yes.” Kip said. “Yes, I am glad Annie. Thank you. I guess it’s
just that when I come to in an alley soaking wet and bruised, I usually see a
lot of angry cops standing around me.”


Annie’s seriously concerned face softened slightly, and she
helped Kip to his feet. Kip noticed the rifle still on the ground behind her.


“Annie, something is seriously wrong here,” Kip said, rubbing
the back of his head, still trying to clear the fog from his vision.


“Yeah, I’ll say!” Annie said too loudly. Kip looked back down
to where he last saw the assassin round the corner, praying he didn’t see him
come back around to greet them again.


“No, I mean, I am not sure we know fully what is going on.”


“Kip, we don’t even have a clue what is going on!” Annie said.
She was confused by Kip’s analysis.


“Annie that was the same guy that tried to shoot me the other
night in the street.”


“He didn’t try, Kip, He did somewhat shoot you,” Annie said,
pointing to his shoulder.


“Yeah, but I mean, I don’t think he was trying to shoot me. I
think he was trying to shoot you. Today too. It was you he is after. And he is
no ordinary bum, Annie. This guy is a professional.”


Annie shook her head. “What are you saying, Kip?”


 “I am saying that I
think someone has put a hit out on you. And I think he is the hit man.”


“A hit?” Annie’s tears began to flow again. “What?”


Crying again? Shit. Women
are so emotional.


“I first thought it was about me, since I ran into the guy in
the street before I even saw you at the Hilton the other night. But that was
your apartment he shot to pieces. It was your apartment he trashed and pulled
down the curtains, giving him a clear view into the place from his snipers nest
across the street.”


“Kip, this is just dumb, why would anyone want to kill me? I
don’t have anything.”


Kip shrugged. “You have an angry ex.”


“Stewart?” Annie said incredulously. Then she tried a laugh,
but it didn’t much sound like one. “Kip, Stewart is a lot of things, but a
killer?”


“Annie, I have seen many good men do some really evil things,”
Kip tried to say with some level of comfort in his voice. “A lot better men
than Stewart.”


Annie looked down as Kip bent to pick up the rifle. She shook
her head again, as if trying to sort out all that has happened in so little
time. “Kip, why the hell would Stewart try to have me killed? We are already
divorced. What could he possible gain from it?”


Kip kept his eyes on the rifle, examining it. He popped the
clip out. It was full. The shooter must have changed clips when he was spying
out of the doorway, just before Kip jumped on him. “Does he have an insurance
policy out on you?”


“What? No. I mean… I don’t know.”


Kip looked at her finally and raised his eyebrows. “Do you know
where he is right now?”


“I, uh, at work I would presume. Lacey and Associates.”


Just then Kip heard a shuffle of feet from somewhere out of
sight and he knew immediately that the police were about to make their
appearance. He dropped the rifle, just to avoid the obvious confusion. As soon
as it hit the ground the men in blue rounded the corner, weapons drawn.


After ten minutes of being ordered to get on their face and
lace their fingers behind their heads, being frisked, interrogated and held
against the wall, they were finally able to get their story out. Eventually,
the two officers that had visited Kip’s room yesterday morning arrived, the one
named Capuli and the other one, and verified Kip’s identity and back story. It
was Annie Beecher’s apartment that was in pieces across the street, so their
story seemed to check out. Although some of the officer’s present had a hard
time believing that Kip had actually tracked and jumped the hit man all alone.
He was either Superman or had a serious death wish.


Kip gave the officers his theory about the identity of the bum,
and they actually seemed to find it reasonable, since the guys hands didn’t
match the rest of his look, and neither did his shoes. But, Kip was sure the
real convincing evidence was the Mossberg Tactical AR-15 left behind by the
shooter. This was clearly a professional’s weapon. Not something some lone
demented lunatic bum would have the money to invest in.


Then one of the lieutenants pulled Annie away from Kip for a
‘private word’. Kip watched them from a distance as Annie cried, then nodded,
then looked around in concern, then nodded again. When she returned, the
officer offered them a ride back to the hotel. Kip readily accepted.


“But, Kip, what about my stuff?” Annie asked him.


“You mean the stuff in your apartment? The stuff that is strewn
around the floor and shot all to hell? That stuff?” Kip asked, realizing that
he could have said that with a little more tact.


Annie nodded.


“Annie, I’ll buy you more stuff. Whatever was in your
apartment, I’ll replace it. Hell, I’ll replace the whole apartment building. If
you have something in there that you cannot part with, let’s ask the cops to
get it for you. There is no reason for you to go back there. Today or really
ever.”


Annie nodded, her tears welling again and streaming down her
face.


“Annie, I am really sorry. I know how crazy this has all been.”


Annie looked up at the sky. “It’s just that my whole life has
changed so much in the past few days, even hours.”


“I know,” Kip said, and he reached out and pulled her into him,
hugging her tight.


As Kip breathed deep the sweet scent of her hair, he asked her:
“Annie, what did the lieutenant want with you?”


“They want to do a sting on Stewart. They want me to confront
him about the hit while I wear a microphone.”


Kip held her away so he could look her in the eyes. “No shit?
And you said?”


“I said yes.”


“So, you think I am right, then?” Kip asked.


Annie nodded. “It’s the only real explanation. The only one I
can think of.”


“When do they want to do it?” Kip asked.


“Tomorrow,” came the answer.


“Great, so we have time to go shopping tonight then,” Kip said,
trying to sound chipper.


Annie smiled. The first smile he’d seen on her since this
morning.


Kip looked around for officer Capuli and he waved at him,
motioning him to come over.


“Do you have anything in your apartment that you want brought
over to the hotel?” Kip asked.


Annie bit her lip, thinking. “For now, just my notebook, and
laptop. They can both be found in my bedroom on my vanity. Oh my God I hope my
laptop did not get shot up!”


Kip shrugged as Capuli walked up. “If it is, I’ll get you a new
one. No worries.”


“No, Kip, you don’t understand,” Annie said. “All of my work is
on there. Every bit of writing I have done. It’s all there. I kept meaning to
get an external hard drive, but I never did.”


Kip asked Capuli if he would retrieve the laptop and notebook
from the apartment and bring it to the hotel. “If you could just leave it at
the desk,” he added. Capuli agreed and expressed his sorrow about the way the
day had turned for them.


Then Kip and Annie went to the waiting deputy and climbed into
his car.


“Uh, we decided we weren’t quite ready to go back to the hotel
yet. Do you think you can drop us off at the City Center?”


“That works for me,” the deputy agreed.



 

During the drive to the City Center, which is a mall downtown,
Annie was mostly silent. Kip could tell she was worried about her laptop. 


“I am sure it will be fine,” Kip said. “Most of the gunfire was
at me in the living room. I don’t think the bedroom even got hit at all.”


Annie finally gave his a faint smile in appreciation of his
concern. “Thanks Kip,” she said. “But I wasn’t so much thinking about that as I
was about Stewart.”


Kip nodded.


“I mean, I know it is the logical answer, I just still can’t
see it in him. Never in my wildest dreams…”


“Did you ever in your wildest dreams think he would ever hit
you?” Kip asked. “Even in public like he did the other night? I keep telling
you, Annie, this guy is not the same guy you married. He is deeply disturbed.”


“I know Kip. I know. But still, murder?” My God, I just can’t
get my head around it.”


“I am sorry you have to go through this, Annie. Really.” Kip
told her.


“Kip,” Annie said, suddenly looking seriously concerned again.
“Should we be out in the open walking around at the mall?”


“No!” came the gruff voice from the front seat. “Absolutely
not!” The deputy had spoken.


Kip shrugged. “Maybe you could walk around with us?”


“You mean like a body guard?” the deputy asked?


“Sure.” Kip said.


“I am a cop,” the deputy said. “Not a hired hand.”


“Deputy, what is your name?” Kip asked him, leaning forward in
the back seat, crossing his arms over the seatback and talking into the rear
view mirror.


“Sparks,” the deputy answered.


“Do you know how much money I give to the police benevolent
association, Deputy Sparks?” Kip asked. He tried to make it sound as good
natured as he could, though he really meant the implication.


“I don’t even know who the fuck you are!” the cop replied with
a heavy Brooklyn accent. “And I am telling you, I ain’t no fucking hired
bodyguard. My orders were to take you where you wanted to go. You want to go to
the City Center, ain’t no skin off my neck. That’s where we’ll go.”


Kip leaned back into the seat again; embarrassed that he had
tried to pressure the cop into doing something for him just because he had
money. He thought that he had forgotten himself for a moment.


“Hey, Deputy Sparks,” Kip said, trying to sound contrite. “I am
sorry. Really. I didn’t mean that the way that it sounded. Or, I guess I did.
Like I said, I am sorry.”


“Forget it,” Sparks said.



 

They arrived at the City Center moments later. The deputy
pulled up to the doors that lead into the food court. The place looked no
busier or less busy than it ever did. Typical day for everyone else, it seemed.


Kip and Annie slid across the seat and let themselves out.


“Hey, buddy,” the deputy said.


Kip leaned back into the car. “Yeah?”


“You want me to wait?”


“Nah,” Kip replied, waving his arm at him. “We’ll grab a taxi
back to the hotel when we’re done.”


“I don’t mind, really,” Sparks said. “If something should
happen to ya, I’d feel pretty shitty.”


“Thanks Deputy.” Kip said. “Fact is I am not sure how long
we’ll be. I told her I would replace everything in her apartment. Might take a
while, you know?”


Sparks nodded. “Hey, buddy.” 


Kip leaned back into the squad car. “Yeah?”


“Nice work today. I mean, acting the bad ass and all,” Sparks
said under his thick mustache. “That was real hero shit. You have my respect
for that.” He threw his arm over the seat and held out his hand. Kip took it.


“Thanks,” he said. “But frankly, I’d really like to leave that
shit behind, you know?”


“Yeah, believe me, I know.” Sparks said.



 

Kip was on edge as they walked through the food court. He
hadn’t really thought about the danger of being out in the open until Annie
asked him about it. He had just assured himself after the assassin hobo
disappeared from the alley that the immediate danger was over. Much like it was
in Afghanistan. After a firefight, the enemy would disperse, if they hadn’t all
been pieces of meat strewn about the battleground after the shooting stopped.
Army guys would secure the perimeter and his platoon would police the area for
their dead or wounded. He very rarely gave thought to his safety then. 


But this was the real world here. A dedicated hit man could
easily have followed them from the scene of the initial attack. The more he
thought about it, the tenser he got. But before long it was clear that Annie
was relaxing and that made Kip relax. She felt safe with Kip, even after the
day’s events. Kip went from scanning the shopping crowd to only being able to
watch Annie smile and laugh as she began to forget about the possible danger
she was in. Kip never forgot about the danger, though he did begin to relax
along with Annie.


In a couple of hours, Kip had been into several boutiques, and
was carrying six or seven bags full of clothes, shoes and jewelry. He reassured
Annie that when they return from Afghanistan he would buy her new furniture and
appliances, and set her up in a new apartment. Annie look embarrassed at the
idea.


“What?’ Kip asked.


“I guess it’s just, well, I don’t want to feel like I am taking
advantage.”


“You’re not taking advantage, I offered,” Kip said.


“Yeah, but Kip, we met just three days ago,” Annie reminded
him.


“Well, yeah, but we spoke on the phone for the first time four
weeks ago. So, really, we met then.” Kip was joking with her. He knew what she
meant.


“Kip, I am just saying that we aren’t really in a
relationship,” Annie said. “I mean, to spend so much money on me.”


Kip stopped walking and turned to her. “Annie, I have spent
hundreds of thousands if not millions of dollars on people I have never even
met through my charities. Remember? I told you that I gave away nearly
everything I make except what I make from the concerts and albums.”


“Yes, I remember,” Annie said, blushing.


“And besides, Annie, who’s to say we can’t or won’t be in a
relationship?” Kip just threw it out there. And
there it is, he thought.


Annie’s face changed. She looked deep into thought. “I have
always been so practical about dating and relationships, Kip. I mean, well, I
don’t know what I mean.” She laughed.


“Well, we have dated,” Kip said. “And besides, all practicality
aside, I have judged you to be a really good fuck and pretty solid in a tough
situation. There’s really only one question left.”


“Annie laughed. “Oh? What’s that?”


“Can you cook?” Kip smiled, then started walking again, taking
her hand. “My Mom was such a great cook. Frankly, I haven’t met anyone that can
match her. It’s pretty important, you know?”


“Is that what you’re looking for? Your mother?” Annie asked.


“Oh, hell no! I would never fuck my mother!” Kip said.


“Well, good. Because I am the shittiest cook you have ever
known. God knows how I keep this figure with the crap I eat from takeout and
fast food.”


Kip stopped again and scanned her up and down. “Well, Hell,
Annie, whatever you’re eating, let’s get some more of it in you.”


Annie laughed. “I think I saw a PF Chang’s at the far end of
the mall. I am famished,” she said.


“If that’s what it takes to maintain your curves, I am ready
for some oriental.” Kip said. Then later,
some ching chang bada bing bang.


Kip made a scan of the area as they headed toward the
restaurant and saw something that caused a double take. Over to the right of
them, standing halfway behind the fountain, Kip spied deputy Sparks trying to
look inconspicuous. The uniform did not help. Kip smiled at the thought of this
guy acting tough in the car, but clearly he was a true softy, and he actually
cared. It helped Kip to relax more knowing he was there. And he just smiled
again at Annie. He did not intend to tell her they were being watched by the
deputy. Frankly, he didn’t want to bring up anything more about the attempt on
her life today. It seemed she was truly having fun and he didn’t want to spoil
it.


But as he glanced back at deputy Sparks, he saw that his face
had taken on a sterner look as he gazed over Kips shoulder, and then he saw him
move. Reach for his gun to be more specific.


