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I love her, but I
also love him.


She’s everything to me.


He sets my world on fire.


It's our dirty little secret, and it’s about to blow our
record deal sky high.


I’m Tommy Blade, the Prince of Punk Rock, and this is our
story.


 


Warning:  This book is for mature audiences only.


 


Tommy Blade is a man with a
secret.  It’s a secret he only shares
with one person, Jessi Blade – and the men he surrenders to in the
bedroom.  Jessi’s
only condition to their tumultuous sex life is that these men are one
night stands.  But when Angel Garcia
enters Tommy’s life, it’s like a match to gasoline.


Mega-talented
punk rock singer Angel Garcia, with his smoldering ebony eyes, tight
leather pants and unstoppable stage presence, is a man who is used to
getting what he wants.  He has his eyes
set on Tommy Blade as his new lead guitarist, and as his life partner.


Jessi
Blade, sympathetic to her husband's bisexual needs, loves him enough to share
him, but she never counted on Angel Garcia to test the threshold of her
marriage.  He makes her life hell . . . and heaven.  He’s her damnation and her salvation.  She wants to hate him.  She wants to
despise him.  But, his charm and raw sex appeal are impossible to resist.  Without warning, she finds herself
falling in love with her husband's gay lover.


At the
height of it all, their punk rock band catapults to stardom.


Their
lives are marred by secrecy, deception and sacrifice.  Feelings of betrayal, backlash from the
sensationalistic media and threats of blackmail send them down a hard road
filled with tough decisions.


They
aren't your ordinary rock stars.  They're radical rock stars.  And
they have a big story to tell.
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Chapter One


“Let’s just get one thing straight, if it’s gets weird for either of
us, we stop.  We throw this guy out of
our bed.  No questions asked.  No explanations.  Agreed?”


Jessi nodded, eagerly.  “Agreed.”


That’s how it all started, two hours ago.


Tommy Blade hadn’t been with a man
in a long time – too long – not since he met Jessi, over a year ago.  He never thought he would confess his secret
desires to anyone, but Jessi wasn’t just anyone.  It didn’t matter that the hard muscles of a
man’s body made his mouth water, or that the scent of a slightly sweaty man
made him dizzy with excitement, he wanted to spend the rest of his life with
Jessi.


He still struggled with the
truth.  He still couldn’t find the
courage to say the words out loud, but Jessi knew.  She always knew what was going on in his
head.  They often shared silent gazes
that transcended the spoken word.  It was
a connection that few people shared.


Tommy was forced to trust Jessi or
else he risked losing her.  He was
determined to make her his wife, even if it meant letting her see a side of him
that he swore he would never let anyone see. 
It was a side he kept tucked away, hidden from the world, brought to
life only during the brief encounters with the men he surrendered to in the
bedroom.


When Tommy met Jessi, he tried to forget about his obsession, but the
broad chest of a handsome man always turned his head and made his insides yearn
for physical contact.  The soft stubble
against his cheek, the force behind a man’s kiss and the strength of a man’s hand
on his body, were all things that sent his heart racing.  Exercising restraint was tough, but Tommy
never acted on his desires.  Not since he
met Jessi.  Not until tonight.


The threesome was Jessi’s
idea.  She simply presented it as a
viable solution for the both of them to find sexual fulfillment, and let the
scenario fester in his head.  At first,
he opposed the idea, but the scenario quickly ballooned into a full-length
erotic fantasy that he couldn’t suppress.


He went to a gay bar, two towns away. It was the same pick up joint he
frequented before he met Jessi.  Its
discreet location provided camouflage and anonymity.  From the outside it looked like an unoccupied
building.  The windows were blackened
out.  There was no name displayed on the
establishment to introduce itself to the world. 
If the place had a name, it was never spoken.  It was an underground club and invitation was
strictly by word of mouth.


The faces changed since the last time he was there, but the intention
was still the same.  It wasn’t a place to
socialize or partake in camaraderie or drop in for a drink on your way
home.  It was meeting place for men
interested in casual sex.  The backroom
served as a shanty for a quick encounter. 
You could stop in, get your rocks off and be on your way in half an
hour.  It was a smorgasbord of
testosterone, a buffet of muscle and beefcake.


Tommy got hard the minute he laid eyes on the place.  He knew the secrets that transpired behind
the façade of the ordinary-looking building. 
Men flocked around him as soon as he walked through the door.  They always did.  A guy once told him that it was the mixture
of his rugged jaw and strong upper body, offset by the innocence of his big
blue eyes that made him so attractive. 
The ladies always said it was his long blond hair and the guitar.


It didn’t take Tommy long to pick someone he wanted to bring home.  Less than an hour later, the three of them
were in his bedroom.  He still couldn’t
believe they really went through with it.


Tommy never expected Jessi to get off watching him with another man . .
. watching him get rammed in the ass by a total stranger . . . rammed so
perfectly in the ass . . . rammed so deep that it felt like a cock was about to
touch the back of his throat from the opposite end.  But she did.


Now that it was over, and they were alone, there was silence.  He waited for Jessi to say something.  Anything. 
Each muted second that passed made his cheeks flush hotter.  When Jessi finally turned to look at him, she
had a mischievous spark in her eye.   She
leaned closer to him, looked straight at him and said, “That was the hottest
fuckin’ thing I ever did.”


 


Chapter Two


Jessi never questioned Tommy’s sexuality.  He wasn’t feminine or androgynous. He was a
rough, tattooed musician who played football. 
It wasn’t until three months ago that his interest in men became
blatantly obvious to her in the way his eyes followed a handsome man.  Tommy knew that she was aware of his
attraction, but he still wouldn’t admit it. 
It was the refusal of his marriage proposal that forced him to concede
to her suspicions.  She knew he loved
her, but she was afraid that if he continued to suppress his desire, one day he
would leave her for another man. That’s why she suggested a threesome.


They continued to have one-night stands every few weeks with random
male strangers.  She never told
anyone.  First, because she would never
betray Tommy’s trust, and second, because it was too unconventional.  People would think they were swingers, and
that wasn’t true.  Even though it was a
threesome, she never had any sexual contact with the men they shared their bed
with.  Occasionally, there might be an
open-mouthed kiss, but that’s as far as it went.  Tommy was always the guest of honor.  He was the center of attention.


She knew their relationship was weird and kinky, but it worked, for
them anyway.  It satisfied Tommy’s urge
to be with a man, and it calmed the fear inside of her that one day Tommy would
and leave her for another man.


Jessi remembered the first time she
saw Tommy. It was at a college football game. 
When he took off his helmet and shook out his long blond locks, it
caught her attention.   He turned so she
could see his face and the color of his eyes pierced through the crowd.  They were powder blue.  His lighthearted smile lit up his face and projected
ease and confidence.


She didn’t see him again until a
couple of weeks later at a party. He stood out with his flowing hair and bright
eyes, and a chest that was made to play football.  But he wasn’t dressed like an athlete. He
wore black skinny jeans, boots and a Metallica T-shirt.  His arms were tattooed and his fingernails
were painted black.  He looked like a
rock star and she was drawn to him right away. 
She didn’t wait for an introduction. 
She boldly offered him a beer and a smile.


When she complimented him on his
rock star image, she learned he was the lead guitar player in a popular local
band called Psychobabble.  Even though he
came from a family of football players, the guitar was his passion.


Tommy was exactly her type.  She
always went for the bad boys, ego-toting jocks, hellions and the like.  But this bad boy was different.  He was sweet and unpretentious, self-assured
without arrogance.  He was polite and his
eyes projected an innocence that captured her heart.  And he had a great name – Tommy Blade.  It was as cool as he was.


Jessi fell for the rock star life the first time she saw Tommy play.
She stood at the front of the stage, waited for the band to begin their set and
jumped as soon as they hit the first note. 
She didn't expect the hardcore thrash metal that the band played, with
their head banging and hair tossing and screaming lyrics that she could barely
understand.  After the initial shock, she
found herself bobbing her head and tossing her hair around like the rest of the
people in the bar.  What surprised her
most was Tommy’s talent.  It was vivid
and undeniable.  There was no holding him
back once he had a guitar in his hand.


During the first song, Tommy slowly walked down the two small steps
that led to the stage.  Girls crowded
around him and reached out to stroke his arm or touch his shoulder as he passed
through them.  He stopped directly in
front of Jessi, jutted his hips and his guitar forward, and played an intricate
guitar solo just for her.  She was in
awe.  The spotlight was on her.  They were the center of attention.  After he finished his guitar solo, he gave
her a quick kiss on the lips and returned to the stage.  The people around her cheered and pumped
their fists in the air.  A drunken girl
next to her grabbed her arm and screamed, “That was awesome!” Jessi
laughed.  It was awesome.


Soon afterwards, Jessi changed her
style dramatically.  She dyed her
shoulder length hair hot pink and had it cut into an asymmetrical bob.  Bright tattoos soon adorned her
shoulders.  Anything black with studs or
spikes became a wardrobe staple.  Mini skirts and fishnet stockings,
always finished off with a pair of studded black leather boots, befitted her
aesthetic.  She was a rock goddess.


Tommy was her best friend, her soul mate, her lover and her other
half.  She couldn’t image a future
without him, but when she started to doubt his sexuality she couldn’t move
forward with their relationship.  Tommy
still didn’t feel comfortable talking openly about his sexuality, but at least
he stopped denying it and Jessi wasn’t stuck with the ambiguity of their
relationship any longer.


 Now that she found a way for
them both to be happy, she finally agreed to marry him.


 


Chapter Three


Three years later


Tommy rubbed his temples with the
tips of his fingers and tried to ease away some of the tension and
frustration.  The checking account was
overdrawn again.  It was his fault.  Jessi worked hard.  She put every dime she earned into the
house.  He was the one that wasn’t
pulling his weight.  Teaching private
guitar lessons wasn’t as profitable as he expected.  He knew he should do more with his education,
but he wasn’t cut out for a nine-to-five job. 
Music was his lifeline.


Jessi deserved better than this
little house in Brooklyn, but it was all they
could afford and they still struggled to pay the mortgage.  It was times like this that he got
discouraged, and he began to think the big break he was waiting for would never
come.  His biggest fear was that he would
end up an aging, wannabe rock star, playing the same local bars for the next 20
years.


Jessi pulled his hands away from
his forehead.  “Stop worrying about the
bills.”


“How can you say that?  We could lose the house.”  He was the one who agonized over the bills
and made sure they were paid.  He was the
responsible one.  Jessi never took
anything too seriously, except the band. 
When it came to Psychobabble, she was all business. She voluntarily took
on the role as the band’s manager, and negotiated fees with local bars to
ensure that they were paid top dollar. 
She single-handedly manned the merchandise table at all their
shows.  It wasn’t very profitable, but
with Jessi’s flashy appearance she drew attention.  There was always a crowd around her, and she
used her charm to promote the band.  She
was very persuasive and easily coerced everyone she spoke to into buying a
T-shirt or CD.  She proclaimed that it
was all to further the band, but Tommy knew that she craved the attention.


“We’re not losing the house,” Jessi
said.  “We always get by.  Everything’s going to be fine.”


Her optimism never wavered, and it
amazed him.  “How can you be so sure?”


“Because I believe in you,
baby.”  She grabbed both of his hands and
held them close to her chest.  “You’re
good.  You’re the most talented one in
that band.  You’re the one people come to
see.  They come to hear you rip up that
guitar. Listen to the crowd the next time you do a guitar solo.  They don’t scream like that for Brian, and
he’s the lead singer.  They don’t scream
like that when the drummer does a drum solo. 
They scream for you!”


Jessi had so much confidence in
him, so much enthusiasm and certainty about his success that it made him
believe in himself.  No one ever
supported him the way she did.  His father
got on his case all the time about getting a real job.  He said that he wasted his college
education.  But Jessi sacrificed her own
education for him.  She dropped out of
FIT, the illustrious Fashion Institute of Technology, in her last semester and
took a job at a fashion house in New
  York City so they could save up for a wedding and buy
this house.  That’s how much she believed
in him.  He was humbled.  He owed her everything.  “I know that making it in the music industry
is a long shot, and we’re taking a big risk with our finances, but when I
listen to the way you talk, you put everything into perspective.  You make me feel like I really have a
chance.”


“Of course you do, Tommy.  You’re
the star of the band.  No matter what
happens with Psychobabble, you’re going to make it.  You’re going to be famous.  I knew that the first time I heard you play.”


 


Chapter Four 


Angel
Garcia always knew he would make it big, that’s why he put all his time and
energy into his music.  Immortal Angel
was an old-school punk rock band that had a substantial following.  The name didn’t exactly scream punk rock, but
the fast-paced guitar riffs, infectious beats and raunchy lyrics sure as hell
did.  Lately, they had been scouted by a
few major record labels.  No offers had
been forthcoming as of yet, but the band was on the verge of getting
signed.  He could feel it in his gut, and
his gut was never wrong.


The
recent departure of the band’s lead guitar player left the band’s future in
jeopardy.  The wrong person in the high
profile role of lead guitar could be suicide. 
He refused to settle for anyone less than spectacular and, so far, no
one had the spontaneous over-the-top guitar riffs he searched for.  He needed a guitar player who could stand up
to his powerful vocals and not get overshadowed by them.  Some were close, and might have fit in
instrumentally, but they lacked the rock star persona that his band
exemplified.  He had no interest in
performing a makeover.  His new guitar
player needed to seamlessly integrate into the band. He wanted someone who had
it all – the look, the sound and the dedication.  He wanted someone who lived and breathed the
rock star life.


