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SUMMARY: What would have happened if Micky had a secret admirer in “99 LB. Weakling”?

~1~

Cady Hansen sat on her blanket, knees pulled up to her chest, completely oblivious to the beauty of the Malibu beach surrounding her. 

She was only aware of one thing.

<If that blond bimbo opens her mouth one more time, I’ll strangle her with my bare hands!> she murderously thought, casting a nasty glare at the bored-looking girl who sat on Micky’s other side.

Cady honestly didn’t understand Micky’s attraction to the other girl at all; she’d puzzled over it for weeks now but was no closer to an answer than she’d been when she started. Normally he dated girls who were not only pretty but who liked to have a good time, who had a well-developed sense of humor, and who could carry on a decent conversation.

Brenda had none of the above qualities.

When Micky had suggested swimming, she turned him down, not just because she didn’t want to get her hair wet but also because she was afraid the salt water would ruin her new bikini. Davy started a rousing game of volleyball with some other friends of theirs, but Brenda didn’t want to participate because she hated getting sweaty, a fact she stated with a pointed look at Cady, who’d been the first to jump up and volunteer to play. And when Brenda wasn’t talking about fashion and makeup, she was staring at the muscled hunk showing off for a small group of swoony-looking girls gathered at the other end of the beach, while all the time Micky was gazing at her with such adoration that it made Cady’s heart ache with envy.

<It’s not fair!> she petulantly thought, throwing herself down on her blanket stomach-first, and rested her chin on her forearms, trying to sneak glances at Micky out of the corner of her eye without him noticing.

He wore red swim trunks, still damp from his most recent—albeit brief—foray into the water, and droplets still clung to his lean, tanned chest and arms, his hair softly curling against his forehead and neck as it slowly dried in the light summer breeze. His eyes crinkled at the corners, and his giggles wafted through the air as he finished the punch line to the joke he’d been telling Brenda, but the girl didn’t so much as crack a smile.

Cady thrust her hot face into her arms, growing more miserable by the minute. <Stop it!> she abruptly ordered herself. <Why torture yourself? You and Micky…it’s never gonna happen…not as long as he’s into Brenda…>

Cady had known Micky ever since she’d moved to Malibu with her family when she was sixteen—on her first day of school she had been assigned a student guide to take her around and show her the ropes, and that guide had been Micky’s sister Coco. Not only had the two girls become fast friends, but so had Micky and Cady.

Lately she’d realized that her feelings for Micky had somehow changed without her even noticing—slowly mutating from friendship into romantic attraction—but before she could work up the courage to tell him what she’d discovered, he’d met Brenda while surfing one afternoon and had been head over heels for the blonde ever since.

While she was attractive in her own right, Cady knew that she was no match for Brenda—Brenda was petite and curvy; Cady was tall and brunette, with lanky, coltish legs, a small bust and slim hips. Around Brenda Cady felt like an awkward tomboy, uncomfortable in her own skin, and for a girl who’d always thought she knew exactly who she was, it was an unsettling sensation.

“Well, I’m going to go talk to some friends,” Brenda said, gathering up her beach things and standing up.

“See you later,” Micky said, eagerly jumping up for a kiss, but by the time he got to his feet, Brenda was already sauntering down the beach towards the muscleman, leaving a sea of dropped male jaws in her wake.

Micky, however, seemed to be oblivious to Brenda’s true reason for leaving. He plopped back down on his blanket and turned smiling brown eyes to Cady. “Isn’t she great, Cady?”

Cady rolled her eyes, but he didn’t notice. “Yeah, great.”

“You know, I’ve had lots of girlfriends before, but I think this time I’m really in love.”

Cady nearly choked. “You what?”

Micky nodded enthusiastically. “I think Brenda’s the one.”

Cady peered over his shoulder, only to spot the muscleman and Brenda strolling further down the beach together, hand-in-hand. <What am I going to do?> she desperately thought, but her mouth was moving before she even finished her mental question.

“Are you out of your mind?” she asked Micky, who jolted back as if she’d slapped him. “That is the most annoying girl I’ve ever met in my life! She’s an empty shell, Micky—there’s nothing to her besides her looks! She’s completely self-centered; she doesn’t want to do anything that remotely resembles fun because she might mess up her clothes or her hair or her makeup; she can’t carry on any sort of intelligent conversation; and she treats you like her personal slave!”

Micky stared at her, his mouth opening and closing wordlessly like a fish’s, until he finally found his voice. “You’re just jealous!” he accused, pointing at her.

“I’m WHAT?” she cried, her eyes widening in horror. Had he somehow guessed her 

secret?

“Jealous because I’ve been spending all my time with Brenda instead of you,” he continued.

“All your time following her around like a little lapdog, more like,” Cady shot back. “At least you and I can debate—what do you talk about with her, which color lipstick you prefer to suck off her lips?”

Micky’s eyes turned dark and stormy with anger, and if Cady hadn’t been so angry herself, she would have shivered at the passion in their depths. “At least I can GET a date—how long has it been since YOU’VE had one, Cady?”

She felt as if he’d punched her in the stomach, and for a moment she couldn’t respond as hot tears filled her eyes. <God, don’t let me cry in front of him,> she begged, trying to gather up the shreds of her self-control. She had never fought with Micky before, and now with the knowledge of her new feelings for him, she felt doubly as hurt, but she knew that she couldn’t apologize for being truthful with him. They had pledged honesty to each other in the beginning seeds of their friendship, and she couldn’t go back on that vow, even if it meant possibly losing Micky forever.

Gracefully she rose to her feet and snatched her blanket from the sand. “Suit yourself, Micky. But when Brenda breaks your heart, don’t come running to cry on my shoulder.”

She turned around and stalked towards the street, her feet kicking up small clouds of sand. All the while she forced herself to take each step forward and not look back.

“Cady? Cady, wait up!” It was not the voice she’d hoped to hear, though; instead it was that of Peter, coming from behind her.

She didn’t stop or even slow down, and Peter finally caught up with her, grabbing her arm. “What happened? Did you and Micky have a fight or something?”

Cady fixed icy green eyes on him. “I told him the truth about Brenda. He wasn’t ready to hear it.”

“But Cady, whatever he said—“

“Peter, please. I don’t want to talk about Micky anymore—as a matter of fact, I don’t care if I ever see him again.”

With that said, she jerked her arm free from Peter’s grasp and continued her brisk pace, heading in the direction of her apartment building, which was one block over from the Monkees’ beach house.

Peter stood there for a moment, wringing his hands worriedly, before running back to Micky. “Micky, what happened with you and Cady?”

Micky glared up at the bassist, hurt evident in his dark eyes. “She’s so jealous over me digging Brenda that she’s trying to break us up! Can you believe that?”

“No, man, Cady wouldn’t—“

“She made it sound like I’m not good enough for Brenda, that I’m just Brenda’s little lapdog! Well, I’ll show her!” With that Micky leaped to his feet and stormed back to the Pad, muttering the entire way.

Tears welled up in Peter’s eyes, and he stared forlornly at the seagulls swooping lower and lower over the ocean in search of fish. “I wish Mike were here…”

~*~

That night Cady lay in her bed, unable to sleep. All she could see in her mind was Micky’s angry face at the beach that afternoon, and his hurtful words rang in her ears over and over again until she finally clapped her hands to the sides of her head in a vain attempt to silence them.

It didn’t work.

Was he right? Was she really trying to break them up because she was jealous of Brenda?

Yes, she was jealous, she admitted to herself, but she wasn’t petty enough to split them up for her own purposes. As unhappy as she was at the reality of Micky having a girlfriend other than herself, she thought that she could probably live with that. What she couldn’t live with was the thought of Brenda breaking Micky’s heart and ruining that playful, childlike quality that she loved so about him. She knew without a doubt that it would happen—she remembered the cozy way Brenda had been strolling with the muscleman, whose name was Bulk, she’d discovered—and she didn’t want Micky to have to go through that sort of pain, despite the fact that he’d wounded her badly with his quick comeback that afternoon.

Cady usually spent her Friday and Saturday nights either studying at home in her apartment, at the Vincent Van-Go-Go or some such other club watching the Monkees perform, or out with a group of friends—but rarely did she go out with one particular guy. It wasn’t her fault, though, she thought; when she did date, she always compared the guy to Micky in her head, and each date fell short, every time. She’d tried everything she could think of to stop herself from falling into this destructive habit, but she couldn’t break it.

And she had to admit that she’d lied to Peter—she did care if she saw Micky again. She cared very much.

Even now, flashes of memory ran through her mind like a movie on a projection screen: the play of muscles in his tanned back as he leaped in the air to smack the volleyball; the way his forehead scrunched and his eyes closed when he sang; his strong but artistic hands gripping the sticks as he played his drums; his lean yet athletic body dripping wet, trunks clinging to him like a second skin as he emerged from the ocean…

Her blood was racing hot through her body, making her restless and wanting.

There was only one way she was ever going to get any sleep, and she cursed herself for being so weak.

Slowly she slid off her camisole and panties until she was naked beneath the thin sheet she slept beneath, the cool cotton stimulating against her bare skin, causing her nipples to rise in response. She closed her eyes, focusing on her mental images of Micky, sliding her hands beneath her small breasts and cupping their fullness, imagining that it was his hands caressing her, his thumbs rubbing her nipples until they ached from desire.

One hand left her breasts, moving down her stomach to the thatch of hair below; in her fantasy she was lying in Micky’s bed as he explored her body, a look of wonder on his face as he saw her naked body for the first time. He touched her as if he were afraid she would break, murmuring endearments to her, making her feel as if she were the most beautiful woman on earth. She could almost feel his soft, warm lips moving over her skin, his breath tickling her inner thighs as his tongue searched out her innermost secret, tasting her before he slid back up her body, positioning himself above her. She slid one, then two fingers inside herself, the heel of her palm rubbing against her clitoris, and her hips bucked upwards as she pretended that it was not her own fingers there but Micky thrusting into her, Micky’s weight pressing her into the mattress as he made love to her, made her his.

She felt the pleasure/tension coil build inside of her, and her breathing came faster and faster until finally orgasm wracked her body in spasms of ecstasy. She cried out Micky’s name repeatedly as white static exploded in her brain, and then she fell back against her pillow, hair damp with sweat, finally drifting off into satisfied sleep.

~2~

Micky rolled over onto his back and stared up at the ceiling for countless minutes before finally giving up on sleep. He leaned over and switched on the bedside lamp—since Mike was off visiting his family in Texas, Micky had the upstairs bedroom all to himself; therefore he didn’t have to worry about waking up his roommate.

He got out of bed and padded out to the landing, thinking that maybe a midnight snack would help him sleep, then carefully made his way down the tornado staircase, partly because he didn’t want to wake Peter and Davy, and partly because of the dark. His eyes soon adjusted, however, and he made his way into the kitchen, where he switched on the small light above the sink and went about making himself a sandwich.

Munching on his snack, he walked over to the large window overlooking the verandah, staring out at the dark ocean, his mind in turmoil. He couldn’t get the image of Cady’s stricken face out of his head, and the more he thought about it, the more it bothered him. He honestly hadn’t mean to hurt her; he’d been so angered by what she’d said about Brenda that he hadn’t been thinking clearly, and the words had rushed from his lips before he could stop them.

But now that he had had time to calm down and think about what Cady had said, he realized with sadness that his friend was right—he was much more interested in Brenda than Brenda was in him. He’d seen her practically run down the beach to Bulk’s side, even though Cady thought he hadn’t, and it had hurt. He really cared about Brenda—okay, so maybe she wasn’t very intelligent and she was kind of superficial, but she was so beautiful he couldn’t tear his eyes from her—and he was determined to win her away from Bulk.

<But how?> he thought. While Micky wasn’t a stork like Mike, he was nowhere near Bulk’s level of fitness, and apparently Brenda dug guys with big muscles. <Maybe if I could make myself look like Bulk somehow…>

Suddenly an idea hit him, and he raced over to the coffee table, digging the car magazine he’d been reading earlier that evening out from the pile that was stacked there. Excitedly he flipped through the pages until he found the classifieds—and the ad he was searching for.