Kip turned around to look at what caught Spark’s eye. The hobo
was there. Walking out of the men’s room and lifting his arm toward them. In
his hand he held what appeared at first glance to be an Uzi, or some kind of
small fully automatic weapon. Kip’s first reaction was to grab Annie by the
neck and throw her to the ground. She fell with a look of outrage on her face,
which pained Kip to see, but not as much as it would have pained him to see her
shot and bleeding.


Then the gunfire erupted. The mall exploded with screams and
automatic weapons fire, and people everywhere scattered for cover. Storefront
signs shattered and glass flew over crouched heads. Kiosks blew apart in
splinters of wood and showered people on the ground who had taken cover behind
them. Kip dove to the concrete floor and as he did he turned to see deputy
Sparks, his service weapon fully extended but not yet fired, take a hit in the
leg. He buckled and fell to the ground behind the fountain. Annie was curled in
the fetus position against an atrium block wall. Kip landed not far from her as
the bullets flew over his head. 


Kip knew this was not going to be resolved without a weapon,
and the only one in sight was in Sparks hand as he writhed on the floor about
30 yards from him. Again, without fully thinking it through, Kip combat crawled
toward Sparks, in the opposite direction from hobo assassin. He knew he had a
few seconds before being fully exposed, since the atrium was providing cover as
long as he stayed low. But he did not know if the hobo had moved since he began
his attack.


In seconds Kip was crawling through the fountain. He heard
gunfire again and sensed more than saw, the water being splattered above his
head. Then between the screams of the mall goers he could hear the assassin’s
feet slapping against the floor. He was on the move. It would only take seconds
before he had a clear shot on Annie. He started to roll, thinking he could
cover more ground toward Sparks since he was slipping on the slick floor of the
fountain.


As he rolled toward him, he caught a quick glimpse of Sparks
trying to get his attention. Then he saw the nine millimeter flying through the
air. Spark’s had tossed it to him. Kip judged the arc of the weapon through the
splattering water fountain and determined he had to roll one more time in order
to catch it. Kip stopped his ridiculous roll just as the weapon fell into his
outstretched hand, and he swung it around and squeezed the trigger as he
sighted in the on the hobo assassin in what he knew was a half assed aim, water
splashing into his eyes and face.


The hobo had just leaped over the atrium wall and landed at
Annie’s feet. He was about to bring his weapon up to fire when his head jerked
back and his knees buckled. The man fell into a crumpled hulk at Annie’s feet,
Kip’s bullet still hot and embedded in his brain.


Kip stared at the motionless mass to make sure he saw no
movement. When he was certain that the shooter was dead, he rolled from under
the fountain’s bath and made his way to his feet.


I love this shit! No!
That’s the adrenaline working on me!


Kip lowered Sparks mine millimeter and tried to relax. The
feeling brought him back to Kandahar. That combat high that all veterans get
and has been so richly described in the writings of the world war two heroes
since the forties. But Kip did not want to love this shit anymore. And he was
mad at himself for thinking he might. He dropped the gun and clenched his
fists. Then he realized that Sparks had limped up beside him and picked up the
weapon. 


“Amazing shot!” Sparks said. “I could not have made it.”


Kip did not answer him or respond in any way. He was wrestling
with his demons. And his palms bled around his embedded nails.


Sparks was hunched and kept his hand on his bleeding leg.
“Buddy? Hey, you Okay?”


Kip would not respond.


Then Annie was there. She had shuffled up in tears, seeing that
Kip was clearly traumatized by what had just happened.


“Stay with him while I call this in,” Sparks said to her.


He didn’t have to call it in. Sirens were already heard even
inside the mall, even though it was not in chaos. People were screaming and
crying. And a fair number of witnesses had gathered around Kip, who would not
respond to anything Annie did to get his attention.


Within minutes, paramedics were there and trying to coax Kip in
to a sitting position. Finally, after Annie begged him to focus, he sat, and
they took his vitals. Cops were swarming the mall, clearing it, making sure it
was safe. Interviews were being conducted. Everyone who had witnessed it had
said that Kip was a hero. The shooter was dead, and no one except deputy Sparks
had been hit by a bullet except him.


Finally, Kip was convinced to get to his feet and he found
himself walking toward the ambulance that was waiting outside. That is when he
finally came back to the mall. Annie, who was watching his face intently as he
walked, saw the light go back on and his eyes cleared. He looked around,
finally setting his eyes upon her. 


“Kip, it’s okay. You don’t have to feel bad. He was going to
kill me,” she said.


Kip focused on her and then began to move his lips. “I know,”
he said. “I don’t feel bad at all.”


Annie’s usual glow dimmed and she looked confused. “Then what
is the matter with you?” she asked.


Kip shook his head. “I was back in combat,” he said.


“And I loved it.”



 

Kip and Annie reached the ambulance and found deputy sparks
there in the back, his leg bandaged and an IV in his arm. He also had an oxygen
mask on his face. When Sparks saw Kip and Annie approach he sat up and pulled the
plastic face mask off, exposing a huge grin.


“That was some unbelievable shit, Mr. Jones!” he said.


Annie shook her head, trying to make him understand that Kip
was struggling with what had happened. 


The deputy ignored it and turned his attention back to Kip.
“You’re a real fucking John Wayne!”


Kip just nodded at him.


Annie shook her head again at Sparks. “Deputy Sparks, please.
This is not the time.”


Sparks shrugged her off. “Shit darlin’,
there is no better time to tell this guy thanks for saving all of our lives.”


Kip smiled. “You called me Mr. Jones. “So you do know who I
am.”


Sparks grinned. “Haven’t a fucking clue. The lieutenant just
told me your name. All I know is, you saved my fucking life. And yours,” he
nodded toward Annie. “Hell, everybody’s.”


Then several officers approached Kip as he stood at the back of
the ambulance, all of them wanting to shake his hand. Even men came up to him
when they could break through the police line, and thanked him for saving the
lives of their family. 


Kip was back fully, then. And he exuded his normal charm and
cockiness. He hated that he loved the feel of the gun back in his hand. And he
loved it all the same. But he loved being a rocker more and wouldn’t have met
Annie if he wasn’t one.



 

After three interviews with media and more with the police, the
excitement started to die down. Kip and Annie were once again offered a ride
back to his hotel. Kip asked that the bags of clothes, shoes and jewelry be
gathered and he accepted. But before there were escorted to the police car, the
same lieutenant that pulled Annie aside earlier had approached her again. This
time he did not take her from Kip’s side. He asked her a point blank question
directly in front of Kip.


“Looks like we are on for the sting operation for tomorrow. Are
you sure you are still willing to go through with it?” he asked.


Annie looked at Kip, who raised his eyebrows at her. She looked
back at the lieutenant.


“Absofuckinglutely!” she said.



 

Chapter Four



 

Kip and Annie made it back to the hotel without any further
incident. Kip found himself sore from the day’s activities. He had been out of
the Marines for too long, it seemed. On the way back in the squad car, when he
first noticed the soreness in his muscles after the adrenaline had finally
fully subsided, he resolved to get more exercise. He looked over at Annie’s
breasts sitting high upon her chest and knew he would begin his new exercise
regimen just as soon as he got back to the hotel room. 



 

“Inside Of You” By Hoobastank



 

Kip had to admit that this position was more of a workout for
Annie than it was for him. He stood behind her and penetrated her repeatedly
while he watched her use all of her considerable strength to keep herself
balanced on the kitchenette counter. Her ass was at perfect altitude, giving
Kip unparalleled access to her deliciously pink pussy. 


I absolutely like pink,
Kip remembered this mornings’ conversation.


Annie reached back and gripped her ass, spreading it wider as
Kip plowed his manhood into her. Although the action at the apartment and the
mall had left Kip questioning his strength, Annie knew that there was nothing
wrong with his stamina. She put all of her weight onto her elbows and forehead
as she used them to prop her up on the counter. Each thrust Kip threw into her caused
her to slide a little further across the slick surface.


Despite not being able to take his eyes from her glistening
pussy being violated by his fleshy spear, he could tell she was getting tired
in that position, so he pulled out of her, leaving a string of his pre-cum to
fall upon the marble surface, and let her adjust. She flipped over quickly on
the counter, expertly dodging the faucet and she spread her legs around each
side of him. Leaning back on her opposite elbow, she reached down and spread her
smooth lips with her fingers and invited Kip inside. 


He eagerly entered with a powerful thrust, and she threw her
head back in ecstasy, enjoying every inch. Kip reached up and pinched her rock
hard nubs sticking straight up on her tits, and she felt the pleasure and pain
all the way down to her thighs. She grunted slightly, which only served to
stiffen Kip’s resolve to bring her over the edge.


“What can I do to bring you off?” Kip asked with a voice full
of breath.


Annie took a moment to answer, staring him in the face while
she enjoyed the sensation of being pinched and penetrated at the same time.


“I really like what you’re doing now,” Annie said quietly.


Kip grinned. “You mean more of this?” and he plunged his cock
into her with extra passion.


“Oh,” Annie cried and threw her head back again.


“Or do you mean more of this?” Kip asked again, and he pinched
her nipple harder.


Again, Annie moaned with pleasure. “Oh, so help me God, I like
them both!” Annie cried, biting her bottom lip.


I think she likes to hurt
a little.


Kip lifted one of her legs and slapped her ass with his open
hand, leaving a red handprint instantly across her pink soft flesh. Annie
closed her eyes, and tears made her long lashes wet. She made no complaint,
which Kip took to mean that he had crossed no line. He slapped her again.


“Oh God, Kip!” was all she could say, and Kip grinned at the
pleasure he was causing her. 


“Have you ever been spanked like this before?” Kip asked her in
between exerting breaths.


“No, baby,” Annie answered without opening her eyes. “I have
never even been screwed like this before either!”


I’m a sex god!


Kip grinned wider. His ego suddenly inflated more than its
usual level. He slapped her ass again, and watched as Annie clenched her legs
together and gush at the action.


This position was good, as he could watch as she fingered her
own swollen clit while he repeatedly penetrated her, but he wanted to continue
with his spanking, and needed better access. So Kip pulled out of her and,
grabbing her hand, pulled her to an upright position. He walked around the
counter to the coffee table, dragging her with him. They both kicked through
their discarded clothes that littered the floor.


When he reached the table he forcefully pulled her over it face
first, where she sprawled on her belly, her legs hanging over the edge. Kip
kneeled behind her and slapped her ass again before he parted her glowing red
ass with his fingers and entered her pussy from behind.


Annie gripped the coffee table with both hands and grunted
every time Kip’s hand made divine contact with her flesh. Soon a rhythm
developed. Fuck, slap, fuck, slap, etc.


Being spanked was new to Annie. Stewart was never a good lover
and certainly not creative in the bedroom, or anyone else. She was always left
wanting after anything that could be described as a sexual encounter with him.
But she had never realized how wanting, until her first fuck-a-thon with
Kip.  And, now, after this third time of
taking advantage of each other’s bodies, Annie new there was so much she was
missing. And she knew Kip was the one who could take her to new sexual heights.
She resolved to let him do anything he wanted to do to her body. She would be
his willing nave.


Annie’s knuckles were white as she gripped the table. Her eyes
watered from the pain Kip was inflicting on her ass. But it was pleasurable
pain. She could feel her juices flowing and knew that she was about to cum. And
cum big. The anticipation of it was about to put her over the edge.


Kip saw it coming, too, and proceeded to fuck her harder. He
was in complete control of her ecstasy. It was ironic to Kip that just two days
ago she refused to let him even get close. Now she was putty in his hands, so
to speak. He slapped her ass again and heard her whimper, but she did nothing
to stop him. 


The light was low in the room but there was a glow from the
small kitchenette halogens and the lights of the city outside filtered in. Kip
could see Annie’s ass glowing red with handprints. The view only served to
motivate his rhythm. He pushed hard into her and penetrated as deep as he
possibly could, hearing the desirable moan emit from Annie’s luscious mouth.
Then her hips began to slap against the polished wooden table, increasing to an
out of control pace. Kip knew she was on the edge, and he slapped her ass one
more time.


Annie broke out in a violent orgasm. She gripped the edge of
the table so hard that Kip could hear the wood crack under stress. Her ass
pushed up and down into his belly as he experienced wave after wave of intense
euphoria. 


Kip was a taker, but he was also a pleaser. At the sight of
Annie cumming, he lost control himself, and pulled
his tool from her in time to coat her ass and back with torrents of creamy
elixir.


They both rocked and grunted against each other in drawn out passion,
until the strain was overwhelming for them. Then Kip collapsed onto her back,
sliding off and to the floor, his chest and belly coated now in his own cum.



 

After the events of the day Kip was exhausted. He hadn’t been
as active since his days in the Marine Corps or since his recovery regimen
right after. This was a great work out. And he was glad that Annie had the
stamina to keep up with him. She was a real fine, baggage and all. He decided
that he intended to keep her for not only sex but as his lover. 



 

“Your Guardian Angel” By
Red Jumpsuit Apparatus



 

“Annie?” Kip called from the floor. Annie was still motionless
face down upon the coffee table.


“Yes?” she answered, he mouth muffled by the wood table top and
her hand.


“If I get you a wet towel for your back, will you stay with
me?” Kip asked.


“Do you mean stay with you tonight? You know I have nowhere
else to go,” Annie said very relaxed.


“No. I mean stay with me. Like, live with me. Forever.”


Annie was silent for a few long moments, and Kip thought maybe
he had shocked her with his question.


Then, she cleared her throat. “I guess it depends,” She finally
said.


“It does?” Kip asked. “On what?


“Is every day with you going to be like today?” Annie still
hadn’t moved and Kip could not see her face to know whether she was joking or
not.


“Well, Annie, it may be this way for a while until I’ve
eliminated the entire bad crowd you’ve been hanging around with,” Kip said as
seriously as he could.