Angel
researched local bands on the internet for hours, but no one stood out. He
scrolled through dozens of internet videos. 
Some guitar players had the look, some had the sound, but no one had
both.  He decided to take a different
approach and just listen first, without looking at the guitar player.  He was a perfectionist and maybe it was
making him too critical.


He
clicked on a few videos and closed his eyes. 
He let the music flow through his ears. 
If he felt it, he opened his eyes so he could see the person behind the
guitar.  It was like he was a judge on a
bad episode of The Voice.


Finally,
a catchy guitar riff caught his attention. He didn’t recognize the song.  It was an original.  The music was heavy, not his genre, but he
put that aside and concentrated on the guitar. 
It was good, but he wanted to hear more. 
The guitarist broke out into a talented, thought-out solo. It ended too
soon and he was disappointed.  It should
have been longer.  A truly talented
guitar player would have known that.


He pursed
his lips with frustration and was about to open his eyes, but the twang of the
guitar strings thundered through the computer again and filled the room with
contagious energy.  He felt the beat of
the music.  It seeped into his
bloodstream.  He tapped his foot and
grooved in his chair.  He thought the
solo was about to end, but it continued. 
Angel couldn’t keep his eyes closed any longer.  He needed to see the face behind the music
that awakened his soul, and he opened his eyes.


The video
wasn’t great. It was from far away and it was fuzzy.  He couldn’t see much, especially since the
entire band was head banging out of control. 
Their hair flew in every direction. 
He was surprised no one had an aneurism.


He found
the name of the band and clicked on their website.  They were a local Brooklyn
band.  It wasn’t unusual that they never
crossed paths, even though they traveled in the same circle.  The indie music scene was profuse with
diversity.  He read the band bio and
searched for the lead guitar player. 
Still no photo, but the guitar player had an impressive background. He
had BA in music.  That meant he was intelligent,
serious about his skill.


Now for
the final piece to the puzzle.  Let’s see
what this mystery man looks like.  Angel
wasn’t interested in two dimensional photos. 
He wanted to see the guitar player, live and in action.  He went straight to the band videos.  He clicked on the first one and the video
opened up to the full width of his computer screen, but the camera was focused
on the lead singer.


The
camera went to the guitar player’s fingers. 
He changed chords with lightning speed. 
A blur of black fingernails ran up and down the neck of the guitar.  Angel’s nose was practically pressed to the
computer screen as he waited for the camera to pan out.   At the end of the lengthy guitar solo, the
guitar player was finally revealed to him.


Angel
slowly sat back in his chair.  Fuck.
Me.  His jaw hung open as he watched the
guitar player pounce on the floor, slide on his knees and tear up the
guitar.  He was a rock star.  Angel wouldn’t change a thing about him.  Even his name sounded like a rock star – Tommy
Blade.  He was perfect. Magnificent.
Gorgeous.


Angel’s
hand went to his crotch, and he slowly unzipped his jeans.


 


Chapter Five


Jessi
burst through the front door, bubbling with excitement.  “The lead singer from Immortal Angel called
me today.  He wants you to play for him.”


Tommy
wasn’t very familiar with the band.  He
heard one or two of their songs on the local indie radio station.  The singer had a powerful voice and an
impressive octave range, but Tommy didn’t really like the stuff the band played.  He preferred to play harder music, and wasn’t
very interested in the offer.  “I’m
already in a band.”


“I know,
but this is a paying gig, Tommy. 
Immortal Angel isn’t a bar band. 
They play venues.  They open for
well-known signed bands.  They have four
steady shows a week.  Angel Garcia seems
serious about the future of his band.  He
says they’re being scouted.  And he wants
you.  He made no qualms about that.  Do you know who he is?”


“Not
really.  I have no idea what he looks
like, or his band.  It doesn’t sound like
the right fit for me.  I play hardcore
rock.”  He was vested in Psychobabble and
he had no interest in changing the genre of the music he loved to play.


“Well,
let’s take a look.” Jessi pointed to his laptop sitting at the head of the table.  “I only recognize the name, that’s it.”


Tommy
opened an internet video, and Angel Garcia jumped through the computer screen
and stared him in the face.


Oh.  My. 
God.


Angel
Garcia was sex personified.  He had
straight jet black hair that barely touched his shoulders and a gorgeous olive
complexion.  Two beautiful onyx eyes
smoldered through thick dark lashes.  He
danced and strutted around the stage in tight black leather pants.  His bare chest, covered in heavy metal chains
and black and gray tattoos, peeked through a cropped, studded leather
motorcycle jacket.  He thrust his hips at
the audience and humped the microphone stand.


Tommy was
lost in the video.  He realized he better
close his mouth before saliva overflowed onto the keyboard and fried his
laptop, ending the glorious performance in front of him.  He glanced up at Jessi.  She looked off to the side and listened
intently to the lyrics.  Tommy was pulled
back to the computer screen.  He didn’t
want to miss one second of Angel Garcia.


“It’s really
good.”  Jessi bobbed her head to the
music.  “It’s got a great beat, and his
voice is clear and crisp.  Beautiful.”


Tommy
couldn’t reply or look in her direction. 
He was mesmerized.


She
leaned over his shoulder to look at the screen and a small gasp of breath
escaped her.


“Tommy,”
she put her hand on his arm, “you can’t mess around with this guy.  I don’t care how hot he is, you can’t screw
this up.”


He knew
she was right, but he had no idea how he was suppose to concentrate or control
his desire, around a man as gorgeous as Angel Garcia.





They were
15 minutes early, and Angel Garcia was already waiting for them when they got
to the studio.


“Tommy
Blade.”  Angel’s bright smile lit up his
face.  “I’ve been counting the seconds
until we met.”


Angel
wasn’t wearing the flashy wardrobe he wore on stage.  He retained the heavy silver jewelry, but
wore modest attire consisting of jeans, a graphic tee and black leather
boots.  The charismatic personality that
projected through the computer screen was twice as strong in person.


Angel
shook Tommy’s hand, and held it longer than necessary.  They locked eyes and it was like a
match to gasoline.  The sexual energy exploded in the air around them, and
they were caught in a fireball.


Tommy had
to remind himself to breathe, and to speak. 
“I’ve been looking forward to meeting you, too.”  He patted the guitar case that housed his
precious Les Paul.  “I’m ready to play.”


“Good.  It’s really just a formality.  I watched every video anybody ever posted of
you.”  Angel’s smile widened.  “Twice. 
If you can play my music like that, we have a long relationship ahead of
us.”


Angel
turned to Jessi.  It looked like he just
realized she was in the room.  He touched
her arm and extended his hand.  “I’m
sorry.  I was so excited to meet Tommy,
that I forgot my manners.  You must be
Jessi.”


“Yes, I’m
Tommy’s manager.”


She
always made Tommy proud.  She was a
complete professional when it came to business. 
She made it a point to introduce herself as his manager, and not his
wife.  She said that people didn’t need
to know they were married. It compromised her position as his manager.  People wouldn’t take her seriously.


Angel
took a moment to look at her.  She always
screamed rock and roll, with her deep pink hair, tattooed shoulders, black
studded clothing and five inch heels.  “I
hope this isn’t inappropriate, but I love your hair and your boots, your whole
outfit.  You’re fabulous.”


“Thank
you.  You’re pretty fabulous yourself.”


“Thanks.  Now that we’ve determined that we all look
fabulous, let’s get business out of the way so that when the rest of my band
gets here, we can have some fun.”


Tommy sat
there, smiling and nodding.  Jessi wasn’t
saying much either.  She always believed
less was more when it came to talking business. 
Any other time you couldn’t shut her up, and by the way Angel was
rambling on, he could give her serious competition.


He hoped
Jessi was listening to what Angel was saying, because he wasn’t paying
attention.  He was spellbound by the way
Angel’s eyelashes fluttered when he blinked, the glimpse of Angel’s tongue when
he spoke, and the little sparkle that was always in his eyes whenever they made
eye contact with each other.


Jessi
nudged Tommy with her elbow, and it broke his trance.


Focus, he
told himself.  Focus.


“The band
has a big draw.  We play fairly large
venues like the Bowery Ballroom and the Music Hall of Williamsburg
and we have a long standing gig one Saturday a month at The Quadrangle.  If you’ve never played The Quadrangle, you’re
in for a treat.  It feels like you’re
playing a major concert hall.  We play
some dive bars pretty regularly too.  I’m
not going to pretend we’re too good to play in a rat hole, just because we get
top dollar at The Quadrangle.  In the
summer months, we’re very busy and sometimes do five shows a week.  We play the Jones Beach Bandshell in Long
Island and The Stone Pony Summerstage in Asbury
  Park.  Several
times a year we open for nationally signed bands at local venues.”


Angel
finally paused for a breath.  “My lead
guitar player means a lot to me.  Tommy,
we’re going be a team, you and me. 
You’re going to be my right hand man.”





Tommy was the most normal looking
one in the band.  It was his hair and his
tattoos that gave him the rock and roll edge. Other than that, a heavy metal T-shirt,
jeans and Doc Martens made up his wardrobe.


Jimmy Wilder, the drummer, had his
hair slicked back in a fifties-style pompadour and pork chop sideburns.  He had a rockabilly flair.  Colorful tattoos covered both of his well-muscled
arms.  They were the arms of a drummer.


Damien Diamond, the bass player,
was tall and skinny and he had the full-on punk rock persona: navy blue mohawk,
eyeliner, piercings, leather and studs. 
And he was tattooed from his knuckles to his neck.


Tommy
tightened the tuning key of his Les Paul and plucked the E string with two
sweaty hands.  He had no reason to be
nervous.  He spent the last three days
learning two of Angel’s top songs.  He
played them nonstop until he knew them perfectly.  He could play them in his sleep if he had
to.  He even put a little spin on some of
the guitar solos.


Jimmy
counted off four beats on his drum sticks, and then crashed them down on his
cymbals.  Tommy was taken back the moment
Angel started to sing.  The
clarity of his voice couldn’t be conveyed through technology.  The power and pitch that effortlessly flowed
out of Angel’s mouth was indescribable. 
Tommy was so riveted that he almost missed his queue.


Confidence flew from his fingertips
as they glided over the guitar strings with impeccable speed.  He bounced around and whipped his hair
through the air and across his face.  He
fell to his knees at Angel’s feet and played one of his elaborate guitar
solos.  He was on fire.


Angel swayed his hips and wiggled
his body until Tommy finished the solo, then pulled him to his feet by the
front of his shirt.  Angel held Tommy’s
crumpled T-shirt in his hand and sang directly to him, inching closer with each
lyric.  Tommy answered with a searing
guitar riff.  The chemistry they shared was
incredible, and the energy was electric.


After the last note of the song
left Angel’s lungs, he threw the microphone down on the floor with a dramatic
thud.  He walked straight up to Tommy and
looked deep into his eyes.  “I want you
to be my lead guitar player.”


Every hair on the back of Tommy’s
neck stood up.  He was done with thrash
rock.  He was a punk rock guitar player
now.


 


Chapter Six


The first day of band practice felt
like the first day of school.  Tommy was the newcomer, joining a group of
friends who already found their niche. 
It didn’t matter that the audition went well.  If he didn’t mesh musically, or if they
didn’t connect, he might as well pack up his shit and go home.


Jimmy Wilder was already seated
behind his Tama kit, banging on his snare, when Tommy arrived at the
studio.  He was the band’s musical
director and he was serious about his job. 
Even when they took a break, Jimmy was adjusting his drums or fussing
over a beat.


A few minutes later, Damien Diamond
strolled in with his Rickenbacker bass guitar slung over his shoulder, rattling
on about the congested Brooklyn traffic and
lack of parking, and he never stopped talking.  It drove Angel crazy, and
they enjoyed a constant exchange of friendly banter.  The two shared a history that Tommy wasn’t
privy to, but their bond was evident.


Between songs, when Angel stopped
to adjust his microphone stand, Damien scampered over to Tommy.  “So,
dude, how’d you get this gig?”


“Angel contacted me.  I wasn’t
looking to change bands.  I was with Psychobabble since college.”


“Psychobabble.  That’s a cool name.  Where’d you guys
play?”


“Just local bars.  We had a
pretty decent following.”


“What kind of music? Rock? Covers?”


Damien asked a lot of questions,
and he spoke with such enthusiasm that it made the front of his mohawk bob up
and down.  It was distracting, and
Tommy’s kept glancing up at it.  “We
played originals.  Hardcore thrash
rock.  I love it.”


“Me too.  We should jam together sometime.  Get a
couple o’ beers and hang out.”  Damien slugged Tommy on the arm.  “I
like you, man.  It’s gonna be really cool playing together.”


Angel was ready to continue and
Damien scurried back to his spot.  It was time to play.  No more
small talk until the next break.


Angel stopped to fix a wire, and
Damien was back.


“So, I hear you have a degree in
music.”


Damien’s mohawk bounced like
punctuation at the end of his sentence. 
Tommy took a quick peek at it before he answered.  “Uh huh. It was important to me to get an
education.  I wanted to prove to my parents that I was serious about
music.  They thought it was just some kind of whim.  My old man still
harasses me about getting a real job.”