SHAH-KU’S HEALTH AND STRENGTH

Are you a 99 lb. weakling?

Do bullies kick sand in your face at the beach?

Come visit Shah-Ku and go from weakling to bodybuilder in less than 30 days!

100% Guaranteed!

24 Main Street

Malibu, Calif.

MALibu 5447

That was it! The very way to win Brenda over and prove Cady wrong! He decided to visit Shah-Ku’s office in the morning and get more information on the bodybuilding program. <I’m not a weakling, but if it’ll help me get Brenda, I’m all for it!> he thought.

Feeling content now, he went back upstairs to his room and crawled back in bed, turning off the light before immediately falling asleep. His dreams that night were filled with images of beating up Bulk and gaining Brenda’s love.

~*~

Micky paused outside the shabby office building, checking the number above the door against the number listed in the advertisement. Somehow he’d expected more, something fancier and more elaborate—but then again, maybe Shah-Ku was one of those guru types who believed that plain and simple ways were more conducive to learning. He shrugged. Either way, he wasn’t going to find anything out if he stood out here dithering on the sidewalk all day.

He opened the door and walked into the reception area, which was as simply decorated as the outside of the building. The paint on the walls was cracked and peeling, and the few plants scattered about were half-wilted from obvious neglect. <What kind of place is this Shah-Ku guy running, anyway?> Micky thought—and then he saw it.

A huge poster of Charles Atlas tacked to one of the walls with a handwritten inscription on it.

“To Shah-Ku, thanks for the advice—Charles Atlas.”

Micky’s eyebrows climbed up into his hairline. There had to be something to this guy if he had an autographed poster of Charles Atlas, one of the most famous bodybuilders in the country. He reminded himself again, almost sharply, that appearances weren’t everything and set in search of the mysterious Shah-Ku.

There was no secretary in sight, so Micky walked past the check-in desk and pushed open the door just past it. He found himself standing in a large exercise area, filled with all the necessary equipment: barbells and weights, stationary bikes, punching bags, and the like. More importantly, it appeared to be all top-of-the-line stuff. <Maybe he spent all his money on the equipment…after all, that’s more important than how the place looks,> Micky thought.

Suddenly a short, rotund-looking man wearing a brown robe and sandals scuttled into the room, solicitously racing to Micky’s side.

“My dear boy, you’ve come to see me just in time!” he exclaimed.

<THIS is Shah-Ku?> Micky incredulously thought. “I have?”

“Yes…my goodness, you’re a complete physical wreck!”

Micky’s pride was wounded by the man’s remark. “Hey, I might not be in the best shape, but I’m no weakling.”

Shah-Ku drew himself up to his full height and eyed Micky, raising a dubious eyebrow. “Must I resort to calling you skinny to make my point clear?”

Micky frowned, glaring at the little man. “Don’t say that,” he said in a low voice.

“You’re here to sign up for my bodybuilding program, are you not?”

“Yeah,” Micky admitted. “I saw your ad in Fast Cars magazine.”

“May I take it that there is a certain young lady you’d like to impress?”

Micky was shocked. Was Shah-Ku able to read minds as well? “How’d you guess?” he asked.

“My dear boy, female trouble is the reason why 90 percent of my clientele come to me. No need to be bashful about it.”

Micky shrugged. “It’s just that I really dig this chick, but she’s into guys with a lot of muscles…and well….I don’t have that many.” His cheeks turned red, and he stared down at the floor.

“Well, then, you’ve come to the right place.” Shah-Ku laid a comforting hand on Micky’s shoulder. “First of all, I need to run you through a series of tests to find out exactly how weak you are. We’ll start with the rope test.” He gestured to a rope hanging down from the ceiling near them.

Confused, Micky stood in front of the rope, closing first one eye, then the other.

“No, no, you need to climb it,” Shah-Ku corrected, his voice sharp with annoyance, folding his arms across his chest.

“No problem,” Micky said with a confident grin. As a child he’d spent hours climbing on rope ladders and swinging on the monkey bars; he was sure he could handle this. “I’m a little stronger than you think I am.”

With that he took a firm grip on the rope, jumping to gain momentum, but before he could pull himself up, he slid back down to the bottom. Determined, he gripped the rope again and attempted to climb his way to the top, and again he slid back down to the bottom.

Shah-Ku merely shook his head, making a “tsk” sound as he watched.

“It’s this rope!” Micky exclaimed, holding out his slippery palms for Shah-Ku to see. “It’s greased!”

“You see how the mind can make adjustments for things we don’t want to admit to,” Shah-Ku soberly said. “Next are the pulleys.”

Micky wiped his hands off on his trousers as he followed Shah-Ku over to the wall where the pulleys were located. He stood in place, grasping their handles. “Watch this,” he said. “I’ll show you who’s weak.”

He began to slowly walk, pulling the handles as he went and thus raising the attached weights. It was easy going at first, but the farther he moved away from the wall the heavier the weights suddenly became, and soon he felt as if he were trying to pull a semi truck behind him. If he had looked back over his shoulder, he would have seen Shah-Ku pushing back down on the weights, preventing him from moving any further.

Without any warning, the pulleys snapped, throwing Micky back against the wall with an ‘oof,’ his hands becoming entangled in the handles.

Sighing, Shah-Ku freed him. “Finally, the weights.”

Micky stared down at the barbell on the floor in front of him. There had to be nearly a hundred pounds worth of weights attached to it; how did Shah-Ku expect him to lift that?

“Of course, if you’re too weakened by the pulley exercise to try the weights, we’ll skip them,” Shah-Ku said.

This roused Micky’s temper again, and he decided that he had to at least give it a shot. “No, I can do it,” Micky said. “Watch this.”

He crouched down and tugged at the barbell with no success, then lay down on the floor and tried to push it upwards. When that didn’t work, he pulled at one end of the barbell, and with much struggle was able to lift it on end. “See? I got it!” he cried triumphantly, pushing it towards one of the parallel bars nearby. Somehow, with a combination of pushing and pulling, he managed to get it up to waist-level.

While Shah-Ku amusedly watched, Micky leaned back against the parallel bar and rolled the barbell from waist-level to his shoulder, and finally against his neck. “It’s on…it’s on my neck, I think I’m stuck,” he gasped, and Shah-Ku hurried over to take the barbell from Micky, who remained against the parallel bar momentarily, trying to catch his breath and rubbing at his sore neck.

“You’d better sign up for my complete health plan,” Shah-Ku said. “That includes books, membership, and twice a year we throw in a field trip to Turkish Bath.”

“How much is all that?” Micky cautiously asked.

“For you, because you’re so weak, I’m going to make a special deal.” Shah-Ku paused, gauging Micky. “A hundred and fifty bucks.”

Micky stared at the man. “Where am I gonna get a hundred and fifty bucks, man? I’m an unemployed drummer.”

Shah-Ku was unfazed. “Money is no object.”

Micky raised an eyebrow in interest. <Maybe he’s gonna give me some kind of scholarship or something…> His hopes were dashed when Shah-Ku spoke again.

“Hock your drums, bring back the money, and we can sign the contract.”

~*~

After Micky left, Shah-Ku turned towards the doorway leading to the locker room and shower area. “You can come out now.”

Bulk emerged from the room, his squinty eyes looking around suspiciously. “That was close, Master Shah-Ku.”

“Don’t worry, my muscled friend. Mr. Dolenz will know nothing of our alliance.” Shah-Ku nodded with absolute confidence. “You and the beautiful Brenda shall lure him into my trap, and by then, even if he discovers our connection, it will be too late. His drums will be gone, his band will split up, and my revenge shall be complete.”

“I don’t think I get why you want revenge, Master,” Bulk said.

“Of course not, Bulk.” Shah-Ku chuckled. “I was working at the Club Cassandra, showing off my feats of strength and making quite a nice living too, until the owners decided that they wanted to follow the trend and hire rock bands instead of real performers. I lost my job to those Monkees, and now I shall seek my revenge!”

Bulk nodded, but the expression on his face showed that he still didn’t quite understand.

“It’s all right, Bulk, you don’t need to understand. As long as you and Brenda follow my plans to the letter, everything will be fine.” Shah-Ku laughed, and Bulk, confused, joined in.

~3~

Cady sat out on her balcony, an open copy of Shakespeare’s The Tempest on her lap. Her college classes were starting up again in less than two weeks, and she was supposed to have Scenes One through Three read by the first day for her Shakespeare class—but she was finding it hard to concentrate.

The warm sea breeze blew invitingly across her face, and she could hear the sounds of fun and laughter coming from the beach over the noise of passing traffic. She wanted nothing more than to take her book and a blanket and lay out on the beach as she read, but she was too afraid of running into Micky and Brenda to attempt it.

When she had awakened that morning, she’d resolved to stay out of Micky’s life, which meant letting him find out about Brenda on his own. He would be hurt, but there was nothing she could do about it; she’d tried to warn him and only been slapped in the face for her troubles, so the ball was in Micky’s court now.

Though she felt somewhat better having made that decision, she still felt at loose ends about her relationship with Micky. Yes, she had romantic feelings for him, but he was also her best friend as well, and she already missed him, so much so that it felt as if she had a permanent ache in her heart. She didn’t like arguing with anyone—she would stand up for herself if she felt she was being walked upon, but she never deliberately provoked arguments—and she didn’t like being on bad terms with Micky.

<I am NOT going to apologize, though,> she vowed to herself. <I didn’t do anything wrong…>
Just then her phone rang, and she scurried back into the living room to answer it.

“Hello?”

“Cady, thank goodness you’re home.” It was Peter, and he sounded frantic.

“What’s going on?” she curiously asked.

“Mike’s still on vacation, and his Aunt Kate doesn’t have a phone, and I didn’t know who else to call, so I thought I could call you, and I’m so worried….”

“Peter…Peter, slow down. What’s the problem?” she said in a soothing voice, as if she were talking to a frightened child.

“It’s Micky…he wants to hock his drums, and Davy and I don’t know what to do…we’ve both tried talking to him and he won’t listen to either of us…”

“He wants to WHAT?”

“He went to see some bodybuilding guy today, and he’s got to have a hundred and fifty dollars to sign up for this program so he can bulk up for Brenda, but he’s flat broke, so the guy told him to hock his drums for the money, so that’s what Micky’s going to do, and I’m scared of what’s going to happen ‘cause it might break up the group…” Peter began to ramble again, but Cady wasn’t listening.

<He’s going to give up his drums—the one thing he loves most in the world—for Brenda?!> White-hot anger shot up her spine, and her hand shook as it gripped the receiver tightly, her knuckles aching from the pressure. Just as swiftly her anger dissipated, replaced by a terrible, aching sadness. If Micky was going to make this level of sacrifice for Brenda, then she knew she had to make an equivalent one.

“He’s not going to hock his drums, Peter,” she said with certainty.

“He’s not? But what--?”

“I’ve got an idea. I’ll be right over.”

~*~

Cady arrived at the Monkees’ Pad about twenty minutes later, a bag filled with some of her own exercise equipment slung over one shoulder. <I hope this works,> she thought, crossing her fingers as she knocked on the door.

The small peephole door opened, then slammed shut, and a second later the door opened. Davy grinned when he saw her there.

“Thank God you’re here, love. Maybe YOU can talk some bloody sense into him!”

“I don’t know if I can, but I’ll give it my best shot,” she gamely said and walked into the foyer.

Micky was at the bandstand, packing up his drum kit, and Peter paced nervously around the small living room, clutching his teddy bear for reassurance. When the bassist noticed Cady, a huge smile—complete with heart-melting dimples—spread across his face, and he raced over to hug her.

“Thank you,” he whispered.

“It’ll be okay, Peter,” she whispered back. “Why don’t you and Davy leave us alone?”

Peter nodded enthusiastically, and he and Davy disappeared into the downstairs bedroom.

“What’s this I hear about you hocking your drums?” Cady said to Micky, dropping her bag onto the chaise lounge.

Micky whirled around. “Cady? What are you doing here?” To her surprise, he didn’t look angry as she had expected; rather, he almost looked relieved.

“I came by to help you so you don’t have to sell your drums,” she said.