Annie chuckled into her hand. 


“Seriously though, Annie,” Kip said. “I don’t want that kind of
life even less than you do. I have had my fill of violence and killing. You can
take that to the bank. Besides, after tomorrow, when you pull off the sting on
your ex, problem solved, right?”


 “Yes, problem solved,”
Annie said hesitantly.


“Annie, are you having second thoughts about tomorrow?”


“No! I mean, no, not really. Just nervous I guess,” Annie
answered.


Kip sat up and climbed to his feet. He went to the kitchen and
ran a hand towel under the faucet, Hot water soaking in. Then he wiped his
chest and belly as he returned to Annie. He found her sitting up then and
pulling her long locks over her shoulder, to keep it from dropping onto her
back. He handed her the towel.


“Annie, honestly, you don’t have anything to worry about,” Kip
assured her. “You’ll be surrounded by police. At any sign of trouble, they will
intervene.”


“I know. It’s just something I have never done before. Never
even thought I would do before. I am not used to this shoot ‘em up life like you Kip.”


“Yeah, I know,” Kip said as he watched Annie wipe herself clean
with the hot towel. “Believe me, I wish I wasn’t used to it either.”


Annie was silent for a moment as she finished wiping Kip’s
offering from her glowing skin. She shifted slightly on the table, indicating
to Kip that her ass was as sore as it looked like it should be. “Kip, I’d feel
a lot better if you were there.”


I wouldn’t miss it for
the world, Annie, Kip was about to say, but instead he said, “So, if I am
there, you’ll agree to live with me? On a permanent basis?” He grinned.


Annie smiled back at him. “You already gave me the towel,” she
said. “I thought that deal was already sealed.”


“Actually, you never answered me,” Kip said. “But I’ll accept
the terms.”


Annie looked relieved, until she shifted on the table again and
a look of pain crossed her face momentarily.


“Sorry about that,” Kip said.


“Oh, I’m not!” Annie replied. 


“But you look like you’re in pain.”


“It’s a pleasant kind of pain,” she said.


“Just so you know, Annie,” Kip said, “I will admit now that I
can be a pain in the ass in more ways than that.”


“That’s Okay, Kip,” Annie replied. “I can too.”


“Annie, you already have,” Kip said grinning. “I have been in
two gun battles today on your behalf.”


Annie shrugged with an exaggerated smile. “Guys fight over me.
Always have.”



 

The rest of the night was a continuation of what came before.
The hotel room was a room of debauchery the likes of which had not been seen
since Caligula reigned. At one point Annie was handcuffed over the clothes rack
in the closet. She had never experienced the level of ecstasy as the moment
when Kip fucked her from behind while she bounced against the wall. Her wrists
will bare the mark for days, for as she came her
knees buckled. Kip, immersed in pleasuring her dripping pussy with his mouth,
did not realize that she could no longer support herself. He carried on for
minutes while she hung unsupported. Annie was unable to speak such was the
level of her enjoyment. Finally, when the orgasm waned, she cried out to him, and
he lifted her from the floor with one arm and unlocked her cuffs.


Rock star sex god.


Kip would have thought that this was the end of the love making
this night, but as he dabbed at her reddened wrists as she lied on her back in
bed, she stretched out her tongue and polished the tip of his cock. In moments
Kip was hard again and fucking her mouth.


As it was before with the spanking and the handcuffs, Annie
could not seem to get enough. Kip’s cock was above average in length, but Annie
had no hang ups about pushing it down her throat to the limits. Kip watched
intently as his cock disappeared into her lovely face.


Annie, it seems, is
insatiable. I may have met my match.


Annie pulled her hand away from Kip’s massage and gripped the
root of his cock. He pulled him closer in an attempt to wet the entire length
with her lips. She succeeded. When she felt it swell and over stiffen, she
pulled the length of it from her cherry lips and let him apply his load in a
well distributed pattern across her cheeks and forehead. Kip studied her eyes
as they sparkled with the droplets of his cum hanging in her lashes. She
blinked and her eyes flashed.


Kip dropped to his knees in exhaustion after the intense orgasm
once again. 



 

Kip did not know how he made it from the floor beside Annie to
the bed beside Annie, but that is where he woke up in the morning. They’d left
the curtains pulled apart throughout their sexual adventure the night before.
And now the early morning sun was beaming in his face. He blinked at it then
threw his arm over his head as he rolled out of bed and staggered to the
window. He pulled the curtains closed. The room was instantly transformed and
he let his arm drop from his eyes. He caught sight of Annie then, lying there
on the mattress above the sheets, totally naked. Admiring her perfect shape, he
went to her and woke her. 


“Annie, it is morning,” he said.


She stirred and then rolled over. Blinking the sleep from her
eyes she looked up and smiled at him.


“What time is it?” she asked.


Kip turned around, craning his neck to look at the clock.
“Looks like about eight fifteen.”


Annie’s eyes flew wide then. “Oh, shit! I am supposed to meet
the lieutenant at nine!” She slid from the bed, squinted at the pain on her ass
then stood slowly.


“I’ve got to get a shower,” Annie said.


“You do that, darlin’, and I will get
dressed.” Kip said.



 


 

Annie disappeared into the bathroom and Kip heard the shower
start. He pulled on his pants and yanked a shirt from the closet, remembering
the previous evening’s activities in there.


Then Kip pulled a trunk from the back corner and slid it out
into the bedroom. He flipped open the lid and took a quick inventory of the
stash of weapons that he had stashed inside. Reaching in, he pulled out the Ruger nine millimeter. He tucked it in the back of his
jeans and pulled his shirt down over it. Then he walked to the living room and
picked up their clothes from the floor. As he reached for Annie’s bra he
noticed her notebook. He picked it up and walked over to the couch, where he
plopped himself down.


Kip opened the notebook to the first page. He read through many
notes about Senator Loomis. Of course,
the senator she had worked with previously. I saw the book in the window of the
bookstore. This is the guy that Stewart thought she was cheating with.


He read through a few of the notes and made a mental note to
check out the book sometime. There was some really interesting stuff here. Then
he flipped through dozens of pages until he found a note that mentioned him.
Then he thumbed back to the beginning of the section.


He read through them, amused at how Annie kept track of the
important things. Then he stopped and studied one page because the note there
caught his eye.



 

‘Kip Jones is almost
certainly not his real name. He claims to come from a wealthy family and owns
many companies and businesses. He has asked me not to print any of his history
and his wealth, but I cannot help but think that this will be the crux of the
book. Information like this will make it a blockbuster. Who this guy really is
may be totally unknown. Even, it seems, by his band members. It should be a
simple thing to figure out who he truly is. I know he owns a restaurant,
Sampson Flight, Inc. and a taxi company, among others. Ownership of a company
is public knowledge. Once I get the chance it will just be a matter of
searching the public records.’



 

“I Don't Care” By Apocalyptica featuring Adam Gontier
of Three Days Grace



 

Kip’s heart sank. He felt betrayed. And for once in his life,
he wasn’t quite sure how to handle the situation. Regardless of what he just
discovered, he liked Annie. And he meant it when he asked her to live with him.



He heard the shower shut off in the other room and he closed
the notebook and threw it back down on the floor with the clothes. He leaned forward
and rested his elbows on his knees, trying to take stock of what he’d just
learned. Annie intended to write all the she knew about Kip.


And so what? He asked
himself. Why do I care so much?


Then Kip realized that he didn’t care so much anymore about the
information of his true identity getting out. Now, it was more important that
Annie was going to tell it even though he asked her not to. 


Kip did not get angry easily. The last time he was truly angry
was the last conversation he had with his father. And it held true even now. He
realized, as he thought more about it, that he wasn’t angry. He was hurt. 


But why was that so disturbing to him? Since he was released
from the hospital in Germany and he started his new life as a rock and roll
star, Kip had not gotten close to anyone. There were plenty of women, girls
even, but they were always play things. He had never truly cared about them.
The last close relationship was with his father, before he ruined that, too.
Since then he had been on auto pilot. 


Yes, Kip gave. But only his money and his time. He had never
gave himself since before his father and him had a falling out which included
his girlfriend breaking up with him. And he was about to. He was about to give
all of himself to Annie, before he picked up her notebook.


Now he didn’t know what to do. For the first time in his life,
he just didn’t know.


He looked up and saw Annie standing there naked, hair wet and
hanging over her shoulders, dripping water down her breasts and belly.


“I’ll be ready in a minute. You?” she asked.


“Uh, Yes. I am ready to go now. I can go hail a taxi and have
it waiting.” Kip said coldly.


Annie noticed the chill from him and cocked her head. Then she
realized she must be imagining it, and she smiled at him. Kip smiled back and
stood, walking toward the door.


Annie turned to walk back into the room to dress. After she
took two steps, she stopped and turned back to the living room. Her eyes fell
upon the notebook lying on the floor. 



 

As Kip stepped out into the hall and pulled the door closed
behind him, Jack ran up to him.


“Good morning, buddy! Damn, God knows I didn’t expect to see
you up this early,” Jack said.


“Morning Jackie,” Kip said. “How was your night last night?”


“Shit, a hell of a lot less action than you had yesterday.”
Jack said.


Kip stopped walking and turned to him. “You know about
yesterday?”


Jack was taken aback. “Hell Kip, the whole fucking world knows.
It’s been all over the news yesterday and this morning. You’re a hell of a
bigger star today than you were yesterday.”


“No shit?” Kip asked, truly surprised. Although he shouldn’t
have been. He did the news interviews at the mall. He was just more surprised
that a shooting would have been such a big deal. He still hadn’t adjusted after
all this time since he’s been back from Afghanistan, where shootings were an
everyday occurrence, and his involvement was normal.


“Kip, what did you expect? You shot a terrorist that was
shooting up the mall, for fucks sake.”


“Terrorist?” Kip asked. “Is that what the news said?”


“Yes, Kip.” Jacky said, confused. “Kip, how could you be
involved in something like that and not watch the news reports of it? You’re a
fucking hero all of a sudden!”


Kip looked at Jack with as normal of a face as he could
possibly muster. “What’s new?” Then he turned and continued down the hall
toward the elevator.


Jacky stood still and watched him go, arms at his side and his
jaw hung open. Then he called out just before Kip entered the elevator, “Kip,
you all ready for the trip to Afghanistan tomorrow?”


Just before the doors closed, Kip’s hand jabbed out between the
doors and they reopened. Kip stepped back into the hall. “Tomorrow?”


“Yes, Kip. It’s all set. We need to be at JFK at zero seven
hundred.”


Fuck, Kip thought. That’s right! How could I have fucking lost track of time like that?


Then, to his horror, he realized that he wasn’t ready at all.
And in that same realization he knew that he didn’t have to be. He needed
nothing. His manager would arrange everything and his band mates would take
care of the little things. All he had to do was pack his clothes and show up at
JFK at seven am.


“Let’s talk tonight,” Kip called down the hall. “I’ll be ready.
Are you and Stabbs and Lock ready?”


“All set!” Jack called out.


Kip let the door go and pulled his head back inside the
elevator. Before it closed Kip called out, “See you tonight Jacky, I have an
appointment today.”


Jack shrugged at the odd encounter he had and turned back down
the hall. Just then Annie opened the door and stepped into the hall, still
combing out her wet hair. Jack stopped again and took her in.


“Oh, Hi Jack.” Annie said. “Are you going to see Kip? He’s not
there I am afraid.”


“No, I just saw him. He went down already.”


“Oh, good. He is getting is a taxi. We are in a hurry.”


“We?” Jack asked.


Annie walked by him. “Yeah we, Jacky. I can call you that,
right?” 


“Uh, I am not sure,” Jack said, furrowing his heavy brow.


“No?” Annie stopped.


“Well, I mean, my friends call me that.” Jack looked
embarrassed. “I mean, not that you’re not my friend. I mean, Kip calls me
that.”


“Oh, Okay, I’ll just call you Jack, then, Okay?” Then Annie
turned and headed down the hall toward the elevator.


 Jack stood and watched
until she disappeared behind the elevator doors. Then he scratched his head and
turned around again. In his mind, Jack’s consternation was not uncalled for. He
had never seen Kip keep a girl in his room for longer than one night. He knew
she was his biographer, but he hadn’t expected an ongoing relationship with
her. She clearly had spent the night, since her hair was wet when she came out
of the room. Well, Jack thought. There should be no danger of a long term
relationship once we leave for Afghanistan.



 

Kip and Annie sat in front of Lieutenant Porter. His black eyes
flicked between the two of them, making sure they both understood the danger.


“Mr. Jones,” Porter said. “I can assure you nothing will happen
to Ms. Beecher. She will be completely wired for sound. At the first hint of
anything out of the ordinary, we will be in there.”


“Yeah, I’ve seen the movies,” Kip said. “I know how it works. I
am sure all will be fine. But Annie has asked me to be involved. I’d like to be
on site, helping out in some way?” It was a statement more than a question.


“Highly irregular, Mr. Jones,” Porter said, cocking his head.


“I think I’ve shown that I can do my fair share in a pinch,”
Kip reminded him.


Porter smiled. “That’s a Goddamn fact, Jones. A Goddamn fact!
The precinct is still buzzing about your antics yesterday.”


“You mean more so than they were when I was arrested for drunk
and disorderly last year?” Kip asked, only partly joking.


“Even that, Mr. Jones, Even that,” Porter grinned. 


Porter was a large, fit black man with a smile as big as his
face. He laughed heartily at Kip’s comment, which Kip thought had softened him
up when he finally said:


“I think we can come up with a place for you to be nearby. But
understand this, Mr. Jones, You are in no way to involve yourself if anything
should happen.” At this, Porter looked at Annie quickly. “Not that anything
will. This is pretty routine, actually. I don’t expect there will be any
trouble. Just do as we discussed and all will be fine. I assure you.”