Angel was back and Damien was off
again.  It was comical.  Angel turned or stepped away and Damien was
at Tommy’s side.  Angel came back and Damien was gone.  Tommy turned
to Jimmy, behind the drums, and they shared a laugh.


Tommy liked Damien.  They had
a lot of the same interests, specifically their love of hard rock music. 
Damien also confided in him that he wanted the position of lead guitar, but
Angel didn’t approve.


“Angel was nice about it.  He said I was good, but my guitar playing
didn’t knock him on his ass.  He wanted the music to kick him in the
nuts.”  Damien laughed.  “I don’t even know what the fuck that means. 
But he’s a straight shooter.  He doesn’t
bullshit.  He’s honest like that.”  Damien slugged him again and
laughed some more.  “I guess you do that to him – knock him on his ass and
kick him in the nuts.”


Damien was boisterous and
entertaining and Tommy envisioned a close friendship in the future.





When practice was over, Jimmy and
Damien plopped down on the couch and thumped their feet on the floor in front
of them.


“Sorry, guys,” Angel pointed his
thumb toward the door.  “You two gotta scoot. I want to talk to
Tommy.  Business.”


It was the first time Tommy was
alone with Angel.  It made his heart beat a little faster, and he was
tongue-tied.  He suddenly forgot all the words in the English
language.  He just sat there and grinned at Angel, like a fool.


Angel pulled up a chair and sat
facing him.  “How was it?  Did you like playing with Damien and Jimmy?”


Tommy nodded.  “I loved
it.  I never thought I’d play anything but hard rock or thrash metal, but
your music is awesome.  It’s really good. 
Fast and catchy.  The songs stick in your head.  And the lyrics
are profound and exciting.  I find myself
humming your tunes all the time.”  Every word Tommy knew came rushing
back, and they wouldn’t stop.  They all wanted to be heard.  “Damien
and Jimmy are great musicians.  We all seemed to jive together really
well.  I was right at home with them. I feel like I’ve been playing this
stuff my whole life.  I wasn’t sure I’d fit in, but I do.” Finally, he
paused for a breath.  “Did I sound OK?”


“OK?”  Angel leaned
closer.  “Tommy Blade, you are more than OK.  You, my sweet boy, are
a musical genius.”


Those beautiful, black-rimmed ebony
eyes were inches away from Tommy’s face, and his vocabulary disappeared
again.  He was left with nothing except that silly grin.


They gazed at each other for
several seconds.  Then Angel touched Tommy’s knee and stood up.  Now,
Angel’s crotch was staring Tommy in the face.


“Oh, Tommy, you and I are going to
have a very bright future together.”


Tommy’s words seemed to be on a
temporary sabbatical again, because he couldn’t find them.  All he could do was smile up at Angel from
the couch.  He never had strong feelings
for a man before.  It was always a simple
attraction and when the night was over, he never gave them a second
thought.  He didn’t know what to make of
the feelings he had for Angel, but he didn’t care.  The rush of pure adrenaline he got every time
they were together was a drug he couldn’t refuse.


 


Chapter Seven


Angel hadn’t crushed on anyone in a
long time.  Tommy left quite the
impression. It was those baby blue eyes that shined with excitement when he
picked up the guitar.  It was that blond
hair that whispered in the air and left an aromatic trail of almond and
mint.  It was the smile that was always
on his lips – lips that Angel couldn’t stop dreaming about.


As he adjusted his mic stand, and
impatiently waited for his new prince, he recalled the last few practice
sessions.  The infatuation wasn’t
one-sided.  Angel wasn’t imagining Tommy’s
flirtation.  Damien spotted it right
away.


“Tommy, really?” Damien questioned.
“I never would’ve guessed that dude went both ways.  I don’t care how much he’s coming on to
you.  Don’t screw this up by hitting on
him.  We need Tommy.  We’ll never find another guitar play as good
as he is.”


Angel denied his intentions and
tried to play it off as showmanship, but Damien knew that he screwed every hot
guy that crossed his path. Tommy wasn’t just another piece of ass, though.  They shared an unspoken connection, but he
always needed to remind himself that Tommy was a married man.  Married to a woman.  He still didn’t figure out that aspect.  He had the best gaydar on the planet and
Tommy was scoring an eleven on the Richter scale, despite his outwardly
heterosexual appearance.


Tommy’s voice filled his ears like
a beautiful sonata.  Forget the mic
stand.  It could wait.  Tommy was here.


He hugged Tommy and kissed him on
the cheek.  It was probably
inappropriate, but Angel always thought with his heart instead of his head.


Tommy was undisturbed by the
physical contact.  “I told Jessi she
could stop by later.  She’s anxious to
hear us play.  I hope it’s not a
problem.”


“Of course not.  Jessi’s always welcome.”


“Good.  She didn’t want to impose.”  Tommy slipped his guitar over his head and
the strap snared a chuck of his hair. 
Angel was more concerned about it than Tommy was, who tugged forcefully
on his guitar strap.


“Let me help you.”  Angel lifted the strap and gently freed a
long lock of blond hair.  It was soft and
fragrant.  He leaned closer to inhale the
delicate scent.


“Did you just
sniff my hair?”


Angel flustered.  “I . . . I’m sorry.  I couldn’t help it.  It smells beautiful.”


Tommy stared at him for a second
before displaying a crooked, playful smile. “Are you done?”  He lifted his hair with the back of his hand.  “Do you want to take another whiff?”


Angel tried to suppress his
laughter.  “Don’t you toy with me Tommy
Blade.”  A little embarrassed, he turned
to walk away, but Tommy stopped him.


“Wait.  Don’t go anywhere.  I worked on a new riff last night.  Let me know what you think.”


Tommy’s fingers danced over the
strings, filling the room with a reckless beat. 
Angel tapped his foot and dipped his head.  He hummed the melody and a few new lyrics
rolled off his tongue.


Tommy abruptly stopped
playing.  “Did you just make that up?
Just now?  That was fuckin’ awesome.”


Angel shrugged.  “Yeah. That new tune spoke to me.  You’re really good, Tommy.  Your music motivates me.”


“Did we just write our first song
together?”


“I think we did.”  Angel was about to combust from
enthusiasm.  Writing music was hard work,
but Tommy made it effortless.  “If you
keep teasing with me with remarkable riffs like that, I could write music all
day.”


“I’ll work on more tonight.”  Tommy put his guitar down in the stand.  “What do you do when you're not making
music?”


“I like to go to shows and see
other bands.  It gives me a little one up
on the competition. Plus, I like to support other local artists.  I've formed a lot of friendships with musicians
in the area.  You should come with me one
night.”


“No, I meant what do you do for a
living.”


“Oh.” Angel had to remind himself
to slow down. He just asked Tommy on a date! 
“I'm sorry. I thought,” he waved his hand, “never mind.  I'm a chef.”


“A chef?  Did you go to culinary school?”


“No. I learned from my dad.  He's the head chef at Garcia's. My family
owns the restaurant.  It's in Park
Slope.”


“Really?  I thought struggling musicians were . . .
struggling.  I didn't know your family
was rich.”


“Hardly.  You wouldn't believe the overhead.  The restaurant does well, but it doesn't
trickle down to me.  My dad's a hard nose
when it comes to business.  He pays me a
competitive salary, but I have to bust my butt in the kitchen. I can't slack
off.  If I get home at 4:00 a.m. after a
gig, I still have to be at the restaurant bright and early the next
morning.  What about you?  What do you do?”


Tommy rested his hand on the
machine head of his Fender Stratocaster. 
“This is it.  Music.  I give private guitar lessons.  I don't know how to do anything else.”


“You have a BA in music with a BS
in finance.  With your education you
could do anything you want.”


A crease formed between Tommy’s
pale brows.  “How'd you know that?”


He was quick to answer.  “I did a little research before I called
Jessi.  Just standard procedure.”  Yeah, for a stalker.  People Search, Intelius.  He dug up every bit of information he could
get his hands on about Tommy.


“So, you never told me what kind of
food you make at your restaurant.”


“Cuban.  Authentic Cuban cuisine.  But, it's my dad's restaurant.  It's not Garcia & Son.  I’ve been told that’s a title I have to earn,
but I'm leaving it to my brother.  I plan
on making music my career.”  Angel’s lips
opened into a smile.  “Just like you.”


“It’s my calling.  I want to be on stage. When I was a kid, all
I ever fantasized about was making a music video.  I used to throw on a Metallica record and
jump all over my room, pretending I was in front of the camera.  Then I started playing gigs and the thrill of
performing hit me.  I want to perform.  I want to play Madison Square
 Garden.”  Tommy's face brightened with excitement.  “I want to travel the world.  I want to play the 02 Arena in London.  Can you imagine playing the 02 Arena?”


“We will.  We’re going to make hundreds of music videos
and sell out every major arena.  With
your talent, we're going to capture the world. 
Your enthusiasm and your dreams rival my own.  We're going to make it in this business, and
it's going to be all because of you.”


“No.”  Tommy was genuinely modest. “It's because of you.  You're the front man.  You have a voice like no one I've ever heard
before.  It's powerful and crystal clear.  It's beautiful, Angel.”


The mutual admiration they had for
one another was absorbed in a quiet lull in the conversation.  Their steadfast gaze turned into a shared
smile.


“Let me make you dinner,” Angel
said.  “I want to cook for you.”


“Really?  I'd love that.”


“Come tonight. I can go shopping
after practice and have everything ready for 7:30.”


“Oh, tonight’s not good.  Jessi has something to do with her sisters.”


Jessi.  He almost forgot about Jessi. “OK, this
weekend then, unless you’d like to come by yourself tonight.”  One could hope.  But, he felt Tommy’s hesitation.


“I’d rather wait for Jessi.  She’s not gonna want to miss out on a home
cooked meal by the famous Chef Garcia.”





Jessi arrived shortly after
practice started.  Angel watched her
linger by the door, unsure if she was intruding, so he motioned her to step
inside.  She relaxed and after a minute
she started dancing in place, but she never ventured much further into the
studio.  When the song was over, Tommy
slung his guitar around so it rested on his back, and went to her.  Angel couldn’t hear what they were
saying.  Their conversation was intimate
and hushed, but it appeared that Jessi was ravishing Tommy with praise, which
he was humbly accepting.  Their hands,
draped around the other’s neck, conveyed their close affection.


Angel waited for Jessi and Tommy to
finish their conversation so he didn’t interrupt them.  “Couldn’t stay away?” He gave her a wink and
kissed her cheek.


“Tommy’s been raving about how
great you guys sound together, and from what I just heard,” she raised her
shoulders, searching for the right words, “I . . . I’m speechless.  That was over the top.”


“Thank you.  Wait until you hear some of the other
songs.”  He put his hand on Tommy’s
shoulder.  “This man has reinvented my
music.”


“Is OK if I stay?  I don’t want to impose.”


“Join us anytime.  I love having an audience to sing to during
practice.  There are drinks in the little
fridge.  Help yourself to anything.”


“Thanks.  You’re really sweet, Angel.”  She stopped and smiled at him before she took
a seat at the far end of the studio.


They picked up with one of Immortal
Angel’s most their popular songs, Cyanide Sensation.  Angel thought it was a brilliant piece of
music when they first wrote it.  Now that
Tommy added his flavor to it, mixing up the melody and adding a new riff, the
original version seemed lackluster and mediocre.  As Angel sang the lyrics, he envisioned the
new music they would create together and the journey that lay ahead.





Jessi watched Tommy play with
Immortal Angel for the first time with a sense of pride at his adaptation into
a new genre of music.  Damien’s wife was
sitting beside her.  There could have
been a thousand people in the room and everyone would know that Alyssa and
Damien were a couple. They were the perfect match for one another.


Alyssa’s straight black hair fell
three quarters of the way down her back. 
Her dramatic eyeliner elongated her dark eyes.  A mélange of prolific tattoos covered her
arms and crossed the front of her chest. 
They were a dark mix of skulls and spider webs. Jessi knew the
gothic-looking girl with thigh-high leather boots and dark red lipstick was
Damien’s wife as soon as she saw her.


Alyssa admired Jessi’s ink.  She was surprised that Alyssa was interested
her floral, feminine tattoos, but Alyssa worked in a tattoo shop. Not as an
artist, as a piercer.


Angel’s voice rang through the
studio and interrupted their conversation. Jessi got lost in the sound of his
voice.  It was spotless.  He made eye contact with her, and she was
almost hypnotized by the power of his voice and his good looks.  He was beautiful, and he was sweet and
funny.  She could see why Tommy was
infatuated with him.


She watched Tommy bounce around,
flipping his long blond hair in tune to the music.  He circled Angel and then leaned into him
with his shoulder.  They turned and
pressed their backs up against one another. 
Tommy ripped up his guitar and Angel sang his heart out.  Angel writhed against Tommy’s back, turning
the lyrics into a provocative vibrato. They turned to face each other, leaning
forward, taunting each other with lyrics and riffs.  There was a natural chemistry between
them.  It inflated the song and engaged
the listener.


“Does Angel have a boyfriend?”  Jessi whispered to Alyssa.


“No. Not for about a year.”


“How come?  He’s so cute.”


Alyssa shrugged. “He’s living the
life, I guess.  I’ve known Angel a long
time.   He’s a really good guy.  When he’s with someone, he’s very
committed.  He’s loyal.  He doesn’t stray.  But when he’s single, like now,” she
chuckled, “he can’t keep it in his pants. 
And if Angel has his eye on someone, he doesn’t stop.  He’s like dog in heat.  Relentless.”