“Peter called you,” he correctly guessed.

“He was worried that the group might break up,” she said. “And really, Micky, you should have called me right off the bat—you know I’m studying to be a phys ed teacher.”

He shrugged, embarrassed by his own stubborn pride, and stepped down from the dais, eying her curiously. “Why do you want to help me?”

She was unable to face him; instead, she stared down at her shoes. “Because I want to see you happy. And if Brenda’s what makes you happy, then I guess I have to deal with that.”

He reached out and placed a finger under her chin, tilting her face upwards until she was looking him directly in the eyes. Her knees trembled as she stared into the dark depths, her heart pounding from his nearness. She wanted nothing more than to throw her arms around him and kiss him passionately, to tell him just how much she loved him. Instead she bit down hard on her lower lip, remaining silent.

“Even though you think she’s all wrong for me?” he softly asked.

Cady swallowed hard. “If she’s what you want, I’ll help you get her.”

Their gazes held for what seemed like an eternity before Micky finally looked away. “Thanks, Cady…and by the way…about yesterday…I’m sorry for what I said, I didn’t mean…”

She waved it off. “It’s okay—apology accepted. Now we’ve got some exercising to do..we ought to start with some light jogging on the beach.”

~*~

Thirty minutes later she and Micky were running down a quiet stretch of the beach, the only sounds being the squawking of the seagulls and the gentle lapping of the waves against the shoreline.

As soon as they’d stepped off the verandah stairs onto the beach, Micky had taken off at full blast down the beach, Cady straining to catch up with him. “You don’t have to be a powerhouse your first time out, Mick,” she softly chided when she reached him. “You’re supposed to pace yourself so you gradually get used to it.”

“I don’t have time to pace myself,” Micky impatiently replied. “By that time Brenda’ll be with Bulk.”

<So he DID see them…> “It’s not going to take that long,” she said. “Your upper arms and your legs are already in fairly good shape from your drumming…we’ve just got to get the rest of you caught up.” <Not that it really needs it…> He wore a thin white t-shirt and cut-off sweatpants that emphasized the leanness of his body, and she thought it was a shame that he wanted so badly to look like Bulk, because in her opinion he was beautifully made the way he was.

“You really think so?” he asked, a look of hopefulness on his face.

“I know so. Your drums are great exercise, and once you start running and using some of the stuff I brought over, you’ll be well on your way. Then we’ll talk about your diet.”  Strands of dark hair fell in her face, having escaped her ponytail, and she blew them out of her eyes.

“You know…,” Micky quietly said, trailing off, then continued. “I really don’t deserve this after the way I treated you.”

“Micky, come on, don’t—“

“No, it’s true. If our situations were reversed and you wanted help to get this guy that I thought was completely unsuited for you, I probably wouldn’t do it,” he admitted. “You were just sticking to our honesty promise, and I beat you up pretty bad for it.”

Tears welled in her eyes, and she looked away from him, blinking crazily to prevent them from falling. “You did hurt my feelings, but I forgive you for it,” she finally said in a small voice. “You know I can never stay mad at you for very long.”

“Must be the Dolenz charm,” he teased.

Cady, however, was no longer paying attention to him. Her eyes were focused on Bulk, standing half-hidden behind a sand dune, talking to a short, squat man wearing a brown robe who was watching them and waving his hands in the air agitatedly. <Wasn’t that how Micky described Shah-Ku?> she wondered. And if that was Shah-Ku, what did that mean? She shook her head at her own paranoia. Obviously Bulk had had some help in attaining his muscular status; perhaps he was one of Shah-Ku’s clients and the older man was overseeing some of his training.

“Earth to Cady,” Micky said, waving a hand in front of her face.

“Oh, sorry…” Whatever the case, something told her to keep silent about what she had just seen until she had more proof as to what exactly the connection between Bulk and Shah-Ku was. “Just thinking about more exercises to torture you with,” she joked.

“I can hardly wait,” Micky answered with a smile.

~4~

Three days later

Micky had never been so exhausted in his life.

He was sprawled out on the chaise lounge after another late afternoon of exercising with Cady—every muscle in his body screamed with pain, and all he wanted to do was stretch out in his bed and sleep for days.

“Are you still sore?” Cady asked, kneeling beside him.

“Does Mike wear a wool hat?” he answered, heaving a sigh.

“I know something that’ll help,” she impulsively said. “Take off your shirt and lie on your stomach.”

“Why?” He eyed her suspiciously.

“I’m going to massage your back so it doesn’t hurt so badly.”

“But—“

“Just shut up and roll over, Dolenz.”

Too tired to argue with her, he laughed and did as she said, folding his arms under his chin to form a pillow.

Cady rose and placed one knee on either side of Micky’s legs, straddling him, then leaned forward and slowly dug her thumbs into the bunched-up muscles at the base of his neck. He let out an involuntary groan as the muscles loosened at her firm touch, and she began to knead her way down his back, her hands gentle yet unrelenting. His body relaxed underneath her ministrations, and a tingling sensation shot up his spine, energizing him. The feel of her fingers caressing his bare skin was surprisingly erotic, and to his complete shock, Micky found himself becoming aroused by the massage.

<This is Cady!> he frantically reminded himself. <The same girl you’ve known since she was in high school—your friend!>
His mind might have been able to make that distinction, but his body wasn’t, and he could feel himself hardening, straining against the restrictive material of his cut-off denim shorts. He shifted slightly, uncomfortably, but Cady’s weight was pressing him further into the lounge, and the movement only aroused him more. If he didn’t do something to stop her soon, he was only going to embarrass himself—and her as well.

<But what can I do?> he thought. <If I turn around or sit up, she’ll be able to tell what’s wrong!> And while Cady would probably react with nothing but understanding, he still didn’t want her to know. He was supposed to be in love with Brenda, after all! Suddenly an idea came to him. He closed his eyes, slowing his breathing and letting out the occasional snore.

Instantly she stopped the massage, leaning down until her face was nearly in his, her hair tickling his cheek and shoulder. “Mick? You asleep?”

He kept his eyes closed and continued to fake sleep, trying to think of complicated math problems and cold showers. He felt her weight rise off his body and heard her quiet footsteps creak across the floor in the direction of the front door. He didn’t open his eyes until he heard the door open and close, and even then it was a few minutes before he had sufficient control of himself to roll over and lie on his back, staring up at the ceiling as he muddled through the confusing thoughts racing through his brain.

Why had he never noticed how pretty Cady was before? He closed his eyes and pictured her face in his mind: wide, clear green eyes fringed with long, dark eyelashes; a straight Romanesque nose; and a full, sensual mouth with a smile that never failed to melt his heart. Her body was slender and compact, well-toned due to the fact that she was a member of her school’s volleyball team and loved to run in her spare time….

He jolted up from the chaise lounge as if he’d been stung by a bee.

He was thinking about Cady as if—as if…

As if he were in love with her.

But he wasn’t! He couldn’t be! Not after all the time and effort he’d put into pursuing Brenda, into improving himself so that Brenda would fall for him the same way he’d fallen for her…

And then it hit him.

His eyes grew wide and his mouth dropped open.

He hadn’t been in love with Brenda at all. He’d only been obsessed with her looks; he’d thought of her as a status symbol, a girlfriend that he could show off to the guys. He hadn’t even bothered to find out what she was really like, and not only that, but he’d wanted to change himself for her, believing that she would never be able to care for him the way he was.

But Cady—she knew him, all his annoying habits and insecurities, and she still cared about him, enough to help him win over Brenda even though she knew that Brenda was wrong for him. And she’d even been right about that, Micky saw now. All she’d wanted was his happiness, even if it meant sacrificing her own peace of mind and risking her friendship with him.

He deserved someone who loved him for himself, not someone for whom he had to change into something he wasn’t.

He deserved Cady.

There was an abrupt knock at the door, and before he could get up to answer it, Shah-Ku strolled in, looking as if he owned the place.

“What’re you doing here?” Micky asked, confused.

“I came by to check up on you, my dear boy—you were so weak the last time I saw you, and you never stopped by with the money for the program.” Shah-Ku gazed around the eclectically-decorated living room with obvious distaste. “It’s no wonder you’re in the shape you’re in, living in this sort of environment.”

Micky glared up at him. “Get out,” he firmly said, gesturing towards the door.

“You’re so delirious from your pathetic physical condition that you don’t know what you’re saying.” Shah-Ku haughtily sniffed, but there was a flicker of something—fear?—in his eyes that didn’t escape Micky.

“I’m not pathetic, and I’m not weak. I don’t need your bodybuilding program anymore. Now I mean it—get out!”

The forcefulness in Micky’s voice startled Shah-Ku, and without another word the little man turned and hustled out the door.

<Sheesh!> he thought. <Why was he so hellbent on getting me to sign up for his program?>
Peter and Davy came in the verandah door, looking as excited as two small children on Christmas morning.

“Micky, since you’ve been in such good health and keeping up with your training and everything, we thought we’d get you a surprise,” Peter said with a wide grin.

Davy made a “ta-da” noise, and in walked Brenda, wearing a green minidress and a slight smile.

“The boys told me how well you’ve been following your…program,” she said with a hint of disdain. “Maybe we could see a movie tonight.”

Micky stared at her. He no longer felt the usual rush of excitement when he saw her—in fact, he felt nothing at all for her except for complete indifference. She might as well have been one of the little lawn elves that Peter had snuck out onto the lawn in Mike’s absence as far as he was concerned.

There was only one person he wanted to see, and he had a lot to make up to her.

“Sorry, Brenda, gotta go,” he brusquely said, leaping off the chaise lounge and darting out the front door.

Brenda stared after him, stunned, and so did Davy and Peter.

“What the hell’s going on around here?” Davy muttered.

“I don’t know, but I wish Mike were here,” Peter said.

~5~

Cady leaned her head back against the edge of her old claw-footed tub with a sigh of satisfaction. This was how she liked to relax in the evenings: soaking in her tub with candles flickering around her and soft jazz music playing on the hi-fi in her bedroom. As always her mind drifted to Micky, and she thought over their afternoon together. Already his endurance was improving—they’d been able to run about a mile before he’d been unable to go on, and she’d worked with him on the small hand weights, increasing the strength he already had in his upper arms.

She flashed back to the massage she’d given him afterwards—she wasn’t quite sure what had possessed her to suggest such an idea, but once he had acquiesced, she’d had to follow through with it. The memory of his warm, bare skin beneath her fingertips still made her shiver even in the hot bathwater. The latent strength that she had felt in his back had made her knees go weak, and the low moan that he’d given when she’d loosened the muscles at his neck brought all sorts of improper thoughts to her whirling brain. She’d almost been relieved when he’d fallen asleep because she’d been on the verge of making a complete fool out of herself, blurting out her true feelings then and there…

Suddenly there was a frantic pounding noise coming from her front door. Alarmed because she wasn’t expecting anyone, she climbed out of the tub and slid into her robe, tying the belt into a secure knot. She padded silently down the hall and into her living room, pausing for a moment to retrieve her baseball bat from the closet, before unlocking her door and flinging it open, her bat ready in her hand.

Her eyes widened when she saw Micky standing there, still wearing his t-shirt and cutoffs from their jog, panting as he tried to catch his breath. His curls were dampened with sweat from the warm evening, and he looked wild-eyed as he leaned against the doorjamb.

“Mick, what in the world--?”

“Hang…on….just a minute….ran….all the way….here.” He bent and rested his hands on his knees, his back heaving as he gulped for air.

“Come in and rest,” she said, putting one arm around his shoulders and pulling him into her apartment.

Micky wrapped an arm around her waist and staggered with her help over to her sofa, where he collapsed, leaning his head back and stretching his legs out. She went into the kitchen and came back out with a glass of ice water, which she handed to him as she sat at his side.

“Are you okay?” Cady worriedly asked, her hand resting lightly on his knee.

He drank the entire glass of water in one long pull and set the empty glass down on her coffee table, glancing over at her. For the first time he realized that she was wearing nothing but a robe, her dark hair a tangled mass over her shoulders. <Oh, God, she was in the bath!> he thought, his mind conjuring up all sorts of images. Water droplets slid along her jaw, down her neck to her collarbone and the valley of her breasts, and the overwhelming urge to trace the droplets’ path with his fingers nearly overcame him.