“Lieutenant, I can say without any doubt that I don’t want to
be involved if anything goes wrong. I have had my fill of gun play for the
week.” Kip said as he scooted back in the chair so he could be reassured his
nine millimeter was still there. 


“Great!” Porter said. “Do you have any questions, Ms. Beecher?”


“Where exactly will Kip, uh, Mr. Jones be, Lieutenant?” Annie
asked.


“Well, I think we’ll put Mr. Jones in the surveillance van
which will be parked out front of the building. If that’s alright with Mr.
Jones.”


Kip tightened his lips together. “I was kind of hoping to be a
little closer.”


“We are going to have men in each room beside the office of Mr.
Jansen,” Porter said. “I promise you nothing will happen to Annie here.”


Kip paused for a moment then nodded. Although he was about to,
he decided at the last moment that he didn’t want to throw out his wealth to
get what he wanted.


He looked at Annie and saw the concern in her eyes. Yesterday
he would have been heartbroken to see it, and he struggled with the emotion
now. But he didn’t want to be compassionate about her fears, even though he
knew deep down that he was.


“Anything else?” Porter asked.


Neither Kip nor Annie spoke up. 


“Okay then, Ms. Beecher, let’s get you wired up.” Porter stood,
exposing his large frame, and he headed toward his office door. Kip and Annie
followed.



 

Moments later, Annie was topless in only her bra and the tech
was attaching sticky pads to her chest and belly. Then the wire was attached.
The microphone would be positioned just above her left breast. The tech asked
Annie to dress then he asked her to speak in a normal voice. The tech listened
in his earphones and gave his thumbs up to Porter, who had walked up after
Annie had put her shirt back on.


“She’s all set, boss,” the tech said.


“That’s good,” Porter said, “because we just had confirmation
that he is still in the hospital. I think it is time for him to have a visitor.


Kip nodded and so did Annie.



 

“Hemorrhage” By Fuel



 

They arrived at the Hospital less than an hour later. Annie and
Kip road in the Tech van, and Annie climbed out when it came to a stop. She
turned to kiss Kip before she walked up to the entrance. She threw her arms
around his neck and kissed his lips. Kip kissed back, but with no passion. Annie
broke off the kiss and gave him a hurt look.


“What’s the matter, Kip?


“Just worried I guess, Annie,” Kip said.


Annie looked more hurt than before now. She knew there was more
to the cold kiss than Kip was saying.


“Yeah, me too,” Annie said as she stepped away from the van and
toward the door.



 


 

Porter met her in the lobby of the hospital and walked with her
to the elevator.


“Mr. Beecher is on the fourth floor, in room four twelve,”
Porter said. “Now, we can hear everything that is being said because of your mic, there. We’ve also got men in room four ten and four
fourteen. They are ready to act at any moment. You just say the word.”


“What word is that?” Annie asked.


“The tech didn’t give you a rescue word?” Porter asked her.


“No, he didn’t.”


“Alright, let’s go with rock star, how about that?” Porter
asked.


“Good as any, I guess,” Annie said.


“Okay, I’ll ride up with you in the elevator, but when the
doors open, you walk out alone,” Porter said. “And, Ms. Beecher, relax.
Everything will be just fine. You’re safe, I swear it.”


Annie nodded.


“Okay,” Porter said as he pushed the fourth floor button in the
elevator. “You know what to say?”


“Yes,” Annie said. “I have to get him to confess to trying to
have me killed without saying the words rock star unless I have to. Sounds
pretty easy.”


“Well, it won’t be if you’re nervous.”


“Lieutenant Porter,” Annie said. “I am always nervous around
Stewart.”


Porter looked compassionately at her. “I understand. But it is
critical that you take control of the conversation, understand?”


Annie nodded again and swallowed. “I understand.” The doors
opened.



 

Annie walked slowly and alone down the hall toward room four
twelve. She could hear her heart beating inside her chest. The constant
thumping made her think back to last night, when Kip was ramming into her with
a constant delicious rhythm.


It made her think of Kip back in the tech van in the parking
lot. Why the cold feeling from him when she left the van? The thought played on
her mind until she reached the door. She looked from side to side, toward room
four ten and four fourteen, and at the distance between rooms. It seemed like a
thousand yards.


She twisted the lever and pushed the door open. Stewart was
immediately in her view. Lying there on the hospital bed with his leg suspended
in a wire contraption, keeping it elevated.


Stewart slowly turned his head toward her, expecting to find a
nurse or doctor standing there. His look of surprise was evident.


“Well, I’ll be damned,” he said.


“Yes, Stewart, you will,” Annie countered.


“What the hell are you doing here, Annie?” Stewart said. “Come
to see the product of your boyfriend’s handy work?”


“Stewart, you hit me. You’re lucky you got off as easy as you
did.”


“Lucky?” Stewart yelled at her. “Lucky? Do you know that the
doctor told me I may never walk the same again? You call that lucky?”


Annie looked down. As much as she hated him for what he had
done, she felt bad that the damage was that bad. 


“Stewart, I am sorry you’re hurt so bad. But you know you
started it.”


“So, is that why you came, Annie,” Stewart said, shaking his
head. “To tell me I started it. That’s rich.”


“No, Stewart,” Annie said. “I actually came to ask you why you
are trying to have me killed.”


Stewart lowered his eye lids. “Have you killed?”


“My apartment? The mall?” Annie glanced up at the television
mounted on the wall. “I know you’ve seen the news.”


“I saw the news about the mall shooting, and the interviews
with your boyfriend. A real hero that one.”


“I was there, too, Stewart,” Annie said. “And you’re man nearly
killed me before Kip shot him. I was the target. Thanks to you. How much is my
insurance policy?”


Stewart shook his head. “What the hell are you talking about?
What insurance policy? Are you telling me you think that I am trying to have
you killed?”


Annie shook her head at him. “Give up the innocent school boy
act, Stewart, you fucking prick!”


Stewart started to laugh. “Oh, this just keeps getting better
and better!” He laughed more and harder. “You came here to accuse me of trying
to have you killed? Oh, that’s good. Listen to me hitch, I wish I had thought
of it. I really do.”


For a moment, Annie was on the verge of believing that she
might have made a mistake. His act was very good.


“Stewart, you and I both know you’re behind it.” Annie said, a
little less forcefully.


“I wish I was, Annie. Not for any insurance money, but just for
the sheer joy of watching you die. But, you crazy cunt, I don’t have any
insurance policy out on you. So watching you die would be the only benefit,
believe me.”


Annie started to think now that maybe they had all made a huge
mistake. If Stewart was behind the attacks, he would have confessed it to her,
just to see her hurt. Annie held her mouth open because she could not think of
what else to say. She took a step toward his bed.


Then the window shattered and the wall exploded directly behind
where she had been standing. Annie immediately fell to the floor, screaming out
all of the air she had in her lungs.


Stewart also started screaming as the room began to erupt in
drywall powder and glass. The TV disintegrated above Annie’s head, and then she
could see the mattress bounce as bullets impacted it. Stewart’s screaming
stopped and Annie looked up to see his hand fall limp over the edge. Just then
the door flew open and uniformed men poured in. the first two took shots
directly in their chest and they fell backward into the second two. The door
swung back closed and the shooting stopped. 


Annie laid on the floor beside Stewart’s bed screaming and
crying. “Help me! Help me!” She reached inside her blouse and tore the
microphone from her chest, screaming into it, “Stewarts dead! Stewarts dead!”


Then the door to the room cracked open. The officer on the
outside called into her. 


“Stay Put, Ms. Beecher. You have full cover. The shots are
being fired from across the street. We have men on their way there now.”



 

Seconds later the door pushed open and Kip ran in, stepping
over the cops that were lying on the floor just outside. 


“Annie, come with me, quickly.”


The four cops leaped up and followed him in, grabbing him and
forcing him to the floor, where they handcuffed him. Two of the cops stepped
away and caught their breath as they pulled off their bullet proof vests.


Then Lieutenant Porter rushed in the room.


“Let him up!” he yelled at the deputies. Confusion abounded.
The cops pulled Kip to his feet as Porter ran to Annie and helped her to her
feet. “And un-cuff him.”


“Are you alright, Ms. Beecher?”


Annie nodded and cried at the same time, turning to look at
Stewart. He had several bullet wounds in his chest and leg. He was still.


“The shooter is gone. He fled the building before we could get
a team in there.”


“That’s great. That’s just great!” Kip exploded. “You said
there was nothing to worry about. All would go smooth!”


“Mr. Jones,” Porter said sternly, “we were working off of
information you and Ms. Beecher here gave us. We had no way of knowing you were
being survielled. And clearly, your theory of Stewart
here being behind the attempts on Ms. Beecher’s life was a little off, wouldn’t
you say?”


Kip calmed slightly as he watched Annie sob over Stewart’s
lifeless body. He went to her and hugged her. Annie threw her arms around Kip
and held on tight, unable to look at Stewart’s body any longer. 


The hall outside the room filled with hospital personnel, and a
doctor pushed his way to the front and through the door.


“Is there anyone in need of medical attention?” he asked.


Porter looked over at Stewart’s lifeless body in the bed. “Not
anymore,” he said.



 

Kip and Annie both stayed at the hospital for hours while the
paperwork, interviews and depositions were taken. Then, finally, Porter
approached and told them to both follow him.


He led them back to his car and drove them both back to the
station. Once in his office he had them sit at his desk.


“Is there anything else I need to know? From either of you?”
Porter asked them sternly.


Kip and Annie looked at each other. Then they looked back at
Porter. Kip spread his hands.


“No,” they both said at the same time.


“Lieutenant, why do you ask us like that? What is up?” Kip
asked.


“Well, just the small matter of the department spending
considerable recourses on a tip from you two that turned out to be totally off
base,” Porter said. “And a man died.”


“Look, Lieutenant, it was a hunch.” Kip said. “After the
incident the other night it seemed reasonable.”


“Yes!” Porter said. “And after the incident the other night, it
also seems very convenient, don’t you think? And why the hell are you sporting
a gun, Kip Jones?”


Annie looked at Kip as he leaned forward and pulled it from his
belt. He placed it on Porter’s desk. “It’s fully registered.”


Annie leaned forward in her seat, her face turning red.
“Lieutenant, I am not sure what you’re implying, but it was a reasonable
assumption. Stewart started that shit the other night, and Kip put an end to
it. He was an abusive husband. It was entirely possible that Stewart had been
behind these attacks.”


Porter leaned back in his chair, relaxing. “Alright, look. I
may be off base here. But I have to explore all possibilities. It’s clear
you’re not behind the shootings, since one or both of you are the targets.
Which I am afraid brings me to the next point.”


Both Kip and Annie raised her eyebrows at him.


“Which is, there is still an assassin out there and we have no
clue as to who it may be. I am afraid you’re both in grave danger.”


I might go out like
Tupac, great!


Kip looked at Annie, then back to Porter. “What do you suggest
we do?”


“Get the hell out of town,” Porter said.


Kip and Annie looked at one another again. Then Kip said: “It
just so happens that we are heading to Afghanistan tomorrow morning.”


Porter leaned forward in his chair again. “You don’t say?”


“The USO has asked us to do a show for the troops over there.”


Porter crossed his hands in front of his face, his elbows
resting on his desk.


“Okay, this may work out well, then,” he said. “Give us some
time to track down some leads.”


“Oh, so we have your permission to leave town?” Kip said,
sarcastically. Annie nudged him with her elbow.


“Sorry,” Kip said. “I was just really worried about you. Made
me a little edgy.”


“Yes,” Porter said. “You do have my permission to leave town.
In fact, I heartily recommend it.”


“So, are we done here then, Lieutenant?” Annie asked him.


“Annie,” Porter asked, “is there anything in your past,
besides, the recently deceased Stewart, that might shed some light on why
anyone would want to kill you?”


Annie looked up in thought, and shook her head.


“You’re a biographer, is that right?” Porter asked.


Annie nodded. “That’s right.”


“Any sensitive projects you’ve worked on, maybe found out too
much?”


“The last and only big thing I’ve had published is the book
about Senator William Murphy. It was published earlier this year,” Annie said.


“That’s interesting,” Porter said.


“The book was boring as hell, Lieutenant,” Annie said. “There
was nothing in there that could cause any scandal.”


“Okay, well, you’ll let me know if you think of anything
right?” Porter asked.


“Of course she will, Lieutenant. Can we head on out now?” Kip
asked.


“Yes, but I want a car to take you home. And I will be placing
protection outside your door for the night until you leave tomorrow.”


“Fair enough,” Kip said, and he looked at Annie. “And greatly
appreciated.”


Kip stood and reached for his gun. “May I?” He asked Porter.


“I am afraid you’re going to need it,” Porter said.


Kip and Annie made it back to the hotel without incident and
were escorted to the hotel room. As Kip entered and closed the door behind
them, he looked for the notebook on the floor where it was when he left. It was
not there. Annie saw him scan the floor with his eyes.



 

“Better Than Me” By
Hinder



 

“You read it, didn’t you?”


Kip did not answer. He went to the kitchenette and poured a
glass of Jack Daniels and downed it in one gulp. “It’s been another long day
Annie,” he said.


“I wrote what I wrote before I gave it as much thought as I
should have,” she said.


Kip turned around and faced her. He had the bottle on his hand.
He skipped the glass this time and just tilted the bottle into his mouth.


“What do you want me to say, Annie?”


Annie thought for a moment. “That you believe what I just told
you. I will not write what you don’t want written.” 


“It’s not really about that, Annie. I am not even sure I care
about what goes in the book or what stays out anymore. Mainly I just feel
betrayed. You wrote that entry in your notebook after we had made our
agreement.”


Annie nodded. “Yes, I did. But like I said, I hadn’t thought it
fully through. And it was before.”


“Before what?”


“Before I started to realize I was having some feelings for
you.” Annie said. “Before I began to learn there was more behind the rock
star.”