Jessi sighed.  That’s exactly what she was afraid of.  She’s been in a whirlwind since Tommy’s first
audition.  She recognized the talent Angel
and his band possessed right away. They had the potential to catapult to
stardom.  An opportunity like that came
along once in a lifetime.  She would
never let Tommy pass it up, not that it was an option.  Tommy was committed the second he started
playing with the band, probably the second he met Angel.  There was only one problem – Angel
Garcia.  Why did he have to be so damn
good looking and so damn charming?  Angel
was either going to be the best thing that ever happened to them, or the worst
thing that ever happened to them.


Jessi never saw Tommy attracted to
anyone the way he was attracted to Angel, and it was clear that Angel felt the
same way.  There was an obvious
flirtation, an allure, almost a fascination, between the two and they’ve only
known each other a few weeks.


She realized that this was only the
beginning.  Tommy and Angel would be spending
long hours together from now on.  Her
heart dropped into the pit of her stomach. 
Everything had a price.  The
higher the prize, the higher the penalty, and the price of fame and notoriety
may very well be her marriage.


 


Chapter Eight


Angel couldn’t decide if the
candles made it look like he was trying too hard or not.  He took them on and off the table a half
dozen times and finally left them there as a centerpiece.  As long as the lights stayed on, the candles
wouldn’t epitomize romance.  He wanted to
have everything prepared before Tommy and Jessi arrived, but he wasted so much
time with the table setting that he was still finishing up the salad when they
rang the doorbell.


Jessi held up two bottles of wine
and gave him a peck on the cheek.  “Whatever
you’re cooking smells delicious!”  Her
words trailed behind her as her nose lead her into the kitchen.


Angel tried to tone down the
illumination in his face when he greeted Tommy, but the light was too bright to
dim. “Welcome to my home.”  He embraced
Tommy, kissed his cheek and escorted him into the living room.


Tommy titled his nose up to the
air, the same way Jessi did when she first entered the apartment.  “What is that, pork?”


“Yes.  I’ve been cooking all day.  I can’t wait for you to taste my Cuban Lechon
Asado.  It’s my family’s signature dish.”


Jessi reappeared, less one bottle
of wine.  “It smells heavenly.”  She wiggled the bottle in her hand.  “Glasses?”


“Let me get that.” He took the wine
from her and both Jessi and Tommy followed him into the kitchen.  He dug out a corkscrew from the top drawer
and three of his best wine glasses, filling each with the aromatic Pino
Grigio.  “I think a toast is in order.”  He held his glass high.  “To our future. May we be rewarded with all
the luxuries and opportunities life has to offer.”


Tommy and Jessi held up their
glasses.


“To our success.”


“To a lifelong friendship.”


After they clinked their glasses
together and drank, Jessi approached the counter where Angel had abandoned his
half-made salad.  A bowl of washed
lettuce sat in a strainer along side a bowl of vegetables waiting to be
chopped.  She placed several tomatoes on
the cutting board and tied his discarded apron around her waist.


 “No.” 
Angel stopped her.  “I don’t want
you to do that.  You’re my guest.”


Jessi stiffened.  “I’m sorry. Am I overstepping again?  I get too comfortable too quickly
sometimes.”  She untied the apron and
strung it through the handle of the oven door. 
“You’re a chef.  This is your
kitchen. I didn’t mean to take over.”


“Don’t make me feel bad now,
sweetheart.”  He handed her back the
apron.  “You can help me with the
salad.  Everything else is done.”


“It’s the least I can do,
Angel.”  Her eyes traveled over the
covered dishes and pots on the stove. 
“Look at the work you put into this meal.”  She looped the apron over her head, tied it
around her back and snickered under her breath. “Is this your apron?”


She was teasing him.


“Yes, chefs wear aprons.”


Now she flat out laughed.  “Plain white aprons, not aprons that say,
Kiss the Cock”.


He had a moment of embarrassment
before he joined in her laughter.  The
spin on the classic Kiss the Cook slogan was so similar that he forgot the play
on words.


As she started slicing tomatoes,
Tommy watched her.  He walked up behind
her, circled his arms around her waist and buried his nose in the back of her
hair.  “You look hot when you cook in six
inch heels.  You should do it more
often.”


She smiled and leaned back into him
as she cut into a tomato.  He kissed the
back of her neck and whispered something into her ear that made her
giggle.  He picked up a cucumber, made an
inappropriate gesture to her with it and then pointed it at Angel.  “Do you want me peel this thing?”


“You’re both so sweet, but I’m
supposed to be making dinner.”


Tommy ignored him and picked up the
vegetable peeler. “May I?”


“Of course.  But you don’t have to.”


Angel retrieved the large salad
bowl from the cabinet and was about to put it on the counter, but the sight of
Tommy and Jessi working in his kitchen brought him to a halt.  It was hard to believe they’ve only known
each other for a few weeks.  They shared
a closeness that resembled family, but that’s what happens when you spend most
of your time together, enjoying the mutual passion that drives you to play
music.


Angel’s trained eye went to the
thick uneven chunks of cucumber on Tommy’s cutting board.  “Let me show you.”  He took the knife from Tommy’s hand.  “Thin, even slices, all the same size.”


“OK. Let me try.”  Tommy shaved off a few perfect slices.


Jessi was snickering again.  “I thought you had more experience with
cucumbers, Tommy.  I figured you knew how
to handle one.”


He threw a cucumber peel at her,
but she dodged out of its way.


“Stop.  You’re messing up Angel’s kitchen!”


“I’m sorry.  I’ll clean it up, A.”


A? 
Was that an affectionate little nickname?  A charming term of endearment?  Perhaps a symbol of Tommy’s deeper feelings?  Or was it just an abbreviation of his name,
devoid of anything other than a time saving contraction?  Oh, what he would give to have the truth laid
out for him.  He questioned every
interaction with Tommy. Was it just for amusement or was their flirtation
real?  He wished he had the nerve to ask,
instead of playing this guessing game. 
And then there was Jessi, with her spunky witticisms, good-natured disposition
and devotion to Tommy.  The two were a
riddle that he was determined to solve.


They were teasing each other about
who was doing a better job slicing vegetables. 
Angel should have been helping, but he kept getting distracted watching
the playfulness that transpired between them. 
“I enjoy watching you two together. 
It’s sweet.  But, excuse me, I
have to do something.  As much as I love
your gorgeous hair Tommy, we need to tie it up.”  Old habits from working in the kitchen made
him fastidious about food preparation. 
He gathered Tommy’s golden locks in his hand.  They were smooth as silk, much softer than he
expected.  He played with Tommy’s hair,
running the long blond threads through his fingers, and shaping it into a pony
tail.  Tommy leaned his head back, enjoying
the stroke on his hair.


Jessi watched him and he realized
that he was probably crossing the line, but he couldn’t extradite his fingers
from Tommy’s stunning mane.  He was
fascinated with its texture and the sweet scent that floated around it.


 “His hair’s beautiful, isn’t it?”  Jessi asked, before returning her attention
back to the knife in her hand.


“Very beautiful.”


Tommy glanced over his shoulder.
The clear blue of his eyes flashed in the glow of the
overhead lights. “That feels nice. 
I have a hair tie in my jacket if you want to get it.  I left it on the couch.”


Angel found the elastic band in
Tommy’s pocket. As he returned to the kitchen, he became aware that Tommy could
have easily retrieved the hair tie himself. He wanted Angel to play with
hair.  Jessi didn’t seem bothered.  She seemed encouraging.  The two were a tricky pair to figure out.  He needed to get a better feel of the dynamic
of Tommy and Jessi’s relationship. He needed a clearer picture.


Tommy and Jessi were whispering
when Angel returned to the kitchen.  They
stopped talking as soon as they saw Angel. 
The only word he overheard was “trouble”.  By the smiles on their faces, he knew they
were still teasing each other.  But, he
wondered what kind of trouble they were referring to.


Angel held the hair tie out to
Tommy, but he didn’t take it.  He smiled
his sweet, mischievous little smile, tilted his head back and shook his hair
over his shoulders so it cascaded down his back.  Tommy was flirting with him right in front of
Jessi.  She wasn’t bothered by it,
instead she watched with a curious smile.


Angel put his hands through Tommy’s
blond mane again, repeatedly touching his scalp and letting his fingers glide
down the full length of Tommy’s hair.  He
was obsessed with the sunny color and satin texture and wasn’t making an
attempt to put it through the elastic.


Tommy peeked back over his
shoulder.  “I like that.


It was starting to get
uncomfortable.  How long could he stand
there and play with Tommy’s hair?  He
hastily wrapped Tommy’s ponytail in the elastic band.  He smoothed it down Tommy’s back and felt the
muscles flex underneath his hand with each chop of the knife.  Tommy reacted to his touch by purposely
putting more pressure on the knife which accentuated the ripple across his
back.


Jessi glanced up at them.  “Are you going to tie my hair up, too?”


Angel was unsure if she was trying
to get him away from Tommy, or making a plea for his attention.  Maybe they were into threesomes. Or maybe she
just liked to watch.  He hoped it was the
latter, because he had no interest in experimenting in a bisexual
experience.  He pulled her hair back,
curious about its vivid color.  It looked
effervescent in the sunlight that trickled in through the window.  “This color is gorgeous.  What made you dye it?”


“Tommy.”


“I did not.”  Tommy looked up from slicing the last of the
cucumber.


“My light brown hair wasn’t exactly
rock and roll.”


“No, but it was still beautiful. I
love this color, though.  It matches your
personality. It’s you.  Don’t ever change
it.”


The oven timer rang through the
kitchen.  Angel’s pork roast was
done.  He took a pair of pot holders with
him and opened the oven door.  The sweet
smell of the fresh ham, covered in Mojo sauce, brought back visions of his
family gathered around a large holiday table enjoying his father’s
cooking.  He placed the roasting pan on
top of the stove to let the juices set. 
When he rejoined Tommy and Jessi, they had moved on to chopping carrots
and onions.


Tommy was slicing an onion.  It was the least favorite job among new cooks
in the kitchen at Garcia’s.  Seasoned
chefs became immune to the eye irritation from the aromatic root vegetable, but
inexperienced cooks would rather gut a fish than chop an onion.  It was silly how the trivial task of slicing
an onion was so endearing to Angel.


Tommy started to sniffle and blink
as the pungent gasses from the Bermuda onion hit him.  Tears seeped out of the corners of his eyes
and he wiped them on his shoulder, and then blotted them with the back of his
wrist.  He didn’t know that the enzyme
residue on his fingers brought the burning scent of the onion closer to his
eyes.


Angel grabbed a napkin. “Let me do
it.”


Tommy gave him a helpless and
appreciative smile.


He dabbed away Tommy’s tears with a
delicate touch.  His watery blue irises
were magnified and the reddish tint around them amplified their color.  With his hair pulled back, the exquisite
features of Tommy’s face were accentuated and Angel couldn’t look away.  There were no more tears to wipe, but his
hand was poised in the air, frozen in place by Tommy’s gaze.  Tommy’s throat moved and his eyes fed Angel a
deep sense of longing.  If Tommy wasn’t
married, Angel would have kissed him.  He
would have cleared the counter of salad prep with one swipe of his hand and
lifted Tommy onto it.  He would have
brought his mouth down, hard, and covered Tommy’s lips.


The clicking of Jessi’s heels on
the tile floor broke his gaze.  She was
looking back at them over her shoulder, as she left the kitchen.  Angel expected a harsh, jealous glare, but
her face was bright and a provocative smile hid in the corner of her mouth.


Now that Jessi left the kitchen, he
was alone with Tommy and still within the confines of his personal space.  He wondered if he should dare to offer more
physical contact in the form of an embrace, or maybe a gentle caress of his
hand across Tommy’s beautiful cheek. 
No.  Physical contact wasn’t a
good idea.  He was still unsure about the
boundaries of Tommy and Jessi’s marriage and he didn’t want to cross them.  He looked away first and cleared the board of
the sliced onion and slid it into the salad bowl.  “I think it’s time for dinner.”


Tommy’s voice was husky and
even.  “I’m starving.”


Angel froze and slowly turned back
to Tommy.  His face was full with
intensity and desire.  Angel nodded.  “I’m starving, too.”





Jessi raised her wine glass.  “Gracias, Chef Garcia.  This is the most exquisite meal I’ve ever
tasted.  You can cook for me every day of
the year.”


Angel absorbed the compliment.  And he loved being called Chef Garcia.  It was his father’s title.  He was Chef Angel, but he didn’t bother to
correct her.  He bumped her glass in
thanks, and took a long sip of wine. 
“You know, Tommy, I looked into making that music video we talked
about.”


“I wasn’t serious, A.  That’s big money.”


“I know, but I thought it couldn’t
hurt to look into.  I would have fronted
the money if I thought it would help the band book larger, higher paying
venues.  I just can’t justify spending that
kind of money right now.”


“I wouldn’t let you.  I’d rather use whatever money the band has to
make another CD.”


Angel never thought about recording
another CD.  The band already had two
full-length CDs, but they weren’t with Tommy on guitar.  The songs didn’t contain the signature Tommy
Blade guitar solos.  The old CDs were
outdated.  Tommy’s name wasn’t on the
sleeve.  No wonder he was suggesting a
new CD.  Plus the band had two new songs
to include in the mix.  “Tommy Blade, you
are an absolute genius.  I’m going to
book some recording time as soon as we finish dinner.”