“Yeah,” he said, taking a deep breath and closing his eyes for a moment, summoning up all of his self-control.

“What’s so important that you had to run all the way over here at—“ She checked her wall clock. “Eight-thirty at night? When I left the Pad, you were sound asleep.”

“I wasn’t really asleep,” he admitted.

“You weren’t,” she repeated, confused.

He shook his head. “I was just pretending to be because I needed to think.”

“About what?” She shifted slightly, and her robe gaped open a bit further, revealing even more of her lightly-tanned flesh.

Micky swallowed hard. “About Brenda…and you.”

“Me?” Her breath caught in her throat as she stared at him. His damp, sweaty shirt clung to him like a second skin, outlining his chest and upper arms, and she tried to think about anything except how delicious he looked sprawled out on her sofa.

“I realized something today, and I wanted to tell you about it as soon as possible.”

“Okay…”

“I’m not in love with Brenda anymore. In fact, I don’t think I ever really was.”

The breath escaped her lungs in a soft ‘whoosh’ of relief. “You don’t? But Mick, you were so crazy about her…”

“Crazy about her looks,” Micky corrected her. “You were right, Cady, there’s nothing more to Brenda than good looks, and I was treating her more like a trophy than the woman I loved.” He shrugged. “I wanted to look more like Bulk so I could win her over, but then it hit me—I need to be with someone who loves me for me, not for what I might be able to turn myself into.”

Cady fought to find her voice. “That’s what I was trying to tell you all along.”

“And all I could think about was how you were willing to help me win Brenda, even though you didn’t think she was right for me…and I suddenly started seeing things in a different light.”

Her heart pounded faster as she gazed into his almond-shaped eyes. There was a new emotion in them that she’d seen before, but always directed at other girls, never her.

Love.

“You…have?” It was all she could do to keep her voice from squeaking on the last word.

“I’m really going out on a limb by saying this…I don’t want to screw up our friendship, but I can’t keep it inside anymore…” He trailed off, taking a deep breath. “I love you, Cady.”

It was what she’d wanted to hear him say for so long, and now that the words had actually left his lips, she couldn’t believe them. “You what?”

He repeated himself, a wide grin spreading across his face. “I love you. I don’t know, maybe I’ve always loved you, maybe I’ve just been too damn stubborn to see it. But I saw it today, and I had to tell you, which is why I nearly killed myself running over here…” His grin faded at the sober expression on her face. “Hey, what’s wrong?”

“How do I know that this isn’t just a passing thing, that you won’t change your feelings about me the way you did Brenda?”

His heart leaped with hope. Surely she wouldn’t be asking such a question if she didn’t feel the same way about him as he did her. “Maybe this will help convince you.” He reached out, caressing her face, memorizing her features with his fingers, and she closed her eyes, leaning into his touch as if she’d hungered for it. He moved closer, gazing at her face for a moment before brushing his lips against hers in a gentle, loving kiss.

Her eyes fluttered open, and to his surprise, he could see tears shining in them, making the green color almost luminescent and heartbreakingly beautiful. She blinked, and the tears spilled down her cheeks before she could stop them.

“You’re crying,” he stated, puzzled by her reaction, as he brushed the tears away with his thumbs.

“I know…it’s just because I’m so happy,” she admitted. “Right when I finally figured out that I was in love with you, you met Brenda…”

“And then I went and told you I thought I was in love with Brenda, that she was the one,” Micky said with dawning understanding, and Cady nodded.

“That was part of the reason I acted the way I did on the beach—but even if I wasn’t in love with you, Mick, I would have told you she wasn’t right for you.”

“No,” he agreed, “the right girl was in front of me all along.” He trailed his finger along her jawline. “Say it to me, Cady.”

“Say what?” Her eyebrows drew together in bewilderment.

“That you love me. I want to hear it from you.”

She smiled as her hand closed over his. “I love you, Micky Dolenz, as infuriatingly blind and stubborn as you can be at times.”

He laughed. “I think we’ve wasted enough time, don’t you?”

Before she could answer, his lips claimed hers again, but this time the kiss was more intense, more passionate than the first. Her mouth opened willingly beneath his, and their tongues entwined as Micky’s arms slid around her waist, pulling her closer to him. A small sigh escaped her throat when Micky briefly broke lip contact, sliding his hands up to cradle the back of her head, tangling his fingers in her dark hair. He gazed deeply into her eyes before brushing his lips against hers in a series of small kisses that nearly drove her crazy.

“Cady,” he hoarsely said, drawing back, “if you don’t want this to go any further, we’d better stop here.”

Her eyes were slightly unfocused from his kisses, but it only took her a minute to catch on to what he was alluding to and even less time than that to formulate a response. 

“Why should we waste any more time?”

~6~

Micky was struck speechless for the first time in his life, not sure he’d comprehended her words correctly, and so all he could do was stare at her. Her hair was damp and wild from where he’d run his fingers through it, her green eyes smoldered with desire, and her lips were swollen slightly from his kisses. How had he ever thought Brenda was the more beautiful of the two?

Common sense forced its way through his hormone-ridden thoughts. Everything seemed to be happening so fast; he wanted to make sure that this was something Cady really wanted, that it wasn’t just a spur-of-the-moment decision. “Are you sure, Cady?” he quietly asked.

She gently caressed his cheek. “I’m positive, Mick. We’ve known each other for what, four years now? I think that’s long enough to wait.” Without saying another word, she rose from the sofa and reached her hand towards him in invitation.

He grasped her hand and allowed her to pull him to his feet, leading him to her bedroom.

In the year that Cady had lived in the apartment, Micky had visited her many times but never been in her room before, and he looked around him curiously. Candles were placed everywhere strategically, and their soft light flickered, highlighting the pale green of the walls. Books and papers covered at least half of the wooden floor from Cady’s studies, and she bent to quickly clean them up as he continued to peruse the room. Only two posters hung on the walls: one was a peaceful waterfall scene, the other an advertisement for a jazz festival that had taken place in downtown Malibu the previous spring—he remembered attending it with her. Quiet jazz music floated from the speakers of the hi-fi system set up on her dresser. The entire effect was very relaxing yet seductive, and Micky wondered if somehow, deep inside, she’d known what was going to happen here tonight.

Invariably his eyes roamed to the bed, which had a wrought iron frame and was covered with a lacy white eyelet spread, several fluffy pale green pillows plumped up near the headboard. All in all, the room was simple and practical, yet beautiful and romantic, much like Cady herself.

The next thing he knew, she was in his arms, her body pressing against his, and he could smell the vanilla shampoo she’d used in her hair and the clean freshness of the soap on her skin. It struck him suddenly just how natural this felt, how she fit into his embrace as if she’d been made for him, and the thought made his heart swell with emotion. He’d never felt this way about any girl before, and now he could see just how much he’d missed out on all these years. He slid his arms around her waist and buried his face in the curve of her neck, fighting back tears.

She seemed to understand his melancholy; she wrapped her arms around his neck and placed one hand at the back of his head, gently stroking his curls. They held each other wordlessly for a few moments before slowly their bodies began to sway to the melody of the mournful love song playing on the radio. Micky’s hands moved to her back, one low, fingers pressing against the base of her spine, the other between her shoulder blades, rubbing his palm there in sensual circles. Cady fingered the curls at the base of his neck, leaning her cheek against his shoulder. 

“You know,” Micky huskily whispered in her ear, “it was that incredible back massage of yours that did it.”

“Really?” she murmured back, lifting her head slightly.

He laughed. “Part of the reason I had to fake being asleep was because I was so turned on that if you didn’t stop, it was going to cause a problem.”

She pressed her hips against his and laughed as well. “Somehow I don’t think it’s going to be a problem anymore.”

“Neither do I,” he agreed. 

He turned his head and nudged the corner of her mouth with his; she met him halfway, and the kiss that resulted was wet and hot and wild, like nothing either had experienced before. Her fingers moved to his waist and tugged the hem of his t-shirt insistently upwards. He raised his arms, breaking off the kiss, and permitted her to pull the shirt over his head and fling it away. She ran her hands down his shoulders to his arms, now able to fully savor the feel of his bare skin beneath her fingertips, then she dropped a series of kisses along his jawline and down the side of his neck, tonguing the vulnerable spot at the base of his neck as she made her way to his chest. A smile curved her lips at the vibration of the moan in his throat at the contact. His skin was tangy with sweat, smelling of the beach: a combination of coconut-scented suntan lotion, the salty sea air and the warm earthiness of the sand. Her fingers slid down across his stomach, his muscles twitching slightly beneath her touch, and when she grasped the waistband of his denim cutoffs, he noticed that she was trembling slightly.

Micky closed his hands over hers reassuringly. “It’s okay, babe,” he whispered. “You don’t have to be afraid.”

“I’m not afraid,” she murmured. “Not of you, anyway…I’ve wanted this for so long, and now that it’s happening, I’m nervous…because everything between us is changing…”

“It’s a good change, though, right?” Micky anxiously asked.

She met his worried gaze, and a smile spread across her face, lighting it up with the force of a thousand sunrises. “Of course.”

“Do you want me to do this?” he questioned, nodding downwards.

She shook her head. “No. I want to do it.” She managed to unbutton his shorts and work the zipper down, and he let them drop to his ankles before kicking them off. After he removed his socks and shoes, he stood before her in just his boxer shorts, before he peeled those off as well.

She stared at him, admiring his body in the dim glow of the candlelight. While most people would have referred to Micky as “skinny,” she disagreed, preferring the term “lean.” He probably was a bit on the thin side for his height, but he had plenty of strength from his years of drumming, and the muscles that he did have emphasized the gracefulness of his body, didn’t overpower his appearance and make him clumsy as more developed muscles did in men such as Bulk. He had surprisingly broad shoulders and narrow hips, and his thighs and calves were well-defined, again from his drumming. She threw her arms around him in a hug that nearly knocked him off his feet, nestling her chin in the curve of his shoulder, her breath warm against his neck.

“What’s that for?” he asked.

“I can’t believe you thought you had to look like Bulk to be attractive,” she said, kissing him just below his ear. “You’re beautiful just the way you are.”

Micky’s cheeks turned hot. He’d never been called beautiful before, not even by his own mother, and while he was embarrassed that Cady’d used a term normally reserved to describe women in order to describe him, he was also secretly flattered by it. He hugged her back, then his fingers went to the belt of her robe.

He suddenly understood why Cady’s fingers had been shaking as she’d removed his shorts; as he tried to undo the knot, his fingers became thick and clumsy, and he couldn’t work it free. It wasn’t as if he’d never been with a girl before—there had been several since he’d lost his virginity at sixteen in the back seat of his ’57 Chevy—but he’d never loved any of those girls in the way he loved Cady. He wanted their first time together to be special, memorable, and he was scared that somehow he would screw it up.

Now it was time for Cady’s hands to close over his, and he looked up to see that she was smiling at him. “You’re nervous,” she stated.

He blushed again. “Yeah, I guess I am, a little bit.”

“Micky, you don’t have to worry about going out of your way to make this special or perfect.” He nearly leaped out of his skin at her comment. How had she known what he was thinking? “And in case you’re wondering,” she continued, “I know you, I know how you think.”

“I just want everything to be…right.”

“It already is, Mick. It’s special and perfect and right, because we’re together at last. You don’t have to do anything more than just be with me,” she answered.

He thought about what she’d said. “Must you always be right?” he grudgingly asked.

She lifted one of his hands and kissed the palm, making him shiver. “You’d better get used to it, babe. I’m right an awful lot.”

~*~

Bolstered by Cady’s words, Micky again worked at the knot of her belt, finally loosening it. Her robe fell open, and he pushed the soft material from her shoulders, allowing it to fall and pool around her feet. He drank in the image of her naked body: her golden skin; her small, firm breasts; the seductive dip of her waist and curve of her hips; her long, lean legs, toned from her years of exercise.