Kip took another swig and a commotion broke out just outside
his hotel room door. Kip pulled his nine millimeter from his belt and chambered
a round. He rushed to be at Annie’s side, which made her feel secure.


Then the door swung open and the officer that Porter had
assigned to watch over them stuck his head in. “There is a Jack, Stabbs and a
Lock here to see you. Do you know them?”


“You don’t listen to rock and roll, do you officer?”


“Strictly a country guy, sir,” The cop said.


Kip laughed. “They are part of the band. Let them in.”


The cop threw open the door and the three guys strutted in, all
scowling at the cop as they walked by. Then they were followed by Becky and
Becky, the two naked girls from the club on the night of their last concert
event.


Jack tossed Kip a bottle of Jim Beam, which Kip caught despite
having his hands full of a bottle of jack and his gun. Kip had never dropped a
bottle of alcohol. “Nicely done, sir,” Jack said, nodding appreciatively.


“Jacky, what the hell is going on?”


“Well, it looks like we are going to be in a shithole for the
next week, so we thought we’d have a little going away party here,” Jack said.
“Do you know there ain’t no alcohol over in Afghanistan? What kind of a fucking
country doesn’t have any alcohol?”


Kip nodded. “Like you said Jacky, a shithole country.”


“Anyway,” Jack continued, “you know, you’ve got the biggest
room out of all of us, so we thought, well, you know?”


“Sure Jacky, I am on board. Hell, I’ve already started,” Kip
said as he held up his bottles of Jim and Jack in one hand while he tucked his
gun back into his belt with the other.


“Alright then!” Jack yelled. “Stabbs and Lock, we need tunes and
more girls!”


Lock went to the phone while Stubbs went to the stereo.


“And Becky and Becky, you know what to do!” Jack added.


Becky the blonde and Becky the brunette commenced to undress
while they danced.


“Nope! Nope! What have I taught you girls? Come on, you know
the drill!” Jack yelled at them.


Becky and Becky then started to undress each other. Before
long, they were completely naked and dancing across the floor.


Jack looked at Kip and Annie and smiled. “What can I say, I
have them trained. I should open a school!”


Kip looked over his shoulder at Annie. Annie smiled but it was
very reserved. “So, what do we do, now?” she asked.


“We’ll talk more about this tomorrow,” Kip said.


“You mean, tomorrow on the plane?” Annie asked.


Kip smiled at her. “You’re still invited, Annie. You have to
go. You’re in danger here and you have nowhere else to live. Besides, you’re my
biographer.”


Annie’s smile turned south. “I was hoping you would say I was
more than that,” she said.


Kip winked at her. “Like I said, we’ll talk more tomorrow. This
isn’t really the time or place anymore.”



 

“Party Hard” By Andrew WK



 

Just then one of the Becky’s danced in between Kip and Annie
and grabbed her hand, pulling her along. Annie started to dance along with the
two Becky’s. 


Kip dropped back onto the couch and pulled his gun from his
belt, letting it fall on the table. Soon Jack was there beside him tilting his
own bottle. Then Stabbs ran to the door and pulled it open. The officer in the
hall stepped aside and let three more girls in. When they saw the two naked
Becky’s they immediately started pulling their clothes off.


Jack called out from the couch, “You got it girls. This is not
a clothing optional party. Let them drop where you stand.”


Annie caught Kip’s and Jack’s eye as he made the last comment.
And Jack amended his last comment. “Except the biographer!” and he let his
voice trail off in disappointment. “She does what she wants, apparently.”


Kip laughed and so did Annie, who suddenly flashed Jack her
tits. Jack took a deep breath and hollered, “Woo-Hoo!
It’s going to be a great night, fella’s!”



 

Kips hotel room saw much debauchery again this night. Little of
it involved Kip or Annie this time, although they both drank way more than
should have been physically possible, just as the rest had. Annie flashed her
tits several times throughout the evening, and Kip pretty much stayed on the
couch and enjoyed the scenery. When he woke, he was in the exact same place he
passed out, on the couch and curled around the bottle of Jim Beam that Jack had
provided him.


Jack was on the coffee table, fully naked, except his socks.
When he got up to survey the room, he found Annie on the carpet with her head
on Blonde Becky’s belly, both snoring.


When he staggered to his room, he threw open the door and found
the other Becky and the rest of the girls littered around the floor, with
Stabbs and Lock in the center of them all. Again, all naked.


Kip clapped his hands and startled them all awake. “Hey Gang,”
he said. “It’s five thirty. We have got to get our asses to the airport to meet
Lydell.”


Brunette Becky croaked out disapproval. “I don’t have to be at
any airport, do I have to get up?”


“I don’t give a shit what you do,” Kip said smiling. “But you,
and you!” He added, pointing to Lock and Stabbs “Get your ass up. We have to
get moving.”


Jacky called from the coffee table. “You’re mighty fucking
chipper for someone who didn’t really even want to go.” He rolled onto the
floor and pushed himself up to his knees. He looked down at his dangling
pecker. “Why the fuck am I naked?” he said to himself.


Kip laughed. “Who knows why you do what you do, Jacky. All I’ve
got to say is, that pizza delivery guy will never come back to this room.”


Jack looked up at Kip as he walked to the freezer and pulled
out an icepack. He tossed it to Jack and took out another and put it on his
head. 


“You’re joking right?”


Kip didn’t answer, he just relished the cool frozen block on
his forehead.


“Hey, Kip, you’re fucking joking right?”


“I never joke around when it comes to your sex life, Jacky,”
Kip said.


“Fuuuuuck!” Jack said and stumbled to
his feet.


Kip went over and nudged Annie with his toe. She stirred to
life and groaned. “Time to get up, baby. We have to be at the airport in an
hour and a half. Luckily for you, you’re already packed. Just grab your
shopping bags from the other night. It’ll do.”


Annie realized she was sleeping on Blonde Becky’s belly. “Oh my
God, is there going to be a biography about me, now?”


Kip pointed to his temple. “I am already writing it up here.”
He said.



 

Kip went to the front door and let the officer in. It was a
different cop than was there last night. They must have switched places
overnight. As Kip’s vision cleared from the light in the hallway, he realized
that the new guard was deputy Sparks, the cop that was the real hero at the
mall. 


“Sparks, how the hell are you?”


“I am doing just fine, Mr. Jones.”


“But, you were shot. Why are you here?”


“Bullet went in and out,” Sparks said. “I am officially on
leave. But I was home last night listening to the scanner when Reynolds called
in. family emergency or something. So I called Lieutenant Porter and asked if I
could fill in. Hell, what was he going to say? We are already short staffed.”


Kip stretched out his hand. “Glad to have you. I feel safer
knowing you’re around.” Sparks shook his hand.


Sparks stuck his head in the door. “I heard a lot of crazy shit
in there last night. Everyone alive?”


“Yeah, seems so,” Kip said as Annie walked behind him. Kip gave
her his icepack and she put it on her head.


“You guys look pretty rough,” Sparks told him.


“Yeah, and we’re in a hurry. Say, you can’t drive can you?”


“Sure, I can drive. Where ya headed?”
Sparks lightened up.


“JFK. And we have to be there by seven.”


Sparks checked his watch. “We better be hustling, then.”


Kip went into action. “Jacky, Stabbs, Lock. Grab your shit. We
leave here in five. Annie, grab your bags! The rest of you, go back to sleep,
or whatever!”


“Five,” Jack said, pulling on his, or someone’s underwear. He
was pretty sure it was his. “I need a fucking shower!”


“Fuck, you’ve smelled worse, Jacky. Let’s go!”



 

Sparks had them at the airport at ten minutes to seven. They
all piled out of the car stumbling and shielding their eyes from the sunlight.
Sparks, with his uniform and police badge was able to get them to their private
jet where Lydell was waiting. They all stumbled up the stairs and disappeared
in the belly of the Lockheed.


Kip hung back and finished a conversation he was having with
Sparks.



 

Moments later, as they all were buckling themselves into their
seats, Kip and Sparks stepped into the plane. 


“Ladies and gentlemen, meet the new official band body guard!”
Kip said. Sparks looked embarrassed as he limped to the nearest seat and sat
down.


Lydell walked up from the back of the plane. “What the hell are
you doing?”


“Hi, nice to see you too, Lydell,” Kip said.


Lydell rubbed his forehead, and then reached out his hand to
shake Kips. “Yeah, sorry, Kip. It really is nice to see you.” I rarely get to
even speak to you anymore.”


“I like it that way, Lydell.”


“Are you ever going to reconsider getting a cell phone?” Lydell
asked.


“Never!” Kip said firmly.


“What’s with the cop?” Lydell asked again.


“We needed a bodyguard, and presto, we have one!” Kip said
smiling.


“Kip, you’re going to be surrounded by three thousand armed
Marines.”


“Yeah, well, can’t hurt to have another good guy with a gun
around.”


“Maybe, but Kip, he’s a cop.” Lydell said.


“Not anymore,” Kip said. “I made him an offer he couldn’t
refuse.”


The flight attendant approached them. “Gentlemen, I am afraid I
am going to have to ask you both to sit down. The plane is about to take off.”


They complied.


Kip found a seat by Annie and buckled up. He took a small
bottle of Jim Beam from his pocket and took a swig. Annie saw him and nearly
gagged. 


“Oh, God, Kip, how can you do that?”


“What?”


“Drink after last night? Just the thought of it makes me want
to puke.”


“Hair of the dog, Annie,” Kip replied. “You take a swig, you
will not puke. I personally guarantee it.”


Annie eyed him. Then she took the bottle from his hand. “I am
trusting you, Kip.” She took a swig. It did not go down smooth. She made a sour
face.


“Relax, Annie. What could go wrong?” Kip smiled.



 

Chapter Five



 

Kip woke up with the voice of the pilot announcing that they
were about to land for refueling in Frankfurt, Germany. Annie was leaning
against him, still asleep. He tried to adjust in his seat without waking her,
but his movement caused her to stir and blink her eyes open.


“Where are we?” She asked.


“We are about to land in Germany,” Kip replied.


“I’ve never been to Germany.”


“Where all have you been?” Kip asked her.


“New York, Jersey, Pennsylvania… California.”


“That’s all?”


“Yeah, pretty much,” Annie answered after yawning. “Oh, I went
to Niagara Falls once, and I stepped over the border into Canada.”


“Well, let me tell you, you’re in for a real shock once we land
in Afghanistan,” Kip said.


“I’ve seen it on television.”


“You ain’t seen nothing yet, believe me.”


Annie wiped the sleep from her eyes. “I can’t wait. How long
are we going to be in Germany?”


“Just long enough to refuel. An hour maybe,” Kip answered her.


Annie craned her neck to look out of the window. “Too bad. I
would love to see it.”


“Well, I can show you around the airport,” Kip told her. “I am
afraid we won’t have time to take the full, drawn out tour. Maybe pick up a
souvenir?” 


“I am afraid I don’t have any money for souvenirs, Kip”


Kip gave her a sideways look. “I can spot you a few bucks.
Besides, I have got to get a new shirt. I reek of alcohol.” Kip sniffed his
shirt, and then he sniffed Annie’s. “Oh, wait that’s you.”


“How do you do it, Kip?” Annie asked him.


“Do what?” Kip asked back, genuinely not understanding her
question.


“I mean; how do you drink like you do and still stay alert,”
she asked. “You stay in great physical shape, and fuck; I have got a pounding
headache. You don’t even look like you’re in any pain at all.”


Kip reached up and rang his call button. “I’ve built up a
pretty good tolerance, I guess. It took years of practice.”


The flight attendant approached their seat. “How can I help
you?” she said.


“A couple of aspirin and a glass of water for her, please?” Kip
asked her.


“Of course,” said the attendant. “Anything else?”


“Yes, a hot towel please? One for each of us,” Kip said.


“Sure thing,” she said. “And we are about to land in Frankfurt.
You’ll both need to buckle up.” She stepped away.



 

“A Drop In The Ocean” By
Ron Pope



 

Annie snapped together her seat belt and snuggled up tighter to
Kip. “Kip, we need to talk.”


“Yeah, I know we do.” Kip buckled his as well.


Annie sighed. “I told you I trusted you Kip. I need to know
that you trust me, too.”


Kip looked out of the window. The sun was setting and the sky
over Germany was glowing orange.


“I don’t know what to do Annie. I did trust you. The Ironic
thing is that I was about to tell you that you could publish anything you
wanted. You made me feel good enough about my past issues that I didn’t feel
threatened by talking about it anymore. In fact, as I talk about it now, it’s
not even an issue. But now I just feel betrayed.”


Annie nodded. “You have every right to. I betrayed you. Or at
least, I was going to. But I didn’t actually do it, Kip, and I wouldn’t have. I
wrote those notes in my notebook before the incident at my apartment and Mall.
Before I really knew how much of a genuine person you are. I could never do
anything to hurt you now. You have to believe that.”


Kip broke his gaze from the skyline and turned it toward her.
“I want to Annie.”


“Then do,” Annie countered.


“I guess I am going to have to build up that trust thing
again,” Kip said.


Annie twisted her mouth and furrowed her brow. “I understand.”
She looked up and the flight attendant was there, handing her the aspirin and
water. Then she pulled the hot towels from a tray with a pair of silver
pinchers and handed each of them one.


Kip put his towel over his face and leaned back in his seat.
Annie, who had never flown overseas and had never been given a steaming hot
towel by a flight attendant, watched Kip and followed his lead, she placed the
towel on her face and let out a slight shriek.


“Feels good, huh?” Kip said from under his towel.


“After the initial shock, yes, it actually does,” Annie said
under hers. “Kip, can we just maybe start over? From the very beginning, I
mean?”


“Yes, Annie,” Kip said. “I think that would be a great idea.”


“Good. There’s one or two things I’d like to do differently,”
Annie said.