“That’s still a lot of money.  Are you sure it’s a good idea?”


The finance major, always
levelheaded about the ledger.  “I’ll make
it work.  Our band needs a current
CD out there.  The songs are ready to
go.  We just need to record the tracks.”


Tommy sat back in his chair,
obviously pleased.  “I wish I could
afford to make a small studio in my house.  
It would save the band so much money. 
I thought about it when we first bought the place.  I have a decent sized finished basement, but
it was too expensive.”


“When we make it big, the first
thing I’m going to do is buy a big house and construct a full recording studio
that we can utilize.  For convenience,
not necessity.”


“I’m gonna hold you to it.”


Jessi refilled everyone’s wine
glass and held hers up again. “Let’s drink. 
To the success of Immortal Angel.”


“To your new future recording
studio.”


“To our future recording
studio.”


As Angel tipped back his glass, and
the fruity taste of the wine filled his mouth, he reflected on the growing
attraction between himself and Tommy and his friendship with Jessi.  He still couldn’t figure out where she fit in
all this.  She saw the flirtation that
transpired.  Neither he nor Tommy tried
to hide it.  She was aware.  The last thing Angel wanted to do was
interfere in their marriage.  If Jessi
showed the slightest bit of jealousy or irritation, he would back off right
away, but she didn’t.  She always had
that knowing smile on her face and, sometimes, he swore she was pushing them
together, like earlier, when she left the kitchen when he was wiping Tommy’s
eyes.


At first he thought Jessi was
Tommy’s beard, his wife for appearances sake, but he quickly realized that
wasn’t the case. Tommy and Jessi were free with their affection for one
another, and they shared their own sexual chemistry.  Their marriage was real, that much he
knew.  It was everything else that
confused him.


 


Chapter Nine


Tommy’s first show with Immortal
Angel was at The Quadrangle.  It was a Williamsburg staple and
the heart of the band’s fan base.  The
Quadrangle wasn’t a bar.  It was a venue
for indie musicians.  It prided itself on
showcasing top notch local music.  It was
the go-to hot spot.  It had a real stage
and a state of the art sound system.


It was the first time Jessi was at
The Quadrangle and she perused the venue with a curious eye.  It didn’t waste its money on fancy
décor.  The floor was a painted concrete
slab and the walls were a mish mosh of graffiti contributed by local artists.


The band stayed in the back room until show time, but Jessi wanted to
be in the middle of the crowd.  She was
interested in Immortal Angel’s fan base. 
They were pretty much what she expected – leather clad, bright-haired,
tattooed punk rockers.  She fit in
perfectly.  The sweet smell of pot hit
her as she walked past the bathroom.  She
turned her head in the direction of the scent and spotted two guys making out
near the juke box.  The Quadrangle
definitely wasn’t a place for prudes.


Jessi overheard several
conversations, all discussing the return of Immortal Angel to the stage and the
anticipation of seeing Tommy’s debut. 
She was impressed, and surprised, that they already knew Tommy by name.  They were obviously die-hard fans who did
their research.  And there was
camaraderie among them, like a small family.


She introduced herself to some of
the fans.  As soon as they heard she was
with the band, they treated her like an old friend.  They were full of compliments.  They loved her hair, her studded boots, her
makeup – they loved her.  Some
wore Immortal Angel T-shirts, but she couldn’t find the band’s merchandise
table.  Angel had a sharp business
mind.  It was unlike him to miss the
opportunity to capitalize on merchandise for the band.  She made a mental note to ask him about it
later.





Twenty minutes before the band was
set to take the stage, Jessi was still at the bar shooting tequila.  The room was thick with people, and she had a
hard time squeezing through them.  A
voice in the crowd shouted, “She’s the new guitar player’s wife,” and a
collection of hands practically carried her to the front of the stage.  She found herself next to Alyssa, Damien’s
wife. Jessi liked Alyssa, and they were becoming close friends.


Since Tommy left Psychobabble, they
lost touch with their old circle of friends. 
Years of friendship thrown away because of jealousy.  The members of the band didn't understand
that Tommy had a chance with Immortal Angel. 
They only saw their talented lead guitar player jumping ship and leaving
them to fend for themselves in the competitive music industry.  They took it personally, and their
friendships slowly dwindled away.  It was
sad, because she thought Brian, the singer from Psychobabble, and his
girlfriend, Diana, were their closest friends. 
Now, she realized how seamlessly Alyssa and Damien would fill that gap
in their lives.


“I was looking for you,” Alyssa
said.  “Where were you?”


“I was at the bar.  Do you know all the people here?  They’re very friendly.”


“Yeah.  Pretty much. 
Everyone’s really cool, except . . .” 
Alyssa trailed off without finishing her sentence, obviously unwilling
to share a name.


“Except who?”


“Never mind.  I’m sure you’ll find out soon enough.”





Showtime.  Nerves were never an issue.  Tommy was confident.  He knew music was his gift and it was his
mission to share it with the world.  He
cradled his trusty Les Paul in his hands and peeked out from the side of the
stage.  The Quadrangle was mobbed, but he
could see Jessi at the front of the crowd. 
He smiled in her direction, even though he knew she couldn’t see him.


A chant rose up from the impatient
fans:  “Immooortal! Immooortal!”  Tommy tapped his foot to the beat of their
mantra and fought the urge to run out on stage.


Angel clapped him on the shoulder.  “Ready to make magic?”


“Never been more ready for anything
in my life.”


“How about a little guitar to
announce that we’re about to hit the stage?”


The fingers on Tommy’s left hand
found the fret board while the pick in his right met the strings.  A staunchly melody flew out of his amp and he
bounced his way out in front of the crowd. 
They shouted and stomped until the floor shook beneath his feet.  The audience was a blur of black lipstick and
leather.  A sea of hands, covered in
black fingerless-gloves, filled the air. 
They had waited eight weeks for the return of Immortal Angel and swarmed
the stage expressing their enthusiasm with a load roar. Tommy entertained them
with a spontaneous improvised riff while Jimmy situated himself behind his bass
drum.


Angel was making eye contact with
everyone in the audience.  He was in awe
as he took in the over-the-top reception.


Damien’s mohawk cut through the air
as he adjusted the strap on his bass.  He
looked up and nodded at Tommy.  They
locked eyes as Jimmy counted out four beats on his sticks.


Both Tommy and Damien sprung off
their feet as they played the first note in a choreographed leap three feet
into the air.  The beat of Jimmy’s drums
reverberated in the air and Angel’s immaculate vocals exploded throughout the
room.


The crowd screamed with an
earsplitting thunder.


Nothing Tommy saw in the studio, or
on video, compared to the showmanship and stage presence of Angel’s live
performance.  He strutted around the
stage in skin tight leather pants, thrust his leather-covered crotch at the
audience and touched himself to the point where it was almost obscene.  And his fans loved it.


Tommy ambled to the front and
walked the length of the stage with his guitar held out toward the crowd.  He wanted their attention.  He needed to stand out and make an
impression, which wasn't an easy thing to do when you shared the stage with
Angel Garcia.  He walked up to Damien and
initiated a challenge by rattling off a riff and pointing the neck of the
guitar at him.  They had a short
face-off, bass against guitar, both playing with exaggerated flair.  They gave each other a short nod, conceding
to a tie.


Tommy zeroed in on Angel and
circled him, aiming the guitar at him like weapon.  He leaned against Angel’s back and let his
head loll against Angel’s neck.  Searing
guitar riffs accentuated his posture.  He
rolled off Angel and stopped when they were shoulder to shoulder.  Leaning into Angel, he flung his hair from
side to side.  Through the blur of his
tresses he saw glimpses of the crowd, hands and horns raised high. He jumped in
front of Angel and stalked him with the guitar until he was trapped against the
drum platform and leaning backwards with no means of escape.  Tommy planted his feet wide, rocked his head
back and forth and whipped Angel in the chest with his hair.


Angel’s strong vocals reversed
their dance and sent Tommy scampering backwards with Angel aggressively
pursuing him with the microphone.  He
turned and started to strut across the stage, but Angel grabbed him by the back
of the hair and spun him around.  Holding
a chunk of his hair, Angel belted some lyrics at him before sending him away
with the jerk of his hand.


Their antics sent a loud roar
through The Quadrangle accompanied by fists pumping hard in the air.


Fueled by the sexual energy that
transpired between him and Angel, and by the energy of the crowd, Tommy was
ready to deliver a riveting, mind-crushing guitar solo.  Moments before it was about to begin, Angel
sauntered over to him and draped his arm around his shoulder.  Angel paused while he looked out into the
audience.  The longer he waited, the
louder they screamed.  Meanwhile, Jimmy
kept a steady beat on the drum.


“Do you want to meet my new guitar
player?” Angel yelled into the mic.  “His
talent will amaze you!  And he’s pretty
cute, too!  What do you think
ladies?  Do you think my new guitar
player’s hot?”


Female voices squealed their
approval.


“Do you want to hear what he can do
on the guitar?”  Angel held his hand to
his ear.  “What?  I can’t hear you!  I said, do you want to hear what Tommy can do
on the guitar?”


Angel knew how to rile up the
audience, and their cheers were deafening.


“That’s more like it!  Now, put your hands together, and give a
kick-ass welcome to the Prince of Punk Rock, Mr. Tommy Blade!”


Tommy was ready.  It was his time to shine.  His fingers moved like lightening as he
played the arrangement the fans knew and loved, but he put his signature on it.  He added attention-grabbing guitar chops that
took the fans by surprise.  He had no
intention of becoming a carbon copy of the old guitar player.  He was carving out his place as the new lead
guitarist of Immortal Angel.  This guitar
solo was his elaboration. It was complex and sophisticated.  It was a risky move.  The crowd could have turned against him, not
appreciating a new-comer changing one of Immortal Angel’s most popular songs,
but they went wild.  Their applause
brought him to his knees at the end of the stage.  Hands reached up and grabbed at his
legs.  Angel bowed to him like a god,
then leaned over and ran his tongue down the neck of the guitar.


The crowd went berserk.


The band played punk rock, fast and
loud with a contagious beat, but in the middle of their set, they played a
slower song.  It definitely wasn’t a
ballad, but it was softer and you could see the emotion in Angel’s face and
hear it in his voice.  Tommy didn’t
expect the rowdy crowd to appreciate the tenderness of the song, but everyone
quieted down when the song began, so they could listen to the familiar lyrics.  It was obviously a fan favorite.


Tommy found Jessi in the
crowd.  She was in her rightful place at
the front of the stage, cheering louder than anyone around her.  He knelt down in front of her and played the
next guitar solo just for her.  He
maintained steady eye contact with her while she gazed back at him.  Their connection was strong and it blocked
out everyone else in the room.  It was
just the two of them.


Her fingertips covered her mouth,
staving off an emotional bout of pride. 
When the solo ended, he leaned over and gave her a quick kiss on the
lips.  The rumbling applause he received
almost blew the roof off.





By the time the last song rolled
around, Tommy was drunk with euphoria. 
Tonight’s show was far better than he expected.   He was worried that fans wouldn’t accept him
right away, but they embraced him as part of Immortal Angel from the first
song.  Before he left the stage, they
gave him an enormous round of applause accompanied by shouts of praise.  His debut as the new lead guitarist in Immortal
Angel was victorious.


He ran off stage and threw his arm
around Angel’s shoulder.  “That was
fuckin’ awesome!  It was the best show I
ever played.”


“You, my prince, are going to make
us all superstars.  You’re going to bring
us the fame and the recognition that we’ve worked so hard for.”


Angel’s hands slid around Tommy’s
neck.  They were hot, and a little bit
sweaty.  Celebratory excitement
disappeared and was replaced by intense physical attraction and desire.  Smiles faded and were replaced by pouty,
slightly parted lips.  Angel took a step
closer, and the faint musky scent exuding from his pores filled Tommy’s
nostrils.  He took a deep breath and
Angel’s scent made his hormones spiral out of control.


Angel leaned closer.  “You’re the one I’ve been waiting for.  It was kismet that brought us together, my
sweet prince.”


Tommy knew Angel’s words had a
double meaning, and every time Angel said “my prince”, it made his heart beat a
little bit faster.  It was a pet name,
reserved just for him.


They were standing close enough so
Angel’s warm breath landed on Tommy’s cheek. 
Suddenly self conscious, he wondered if anyone was watching them.  He shifted his weight on his feet and dropped
his hand from Angel’s waist, but Angel didn’t react.  Angel kept his hands around Tommy’s neck and
didn’t break their penetrating gaze.  It
captivated Tommy and he no longer cared if anyone was watching.


He imagined Angel’s lips getting
closer and Angel’s hand moving lower.  He
imagined putting his hand inside Angel’s open shirt and touching his beautiful
flesh.  He would lick Angel’s neck and
glide his tongue straight down the center of his magnificent chest.  He could taste the salty flavor of Angel’s
sweat covered body on his tongue, and he licked his lips imagining its
taste.  A warm gust of air on his face
interrupted the sweet vision in his head.


It was Angel, letting out a deep
breath.  He patted Tommy on the chest and
let his hand rest there.  “Me has robado
el corazón.  Deseo besarte.”


Tommy didn’t speak Spanish.  He had no idea what Angel said, but the words
were romantic and beautiful.  “What does
that mean?”