Color bloomed in her cheeks at his intense visual scrutiny, and she shifted from foot to foot uncomfortably, glancing away from him shyly.

“Hey…” He stepped closer to her, until their faces were mere centimeters apart. “Don’t be embarrassed, Cady. You’re absolutely lovely.” He reached out and traced the line of her collarbone with his index finger, and then the finger dipped lower, following the curve of her breast and circling around one of her nipples. She sucked in her breath as his hand cupped her and he bent his head, his lips caressing first one breast and then the other, kindling a small ball of fire in her belly that slowly began to spread outwards until every part of her body was tingling.

“Come to bed?” he invited, his eyes dark with passion.

She couldn’t speak; the words froze in her throat, and all she could do was nod mutely. Micky tugged her over to the bed, ripping off the coverlet and the blankets, until all that was left covering the mattress was the top sheet. Before she could think about what was happening, she was lying on her back and Micky was on top of her, nibbling her earlobe down to her neck, his mouth making its way to her breasts again, swirling his tongue around her hardened nipples until she thought she was going to explode.

“You taste good,” he whispered, licking and kissing his way down her torso to her flat stomach, pausing to give special attention to the hollow of her bellybutton. Her skin burned from his touch, but that was nothing compared to the sensations that rocked her body as he buried his face between her legs and closed his mouth over her, his hands firmly gripping her thighs.

<Much, much better than fantasy,> she thought and then all rationality left her—her hips jerked upwards, and she let out a sharp cry as his tongue found her clitoris. She gripped the back of his head, pressing him into her, preventing him from moving away. Her fingers tangled in his curls as he drove her closer and closer to the edge, and she found that she could no longer remain still, her body writhing on the bed, his fingers digging into her skin as he gripped her even more tightly. Sensing that her orgasm was building, he released one of her legs and slid one finger, then another inside of her, switching between licking and sucking her clitoris as he slowly moved his fingers in and out.

The ball of white fire kindling inside her stomach now shot outwards and consumed her in its blaze, nearly blinding her. She cried out his name, tugging painfully at his hair as she contracted around his fingers, squeezing them like a vise. When she finally came back to earth, Micky had crawled back up beside her and gathered her into his arms for a hug; her skin, still sensitive from her orgasm, tingled crazily from his touch.

“You okay?” he whispered. “I thought it might be better for you if…well…you know….”

“Yeah,” she panted, trying to catch her breath. “That was…amazing….”

Micky grinned, brushing tendrils of hair from her sweaty face. “No, we haven’t even gotten to the amazing part yet.”

~7~

Feeling more confident, Cady pushed Micky so that he was reclining back on the bed, beginning to give him the same treatment he’d given her just moments before.

“Cady, do you…are you sure…..?” Micky hesitantly asked, and she laid a finger across his lips, silencing him.

“Just hush and lie back. It’s my turn,” she said with a wicked smile. 

She stretched out on top of him, enjoying the feel of his naked body beneath hers, her nipples rubbing against the hair on his chest, his erection pressing against her stomach. Her mouth possessed his in a long, wet, erotic kiss, and then her lips moved down his neck, his pulse throbbing against her tongue, to his chest, tasting the tangy flavor of his sweat. With deliberate slowness, she tongued his nipples in the same manner he’d done hers, and she smiled again as he let out a small noise, a cross between a sigh and a moan. Her hands roamed his body, learning which caresses pleased him more than others, and she filed his reactions in her memory for future use.

She paused when she reached his stomach, lightly running her fingers through the thin line of hair that ran along his bellybutton and further down, feeling his muscles tighten and quiver. It was strange, she thought to herself, just how comfortable she felt here in bed with Micky when she’d never been intimate with a man before. She’d always thought that she would be too nervous or afraid to truly enjoy herself, but instead she was following her own instincts and doing what she sensed would please Micky. It was nice to feel comfortable with your lover, and perhaps, she mused, that was one benefit of starting such a relationship with your best friend…

She wrapped her hand around his erection and began to stroke him leisurely, noting how soft his skin felt to her touch, but at the same time she could feel a pulsing beneath the skin; it was jerking and growing even more beneath her hand, and she was fascinated by it, watching it curiously. He moved his hips to the rhythm of her hand, and he whispered hoarsely, “Please, Cady…”

She understood what he wanted her to do without him having to ask, and she bent her head, her left hand continuing to grasp him, and ran her tongue along the rim of his penis, her hair lightly brushing his groin. His fingers dug into the bunched-up sheet, and his eyes rolled back into his head as he let out a loud groan. Pleased by this, Cady licked the underside in one long movement as she would have a lollipop, her right hand reaching down to fondle his balls. She slowly drew him into her mouth, being careful not to accidentally nip him with her teeth, the suction she inadvertently created nearly driving him wild.

She moved up, hoping to tease him by only caressing the tip, but he released his death-grip on the sheet, grasping the sides of her head, his fingers pushing her hair back so that he could see her face. “Whatever you do,” he breathed, “don’t stop now…” She swirled her tongue around him, sucking him, caressing him, his hips thrusting in a steady movement, echoing the drumbeat of their intermingled pulses. He was completely unaware of anything else except for how good her mouth and her fingers felt as she drew him closer to his climax.

Suddenly he could feel the familiar tingling at the base of his spine, and his body shuddered, frozen momentarily, then he came in her mouth, calling out her name over and over, his body jerking for several minutes until he finally collapsed onto the bed, sweaty and exhausted but still aroused.

Cady’s face was blissful, almost radiant as she slithered up to cuddle beside him, resting her cheek against his chest, running her fingers through the hair there. An immense feeling of power pulsed through her veins; knowing that she had brought him that much pleasure, that she held that sort of control over him was heady indeed. 

“Are you sure you’ve never done this before?” he whispered against her hair.

She laughed, a low, throaty chuckle that was almost seductive in tone. “Positive.” She looked up, meeting his gaze. “And I know this is going to sound incredibly corny, but I’m glad I waited for you. I don’t think it would have been this good with anyone else.”

He trailed a finger along the side of her face and over her lips. “No, it doesn’t sound corny—in fact, it makes perfect sense to me. And I can honestly say it’s never been this good with anyone else for me.”

Warmth flooded her at his words, and she leaned up to kiss him once again, her arms winding around his neck and one leg snaking around his hips so that she was half-straddling him. Why had it taken her so long to realize that he was the man for her; why had she waited so long to tell him her true feelings? Oh well, she thought, that was all in the past; he was here with her now, and they had plenty of time to make up for what they had missed…

Micky’s hands went to her hips and moved her away from him so that he could sit up. “Protection, babe,” he succinctly explained at the sulky pout on her face.

She blushed with embarrassment. She’d been so carried away at finally being with him that the thought of birth control hadn’t even crossed her mind; she was glad that at least one of them was thinking sensibly, though she honestly wouldn’t have believed that it would be Micky taking the responsibility. This was a side of him she’d never seen before, and she loved him all the more for it.

After he’d removed the condom from his wallet and slid it on, he returned to Cady’s embrace, slowly parting her thighs. “Are you ready?” he asked her.

“I’ve never been more ready for anything in my life,” she answered with an encouraging smile, her legs already beginning to wrap around his waist, guiding him to her.

He stroked her cheek with the backs of his fingers. “I love you, Cady.”

Her eyes bore straight to the depths of his soul. “I love you, too, Micky.”

He slowly entered her, pushing into her inch by inch until he reached the barrier of her virginity; she sucked in her breath, her fingers digging into his shoulders as she tried to adjust herself to this new sensation. It didn’t really hurt, not as much as she’d been told it would—it was more minor discomfort than anything else—and it felt strange, but strange in a good way, a way she thought she could definitely get used to…He remained still, the only movement being the rise and fall of his chest against hers.

“Mick?” she whispered.

“Yeah?” he shakily said, and suddenly she realized what a toll this must be taking on his self-control. He was holding back until she was comfortable, until she was ready to go on, and she smiled at his consideration.

“If you don’t start doing something soon, I’m going to have to hurt you.”

He laughed and his mouth met hers again, his tongue exploring her mouth as their bodies began to move together in a leisurely rhythm; as their passion built the rhythm increased in tempo until the bed was trembling with their motions. His eyes were closed as he thrust into her, all of his concentration focused on the one spot where their bodies were joined.

“Micky,” she panted. “Look at me.”

It took all his effort to do as she asked. Her eyes were dark emerald with desire, boring into him, and he couldn’t look away.

“Don’t close your eyes,” she said. “I want to see you….”

Their gazes remained locked as they pushed each other closer and closer towards orgasm, and Cady fell over the edge first, her blood pounding madly in her ears as she contracted around him with a cry, her fingernails leaving marks on his skin, her back arching—but she never took her eyes from his. Micky gasped, her orgasm prompting his own, and he moaned as he came, collapsing onto her once he’d finished, his hair tickling her skin.

She stroked his curls as he rested his head on her chest, trying to catch his breath and slow his pulse. “So that’s what all the fuss is about,” she quipped.

“Yeah, babe, that’s it,” he said.

“It was definitely worth the wait,” she answered. 

“How about another round?” He grinned wickedly, nuzzling her breasts.

~*~

Two hours later, Micky sighed and rolled over, glancing at the clock. “It’s after eleven, Cady—I’d better be getting back to the Pad before Peter and Davy have the cops looking for me.”

Cady clutched at his arm. “No, Mick, don’t go…stay here tonight, please?” 

“What am I gonna do about Peter and Davy?”

“Call them and tell them you’re here,” she simply said.

“And blow Peter’s innocent mind right into the water?” He raised an eyebrow.

“Well, just make sure you talk to Davy—he’ll keep it quiet, and he can just tell Peter you’re at Niles’ house or something,” she said, naming one of their mutual friends.

“Sure…better Pete thinks I’m a pothead than a sex fiend,” he teased, referring to Niles’ constant state of inebriation.

She swatted his shoulder. “Just call them…please?”

He gave in. “All right…sheesh, we’ve only been together for a few hours and you’ve already got me wrapped around your finger.”

“I’d rather have you wrapped around certain other places,” she said with a salacious chuckle.

“Good Lord, what have I created?” he mumbled as he got out of bed to use her phone.

She let out a loud wolf whistle. “Cute butt!” she yelled and got his shirt thrown in her face for her trouble.

Micky padded down the hallway into her living room and picked up the phone, praying with all his might that it would be Davy who answered.

No such luck.

“Hello?” Peter’s voice quavered down the line, and Micky inwardly groaned. He could tell by the sound of his friend’s voice that Peter was already conjuring up worst-case scenarios about where Micky was and whom he was with.

“Pete, it’s me,” he said and was immediately cut off by Peter’s panicked babbling.

“Micky, where’ve you been? I’ve been so worried about you; you’ve been gone for almost four hours now, and you didn’t tell us where you were going…I’m here all alone because Davy went out on a date, and I’ve been trying to play Go Fish with Mr. Bean and Mr. Schneider, but they keep winning because I can’t concentrate…”

<Leave it to Peter to play a card game with his teddy bear and our dummy and lose,> Micky thought. “Pete, calm down, man, I’m okay, all right?”

“Well, where are you? What’s going on?”

“I went over to Cady’s to apologize to her….” <And boy, did we ever apologize….> “And now I’m over at Niles’ house—I’m probably just going to crash here tonight, I’m beat.”

“But Davy won’t be back until twelve-thirty, and I’m all alone….I wish Mike were here…”

Micky resisted the urge to beat his head against the table. Peter had always been a bit timid to start with, but after some of the things that had happened to them over the last couple of years, his timidness had blown into a full-fledged fear of just about everything. He loved Peter like a brother, he really did, but there were times when he just wanted to yell at Peter to grow up. This was one of those times.

Biting his tongue, he said, “Why don’t you call up Mrs. Purdy and see if she’d let you stay there until Davy gets home? You know she doesn’t like being alone at night, either—I’m sure she’d welcome the company, and she’d probably even fix you a late-night snack.” He knew that would do the trick; Mrs. Purdy, the boys’ elderly next-door-neighbor, was like a substitute grandmother for them, and her cooking was out of this world.