There was a long pause while they both soaked in the heat from
the towels and began to feel refreshed, before either spoke again.


“Annie, have you ever joined the mile high club?” He asked.


“No. I never have.”


“You want to?” Kip asked.


“With who?” Annie said, lifting a corner of the towel from her
face to look at him.


“With me, of course!” Kip said.


“Sorry, Mr. Jones. I don’t do rockers, remember?”



 

The private jet landed and pulled into a hangar. Kip made his
way to the cockpit and spoke with the pilot. When he returned to the cabin he
informed everyone that they could all venture out to the airport as long as
they were back in one half hour.


Kip took Annie by the hand and walked with her down the stairs
and through the Hangar. Sparks followed close behind, then the rest of the band
and Lydell. Both of the ends were open and the air was chilly in the large space.


Kip turned to see Sparks limping right behind him, still
wearing his NYPD uniform.


“Sparks, Annie and I are going to pick up some things to wear.
How about you join us and get out of that uniform?”


Sparks nodded as they entered the tunnel to the main terminal.


Once they reached the terminal they ran into the first clothing
store they saw and then it was a whirlwind twenty minute shopping spree, with
Kip, Annie and Sparks yanking clothes from the shelves.


They all met at the checkout counter at the same time and
tossed everything at the pretty German clerk, who looked overwhelmed at the
pile in front of her.


“Uh, we are kind of in a hurry,” Annie said.


The clerk looked puzzled and looked to each of them.


Kip stepped forward and spoke. “Wir sind in Eile. Wir
müssen eine Fläche fangen.” He said to her.


Annie looked at Kip with her eyes wide. “You speak German?”


Kip shrugged.


Then Kip looked over at Sparks, who looked distracted, staring
over the clerks shoulder into the common area.


“Sparks,” Kip said. “What is it?”


Sparks mind came back to the two of them. “Uh, I don’t know. I
thought I just saw someone I know. But that would be impossible.”


“Oh, I don’t know, Sparks. It is a small world,” Annie said.


“Yeah,” Sparks replied. “But I just saw the guy last night back
in New York.”


“Happens to me a lot, Sparks,” Kip said, slapping him on the
shoulder. “I see look a likes all over the world. Pretty common really.”


“Yeah, that must be it,” Sparks said. “Otherwise there is no
way. And the coincidence would be fucking crazy. Reynolds couldn’t be here.”


“Reynolds?” Kip asked. “The deputy that was guarding us last
night?”


“Yeah, but like you said,” “Sparks muttered. “Couldn’t be him,
could it?”


Kip shook his head and threw his attention back to the clerk. “Wirklich müssen wir gehen.”


“What did you just say, Kip?” Annie asked.


“I told her we really needed to go.”


The clerk looked under pressure, and Kip felt bad about
stressing her out. But he looked at his watch. They should be heading back to
the jet right now.


Finally, the clerk finished ringing them up and Kip gave her
his credit card. Annie threw everything into bags while she swiped it and Kip
signed.


Then it was a mad dash back to the jet through the tunnel to
the hangar. When they ran out into the large open area, the Jet had its engines
running and they were being flagged to hurry by Lydell, who was standing in the
door to the cabin at the top of the stairs.


“Alright, we’re here,” Kip said as he reached the top and
ducked into the jet. “You can relax now.”


“The hell I can, Jones!” Lydell yelled over the noise of the
engine. “The pilot is yelling at me that he’s about to pull out and Jack,
Stabbs and Lock are not back yet!”


“Where the hell did they go?” Kip asked.


“Beats the hell out of me!” Lydell screamed, and wiped his
forehead with a handkerchief. “I swear, sometimes I ask myself why I got into
this business. I have a law degree you know. I could have been a lawyer!”


Kip looked Lydell up and down, taking in his slight frame, and
he plucked at his red suspenders, snapping them against his chest. “You would
have made a great lawyer, Lydell. But then you would have missed all this
excitement of representing us!” Kip laughed.


Lydell wiped his brow again and muttered a “Harrumph!” before
turning back to the hangar to see Jack, Stabbs and Lock running for the plane,
each of them had bottles of lager in their arms.


“Oh, thank God!” Lydell said. “You guys are going to be the
death of me.”


Kip slapped his shoulder as Annie and Sparks stepped past him
and disappeared inside. “Nah, Lydell, we’re helping you to truly live!” he
said.


Jack bounded up the stairs cradling his bottles against his
chest. Stabbs and Lock followed.


“What the fuck, guys?” Kip asked. “There’s plenty of alcohol on
the jet!”


“Not German Lager, there ain’t!” Jack said as he disappeared
inside. 


Kip rolled his eyes as Stabbs and Lock squeezed by along with
Lydell. When Kip stepped in he gave a thumbs up to the flight attendant, who
stepped forward and opened the cockpit door to inform the captain that everyone
was now on board. Kip walked back to his seat and passed Sparks, who still
looked spooked by his earlier encounter. A few seconds later, Kip sat down next
to Annie and buckled in. The Jet rolled out and took off into the black sky.



 

“I’ve been thinking, Kip,” Annie said.


“About?”


“Well, you’re more of an entrepreneur than you are a rock star,
wouldn’t you say that is right?”


“Nahh. I am an entrepreneur, yes, but
I mostly do rock and roll. A lot more than buying and building new businesses.
I’d have to stay I am more of a rock star.”


“Oh, I see,” Annie said. Then she sighed and added, “Too bad.”


“Why too bad?” Kip asked.


“Well, I was just thinking about how I’d like to join the mile
high club, but since you’re a rock star and I have that rule… I mean, since
we’re starting over and all.”


Kip sat back in his seat and thought for a moment. “Ah, I see.”


“Well, I do give nearly all of my wealth to charity. I guess
that makes me more of a philanthropist than a rock star, wouldn’t you agree?”


Annie smiled slightly and sat back in her chair, following suit
with Kip. “Well, seeing as how I just met you, I don’t really know anything
about your wealth or charitable contributions.”


Kip turned to face Annie in his seat. “I am rich and I give
nearly all of it away. Wanna fuck?”



 

“Addicted” By Saving Abel



 

Kip and Annie practically raced down the aisle to the rear
lavatory. Once inside, the fit was tight, but Annie nearly had her shirt of
before Kip even got the door closed. Kip spun to face her and lifted her onto
the sink. He worked in the limited space to unfasten her jeans and shimmy them
down over her hips. Then Annie shook them off from around her ankles. Kip
pushed her back against the mirror an unfastened his own pants, sliding them
down around his thighs. His cock sprung forth and he aimed it at the point at
which her spread thighs met that beautiful pink slit at the intersection. Kip
reached around her and pulled her ass toward him. Annie reached down and
gripped his stiff erection in her soft grip and guided it toward her slit. 


He slid into her hard and fast, and she gave the familiar gasp
at the intrusion.


“God, Kip. Your cock is one pleasing tool like nothing I’ve
ever had.”


Kip smiled at his reflection in the mirror. Kip was never in
competition with anyone, unless that someone was trying to kill him. But he had
to admit he liked hearing about how his cock was pleasing to Annie.


Kip fucked her with the same furiosity
as he had the night before. And Annie fucked him back. She pushed herself onto
his cock, impaling herself with it over and over. Her legs flew back and forth
as he rammed into her again and again, and she kicked the lavatory door in the
rhythm of one of Kips songs. She had never let herself go like this during sex
before. She felt liberated with Kip in a way she never had before with Stewart,
and she would have done anything he asked of her, no matter how debauched.


Kip snatched at her shirt and exposed her tits, ripping the
buttons off as he did. She leaned back as far as she could, banging her head on
the mirror, and he put his mouth on her pink ripe nipples, sucking them as he
ravaged her cunt with his dick.


In seconds, Annie convulsed against him, a shattering orgasm
making every muscle in her body clench tight. Kip reached ecstasy also, and
spent his cum inside her.


When they recovered and redressed, they both exited the
lavatory together, to find the rest of the band, the former deputy Sparks and
Lydell turned in their seats or standing in the aisle, breaking out in applause
and cheers. 


Annie turned a Crayola crayon shade of red, and Kip pretended
to play a guitar passionately, grinning from ear to ear. When the eruption died
down Annie hurried to the overhead bin above her seat holding her button free
shirt closed around her chest and took out the bags of clothes she had just bought.
Then she went back into the lavatory to change. 


Later Kip changed then Sparks limped back to change also.
Within an hour everyone in the cabin was asleep except the flight attendant.



 

Several hours later Kip woke again to the captain’s voice:
“Folks, we are now over Afghanistan airspace. We will be landing in thirty
minutes. Until that time, please remain seated and buckled, and close all of
your windows.”



 

Thirty minutes later they were on the ground and rolling toward
another hangar. Kip opened his window and saw a familiar sight for him,
Servicemen, armed with M-16’s lining the tarmac, and occupied towers keeping
watch over the surrounding area.


Once inside the hangar and the jet came to a stop, everyone
stood and started to gather all of their belongings.


“Fella’s,” Lydell said. “I have arranged for the ground crew
here to unload all of our gear and get it to the show pavilion. We can all grab
a bite to eat, then we need to gather there for set up and practice at seven
tonight.”


Kip looked around at Jack, Stabbs and Lock. “You heard the man.
Do what you want until seven, but be there and don’t be late.” 


“Uh, Actually, Kip,” Lydell interrupted, “There are
restrictions on your movement. I’ve been asked to inform you all not to leave
the compound. If you leave it, there is almost a one hundred percent chance
that you will not get back on.”


Groans went out throughout the gathering.


Of course, Kip
thought. How could I have forgotten to
warn them? No one but me has been here before.


“That’s right,” Kip announced. “Seriously guys, this is a
really dangerous place. Stay together at all times. Kapeesh?”


Jack spoke up: “Well, that’s easy for you to say, Kip, you’ve
got your piece of…” and Jack looked at Annie and swallowed, rethinking his
wording. “You’ve got a lady friend to keep you company.”


Kip looked at the faces of all of them gathered before him and
Lydell.


“Believe me Jacky,” Kip said. “This is nothing like the U.S.
You’re not going to party here like you do in New York. You don’t just call up
some girls and pull an impromptu. Becky and Becky are not here. Deal with it.
You leave this secure compound and you may not come back alive.”


Jack looked at Stabbs and Lock, narrowing his eyes. Then he
turned back to Kip.


“What the hell makes you the expert on protocol here, Kip?”
Jack said.


Kip looked over at Annie and took a deep breath. “Because I
have been here before Jacky. Okay? In a former life I was a Marine. I spent my
fair share of time here, and have seen everything Afghanistan has to offer. And
I can tell you that what it has to offer is a lot of pain. So let’s avoid that,
Okay? Let’s just go by the book, something we all, including me, have a problem
with, I admit. But here it is crucial.”


Jack looked again around to his band mates. “No shit, Kip? You
were a Marine? And you have been here before?”


“That’s no shit Jacky,” Kip replied, looking again at Annie.


“Well, slap my ass and call me Sally!” Jacky said. “Kip was a
fucking Marine! Doesn’t that explain a lot?”


Kip laid his eyes on Annie once again, making sure she
understood what he was trying to do. This was as much about opening up with the
guys as it was about opening up with himself.


“Okay, why don’t you all come with me to the officers club and
I’ll fill you all in on my past? How is that?” He looked at Annie again. The
question was for him as much as it was for them.


“You know I’m game, Kip. Let me get settled and take a huge…
uh, piss, and I’ll join you directly.”


A young corporal stood beside Lydell and motioned Jack to
follow him to their quarters. Jack, Stabbs and Lock all followed him. Kip and
Annie and Lydell followed them, and Sparks limped behind.



 

When the sergeant took Kip to his quarters, He mentioned to
Annie that the female barracks were across the tarmac, and he would take her
there directly.


“Uh, Sergeant Dale?” Kip asked. “I’d prefer that she stay with
me here.”


“That would be highly irregular sir.” The sergeant said looking
between the two.


“Never the less, it’s kind of important.” Kip said. “She is my
biographer. She needs to note everything about my life. You know how it is,
right?”


Sergeant Dales shook his head. “Actually, no, sir I don’t. The
women stay over there, we stay over here. That’s just how it is.”


“Well, yeah, but, she’s not military, right?” Kip said. “Rules
don’t really apply here, see?”


The corporal shook his head and looked down at his way too
shiny combat boots. Kip followed his gaze and realized this guy had probably
never left the compound himself. A newbie, no doubt.


“Look, Dale,” Kip said. “I can see you’re still learning the
ropes here. But I have been here many times before. I can assure you you’re not
going to get into trouble by letting me keep her here with me. I won’t let that
happen, got it?”


“What do you mean you’ve been here many times,” The corporal
asked. “I was told this was the band’s first time in country.”


“It is the band’s first time in country. But not mine.” Kip
rolled up his sleeve, holding his arm in front of the corporal’s face. Dale
took in the U.S.M.C. tattoo, bordered by the barbed wire and carried by a bald
eagle.


“I see sir,” the corporal said.


“I was here at the start of this war that you’re finishing up,”
Kip said, placing his hand on Dale’s shoulder. “You have my respect, devil
dog.” Kip smiled at him. “Look, we’re only here for a few days. No one will
know that she’s here but you and me, and of course, her.” He jerked his thumb
toward Annie, who gave him a quick, all-tooth smile and a small, yet
exaggerated curtsy.


“Look,” Dale said. “I don’t care that your lady friend stays
here. I just don’t want any trouble.”


“No trouble, I swear,” Kip said. “Look, what if I give you the
numbers of a couple of Becky’s back in the states?”


Annie looked horrified. She punched Kip in the arm. Corporal
Dale noticed.


“Where are you from Corporal?” Kip asked.


“Jersey, sir.”


“Well, there you go then. The Becky’s are in New York. Just a
hop, skip and a jump,” Kip said.