Angel shook his head slightly.  Whatever it meant, he obviously didn’t want
to say it in English.  “Oh, Tommy Blade,
you make it very, very hard for me to exercise any kind of self
control.”





After the show, Jessi ran backstage
and hugged Tommy.  “They loved you,
baby.  I’m so proud of you.  I almost lost it out there when you played
that guitar solo for me.”


“I kept my eyes centered on you,
hon.  Seeing you rock out at the front of
the stage always pushes me to play harder. 
What was it like, being in the middle of that crowd?”


Laughter floated up from her throat
as she relived the excitement that still ran through her body from the
show.  “Oh my God! I thought thrash rock
fans were wild.  Punk rock fans are a
total different kind o’ crazy.  I
met so many fans tonight and they’re all so nice.”


Angel joined them, wiped his brow
with a towel and slung his arm around Tommy. 
“Our boy slayed everyone tonight. 
I know how good he was. 
How’d the rest of us sound?”


The our boy caught Jessi a
little off guard, but she glossed over it and gave Angel a big hug.  “Immortal Angel is better than half the shit
you hear on the radio.  I’m serious.  You need to get a demo in front of some
record labels.  Oh, and where’s your
merch table?  I wanted to tell people to
make sure they picked up a CD and a T-shirt, but I couldn’t find it.”


Tommy affectionately slid his hand across
the small of her back.  “That’s my wife,
always trying to promote the band.”


“So what about that merch table?”
Jessi asked again.


“I can’t seem to hold onto anyone
steady to man a merch booth.  I usually
just go out after the show and sell shirts and CDs myself.”  Angel scratched the back of his head and wrinkled
his nose. “Do you want to help me?  It
sounds like you were working the crowd tonight. 
I could use a little help with advertising and
promoting the band too.  My public relations skills aren’t the best. I’m
not as much of a people-person as you are.  I think you’d be really good
at it.”


“I would
love to.  I used to do that for Tommy’s old band.  I did the entire
street teaming, by myself most of the time. 
I handed out flyers at concerts, and I would give out stickers to lure
people to the merch table at the shows.”  She was rambling, but she
couldn’t stop.  She was too excited.  It wasn’t just the shots of
tequila fueling her enthusiasm.  With
Angel managing the band, Tommy really did need her and she felt a little
sidelined.  But, now that she was going to be in charge of the merchandising
and she would be helping promote the band, she would be directly involved in
the band again.  She was back!


 


Chapter Ten


Jessi set up the merch table at the next show and people gathered
around her right away.  A girl flipped
through some shirts, checked their sizes and held one up.  It was oversized for her small frame, but she
bought it anyway.  It gave Jessi an idea
for sexy, fitted tank tops and baby doll tees. She was already sketching
designs in her head.


She glanced around the room and spotted a few people she remembered
from the last gig.  Kira and Audra were
in front of the stage, probably securing their spot so they had the best
possible view of Angel.  They were young,
pretty girls and they were always together. 
They were loyal fans, and both had a crush on Angel.


A girl starting rifling through the shirts and haphazardly tossing them
back on the table without refolding them.


“Hi.  Can I help you find a
size?”


“No.  I’m just looking.  Are you the one who's married to the new
guitar player?”


“Yes, I'm Jessi.”


The limp handshake was less than cordial.


“How long have you known Angel?” The girl unfolded another shirt and
threw it down on the table.


“I didn't know him at all before this. 
I just met him about two months ago when he called me about Tommy.”


“Well, I've known Angel forever. 
We're very close.”


The girl was a friend of Angel’s. Maybe that explained the air of
resentment that she projected. She was exaggerating her words to make a
point.  Jessi didn't know if it was
because she was drunk or if she was jealous of her friendship with Angel.  “I'm sorry. 
I didn't get your name.”


She stared down her nose at Jessi. 
“You mean you don't know who I am? 
I'm Kendall Rose.  I'm a
singer.  I should be getting a record
deal very soon with either Galaxy or Pacific. 
I'm haven't decided which label to go with yet.”


“Well, good luck with that.” 
Jessi wasn't impressed.  It
sounded like a load of bullshit, but she wasn’t about to get into a
confrontation.


Kendall glanced down at the merchandise table.
“I would have done this for Angel. I've sold merchandise before. I grew up in
the music industry.  I wouldn’t have let
him pay me either.  I would have done it
for free.”


“Angel isn't paying me.  My
husband's in the band.  I'm not going to
take money—”. She stopped herself.  She
wasn't about to let Kendall bait her into an
argument. Jessi wanted Kendall to leave, but
she stayed, and rattled on in a one-sided conversation.


There were few people in this world that Jessi instantly disliked, and Kendall was one of them. 
Kendall was self-absorbed and
shallow.  A phony.  She couldn’t stop talking about herself, and
about Angel.


Jessi was far from innocent when it came to partying, but she always
managed to maintain a level of decorum.  Kendall was a sloppy drunk.  Her clothes were trashy and her hair and
makeup were a mess.


When Kendall finally left the merch
table, the neat piles of shirts were now strewn about in disarray.  Jessi smirked in Kendall’s
direction and started refolding them.


“Who are you glaring at, hon?” Tommy handed her a drink and tried to
follow her gaze across the room.


“No one worth getting upset about.” 
Jessi shook the scowl from her face and smiled at Tommy. “Thanks for the
drink, baby.”


“I feel bad. You’re stuck back here instead of mingling with everybody
and having a good time.”


“No, I’m fine!  A lot of people I
met at the last show are stopping by to say hello and buying shirts.  But, don’t worry.  I’m going to close up shop and be right up
front when you go on.  You know I’d never
miss that.”


“Thanks, honey.  You do such
much. I really appreciate it.”


“I’d do more if I could.”


A group of people with an excited glow approached the merch table and
introduced themselves to Tommy.  They
were fans.  Tommy had fans. Jessi didn’t
know if he was more surprised or flattered, but she was proud.   It’s about damn time he got the recognition
he deserved.  And then the girls started
lining up to meet him.  Luckily, she
wasn’t the jealous type and trusted Tommy’s loyalty, because groupies were part
of the rock star life, and she knew this was just the beginning.


She sold some shirts and when she looked up, Tommy was gone.  She scanned the room for him.  He was at the bar, and Kendall
was talking to him.  Jessi watched them
with suspicion.  She couldn’t quite
identify exactly what bothered her so much about Kendall, but a persistent
little voice in her head told her that Kendall
was trouble.





After the show, Angel spotted one of his regulars.  He hadn’t seen Corey in a while and,
normally, his presence would have made Angel’s dick jump in his pants.  Corey meant a few hours of
no-strings-attached, raunchy, uninhibited sex – until the next time Corey
showed up at one of his gigs.  But,
tonight, all he wanted to do was run and hide. 
He tried to duck through the crowd with his head down, but Corey grabbed
his arm from behind.


“Where are you running off to?”


“Sorry, I just, um, I have
something I need to take care of.” 
Angel’s response was jittery and nervous.


Corey leaned back on one leg and
raised a skeptical eyebrow.  “Are you
blowing me off?”


“Tonight’s not a good night.”


“Really?  That’s a first.”


“I’m sorry.”  He squeezed Corey’s arm apologetically.  “I gotta go.” 
Angel darted to the bar, beads of sweat sprinkled across his forehead,
and ordered a shot of Johnnie Walker.  He
chugged it back and almost choked on the harsh whiskey. When he put the shot
glass down, Damien was at his side.


“Since when do you pass up a piece
of ass?”


Hesitation cut off Angel’s
answer.  Damien knew him too well to hide
the truth.  They’d been friends since
high school.  Damien came to his defense
when a prominent member of the wrestling team was giving him a hard time.  Even back then, without the rebellious
mohawk, the piercings and the gory tattoos, Damien was still intimidating.  It was the intensity in his eyes that warned
people that he wasn’t about to take any shit. 
The 200 pounds of muscle that tried to bully Angel quickly backed down
and went on his way.


When Angel learned that Damien
played bass and also worshipped pioneers in punk rock like The Ramones and The
Clash, they became friends.  Angel was
astounded when he heard Damien play.  He
was fast and aggressive and he could lay down one hell of an original and
compelling baseline.  That’s when Angel knew his dream of forming an old
school punk rock band was about to materialize. 
He found Jimmy at a local bar by accident, pounding the drums too hard
and too fast for the classic rock music he was trying to play.  Add a kick-ass lead guitarist by way of
Jimmy’s cousin, and Immortal Angel was born.


Angel recalled the sick feeling in
his gut when Jimmy’s cousin announced he was quitting the band.  Now he realized it was a Godsend.  It opened the door for one Tommy Blade to
claim the rightful place at his side.


Damien chucked him on the arm to
get his attention. “I said, since when do you pass up a piece of ass?  I know that guy only comes around when he
wants to fuck you.”


Angel tried to stammer a response,
but Damien cut him off.


“Got your eye on someone else,
huh?”


“Yes, I most certainly do.”  Angel displayed a dreamy smile and placed his
hand on his chest.  “Someone else has
stolen my heart.”


Damien’s eyes turned to steel.  “It’s Tommy, isn’t it?  I told you to stay away from him. You’re
gonna fuck up our dream.”


Angel fumbled for an answer, but
Damien was right. He should have just gone home with Corey and forget about
Tommy.  Tommy was a married man.  It was just sexual chemistry that they
shared.  Harmless flirting.  But the intense
lust-filled gazes Tommy constantly bestowed upon him felt genuine.  The energy that transpired between them on
stage was raw and primal.  Off stage
wasn’t much different.  Subtlety wasn’t
on the menu for either one of them.  Still,
he should stop fantasizing about a relationship with Tommy.  His head knew it was the smart thing to do,
but his heart refused to listen to reason.





Jessi was
all over Tommy in the car on the way home. 
The taxi driver kept glancing at them through the rear view mirror,
probably hoping to catch a glimpse of a blow job.  If Tommy didn't stop her, the driver's wish
may have come true.  She had too much to
drink after tonight’s show.  They both
did.


Jessi
shed her clothes as soon as they walked through the door. Tommy barely had his
belt off when she shoved her hand down his pants and grabbed him.  She pushed him against the door and gave him
a hard, beefy kiss.


He
smacked her naked butt and chased her upstairs to the bedroom.


She
jumped on the bed and pulled him down. 
She stripped him of his pants, impatient to put her lips to his
flesh.  He laid back and let her glorious
mouth engulf him.  She sucked him hard
and strong, and held him tightly in her hand. 
The other hand ran underneath him, and tickled him.  She licked her finger, and returned her hand
to his bottom and inserted one finger. 
It was a little too dry, but the small amount of pain felt oh so
good.  He loved when she was aggressive
in bed.  She knew his body. She knew how
much pressure he loved inside him.  She
knew the spot that drove him mad.


Her mouth
covered him with wet kisses.  Her tongue
waltzed over his body in perfect tempo with her hand.  Music manifested inside his head and brought
him into a realm of bliss.  Every pore of
his body breathed heaven.  The air filled
his lungs deeper with each breath, until he thought he might float away.


Visions
of Angel, in his tight leather pants, popped into Tommy’s head.  He fantasized that it was Angel's fingers
inside him and Angel's dark black hair tickling his inner thigh.  He imagined that it was Angel's thick pink
tongue licking him and bringing him pleasure. 
He imagined putting his hand on the back of Angel's head and pushing
himself deeper into the back of Angel's throat. 
A kaleidoscope of colors exploded in his head as an orgasm took over and
shook his body.


It was
ecstasy.


It was
Jessi.


She was
wiping her mouth with the back of her hand. 
She straddled him and smiled down at him, her lids half closed with a
lusty haze.  He reached up and caressed
her breasts.  His erection barely
deflated before it began to swell to an enormous dimension.  She put it inside her and pushed down,
letting the weight of her body swallow him. 
She leaned her head back and let out a long moan.  She held onto his waist and began to ride him
while her hair floated around her face. 
He loved her so much.


He could
hear her knees scraping against the sheets. 
She was waxed clean and her flesh grew hotter than fire as it rubbed
against him, skin against skin, before a gush of warm wetness drenched
him.  Her momentum gradually slowed.  She was done, but he was just getting
started.  He grabbed her hips and
propelled her body back and forth faster and faster.  She was grunting and moaning loudly.  The window was open and Tommy started to
worry that the neighbors might think he was killing her and call the police. He
was on the verge of coming, on the tip of the ice berg, but he couldn’t quite
get there.  It was frustrating, and it
made him animalistic. He began to groan and beg for release.  The longer it took, the more he wanted it and
the louder he cried out.  Finally, his
orgasm detonated and caused his whole body to convulse violently.


Jessi
fell down on top of him, gasping for air. 
She was covered in sweat.  “You’re
a fuckin’ stallion.”  She looked up at
the small clock radio, still panting. 
“Do you know you just fucked me for almost three hours?  How is that possible?”


“I love you, that’s how.”  Then
he kissed her.


She lay on her side of the bed, still slightly out of breath, and put
her hand on her chest to feel her heart beating.


Tommy rolled over to face her and put his hand on top of hers.  He could feel the steady rapid thumping of
her wonderful heart against her magnificent breast.  He moved her hand and kissed her heart
lightly.  He touched her cheek and looked
into her beautiful pale blue-gray eyes. 
“I love you, hon.  You’re the
world to me.”


“I love you too, baby.”