Peter’s voice seemed to brighten. “Hey, that’s a great idea, Micky. I’ll call her as soon as I get off the phone with you.”

“Great. I’ll see you in the morning, then, okay?”

“Okay. And Micky?”

“Yeah?”

“I’m glad you fixed things up with Cady. She’s a really groovy girl, and she digs you a lot. In fact, I think she’s sort of got a crush on you.”

Micky was startled. How had Peter, in all his naivete, been able to see something that he, Micky, could not? Maybe Peter was a little smarter than they gave him credit for. “That’s one of the things we talked about, Pete,” he gently said.

“Does that mean you’re dating her now?”

Micky had to grin at that one. “Yeah, I would say it does.” <If that’s what you want to call it,> he mischievously thought.

“Hey, wow, I’m really happy for you guys. I think I’ll call Cady before I go and tell her congratulations…”

<Shit….> “Um…no…I don’t think that’d be a good idea, Pete…see, she’s got a class early in the morning, and she told me she was going to bed early…so she’s probably already asleep…,” he quickly lied, hoping Peter would forget that Cady’s classes didn’t start up for another couple of weeks. <Well, it wasn’t a total lie…she did go to bed early…>
“Oh, okay, I’ll call her tomorrow then. Night, Micky.”

“Night, Pete.” Micky let out a sigh of relief as he hung up the phone. That had been a close one. He knew that eventually he’d have to explain his relationship with Cady to Peter, because he fully intended on spending a lot more of his nights at her apartment—but he wasn’t up to a birds-and-bees lecture tonight.

He went back to Cady’s bedroom to find her blowing out the candles, which were mostly pools of melted wax by this point.

“How’d it go?” she asked, glancing up at him.

“I got Peter,” he answered, flopping onto the bed.

“Yikes.”

“He’s home alone because Davy went out on date number 8362, and he was playing cards with his teddy bear and Mr. Schneider,” Micky continued, staring at the ceiling.

“Poor Peter,” she said, trying not to chuckle.

“And he was worried sick because he didn’t know where I was.”

“So what’d you tell him?” she asked, finding her way to him in the dark and resting her head on his shoulder.

“I told him that I’d patched things up with you and that we were dating now, and that I was staying over at Niles’ house.”

“What’d he say to that?”

“Well, he wasn’t happy at the idea of being alone until Davy gets home, so I suggested that he go over to Mrs. Purdy’s house, and he snapped that right up. He did say that you were groovy, and he was happy for us because he had the idea that you had a crush on me.”

“Peter said that?” she said, jolting up. “How’d he figure that out?”

Micky shrugged, pulling her back down to him and brushing his lips against the top of her head. “Beats me. He must be more on the ball than we think he is.”

“Certainly smarter than we were,” she agreed, wrapping her arm against his waist as his slid around her shoulders.

“We’d better get some sleep,” Micky said, yawning and closing his eyes.

“Micky?” Cady whispered.

“What?”

“I’m really glad tonight happened.”

His smile was so bright that she could see it gleam through the darkness. “Me too, babe, me too.”

~*~

“WHAT?” Shah-Ku exploded, glaring at the lovely blond woman cowering before him.

“He wouldn’t go out with me tonight. In fact, I didn’t get a chance to say a thing—he bolted right out the door like I didn’t exist. He just said he had to go, “ Brenda replied, tears shimmering in her eyes as she stared at the fitness guru.

“Hey, Master, go easy on her, would you? It’s not her fault,” Bulk said, stepping in to defend his girlfriend, and Brenda shot him a smile of gratitude.

Shah-Ku began to pace around the room, thinking furiously. “You’re right, Bulk. It isn’t Brenda’s fault at all.” He stopped pacing and faced Brenda, this time with a look of fatherly concern on his face. “I saw Mr. Dolenz jogging on the beach a couple of days ago with a young lady—thin, dark-haired, looks like she works out regularly. Do you know who she is?”

Brenda made a face. “That’s Cady Hansen. She’s a friend of Micky’s—she’s got a big crush on him, practically drools all over him every chance she gets. She hates my guts.”

“Do you know where she lives?”

“Sure—in the Stonehenge Apartments, over on Chestnut Lane…about a block over from Micky’s place. Why?”

Shah-Ku grinned evilly. “I think I’ve just come up with Plan B. Bulk, listen carefully…”

~8~

Cady bolted straight up in bed, her heart pounding and her eyes darting wildly about the darkened room. She wasn’t quite sure what had caused her to awaken; she hadn’t been having a nightmare, and Micky was still sound asleep at her side. She slowed her breathing down and carefully listened, but the only sounds she heard were the soft music drifting from her hi-fi and Micky’s breathing. She thought that maybe she’d heard something out of the ordinary, but it had obviously been her imagination. She lay back down and snuggled against Micky, who mumbled a bit but didn’t awaken.

She had just closed her eyes when she heard it again—this time she recognized it as a creaking noise, almost the sound of someone’s weight on the wooden floorboards. This time she knew she hadn’t imagined it, and she reached over to prod Micky.

“Mick? Wake up!” she whispered.

He shifted position slightly in his sleep but still didn’t awaken, his light snoring starting up again.

<I guess I really wore him out,> she thought with a slight smirk. <I’ll take care of this—it’s probably not anything at all…just the floorboards settling or something…>

She climbed out of bed and pulled on a T-shirt and shorts, stopping to grab her baseball bat on the way, just in case. Wielding it over her shoulder, she silently tiptoed down the hallway and peered around the corner into the living room. Her mouth dropped when she spotted Bulk clumsily stumbling about, as if he were trying to find something.

<What the hell is he doing in here?> she wondered, her mind working furiously to put together the connections between Shah-Ku’s apparent insistence that Micky hock his drums, her spotting of Shah-Ku and Bulk together on the beach, and now Bulk’s appearance here in her apartment. She didn’t like what she was coming up with one bit.

Nevertheless, she wasn’t going to let him just barge in her apartment and do whatever he planned to do. Letting out a wild banshee yell, she flew into the living room, her bat swinging. The element of surprise was on her side; Bulk barely had time to react before she struck him neatly in the knees, and he dropped to the floor in pain. Before she could demand of him his purpose for being in her apartment, a hand clapped a damp, sweet-smelling cloth over her nose and mouth, and her body sagged as her world swirled into darkness…

~*~

Micky’s eyes slowly fluttered open as the sunlight filtering through Cady’s lacy white curtains brightened the room, and he mumbled a few invectives to himself as he rolled over, his arms searching for Cady.

She wasn’t there.

He sat up and rubbed his eyes, yawning and stretching. One glance at the alarm clock told him that it was seven-thirty in the morning, and he wondered where she would be. He knew she wasn’t fixing breakfast; no smells of cooking food or brewing coffee drifted into his nostrils when he breathed in, and though she was an early riser, she preferred to exercise in the late afternoon or early evening, so he knew she hadn’t gone jogging.

He threw aside the covers and pulled on his clothes from the previous evening, peering into her bathroom. Everything was as she had left it when he’d arrived; the now ice-cold bath water was still in the tub, and her towel still lay in a heap on the floor. The only thing missing, he noticed, were her clothes, but maybe she’d thrown those into the white wicker hamper. Curious, he walked over and lifted the lid, digging through the clothing inside only to find that no, her jogging clothes from the day before were not inside.

<What the hell is going on here?> he thought, a pit of worry beginning to grow in his stomach, which growled at him impatiently for food.

He stepped out into the hallway, all the time searching for clues as to Cady’s whereabouts, and it wasn’t until he entered the living room that he realized something had gone horribly wrong. 

Her sofa had been shoved out of place; her coffee table overturned and the area rug beneath bunched up, telling Micky that there had been a struggle. Cady’s baseball bat lay on the floor, slightly splintered on one side as if something had been struck with tremendous force. His heart sinking, Micky carefully took off his t-shirt and wrapped it around the handle of the bat, lifting it to see if there were any signs of blood. Much to his relief, there were none.

But his fears were not completely assuaged.

If Cady had been going somewhere, she would have woken him up, or if unable to rouse him, she would have left him a note.

The scene in her living room made it abundantly clear that Cady had not left the apartment of her own free will, that she had fought whomever had taken her until she had been overpowered.

He sank onto the sofa, burying his face in his hands, his heart drumming rapidly with worry and fear. Who had taken Cady? And why? Why hadn’t he heard what was going on? His eyes burned with tears, and as he lowered his hands, something near the corner of the coffee table caught his attention. He leaned over and realized that it was an envelope with his name written across the front in vaguely-familiar handwriting. Curious, he opened it and the blood in his veins turned to ice as he read the note within.

“Mr. Dolenz:

We have your girlfriend Cady, and we are holding her hostage to ensure that you meet our demands.

Hock your drums and bring the money and the pawn shop receipt to 24 Main Street by noon today, and we’ll negotiate her release.

The Atlas Club”

Micky sank back down onto the sofa, the note hanging limply from his hand. He knew now without a doubt that Shah-Ku was behind Cady’s disappearance—the “Atlas Club” was the tip-off—and he also realized why the handwriting on the envelope had looked so familiar to him. It was the same handwriting from the poster of Charles Atlas hanging in Shah-Ku’s office building. Except Micky knew there was no way Charles Atlas had written this ransom note, so that meant that Shah-Ku had forged the bodybuilder’s name on the poster.

<So he’s a fake,> Micky thought. <But why is he so desperate for me to hock my drums and give him the money?> He could understand that the man was out to con him out of his money, but why was he so specific that Micky hock his drums, right down to asking him to bring the pawn shop receipt? There was more to this situation than met the eye, but Micky was damned if he could figure it out.

But now what was he going to do? How was he going to get Cady back? He knew he couldn’t go charging into Shah-Ku’s alone; he needed help—from his friends and from the police.

A plan began to formulate in his mind, and he got up, walking over to Cady’s phone and dialing a number he hadn’t dialed for quite a while. 

“Malibu Police Department,” the voice at the other end said.

“Yes, I’d like to speak to Captain Reynolds, please.”

“Who may I ask is calling?”

“Micky Dolenz. He’ll know who I am…”

~*~

Cady fought her way to consciousness through a thick, heavy haze that seemed determined to weigh her down. The first thing she was aware of was the painful throbbing of her head, the sort of ache she’d felt the morning of her first—and last—hangover. <Man, what’d they give me?> she wondered.

Slowly she raised her head. She was tied to a chair in the middle of an exercise room, her hands bound behind her and her legs strapped at the ankles. 

“Good morning, my dear,” Shah-Ku said, smiling at her. “How are you feeling?”

“I’ve been drugged, kidnapped from my apartment, and tied to a chair. How do you think I feel?” she shot back, glaring at the rotund little man.

“I’m sorry for that, my dear, but you left me no choice, the way you attacked Bulk and all. He’s had to go to the hospital—I’m no doctor, but I do believe you broke one of his kneecaps.”

“Good,” she spat, glaring at him. “I only wish I’d broken his other one, too.”

“My, my,” Shah-Ku said, moving closer to her. “Such a feisty young lady. I can see why Mr. Dolenz has fallen for you. Unfortunately, you’ve managed to foul up my entire scheme, which is why I’ve had to resort to kidnapping.”

“What are you talking about?” She just wished he’d shut up and let her use the bathroom, maybe even get a drink of water. Her mouth was so dry it felt as if someone had laid carpet in it, and her bladder ached for release. 

“My scheme for revenge against Mr. Dolenz and those Monkees.”

“What have they ever done to YOU?” Cady asked, stunned.

Shah-Ku laughed harshly. “Only stolen my life’s work from me! But never mind—I’ll explain it all to you once Mr. Dolenz arrives with the ransom money.”

“Ransom money?”

“To get you back, my dear. I left him a note telling him to hock his drums and bring me the money with the receipt from the pawn shop. That will take care of his band.”

“You bastard,” Cady whispered.

“Ah, but my dear, I haven’t even told you the rest of my plan yet. You see, I have no intention of allowing you to leave this building today.” From the sleeve of his robe he pulled out the longest knife Cady had ever seen. “Watching you die in front of his eyes will be absolutely devastating for Mr. Dolenz…so devastating that he will never recover from it. And thus my revenge will be exacted—for I will never recover from the damage he and those Monkees have done to me.”