“They’re hot?” The corporal asked.


“You ain’t seen hotter. Especially here,” Kip answered.


“Deal then.” Dale said. And he stuck out his hand to shake. Kip
took it. 


“Thanks for trusting me, corporal,” Kip said, and the corporal
turned to go. “Hey, Dale,” Kip called after him. Dale turned. “I mean it.
Thanks! Listen, you need a job when you get out, give me a call, Okay. I’ll get
you a card from our manager, Lydell.”


“No shit?” corporal Dale asked.


“No. No shit at all. I mean it. I help those that help me,” Kip
said. Annie nodded behind him.


The corporal smiled and turned to walk away. Then Kip and Annie
entered their room.



 

At precisely nineteen hundred hours, or seven PM as Lydell
would call it, Kip stood on the prefab stage staring at Lock and Stabbs. Annie,
Sparks and Lydell sat in the front row seats of the empty makeshift concert
arena in the middle of the tarmac.


“Where the hell is Jacky?” Kip asked.


Stabbs and Lock looked at each other and then back at Kip.


“He should have been back by now, Kip. Fuck, I am getting
worried,” Stabbs said.


“Back from where?” Kip asked the two.


Stabbs and lock looked at one another again, trying to goad
each other into telling the truth. Finally Stabbs broke.


“He left base, Kip. Said he was going to find the nearest
whorehouse.” Stabbs said.


“Are you shitting me?” Kip yelled. “Fuck me! Do you fuckers
know where we are? Did you not hear the debrief when we landed? This is not
fucking Lincoln, Nebraska! Jeezuz fucking Christ!”


“Come on Kip, You know Jack. He hasn’t followed a rule since he
stopped sucking his mother’s tit.” Lock retorted. “He’ll be along any moment.”


“The fuck he will!” Kip screamed. “Even if he isn’t dead,
separated from his head somewhere, he may never get back onto base. He has no
credentials. He ain’t got shit!”


Sparks, Annie and Lydell stood and approached the stage.


“What is it, Kip?” Lydell asked.


Kip spread his arms. “Jacky’s gone off fucking base!” Kip said.


Kip saw Corporal Dale traversing the makeshift concert arena
and called out to him. He changed direction and approached Kip.


“Corporal, one of the band members has left base,” Kip said to
him. “We need to send out a team to find him.”


The look in the corporal’s eyes went instantly to horror. Kip
realized instantly that not only was he a newbie, he had never been off base
himself.


“Dale, can you check the gates for any word? And please notify
the base commander.”


Dale nodded and took off in a sprint.


Kip paced the stage and ran his fingers through his hair. This
was not good.



 

As corporal Dale left the command center Kip was outside the
door. “Dale,” he confronted him. Dale stopped, surprised.


“I need cammies, and a weapon,” Kip
said firmly. “Body amour if you can spare it.”


The corporal shook his head, wide eyes and unsure of how to
handle this situation.


“Come on, Dale. You know I can handle this. I want to find my
friend.”


“Sir, I have informed the Camp Commander of the situation,”
Dale said. “The gates have been notified. When your friend comes back, we’ll
let you know immediately.”


“And if he doesn’t?” Kip asked.


The corporal said nothing.


“So, there will be no search party?” Kip asked.


“Not at this time, sir,” Dale answered nervously. Dale knew
this would be an unacceptable answer. He himself would have found it
unacceptable had it been one of his buddies.


“Then at what time?” Kip asked, knowing the answer. Dale did
not come up with one.


“Corporal, no Jacky, no concert, you know?”


“I know sir. Look, I am just following orders, as always,” Dale
said.


Kip looked up at the sky, trying to calm his anger that this
conversation was going nowhere.


“Okay, corporal, Let me appeal to your more basic instincts.
Jacky is my friend. Although I know he is a pain in the ass and usually out of
control, I take his friendship very seriously. If I am not supplied with what I
need to go find him, I am going to have to let the camp commander know that you
let me keep a woman in my room. Does that motivate you?”


Kip knew that a small infraction like letting Kip keep Annie in
his quarters was really no violation at all. But he also knew that the corporal
had told several larger lies to cover it up, and when one lie is unraveled, all
of them would unravel. True to Kip’s prediction. The corporal became very
nervous.


Ten minutes later, Kip was in the corporal’s quarters, wearing
desert camouflage fatigues and with a fully loaded rifle upon his back. He wore
a utility belt with extra magazines and two hand grenades attached to his
harness. The corporal told him the best way to get off base without much
fanfare. And thirty minutes after that, Kip was standing outside the gate
blending in with the other armed guards that were there. Kip was well trained
in evasive tactics. One second he was there, the next he wasn’t. 


Kip knew Jacky would be in the nearest whorehouse. And, of course, I know where it is.


It took him a few minutes to get his bearings, after all, it
had been several years since his last jaunt around the base. 


Soon he forgot he had ever left. He knew the danger here was
twice that of most other marines, since he was alone. He had no back up. If
something went wrong, he had no one to rely on to cover him. But the adrenaline
he felt overwhelmed the fear and he continued on.


Within the hour he was standing at the double wooden doors of a
plain building on the corner of a nearly deserted street. The Afghans,
hypocrites that they were, denounced prostitution, and stoned women accused of
it when it suited their needs, but ignored the whorehouses just like every
other society on the face of the earth. 


Kip lowered his rifle and back into the door. Inside he found
squalor and walls plastered with magazine tear outs of Hustler and Penthouse,
even Playboy pages. One the far wall was a window into another room with an old
bearded man sitting at a desk, watching porn from a beta VCR. The video was
something from the nineteen eighties. 
Kip approached the man and slapped a photograph on his desk. The man
took his time to draw his attention from the small television screen, but when
he did, he quickly scanned the picture of Jack and looked up at Kip slowly. 


Kip spoke in Pashto, the official Afghan tongue. “Have you seen
him?”


The bearded man nodded.


“Is he still here?” Kip asked him, again in Pashto.


The man shook his head. “Taken,” he said in accented English.


“Where to?” Kip asked him. This time in English.


The old man shook his head and turned his attention back to the
television.


Kip reached into his cargo pocket and pulled out about fifty
one hundred Afghanis, the Afghanistan currency. This equaled about one hundred
dollars US. If Kip knew anything about the Afghani people, it was that money
talked to them.


The old man slowly looked at the money on the desktop and then
looked up at Kip. He shook his head and ran his thumb across his neck,
mimicking the act of beheading.


Kip knew that if he had put more money down on the table, the
man would have spilled everything he knew. But he had no more. This is all he
could scrounge out of Corporal Dale.


Last resort then. Kip
unslung his rifle and pointed it at the man’s head. The old Afghan man
recoiled, sliding back in his chair, which was apparently absent one wheel, the
way it wobbled.


“Tell me!” Kip demanded.


“Serena Hotel,” The man said in English, heavy with dialect.


Kip backed away. “Thank you. No one will know you told me.” Kip
scooped up the fifty one hundred Afghanis and Jack’s publicity picture, as he
backed out of the door, rifle aimed at the old man’s head, he nodded.



 

Kip knew where the Serena hotel was. He had been there before,
several times clearing it from Taliban and other radicals. It was only three
blocks over. 


Kip used combat ready tactics as he travelled alone through the
city streets. The city was busy, but, as per usual, no one seemed to pay any
attention to him. To the locals, the presence of US forces had become a normal
part of the surroundings. It was a testament to the general population that,
even though terrorist and Taliban forces had carried out numerous attacks per
day, the people seemed to go on with their everyday lives. Ignoring the
dangerous, and embracing the abnormal.


Kip scanned the rooftops as he went, looking for lookouts and
snipers. He ducked down into alleys and crossed streets quickly, taking cover
behind ruined cars and shattered corners. 


Soon, he was standing across the street from the Selena Hotel.
He used his rifle, even though it had no scope, to scan the rooftop. He saw
movement in several locations, mostly guarding the side and back entrances. He
decided to go through the front, waltz through the lobby and use the same
measures to find out where Jacky was being held. So he did.


Kip crossed the street in a flash and crashed through the front
doors. He rolled into a sitting position and aimed his rifle where he knew the
check in desk was to be. Another bearded old man stared at him quietly from
behind the desk. He held a rubber stamp in his hand.


“You need a room, soldier?” he asked in near perfect English.


“No,” Jack said scanning the room for snipers and standing. “I
need a man.”


“No.No.No.No. We don’t do that here.”
The old clerk said. “You get out. Get out now!” The old man started to come out
from behind his desk. Kip pointed his rifle at him and the man stopped holding
up his arms. 


“It’s not that!” Kip said. “It’s not what you think! I am
looking for someone. Kip held up his picture. “Have you seen him?”


The old man scratched his beard while he craned his neck
forward and looked at Jack’s picture. Then his eyes flew wide. “I don’t want
any trouble here soldier!” he yelled.


“Where do I find him?” Jack demanded.


The old man slowly backed behind the desk again, shaking his
head.


“You won’t have any trouble. Just tell me where he is!” Kip
demanded again.


Then the old man did something that would haunt Kip for the
rest of his life. His hands disappeared behind the desk and came back up
holding an AK-47. Kip pulled the trigger and the man fell back behind the desk.



“God damnit!” Kip yelled. Then he
took tactical position again. The rifle shot would draw curious innocents and
determined not so innocents. Kip moved forward and rounded a corner into a
hallway. He remembered that every time he cleared this building he ended up
routing Taliban from the basement. He decided he would start there and work his
way up. He bolted to the end of the hall and took the door on the left. The
stairs led down to a false landing, turned and went down more to the basement
door.


Something was wrong. There was no one guarding the stairwell.
Perhaps he was wrong about the basement? Or even wrong about the building? If
that was the case, he was a civilian who just murdered an Afghan citizen. Shit! I could have just started an
international incident!


Kip started to doubt himself then shook the thought out of his
head. NO!


Jack was here. He had to be here. And so what if he did start
an international incident? Friends are friends. He’d clear this up later.


Kip crept down the stairs slowly until he was at the basement
door. He slowly pushed it open and peeped between the door jamb and door. What
he saw made him cringe and gave him relief all at the same time.


Jack was there, tied to a bed frame. The memories came flooding
back to him of his own torture. He blinked them away, taking heartfelt relief
in the fact that he hadn’t just killed an innocent man upstairs.


He pushed the door open further and pointed his rifle through.
He scanned the room. Only Jack was visible. But he knew from experience that he
would never be left completely alone down here. Someone had to be nearby.


Kip cautiously entered in a crouched position, pointing his
rifle in all directions. He crossed the floor to where Jack was tied up.


“Jacky?” Kip whispered. Jack did not answer. Kip reached out
and touched his chin, shook his face slightly. “Jacky, wake up.”


Jack’s eyes were swollen. He had been beaten. But he stirred
and tried to open them without success. 


“Kip?” Jack croaked. “Is that you?”


“It’s me, Jacky. I am going to get you out of here.”


“Oh, shit, Kip,” Jack said. “You shouldn’t have come. They knew
you’d come.”


“What?”


“That’s right, Mr. Jones.” A voice sounded off from behind. Kip
whirled around to see three men staring at him from a dark shadow. The voice
was in perfect English. American English.


“Step forward, show your hands!” Kip shouted.


“Wow, he knows the drill,” a second voice said.


“I’m not kidding,” Kip said. “Step forward now, or I’ll spray
the dark with bullets and drop you.”


“Relax, Mr. Jones. We’re coming. Or should I call you Mr.
Parker?”


Kip stepped back in shock. Whoever this was in the dark knew
his real name.


“Stephen James Parker, do I have that right?”


What the hell is going
on?


“He should know the drill, Reynolds,” The first voice came
again. “This is not his first time in this situation. We have us a real bonafide war hero here.”


Reynolds. Kip knew that name. He had heard it recently. Didn’t Sparks mention that he thought he saw
a Reynolds when they stopped in Germany? Reynolds is the cop that was watching
our room the other night. What the fuck is going on!!!


Then another voice echoed in the dark as they stopped forward.
The voice spoke Pashto, and Kip would never forget the voice as long as he
lived. The doctor that tortured him during his captivity! Kip felt as if he had
just stepped into the twilight zone.


It took all of Kip’s discipline not to squeeze the trigger on
his M-16 and spray the area with rounds. But his curiosity overwhelmed his
hatred.


“Who, the fuck are you!” Kip yelled. “And, God damnit, I told you to step forward into the light! Hands
where I can see them!”


“We’re doing as you asked, Mr. Parker. Just have patience.”
Then, there they were. All three of them. The doctor drew his gaze first, and
Kip resisted the urge to spit when he first laid eyes upon him.


Then he saw Reynolds, slightly taller than the doctor but
shorter than the third man, who Kip had never seen before in his life.


“I know, you and you,” Kip said, “But who the fuck are you?”


“My name is unimportant, Mr. Parker. Let’s just say that
Senator Murphy send his regards.”


“Senator Murphy?” Kip asked. “That asshole that Annie wrote the
biography about?”


“An unfortunate lapse of judgment on his part, I am afraid.”
The taller man said. “If he had done a little more planning, none of this would
have been necessary, you see?”


“No, I don’t fucking see!” Kip yelled. He heard Jack moan
behind him.


Kip spoke to Jack without turning or taking his eyes off the
three men before him. “It will be alright buddy. I am going to get you out of
here.”


“Now, asshole with no name,” Kip said, “what the fuck is going
on? So help me I’ll drop all of you.”


“Relax Mr. Parker. Or Jones. Whichever you prefer, I really
don’t care.” The man said. “You’re girlfriend wrote a biography about the
Senator. The published version really was benign, but she took notes on
everything the senator said. It seems he told her about a two week stay in the
Florida Keys. Those two weeks happen to coincide with the disappearance of a
young college female that was vacationing down there. New evidence has been
found in that case, evidence that could implicate the senator, should his
whereabouts during those two weeks come to light. There were other records, of
course, but they have all been eliminated. Shit Parker, Jones, we searched high
and low for that notebook. But we just could not find it. So, proper security
says when you can’t find the notes, eliminate the writer of the notes.”