Tommy kissed her, slowly, gently. 
He was lucky to have her in his life. 
He began to think about Angel, and he felt ashamed.  He felt guilty for fantasizing about Angel,
while he made love to Jessi.  He silently
berated himself for thinking about Angel so often.  It was disloyal.  She was the most wonderful, beautiful,
unselfish person in the world, and he betrayed her by caring about someone
else.


She held him and played with his hair, as he rested his head on her
shoulder.  Maybe he was thinking about it
too much.  Maybe his head was fucked up
because he had too much to drink, but he knew one thing, Angel wasn’t just a
fun time.  Angel was serious.


Since the first day he met Angel, Tommy’s hormones have been colliding
together in chaos. He wanted to be with Angel all the time. It was an
obsession, an addiction.  At first, he
thought it was just infatuation and would diminish, but it didn’t.  It grew and nurtured, like a weed in the
pouring rain.  His feelings for Angel
grew stronger every day. He craved Angel’s presence like a drug.  It didn’t matter if they were alone together,
or in a room with a dozen other people. 
Angel’s physical presence was the medication Tommy needed to remedy his
desire.  When they weren’t together, his
thoughts kept drifting back to Angel. 
The touch of Angel’s hand on his shoulder, the scent of those sweet
droplets of sweat that fell from Angel’s brow when he danced all over the
stage, the sound of Angel’s adorable, boyish laugh – all were stamped into
Tommy’s memory and could be summoned up at will.  All he needed to do was close his eyes.


Tommy didn’t understand the duality of his feelings.  He had no control over them.  He would die without Jessi, yet, his heart
was drawn to another.  It left him in a
constant state of remorse and guilt.  He
was torn between the woman he loved and the man who ignited a fire in him that
he never knew existed.  It was an
internal battle and he was afraid that, in the end, there would be no winner.  Someone was bound to get hurt.


 


Chapter
Eleven


“You remember the place.” Angel motioned Jessi to come inside. “Make
yourself comfortable while I get us a drink.”


Jessi had only been to Angel’s apartment once before, when he made
dinner for her and Tommy.  Now that she
was helping him with advertising and merchandising, she would be meeting with
him on a regular basis.  She took a seat
at the breakfast bar and ran her fingers across the Corian countertop.  She wished she had a breakfast bar in her
house, but they couldn’t afford to remodel the kitchen.  As she watched Angel pour two glasses of diet
soda, she admired his apartment again. 
It was exactly what she expected from an aspiring rock star:  leather couches, a gigantic flat screen TV
and a powerful stereo system.  Angel had a penchant for animal
prints.  There was a zebra striped rug in
the living room, leopard covered stools at the breakfast bar and she could see
a glimpse of a leopard throw on the bed through the open bedroom door.


He lived on the other side of Brooklyn, in Williamsburg. 
The area was too congested and too expensive for Jessi, but she could
see why Angel lived there.  The entire
area was re-developed and much different from a decade ago.  Hipsters, musicians and vagabonds populated
the neighborhood, and the small bars hosted an array of live indie music every
night of the week.  Restaurants were in
abundance and rich with culture.  “This
is a great neighborhood, but parking’s impossible.”


“I know.  Half the time I
consider selling my car and just taking the train.”  Angel stared up toward the ceiling,
daydreaming.  “One day I’ll have a
luxurious house, with the full studio me and Tommy talked about.  And a garage! 
Something near the water, maybe Long Island or New Jersey.”


“New Jersey?”  The location surprised Jessi.


“Yeah.  My parents moved there a
few years ago.  My brother and sister
went with them, but I needed to stay here, for now anyway.  Parts of New Jersey are very pretty.  I want a lot of property.  I’m so sick of everyone and everything being
on top of each other in the city.  But,
until I can afford my dream house, I’m forced to live in an area the supports
the underground music industry.  Everything
I do relates to music and the band, and I’m not going to stop or slow down
until I get a record deal.”


Jessi followed Angel into the dining room, which doubled as a small
office.  He took a seat at the desk
pushed up against the wall, and pulled up a chair for her.  He went over the band’s schedule, gave her a
list of contacts for all the venues and discussed ways to promote the band.


Angel liked to talk.  He went from discussing business to telling
her his life story.  She was surprised to find out that he was two years
older than her.  Although his knowledge and experience in the music
industry added to his maturity, his face had a boyish quality that made him
seem much younger than his 27 years.  She
learned that Angel’s parents were Cuban nationals and came to America shortly
before Angel was born.  Angel’s mother
wanted him to learn piano when he was a boy, but he could never sit still and
practice long enough to really master it.  He preferred to sing the songs
instead of play them.  He started taking voice lessons when he was ten
years old, and joined his first band when he was twelve.  She envisioned a 12-year old Angel, strutting
his stuff, wearing leather jeans and fronting a boy band.  It was precious.


“OK, back to business.”  Angel slapped her leg.  “How’s it
going at the merch booth?  Did you like it?  Are you OK with handling it full time at the
shows?”


“Are you kidding?  I love it, and I got a great idea for
shirts.” They got so sidetracked by conversation that she forgot about the
research she put into finding a supplier for inexpensive custom shirts.  She explained that they offered everything
from spaghetti strap tank tops and baby doll tees to beach towels. 
“I could sketch out a few different designs to be silk screened, so people can
buy more than one shirt”.  She only wished she had the time to construct
the garments herself.


Angel loved the idea.  She could see him counting the sales and
profits in his head.


The tops and merchandise reminded Jessi of Kendall, and the way she
messed up the merch table.  It made her
stomach tighten. “Let me ask you a question. 
Who is this girl Kendall and what’s her story?”


“Kendall?”  Angel looked
uneasy.  “Why? Did she say something?”


“She said a lot.”


Angel grimaced.  “Well, we have a bit of history.  I know her
from voice class, when we were kids.  I hadn’t seen her in probably ten
years, and then she showed up at one of my gigs.  We hung out, talked
about old times, made fun of our voice teacher, got drunk.  She got really
drunk.”  He rolled his eyes.  “She just grabbed my face and
kissed me.  I thought it was really funny, actually, but she thought it
meant something because I kissed her back. 
One kiss and she thought she was going to convert me.”


“I tried to ditch her for a while, but she was at every gig.  I
finally told her that the kiss wasn’t sexual. 
It didn’t mean anything.   I’m not one of those guys who are
going to die of disgust because I kissed a girl.  I’ve kissed girls before,
but as a joke.  To be funny.  And
that’s what I thought it was – a joke.” 
He stared at the floor for a few seconds.  “She didn’t get it. I had to be blunt and
tell her that I wasn’t the least bit interested.  I’m gay and there’s nothing she’s going to do
to make me want to be with her.  It made
me feel bad.  It still does. But now it’s really uncomfortable, because
she won’t leave me alone.”


“I don’t like her.”


Angel laughed.  “You’re not one to sugar coat anything, are you?”


“No.  I tell it like it is.  Not many people rub me the wrong way like she
does, Angel. I don’t like her, and I don’t trust her.”


 


Chapter Twelve


Tommy thought they were supposed to
be writing music, but where were Damien and Jimmy?  And why were they at Angel’s apartment
instead of the studio?


Angel set two drinks down on the
coffee table and sat next to him. “Play something for me.”


Tommy picked up his Fender and
strummed Adrenaline Rush.


“No.”  Angel placed his hand on Tommy’s thigh.  “I don’t want to hear one of our songs.  Play something you wrote.”


Tommy’s eye went straight to Angel’s
hand. His leg tingled and a bolt of fire shot to his groin.  He couldn’t think of anything to play.  His mind was clouded with visions of Angel’s
hand traveling up his thigh, slowly unzipping his jeans, touching his flesh for
the first time . . .”


“Play anything.  What was the last song you wrote with your
old band?”


The sound of Angel’s voice yanked
him out of his fantasy.  He pulled the
guitar closer to hide his erection, and played one of his songs from
Psychobabble.  Angel’s penetrating gaze
was too distracting, so Tommy focused on his fingers and on the guitar
strings.  About half way through the song
he stopped playing and looked up at Angel.


“You’re amazing.”  Angel touched his knee again.  “You’re a titan on the guitar.  I wish I could do that.”


“I could teach you how to play.”


“Oh, no.”  Angel laughed, modestly.  “I can’t play the guitar.  It’s too hard.”


Angel tried to protest, but Tommy
put the guitar in his lap.  He was
apprehensive, almost afraid to hold it. 
It was adorable.


“It’s not going to break.” Tommy
positioned the guitar on Angel’s knee. 
“Get the feel of it in your hands for a while.”


Angel held the guitar in a rigid
embrace, but made no attempt to play it.


Tommy demonstrated a simple chord
and put the guitar back in Angel’s lap. 
He tried to replicate it, but his hand was awkward around the fretboard
and his fingers couldn’t reach the strings.


Tommy moved closer and held Angel’s
manicured and uncalloused fingertips over the correct strings.


Angel furrowed his brow and
concentrated on holding them down.  He
glanced up at Tommy.  “Like this?”


Angel’s dark eyes peeked through
the strands of his jet black hair.


Tommy slowly nodded.


“Now what do I do?”


Tommy put the pick between Angel’s
fingers. “Strike all six strings in one fluid motion.”


Their thighs were touching and
Tommy could feel Angel’s warm breath blowing across his cheek.


Angel dragged the pick over the
guitar strings.  It was slow and choppy.


“That’s it.  That’s good. 
Now, do it again, only do it really fast this time.”


Teaching guitar never sounded so
dirty.


Angel repeated the chord several
times, each time with more confidence and eventually, all the notes rang
together.


“You did it.  That’s a G chord.”


“I can’t believe it.  My prince! Thank you so much!”


Those two words always made Tommy’s
blood race and sent his heart into a static frenzy.  “I love it when you call me, my prince,” he
said, softly.


Angel’s eyes bore into Tommy’s for
several seconds.  “My prince,” he
whispered.


A hot shiver ran down Tommy’s
back.  He could barely hear anything over
the sound of his heart beating in his ears. 
The sexual chemistry they shared was palpable.  It was an entity that occupied its own space.  It crowded the room and pushed them together.


Angel put the guitar on its
stand.  His gaze was strong and
penetrating.


The palms of Tommy’s hands began to
sweat and he fidgeted in his seat. 
Thoughts of Jessi pierced his heart and made him look away.  As much as he wanted to kiss Angel, he couldn’t
do it behind Jessi’s back.  And he still
couldn’t tell Jessi how much he cared about Angel.  He couldn’t hurt her like that.  He had no choice but to slink further down
the couch and back away.


The disappointment was clear on
Angel’s face.  He looked wounded and sad.


Tommy wanted to take Angel in his
arms, throw him down on the couch and rip his shirt off.  He wanted to put his lips to Angel’s neck and
to his chest.  He wanted to do so much
more, but his love for Jessi held him back. 
He needed to do something else, quickly, and he reached for the guitar
to rescue him.  “Let me show you
something else.”  He quickly ran through
a couple of chords, played a short melody and rattled off a half hour lesson in
five minutes.


Angel gave him a bewildered
smile.  “There’s no way I absorbed
anything you just said.”


Tommy laughed, nervously.  “I’m sorry. 
Maybe we should just . . . slow down a little.”


“OK.  If that’s what you want . . . my prince.”


 


Chapter Thirteen


Jessi
crawled into bed and rolled over to face Tommy. 
He was on his stomach, propped up on his elbows, reading one of his
guitar magazines.  She tucked his hair
behind his ear so she could see his face. 
He glanced up and gave her a tiny smile before returning to his reading.  She watched him and stroked his long, silky
hair.  She entwined her fingers through
it and smoothed it down the center of his back.


They had
been out with Angel again tonight.  She
was at his apartment discussing merchandise sales.  They got on the subject of fashion and she
ended up embellishing one of the jackets he wore when he performed.  She lost track of time and Tommy came by
looking for her.  The three of them went
out for dinner and then for a few drinks, afterwards.


Jessi
studied the interaction between Tommy and Angel over the course of the
night.  She had a tight friendship with
Angel, but Tommy and Angel had a bond. 
Their interaction was always flirtatious, but it was also that of – she
hated to say it –an old married couple, but a couple whose spark still ignited
fire.  Tommy and Angel were comfortable
with one another, familiar, but the intensity they shared was so strong that
you could see it with the naked eye.  It
was actually very similar to the relationship she had with Tommy.


As she
continued to pet his hair and run her fingers through it, she realized that
they hadn’t shared their bed with anyone in a long time – not since Angel came
into their lives.  It hit her hard, like
a slap in the face.  Since Tommy met
Angel, he didn’t want to be with another man. 
Angel was the only man on his mind.


 “Can I ask you a question, baby?”  She didn’t wait for him to answer. “How come
you haven’t brought any candy home lately?” 
That’s what Tommy called the men he brought into their bedroom.  It was easier for him to say, ‘I’m going to
stop and get some candy on the way home’ than to say ‘I’m going to pick up a
random stranger and let him fuck me senseless’. 
It became their code word.  “It’s
been a while.  I don’t remember you
taking a break before.  Are you turning
straight on me?” She was teasing him.


“I am
straight.”


“Really?  Because I think your gay lovers would say
differently.”  He never acknowledged that
he was bisexual.  She knew he hated the
word.  In his head, he was
straight. The things he did on the side with men didn’t count.