<He’s nuts!!> Cady thought, eyes widening at the sight of the knife. 

“Actually,” Shah-Ku said with a smile, “you haven’t ruined my plan at all. In fact, you’ve only improved it. I had intended for Brenda to humiliate Mr. Dolenz, to completely destroy his self-esteem, but I think killing you will be much more soul-wrenching for him. But more on that later, once our guest of honor has arrived.”

Cady had suddenly forgotten about her thirst and need to use the bathroom. All she could think about was that she only had a few short hours left—she could only hope that Micky would figure out what was going on once he arrived at the building, and that she could come up with a way to free herself by that point. Whispering a prayer, she subtly began tugging at the ropes around her wrists…

~*~

Peter and Davy were surprised to find policemen swarming around Cady’s apartment building when they arrived, and even more surprised when they entered Cady’s apartment, only to find Micky in deep discussion with Captain Reynolds.

“Who’s that bloke?” Davy asked Peter. “He looks important.”

“He should,” Peter answered. “He’s in charge of the Malibu Police Department. We helped him catch Babyface Morales while you were in England for your sister’s wedding—remember, that crook that looked just like Micky?”

“Oh, yeah,” Davy said. “But where’s Cady? And why are all the police here?”

“I don’t know, Micky wouldn’t say on the phone.” Peter began to wring his hands as he noticed the mess in the living room. “But I don’t think it’s good.”

Micky spotted them and jumped up from the chair, racing over to hug the both of them. “Hey, guys, I’m glad you got here so fast.”

“What’s going on, Micky?” Davy asked.

“Where’s Cady?” Peter soberly added.

Micky’s jaw tightened and his eyes gleamed with tears. “She’s been kidnapped.”

“WHAT?!” Davy and Peter chimed, both looking shocked.

Micky nodded and held out the ransom note, crumpled in his hand. “Shah-Ku and his thugs came early this morning and grabbed her right out from under my nose. I didn’t even hear her fighting them, or call out for help…..” His voice wavered, and he took a deep breath, his lower lip quivering.

“But Micky, I thought you stayed at Niles’s house….” Peter trailed off, and his eyes widened when he realized the truth.

“I lied, Peter,” Micky quietly said, “and I shouldn’t have, but I didn’t feel like explaining everything to you. Cady wanted me to stay last night, and so I did…not that it did much good….”

“You can’t think that this is your fault,” Davy said.

“In a way, it is,” Micky quietly replied. “Shah-Ku’s using her to get to me.”

“But why is he doing that?” Peter asked.

“I don’t know. All I do know is that he’s a big phony, and he’s desperate for me to hock my drums.”

“So what’s the plan?” Davy questioned.

“I need you guys to run home and pack up my drums—make it look as if we’re getting ready to hock them in case Shah-Ku’s spies are around. Then I want you to put them in the trunk of the Monkeemobile and come here.”

“Then what?”

“You guys wait here with the police while I go to the pawn shop. Captain Reynolds has already called and spoken with the owner—he’s going to dummy me up a slip to show Shah-Ku and he’ll hold on to the drums until later. Then I’m going to go and get Cady.”

“Alone?” Peter exclaimed, looking frightened.

Micky smiled, shaking his head. “No, Peter. There are going to be a couple of undercover officers following me, and they’re going to listen for my signal to come in.” He raised his shirt, showing Peter and Davy that he was wired.

“Are you sure about this, Micky?” Davy asked.

“The only thing I’m sure of,” Micky said, tugging his shirt back down, “is that I’ll do anything to get Cady back. I just found her, and I’m not gonna lose her.” His eyes were steely and determined. “Now let’s go.”

~9~

Cady sighed and slowly rolled her head from side to side, trying to work out the kinks in her neck. It had been hours since she’d awakened in Shah-Ku’s gym, and she was no closer to freeing herself than she had when she’d begun. The knots at her wrists only tightened more as she struggled with them, and if she couldn’t undo those, she wasn’t going anywhere.

Blowing her bangs out of her eyes, she stared at Brenda, who sat across from her, filing her nails and looking bored as usual. Shah-Ku had left for the hospital to pick up Bulk before Micky was due to arrive and instructed Brenda not to let Cady out of her sight. <Like I have a chance in hell of escaping,> Cady tiredly thought.

“So how’d you get roped into this whole mess, Brenda?” Cady asked the other girl, curious as to how exactly she fit into Shah-Ku’s plan for revenge.

Brenda shrugged. “Shah-Ku needed a pretty girl, and Bulk suggested me.”

“What did Shah-Ku want you to do?”

“Flirt with Micky—make him fall in love with me, and then utterly humiliate him in front of his friends—completely destroy his self-esteem.” Brenda looked up from her nails, glaring daggers at Cady. “And then you had to go and ruin the plan.”

“But why? I don’t get it.” Cady played dumb, though she had a small suspicion from what Shah-Ku said.

“The Monkees ruined his career, that’s all I know, especially Micky. He figured that Micky hocking his drums would split up the group, and he wanted to destroy Micky. He thinks Micky’s too cocky, too sure of himself, and he wanted to knock him down a few pegs.”

“Don’t you feel the least bit guilty for your part in this?” Cady asked.

Brenda smiled, a slow, predatory smile that sent a cold shiver down Cady’s spine. “No. Who do you think gave you the chloroform?”

~*~

Micky watched from the safety of the undercover van as Shah-Ku pulled up to the building and parked in the nearest handicapped space. The little man scurried over to the passenger side and opened the door, struggling for a few seconds to help Bulk out of the vehicle. Micky snickered when he saw the cast on Bulk’s leg, starting just above the bodybuilder’s kneecap and running all the way down to his ankle. He knew now why Cady’s baseball bat had been splintered on one side, and a smile slowly spread across his face. At least she’d managed to inflict some damage before she’d been taken…

The smile on his face faded. Yes, she’d been taken, but he was going to get her back.

His eyes were dark as thunderclouds as he watched Shah-Ku and Bulk enter the building. Once they were in, he turned to Snyder and DeLeon, the undercover officers he was working with. “Ready, guys?”

DeLeon nodded, placing the headphones that would allow him to hear Micky’s every move over his ears. He fiddled with a few dials, then turned towards Micky. “Say something.”

“Testing, testing, one, two, three,” Micky said.

DeLeon grinned. “Working fine from this end.”

“Now remember,” Snyder said, “get as much information from him as you possibly can. We’ll need this tape to nail him. I doubt he’s gonna just let your girlfriend go once you give him the receipt—so once the meeting gets to that point, just say the code word and DeLeon and I will come in for back-up.”

“Atlas,” Micky said, his mouth twisting into an ironic smile.

“You’ve got it.” Snyder patted Micky’s shoulder. “And be careful in there, Dolenz. Don’t do anything crazy.”

“Who, me?” With that, Micky slid open the van door and headed towards the entrance.

~*~

“He’s coming!” Brenda cried, racing from the reception area into the gym.

“Good.” Shah-Ku grinned at Cady, whose stomach sank. “Now the fun will begin. Bulk, you hide in the locker room. If I need your assistance, I’ll send Brenda in for you.”

“Sure thing, Master,” Bulk said, hobbling towards the doorway. He stopped for a moment and glared at Cady. “You’ll get what’s coming to you, you little bitch.”

“Just wait until I get untied, and you’ll get what’s coming to you,” Cady threatened. “The baseball bat was only the beginning.”

Shah-Ku laughed as Bulk made his way to the locker room. “Such spirit! I almost regret the fact that I’m going to have to dispose of you.”

“That makes two of us,” Cady said. 

Before Shah-Ku could respond, Micky walked into the gym. Cady’s heart skipped a beat when she saw him—he was wearing his clothes from the day before, his curls wild and tangled as if he hadn’t even tried to run a comb through them. It wasn’t hard for her to tell that he was angry; his mouth was drawn into a thin, taut line, and his eyes nearly crackled with fury. Instead of worrying her, this reassured her. Micky was one person whose anger she hoped never to have fully directed towards her—his Irish/Italian/Indian roots had given him a formidable temper, and while he didn’t lose control often, when he did he put Mike’s temper to shame.

That meant that Shah-Ku and company had no idea of the storm that was waiting for them. She only hoped that Micky wouldn’t become so angry that he couldn’t think straight; otherwise they were both sunk.

“Good morning, Mr. Dolenz,” Shah-Ku cheerfully said.

Micky ignored him. “Cady, are you all right?”

She swallowed hard. “I’m okay, Micky. They haven’t done anything to hurt me.” <Yet…> she silently added.

He must have read her thoughts on her face, because he straightened up to his full height and glared at Shah-Ku and Brenda. “Let her go and I’ll give you the money and the receipt.”

Shah-Ku tutted. “Sorry, Mr. Dolenz, but it doesn’t work that way. That would leave me no guarantee that you’ll stick to your side of the bargain.”

“She’s got nothing to do with this, Shah-Ku. Your beef’s with me.”

Shah-Ku laughed. “Oh, my dear boy, you are sadly mistaken. My ‘beef,’ as you so charmingly put it, is with both you and the young lady here.”

Micky’s forehead scrunched up. “I don’t get it.”

<Figure it out, Micky!> Cady wanted to scream but instead bit down hard on her lower lip. She knew if she opened her mouth it would only make matters worse, so she tried to remain silent, though every instinct in her told her to do otherwise.

“You honestly have no idea, do you?” Shah-Ku’s tone became more agitated, and he began to pace back and forth behind Cady. “You completely ruined my life, and you have no idea why!”

“Why don’t you fill me in, then,” Micky quietly said.

“I worked at the Club Cassandra a year and a half ago—I displayed my feats of strength to the dinner patrons and made a very nice living doing so, until the owner decided he wanted to change the format from a dinner theatre to a godawful discotheque. He started bringing in rock and roll bands and fired me with no notice and no severance pay.” Shah-Ku’s pacing grew more frantic as he told the story.

“So what do the Monkees have to do with this?”

“You were the first band the owner hired before firing me!” Shah-Ku yelled. “I had twenty minutes to clean out my dressing room, and as I was leaving I walked past you and your group. You looked at me and said, ‘Hey, man, nice dress!’, and then you and your friends stood there laughing at me! At me, the great Shah-Ku, Strongest Man on the West Coast! You completely humiliated me, you stole my job from me, and you were oblivious to anyone other than yourself! And that’s when I began plotting my revenge.”

Micky stared at Shah-Ku. He remembered the incident in question, but Shah-Ku had attempted to rudely shove past them, commenting “Excuse me, ladies.” The Monkees had taken offense to his slight, and Micky had retorted with the first comeback that entered his head. He knew, though, that engaging in a debate over who had slighted whom first was not going to do any good at this point, and it certainly wasn’t going to free Cady, who was gazing at him out of huge, frightened green eyes.

“I enlisted the aid of Bulk and Brenda to see to your humiliation—Brenda would encourage you to see me in order to build up your strength, and Bulk would be around to constantly remind you of what you were not. Once I could persuade you to hock your drums, it would mean the end of your band, since you wouldn’t have enough money to purchase a new set—and your band members would be angry with you for being selfish enough to throw your drums away for a girl. And then after your friends had turned against you, Brenda would ‘ditch’ you for Bulk, completely destroying your self-esteem, leaving you a broken man, as I was.” Shah-Ku’s face was lit with glee as he relayed his plan.

Micky felt physically ill in the face of such hatred. How Shah-Ku had managed to twist an innocent misunderstanding into something much more sinister was beyond him. He just prayed that DeLeon was listening and getting the entire thing on tape. “So how does Cady fit into all this?”

“She was on the verge of ruining my plan!” Shah-Ku exclaimed. “She started exercising with you; she convinced you not to fall for Brenda; she was rebuilding your confidence in yourself. I saw it when I visited your home and you ordered me to get out. I knew I had to get her out of the picture, so I sent Bulk and Brenda to kidnap her.”

Micky sucked in a deep breath. Brenda had been involved in the kidnapping? His eyes darted to her, and she gave him a slow, seductive smile. It was hard to believe that just days ago he’d been willing to risk everything to win her heart, and now just the sight of her disgusted him.