“Holy shit!” Kip said. “All this and all of the attempts on
Annie’s life have been about some dickwad senator?”


The tall man laughed. “He is a dickwad,
isn’t he? Unfortunately for you, though, that dickwad
is going to be running for president. And we intend for him to win. But during
vetting we discovered this little inconvenience that could cause some serious
trouble for him. We can’t let that go.”


“Who the fuck is we?” Kip asked.


“You are one hardcore son of a bitch, you know that?” The man
continued without answering. “You protected that bitch like nobody’s business.
Even took out our first assassin. No one has ever done that before. Ever! We
are quite impressed.  Then you even
thwarted our third attempt at the hospital. Our man at the NYPD said we had
nothing to worry about. But your girl survived.”


“I had nothing to do with that.” Kip said, starting to put
pieces together in his head.


“Really?”


“Annie survived your shooter before I even got there.”


“Huh,” The tall man grunted. “I am going to have to have
another talk with the good Lieutenant Porter. Seems he was less than truthful
about what went down.”


“Porter?” Kip said, incredulously.


“Oh, yeah. How do you think we got the info about you coming to
this shithole part of the world? And how do you think we retained our watcher
here, Deputy Reynolds?” The man smiled. “He knew the faces. Told us the best
way to draw you out. Quite the asset to have on this mission.


”Why did you need to draw me out? What the fuck?” Kip started
to lose his temper. He was still in the dark about what was happening. And that
pissed him off to no end.


“Like I said, Parker, uh, Jones. You are one serious bad ass
mother fucker. We don’t come up against guys like you every often. But we have
before. And we learned our lesson. WE knew there was no way a hit was going to
be pulled off on your girlfriend, Ms. Beecher, with you around. The only way we
could pull it off was to get you away where our assassin could work unimpeded.”


“Oh, Fuck!” Kip said.


“Ah, now he gets it, Reynolds!” The man laughed, and Reynolds
joined in. Then the doctor cackled, and Kip just about squeezed off a round
into his head. But he stayed his finger.


“So, this whole fucking excursion was a set up to get me away
from Annie?” Kip asked.


“’Fraid so, buddy.”


“And you think you’ll be able to pull off an assassination on
base, and get away with it?” Kip asked again.


“Well, we have an inside man,” The man said.


“Sparks! Fuck me!” Kip ground his teeth. 


Kip saw Reynolds and the tall man look at one another. Reynolds
shrugged, and then looked back at Kip.


“What makes you think I won’t just squeeze the trigger and drop
all three of you?” Kip asked, still grinding his teeth.


“What makes you think there are only three if us, Mr. Parker?”
The man said. And Reynolds laughed again. Then, for the first time, perhaps
because he knew to look for it now, he saw movement in the shadows behind the
three assholes.


“Now, drop your weapon, and maybe we can work out a deal where
we all walk out of this building alive,” The man said.


Kip, could not see how many were behind the three he could see.
But Kip was working out a gamble in his head. He knew that when he walked into
the place, Jack and everything behind him was well lit. The odds of anyone
hiding back there were slim to none. He was willing to risk it all on the
gamble that all of the tall man’s muscle was in the shadows behind him. 


Kip lowered his weapon across his chest and down, until it was
pointing to the floor. As he did so, he pulled one of the grenades from his
belt, yanking it from its pin.


Just then three more men, Taliban, from the looks of them,
stepped forward to just behind and on either side of the tall man.


“Drop it all the way!” Reynolds yelled. So Kip let go of it and
it clanged to the floor. The timing was perfect, as Kip had planned. The
grenade’s clip flew away and the grenade hit the floor at the same time as the
rifle, so the sound of it impacting the concrete was unheard. Unheard, that is,
until it rolled to their feet. 


Kip heard an ‘Oh, Shit!’
And he threw himself across Jack’s body to protect him from any shrapnel. He
placed his hands over Jack’s ears just before the grenade detonated. 


Kip felt impacts of shrapnel hit him in the back, his vest
taking the bulk of it. He also felt small pieces rip through his arms and legs,
but he held tight to Jack. 


When the concussion was over, he turned around to find all of
the men in pieces, spread out across the room. All of their bodies were torn to
shreds. No one could have survived such a close detonation of a grenade.


“Jacky, you alright?” Kip asked Jack.


Jacky nodded and grunted that he was okay, at least not wounded
from the grenade.


Kip stepped away from him and toward the six bodies that
littered the floor. He looked at all of them and then stepped to the body of
the dead doctor. He stood over him and spit on what was left of his face. “Good
riddens to you, asshole! I hope you enjoy fucking old
whores in hell for eternity.”


Then he walked back to Jack and helped him down from the steel
rack.


“I wish I had a cell phone now!” Kip said. “I’ve got one, or I
had one, but they took it. Not sure where they put it. Kip looked around the
room. He saw a table behind where Jack was hung on the rack. On it was Jack’s
flask and his cell phone. He ran to it and check for a signal. Nothing. But he
had different plans anyway. He went back to the ruined bodies and opened Jack’s
phone. He took pictures of all of their faces, taking extra care to make sure
that Reynolds and the tall man were clear and well lit by the flash. When he
was sure he had what he needed, he flipped it closed and picked up his rifle.
He made sure he had a chambered round and that there was no damage to it from
the grenade, then he threw his arm around jack and helped him up the stairs.


Kip and Jack made it out to the road without incident, but a
crowd was beginning to gather. Another explosion in the Serena hotel was
nothing to get excited about, but there were still rubberneckers in
Afghanistan. He and Jack hurried across the street and took cover in and alley
between buildings. Kip reminded himself that there was still danger. Lone
Americans should not be walking the streets in Afghanistan.


“Kip, buddy,” Jack said, Panting. “Leave me here. You’ve got to
get back to base and save Annie. I am just slowing you down.”


“Hell no, Jack. I don’t leave men behind.”


“I’m not one of your men, Kip,” Jack stuttered. “We’re
civilians. You’re not in the Marine Corps anymore.”


“You’re as much one of my men as I have ever had, Jack,” Kip
said to him. “I won’t leave you on the street. These people are animals. They
find out you’re American, they rip you to shreds.”


“Then get me to the whorehouse, Kip. I’ll be safe there. I’ve
made friends.”


Kip looked at Jack to see if he was serious. He looked it.


“Are you sure?” Kip said.


“Well, if not, at least I’ll die happy.” Jack laughed. Kip
smiled at him, and lifted him to his feet. Jack did not look badly damaged. But
he limped and was in extreme pain at being beaten. 


Kip and jack made it to the whorehouse and Kip burst through.
The same old bearded man jumped to his feet when Kip dragged Jack through. Kip
propped him up against the wall just below the man’s desk. Then Kip took the man
in his grip, pulling him close by his collar.


“I am leaving my friend here for a good time. He better be here
and alive when I get back, understand?


The old man nodded.


“And bandage him up! Understand that, too?”


The old man nodded again.


Kip kneeled down to say goodbye to Jack. “I’ll be back for you,
you got it?”


“Yes. Go, Kip, go. Annie needs you,” Jack hissed.


Kip rose and headed for the door. He heard jack call out for
one of the whores. “Where’s Nadia?” Kip smiled as he left the building. He knew
jack was in his element here and would be fine for a couple hours at least.



 

Kip approached the gate with his rifle slung across his back
and his hands raised. “I’m American!” He said.



 

Annie sat in the first row of the makeshift concert arena and
watch Stabbs and Lock and several Marines set up the stage. Sparks sat next to
her and Lydell sat on the other side. The sun was dropping and the outdoor
halogen spotlights had just kicked on.


Sparks watched as Corporal Dale approached. His perfectly
pressed uniform and high polished boots stood out among the rest of the Marines
that were present.


Dale stepped behind and walked sideways between the rows of
chairs until he sat down directly behind Annie. Sparks watched him all the way,
noting that it was odd that he chose a seat in the second row when there were
so many in the first.


Sparks had spent enough time with the NYPD to know that
something was wrong here. He turned in his seat and gave Dale a nod, and
noticed Dale’s gaze was fixated on the back of Annie’s head. He ignored Sparks
nod.


Dickhead, Sparks
thought.


Then a commotion broke out to the right of the stage. Uniformed
Marines were surrounding someone and holding him back from the stage. Sparks
leapt to his feet and limped in that direction. Annie started to follow. But
then he remembered his sole purpose of being there was to protect Annie, so he
turned back around. 


Just as he did, he saw Corporal Dale pull his holstered weapon
free and aim it at the back of her head. Sparks dove for the Corporal as the
shot rang out, distracting everyone in the area, including the excited marines
at stage right.


Sparks fell over the chairs that made up the front row and Dale
staggered back in horror at what he had just done. Then, regaining his
composure, he raised his weapon again and aimed it at Annie, who screamed.


Stabbs and Lock leapt from the stage toward her, but she was
too far away for them to reach her in time. Then Lydell swung his arm upward
and knocked Dale’s nine millimeter toward the sky, where another round cracked
from the barrel. Dale knocked Lydell in the mouth with the butt of his pistol
and took aim again at Annie, who stood frozen just as Stabbs and Lock reached
her. But it was too late. Dale had the weapon leveled at her face. 


Then another crack filled the twilight sky and Dale’s head
exploded into a fountain of blood and brain matter. His body collapsed onto the
chairs in the second row. 


Stabbs and Lock reached Annie at the same time and tackled her
to the ground, falling on top of her. When they all looked up they saw Kip
walking combat style toward them with his rifle pointed at Corporal Dale’s dead
body.



 

Soon the entire stage area was crawling with Marines. Kip was
disarmed and frisked. Corpsmen were called and checked everyone out. Sparks,
amazingly, was found to be breathing and more than a little pissed off. 


When he was loaded on the stretcher all he could say was, “Shot
twice in one week! Fuck me!”


Kip was finally released when he explained satisfactorily what
had happened. A platoon was sent to pick up Jack and return him to the base and
check out the basement of the Serena Hotel.


The Camp commander was on site. He recognized Kip from his in
country days. Kip tried to explain again everything that happened. The camp
commander filled Kip in on a few missing pieces, too.


“I never heard from Corporal Dale about your missing band
member.” He told Kip.


“And, there is no base rule about not having females in your
rooms here. I suspect the Corporal made that up to try to keep Annie away from
you. I don’t think he relished the idea of making the assassination attempt a
public one. You threw a wrench in the works. What happened in front of the
stage was a last resort.”



 

Kip laid in bed with Annie that night, explaining all that he
had learned about who was trying to kill her. She could not believe it any more
than the camp commander could at first. But Kip had pictures of the dead
bodies, and Jack to back up the story. Sparks verified that one of the men was
indeed Deputy Reynolds from the NYPD. The other man could not be identified.
The doctor was notorious and a wanted terrorist. Kip would get credit for
taking him out.



 

“But, Kip, I don’t even have that notebook anymore,” Annie told
him. “I pitched that thing after I finished the book.”


“They didn’t know that, Annie,” Kip said. “They said they had
to be sure the information did not get out. Not being able to find the
notebook, they turned their sights on you.”


Annie shivered at the thought of it. A government conspiracy to
have her killed.


“But Kip, there is no proof. Not without identifying the body
in the basement of the hotel.”


“The man told me that the other loose ends had already been
taken care of, though,” Kip told her. “I suspect there are a string of dead
bodies that are connected in some way to the Senators’ travel. Now that we know
the whole story, maybe it can all be put together.”


Annie thought about it for a moment. “I hope so Kip. Otherwise
all of this may not be over.”


Kip considered that. “I don’t know Annie, maybe. I guess I’ll
just have to keep you safe until we are sure.”


“Just until then?” Annie asked.


“Well, for my purposes you’ll just never be safe.” Kip smiled.


“I am glad to hear that!” Annie said.



 

Amazingly, Jack was well enough to pull off the USO concert the
next day. He did not have to walk to play the drums, and with enough Jack
Daniels in him, he felt no pain.



 

Sparks and Lydell, who attended with their heads bandaged, was
able to watch the show from the front row. And the whole affair was one of the
most heavily guarded concerts in history.



 

One week later, the band landed back at John F. Kennedy
Airport. As they walked through the terminal toward a waiting taxi, Kip spotted
a newspaper stand and walked over to pick up a copy of the Wall Street Journal.
The front page story was an article about Police Lieutenant Porter stepping
down amid scandal. He showed it to Annie. 



 

“You’re The One” By Rev
Theory



 

As they climbed onto the motorcycle Lydell ran up to them.
“Kip, I’ve got Cocoa Cola on the phone. They want to sponsor a world tour.”


“No shit?” Kip said, smiling.


Lydell scratched his still bandaged head. “I never kid about
business, Kip.”


Kip looked at Annie. “What do you think, Annie? Want to go on a
world tour with me?”


Annie pretended to think for a moment. “Well, Kip, I still
don’t have enough of a story to write about you. All of this fighting off bad
guys and bringing to light government conspiracies just doesn’t read well in
today’s media. I am pretty sure I am going to need a lot more material.”


“So, it’s a yes, then?” Kip asked.


“I’ll think about it,” Annie said.


“There you have it Lydell. Tell them we’ll think about it.” Kip
hit the accelerator and the bike sped off.


“You’ll fucking think about it!” Lydell screamed, holding the
phone to his chest. “Are you kidding me? You don’t tell Coke that you’ll
fucking think about it!”



 

“Wanted Dead or Alive” By
Bon Jovi



 

But it was too late. Kip and Annie had disappeared into the
distance. The motorcycle slowly went out of view.


“Fucking rockers will be the death of me!” Lydell said.
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