“You’ve won, Shah-Ku,” Micky said. “I’ve got the money and the pawn shop receipt showing that I hocked my drums. So now what?”

“So now,” Shah-Ku replied, “we carry out my new, revised plan.” He grabbed a handful of Cady’s long hair and pulled, forcing her head back and exposing her throat. He removed a knife from the sleeve of his robe and held it against Cady’s neck.

She blinked back tears as she kept her gaze on Micky, trying not to think about how cold the steel was against her skin, trying not to lose control at the combination of fear, helplessness, and pure, undiluted rage showing itself on Micky’s face. Her mind raced, trying to come up with something, anything to free her from Shah-Ku’s grip.

“I’m going to slit your little girlfriend’s throat,” Shah-Ku said, digging the knife into the first layer of Cady’s skin. She cried out as a thin line of blood appeared on her neck. “Maybe then you’ll understand the amount of suffering I’ve lived through the last year.”

Micky clenched his hands into fists, and his fingernails dug into his palms. “You and your Atlas Club friends don’t know the first thing about suffering,” he shot back, hoping that Snyder and DeLeon had picked up on the code word.

That was when all hell broke loose.

~10~

Cady surprised everyone in the room—including herself—by screaming “NO!!” at the top of her lungs. She planted the soles of her feet firmly on the floor and jerked her head backwards, putting all of her weight into the motion, the chair rocking on two legs. She butted Shah-Ku in the chin, causing him to bite through his lower lip; he let out a wail of pain and stumbled backwards, dropping the knife to the floor in order to clutch his wounded mouth.

Upon hearing Shah-Ku’s cry, Bulk hobbled as quickly as he could into the room, the crutches making him appear more cumbersome and clumsy than usual. His eyebrows drew together at the confusing tableau of events before him: Cady trying to rock her weight forward in the chair so that she could stand; Shah-Ku leaning against the wall, his hand to his mouth, blood dripping between his fingers; Micky frozen with shock where he stood; and Brenda, crawling on the floor, trying to reach the knife Shah-Ku had dropped.

“Master, what happened?” Bulk asked.

“Get her,” was all Shah-Ku could get out, and he gestured at Cady.

Bulk immediately lumbered over towards Cady, raising one of his crutches towards her threateningly.

Micky’s shock dissipated like a wisp of smoke, and he stormed over, jerking the crutch from Bulk’s hand and tossing it across the room. “Leave her alone,” he said in a low, dangerous tone of voice, one that Cady had never heard from him before. His eyes had darkened and narrowed into angry slits of obsidian, and his jaw was set determinedly as he stared the other man down.

Bulk snickered, leaning precariously on his other crutch. “Oh, yeah? And what are you gonna do about it, you 99-pound weakling?”

Without a word, Micky drew his arm back and punched Bulk in the stomach.

The bigger man looked surprised, doubling over as the breath was knocked out of him. He tried to straighten up in order to fight back, but Micky quickly followed suit with a strong punch to the jaw, knocking Bulk off-balance. Bulk wobbled crazily for a moment, looking like a drunken ballerina, then fell to the floor, his head cracking with a sickening sound.

“That’s for kidnapping Cady and chloroforming her,” Micky growled, glaring at the unconscious man with uncommon venom.

“Very nice, Micky. But you’ve got it all wrong.”

Micky looked up to find Brenda standing with the knife held to Cady’s throat. His eyes widened at the hardened expression on Brenda’s pretty face. “Brenda?”

“I’m the one who chloroformed Cady and got her out of the apartment.” Brenda laughed, gesturing at Bulk. “That idiot couldn’t find his way out of a paper bag. He trashed the living room trying to find her, and then when he tried to grab her, she whacked him with her baseball bat. That’s when I snuck up behind her and drugged her—I even had to carry her out, because that moron kept wailing and crying that she’d broken his kneecap.”

“He deserved it,” Cady muttered.

“I won’t argue with you on that point,” Brenda agreed. “But unfortunately, I still need to dispose of you for what you’ve done to Shah-Ku.” She cast a fond look back at the injured guru. “He’s promised to take care of me, you see.”

Micky stared at the blonde, unable to believe what he was seeing or hearing. Beneath her pretty exterior lay an ugly human being, and he found it hard to believe he’d been fooled so completely by her—he, who was normally an excellent judge of character! 

“There’s only one problem with your plan, Brenda,” he calmly said.

“What’s that?”

“How you’re going to escape once you’ve killed Cady. You’ll have to get past me, and that won’t happen.”

For a moment, Brenda hesitated, her blue eyes flickering with indecision, and that was all Micky needed. He ran to her and grabbed her wrist, squeezing it so hard that she dropped the knife with a yelp. She stared up at him, a tear dangling from her eyelashes, her lower lip trembling. “Micky…you wouldn’t….”

He laughed harshly. “Oh, yes, I would. You made a mistake messing with Cady and an even bigger one messing with me.”

Sensing defeat, Brenda jerked her arm from Micky’s grasp and made a run for the door—only to be blocked by Snyder and DeLeon.

“What the hell happened in here?” Snyder asked, surveying the room and noticing Shah-Ku leaning against the wall, moaning, and Bulk unconscious on the floor. DeLeon handcuffed Brenda, who was sobbing and claiming innocence.

Micky circled around and dropped to his knees in front of Cady, placing his hand to the side of her face, stroking her cheek, his fingers in her hair. “Are you okay, babe?”

She nodded, unable to speak around the lump rapidly forming in her throat.

“Micky, what happened?” Snyder asked again.

Micky turned to face him momentarily before beginning to untie Cady’s ankles. “Let’s just say that Cady and I make a hell of a team.” 

~*~

Later, after they’d gone to the station to give their statements and stopped by the beach house to reassure Davy and Peter that they were all right, Cady and Micky were alone at her apartment.

They’d barely gotten into the entryway before Cady closed the door, then shoved Micky up against it, pressing her lips to his in a passionate kiss. Surprised by her boldness, he stared at her for a moment before his hormones kicked in, and he returned the kiss, his hands moving to her waist and pulling her against him.

“I was so scared,” he whispered.

“Me too,” she whispered back. “I didn’t think I was ever going to get to hold you like this again.”

“I’m sorry I didn’t protect you, babe,” he said, tears shining in his eyes.

“You can’t help it that you sleep like the dead,” she said with a chuckle, running her fingertip along his strong jawline. “Besides, I broke one of Bulk’s kneecaps and caused Shah-Ku to bite right through his lip. I think I did pretty well for myself.”

He managed to laugh as well, but it was forced. “I think you did, too. Better than I did.”

“Micky.” She fixed him with a stern glare. “You stood up to Brenda, and you knocked Bulk’s lights out—considering he’s got about four inches and about fifty pounds of muscle on you, you did pretty damn good. Plus Snyder told me that you came up with the whole plan to rescue me.”

He blushed, not knowing what to say. “I had to do something.”

She batted her eyelashes playfully at him. “My hero.”

This time his laugh was real, and he stroked her hair. “God, I don’t know what I would have done if I’d lost you.”

“Well, thank goodness you don’t have to find out.” She took his face in her hands and drew him closer. “I love you, Micky,” she solemnly said, dropping the facetious tone she’d adopted to keep from breaking down. The truth was that she’d been terrified that she’d never see Micky again, never get to hold or kiss him, never have the chance to let him discover just how deeply she felt about him. As soon as they’d left Shah-Ku’s gym, she’d vowed that she wasn’t going to let that chance slip past her again.

His eyes gazed into hers, so warm with love that she would have felt his embrace even if his arms hadn’t already been around her. “I love you too, Cady,” he said in a husky voice, and then no more words were said as his lips possessed hers once again.

He yanked her t-shirt up, breaking off the kiss momentarily so that he could pull the shirt over her head. She hadn’t been wearing a bra, and his hands cupped her breasts, his thumbs slowly stroking her nipples until they were hard and aching. She let out a slight moan against his mouth, and he let his hands move down her torso to the waistband of her shorts.

“Take them off,” he murmured.

She quickly slipped the shorts from her hips and stepped out of them, kicking them aside, then doing the same with her panties.

Micky thought he’d never seen anything more beautiful or seductive in his life. Her hair tumbled wildly over her shoulders, and she was staring at him with nothing less than unbridled lust in her smoky eyes.

“Now it’s my turn,” she softly purred.

She moved in for another kiss, even more potent than the last one, and her hands slipped up beneath his t-shirt, caressing his abdomen. She laughed naughtily when she felt his erection pressing against her, twitching at the contact. Very slowly she removed his shirt, the material lightly grazing his skin, leaving a trail of goosebumps in its wake, and she dropped it to the floor. The denim material of his shorts felt rough against her bare skin as she wrapped her arms around him, her body fitting with his like two matching pieces of a puzzle. She nibbled on his earlobe, smiling at the soft sigh he gave, and made her way down his neck to the curve of his shoulder. Her hands slid across the muscles of his back, rubbing, massaging, then moved around his waist to make short work of the rest of his clothing, until he was completely naked too.

“You know what?” she breathed.

“What?”

“I think we could both use a bath.”

~*~

Fifteen minutes later Cady had filled her tub with warm water and bubble bath while Micky lit her candles and drew the curtains closed, creating their own protective cocoon. He climbed into the tub first, leaning his head against the back of the tub and stretching his legs out with a contented sigh.

“Feel good?” she asked with a giggle.

“Mm-hmm,” he said, eyes closed in bliss. “I’ll feel even better when you get in here with me.” A lecherous grin spread across his face as he held his arms out to her.

Still giggling, she got in and settled herself in front of him, leaning back against his chest with a contented sigh of her own, her hands resting on his thighs. He wrapped his arms around her, and the two of them stayed that way for some time before Micky leaned forward slightly and whispered in her ear, “Want me to wash you?”

A shiver ran up her spine, and she nodded.

He reached out towards the towel rack and grabbed a washcloth, swirling it in the water in front of her before bringing it to her shoulders. He ran the cloth down her arms, stopping to take her wrists in his hands. Her skin there was reddened and chapped from the ropes that had held her prisoner, and he brushed them lightly with his lips, wishing he could erase the marks those fiends had left on her.

She tilted her head back against his shoulder, seeing the sadness in his dark eyes, and pulled his face closer to hers. “We’re okay, Mick. Got it?”

He nodded. “Got it,” he said before his mouth met hers in another searing kiss.

He dipped the washcloth into the water again and reached his arm around the front of her, trailing the material languidly across her chest. Her pulse increased as he began washing her breasts, cupping and squeezing them. “Mick,” she whispered, her hands tightening on his thighs.

“What?” He ran the washcloth down her torso to her stomach with one hand while the other hand caressed her inner thigh, and he marveled at how soft and slick her skin felt in the water.

“Don’t….stop……please…” Her breath hitched when his hand rose higher, and he slid two fingers inside of her. Her head fell back against his shoulder, and her body went limp against his as he thrust his fingers in and out of her. His other arm wrapped around her, holding her as steady as he could, though she was slippery in his grasp. Her heartbeat was racing beneath the palm of his hand, and it was then that Micky realized just how fragile life was, how close they had both come to being separated forever. He’d been scared, yes, but focusing on getting Cady back had helped him prevent being frozen by that fear—and not once, until now, had he entertained the notion that he would NOT get her back.

“You’re mine,” Micky murmured, removing his fingers and moving his hands to her hips.

“Yes,” she whispered as he raised her slightly, then lowered her onto him.  He wrapped his arms around her in a protective embrace and bent his head to kiss her shoulder as he slowly began to move, the bath water sloshing precariously around them, some of it splashing over the edge.

Neither of them cared.  They were too wrapped up in the moment, in each other, in making sure their feelings were fully expressed, so that there was no doubt in each other’s minds as to the depth of their love.

Some time later, once their pulses had slowed and the tingling of their bodies had faded to a pleasurable memory, Cady turned so that she could face Micky.

“Stay here with me?”

A smile spread across his face, and he wrapped his arms around her again, kissing her forehead gently. “Always,” he murmured.

THE END