He cast
his magazine aside and faced her.  He
didn’t say anything. He only met her gaze with a defiant smile.


“I have
another question for you.”


“You’re
full of question tonight, aren’t you?” 
He took her hand and placed it on his crotch.  “Maybe I can find something else for you to
do with that inquisitive mouth of yours.”


She
wiggled her eyebrows at him.  “I’ll get
to it.  I was just wondering, how come
you never top?  You’re tough and
masculine.  I wouldn’t peg you for a
bottom.”


“I like
the bottom.”  His hand traveled
over her hip and he grabbed her left butt cheek and gave it a hard
squeeze.  “I don’t want anyone else’s
ass. This is all the ass I need.  If I
want it, I’ll take it.  Besides, just
because I’m on the bottom, doesn’t mean I’m not in charge.”


Tommy was in charge of everything
in his life. He knew what he wanted and he went after it.  He was in control, which is probably why he
struggled so much with his attraction to men. 
It was something he couldn’t deny. 
Something he didn’t have control over.


Jessi
knew he was struggling with his feelings for Angel.  He never talked about it, but she knew.  When Tommy was near Angel, he shined.  That was the only word she could use to
describe it.  There was a light in his
eye, an ease in his personality that she never saw before – like Tommy was finally
truly happy, deep down inside.  A small
part of her wondered if Tommy would be just as happy if she stepped out of the
equation, but she tried not to think about it.


It was
only a matter of time before the situation came to a head and exploded.  Someone already pulled the pin out of the
grenade and she was waiting for the explosion. 
When the smoke cleared she had no idea where the pieces would land. Even
though the three of them shared a harmonious and close relationship, once Tommy
and Angel connected on a sexual level, their world would change.  In the end, there may only be one man, or
woman, standing at Tommy’s side.  It
scared the hell out of her, but she couldn’t do anything about it.  She knew going in that Tommy was bisexual,
even though he refused to put a label on his sexuality.


She
wasn’t jealousy.  She was afraid.  You couldn’t dictate who you loved.  It wasn’t possible to choose which sex you
were attracted to.  But what happens when
you’re attracted to both?  Loving two
people at the same time and making it work seemed unrealistic.  She understood that asking Tommy to choose
between her and Angel wasn’t a possibility. 
Ultimatums backfire.  Plus, she
always knew Tommy needed a man in his life. 
She never tried to kid herself into thinking he didn’t.  She went into this marriage with her eyes
wide open.  She only hoped that there was
room for her in Tommy’s life after he got together with Angel, otherwise she
would step out of the picture.  She wouldn’t
take a back seat to anyone.


 


Chapter Fourteen 


A pair of luminescent green eyes
smiled at Angel through the congested bar. 
There was only one person who possessed those bright green eyes – Kenny
Henderson.


They walked toward each other,
squeezing through the crowd of people, until they were facing one another. “I
can’t believe it.  What are you doing
here?”


“Is that any way to greet an old
boyfriend?” Kenny asked.


Angel kissed him lightly on the
lips and gave him a hug.  Kenny clung to
him for several seconds.  When he looked
back into Kenny’s eyes, they were full of emotion.  “Is everything OK?”


“Not really.  I’m just a little down, and I thought some
music would cheer me up.  I found this
flyer on the windshield of my car.” 
Kenny pulled it out of his pocket and unfolded it.


“That’s Jessi’s work.  My guitar player’s wife.  She’s a firecracker.”  He touched Kenny’s arm. “I’m really glad you
came to see the show.”


Kenny smiled back, but there was so
much pain in his eyes.  It broke Angel’s
heart.  “What’s the matter?  You look like you lost your best friend.”


Kenny pressed his lips
together.  “I kinda did.  I broke up with my boyfriend a couple of days
ago.  He said he wanted to see other
people.”  Kenny swallowed hard.  “I’m so lonely and heartbroken.  I could really use some company tonight.  My broken heart could really use some
comforting.”


“You poor thing.  Of course I’ll be there for you.”  He hugged Kenny, and when he broke the
embrace, Tommy was standing at his side, scowling.  It caught Angel off guard, and he waited for
Tommy to say something, but Tommy just stood there with his arms folded across
his chest.


Angel introduced Tommy to Kenny,
but it was awkward.  Kenny didn’t say
much, but it was understandable.  Kenny
was always shy, and he was sad and vulnerable right now.  Tommy was being standoffish, almost
rude.  It was uncomfortable.  He excused himself from Kenny and pulled
Tommy aside.  “What’s going on?”


“You tell me.”


“Are you mad or something?”


“Is that guy an old boyfriend?”


“Yeah. Why?  Is there a problem?”


“I don’t know.”  Tension pulled at the corner of Tommy’s
mouth.  “What does he want?”


Tommy was jealous, and Angel was
thrilled.  It meant Tommy cared.  It meant Tommy had real feelings for
him.  Up until now, Angel wasn’t entirely
sure that Tommy wasn’t just playing games.


“Are you going to sleep with that
guy?”


Angel still didn’t know how to
answer.  Maybe this was the perfect time
to verbalize their relationship instead of tossing innuendo back and
forth.  “What if I said yes?  Would you be upset?”


“I’m already upset.”


“Really?”  He smiled. 
“Well, what does that mean, mi amor?”


Tommy tried to suppress a smile,
but he wasn’t doing a good job of it. 
“What did you just call me?”


“Mi amor.  It means, my love.  You are my love, you know.  What are we doing, Tommy?  Me and you. 
Spell it out for me.”


Tommy took a long time to
answer.  “I don’t know.”


Angel exhaled.  “I can’t keep my life on hold.”


“I’m not telling you what to do.”


“Tommy . . . I don’t want you to be
mad at me.  If something’s on your mind,
you have to tell me.”


Tommy looked past Angel and studied
Kenny.  “Go. Your friend looks
upset.  He looks like he needs someone to
talk to.”


“You sure?  Because I don’t want you to be mad and not
talk to me tomorrow.”


“I’m sure.”


“Thank you . . . mi amor.”  He put his hands on Tommy’s impressive
shoulders, which was probably the wrong thing to do.  The hard rounded muscles were strong, and all
he wanted to do was caress them.  And he
did.  Slowly.  Never averting his gaze from the taught flesh
that strained underneath the black Motörhead tee, he lightly ran his hands over
the arch of Tommy’s shoulders.  He
skimmed the top of Tommy’s substantial upper back and leaned in for a hug.


Tommy returned the embrace. The
solid muscles in their chests bumped into each other, and got acquainted.  It only lasted a few glorious seconds before
Tommy slid his hands from around Angel’s waist and stepped back.


He kissed Tommy on the cheek and
paused to read his pensive eyes.  They
said so much.  Why couldn’t his mouth do
the same?





Angel listened with a sympathetic
ear, as Kenny lamented about his ex-boyfriend. 
They talked for hours, late into the night.  Kenny was a sweet, sensitive guy, and he was
devastated by the breakup.  He deserved
someone who loved him.  He was so sad,
and Angel’s heart went out to him.


Angel put his arm around Kenny’s
shoulder to comfort him.  Kenny looked
back at him with those intense green eyes. 
They were mesmerizing.  Captivating.  Once they had you under their spell, it was
impossible to look away.  Kenny slowly leaned
closer and their lips met in a gentle kiss. 
It wasn’t the usual rough, forceful kiss Angel was accustomed to.  It was tender and slow and it begged for
love.


Tommy face popped into Angel’s head
and his eyes flipped wide open.   He
stopped kissing Kenny and sat back on the couch. “I’m sorry.  I …. I can’t do this.  I wish I could, but I can’t.”


“Your guitar player?”


Angel nodded.


“I knew there was something going
on between you two.”


“Yeah.”  Angel sighed and looked off into the
distance.  “I just wish I knew what it
was.”


“Why, because he’s married?”


“I think that’s part of it, but I’m
afraid to scare him off by forcing the issue or making a move.”


“You really care about this guy,
don’t you?”


“Yeah, I do.  I’m falling in love with him.  That’s why I don’t want to fuck it up.  I’m sorry, Kenny.  I didn’t mean to . . . I should go.”


“No. Please don’t go.  I just need a warm body next to me.  I feel so alone.  I just want someone to hold me.  Please, Angel.  I won’t . . . we don’t have to. . .”


“OK.  It’s OK, Kenny.  I’ll stay with you.”


“Thank you.  I really need someone right now.”


They snuggled together on the couch
for a long time without saying anything.


“About your guitar player,” Kenny
broke the long silence, “I hope you don’t think he’s gonna leave his wife for
you, because—”


“No, I know he’s not leaving his
wife.  They really love each other.  I don’t want to break up their marriage.  I would never do anything to hurt Jessi.  She’s like . . . my best friend.” Angel never
realized how close he and Jessi had become. 
He talked to her about everything, except Tommy.  Maybe that’s where he should start.  She was the most brutally honest person he
knew, and she never had any reservations about saying what was on her
mind.  But how was he supposed to ask Jessi
if he could sleep with her husband?  It
was absurd.


“What’s her take on this
thing?”  Kenny asked.  “Does she know what’s going on?”


“Oh, yeah.  Everyone knows.  There’s no filter between me and Tommy.  You saw us on stage.  It doesn’t stop there.  Jessi doesn’t seem bothered by it all.  Quite the opposite, actually.  I think she gets off on it.”


“How is it supposed to work, then,
with his wife?”


“I really don’t know.”


“Maybe he’s just looking for a
fling, but,” Kenny shook his head, “I don’t think so.  You don’t get all pissy when someone hugs an
ex-boyfriend, if it’s just a fling.”


“It’s definitely more than
that.  He said he cares about me, but
that’s all I can get out of him.  He
shuts down if I pursue it, and I’m afraid to push him.”


“What are you gonna do?”


“I don’t know.”  Angel shrugged.  “I really have no fuckin’ clue.”


Kenny grunted and sort of
laughed.  “Look at us.  Two lovesick fools, pining away for someone
we can’t have.  We’re fuckin’ pathetic.”


Angel always believed that he and
Tommy would be together.  He had no idea
how Jessi was supposed to be involved, but it didn’t matter, as long as he was
with Tommy.  Now, after verbalizing the
situation out loud, it sounded ludicrous. 
He should just forget about Tommy and move on.  But he couldn’t.  There was no way he could be happy without
that sweet prince.   He let out a loud,
exasperated sigh and put his head on Kenny’s shoulder.  “I guess both of our broken hearts could use
a little comforting tonight.”





The next
morning Jessi came by Angel’s apartment with a length of red fabric.  She draped it over the dining room table and
explained that it could become the signature color of Immortal Angel.  She was trying to get Angel’s input on the
new shirts that she was designing, but he was barely paying attention.  His mind kept drifting back to Tommy.  He kept thinking about Tommy’s reaction to
Kenny last night, and what it meant.  He
kept replaying, and reliving, the hug between him and Tommy.  It was the first time real intimacy they
shared.


Angel
stopped listening to Jessi altogether and sat down at the table.  He needed to talk to her about Tommy.  Right here. 
Right now.


When she
realized he was no longer standing next to her, she stopped cutting the fabric
and stared at him.  Neither one of them
said anything, but the look on her face told him that she knew they were about
to have a serious conversation.


“Sit
down.”  He tapped his hand on the seat
next to him.  “Let’s talk.”


Jessi sat
on the edge of the chair with unease and concern.


“It’s
about Tommy.”


Her face
was blank, but her eyes were growing wider with each second that passed.


Angel
knew it wasn’t going to be an easy conversation for either one of them.  “I’ve tried talking to Tommy, but I can’t get
him to open up to me.  I know this is awkward
Jessi, but I can’t talk to anyone else about it.”


She
closed her eyes momentarily and Angel didn’t know if she was trying not to cry
or getting ready for a big elaborate speech.


“Look,
you know you can talk to me about anything, Angel, but I don’t know how much I
can say without betraying Tommy’s trust. 
There are things he doesn’t talk about.”


“I don’t
mean to put you in that position.  I
don’t know what else to do.  I’m going
crazy.”


“So is
Tommy.”


He
furrowed his brow.  “What?”


“I’m sure
you can see that Tommy has a hard time talking about . . . the things he
struggles with.  You, more than anyone,
should know what he’s going through.”


Her words
were suggestive but they were unclear. 
Angel was lost.  He didn’t know if
there were talking about the same subject anymore.  “I’m talking about me and Tommy.  What are you talking about?”


“The same
thing.  Tommy doesn’t know what to make
of the ambiguous feelings he has.  He’s
afraid to be himself, except when he’s around you.  Tommy never openly,” she paused while she
searched for the right words, “Tommy never openly exhibited the kind of behavior
that you two display, before.”  She
leaned closer to him for emphasis.  “Not
in front of anyone, except me.”


Angel was
tired of implication.  He wanted clear
cut answers.  “I’m going to be candid,
Jessi.  I’m going to come right out and
ask you—”   She tried to interrupt him,
but he cut her off.  “I don’t care if you
don’t want to answer me.  I’m going to
ask you anyway.  I want to know.  No. I need to know.  Am I interfering in your marriage?  Am I coming between you and Tommy?”


She
stared back at him, expressionless.


“Don’t
pretend that you don’t know what’s going on. 
I know you do.”


She still
didn’t react, so he pressed her harder. 
“You know that there’s more than a flirtation between me and Tommy.  There’s something going on that no one’s
talking about.”


She
didn’t flinch.  She was rigid, with a
backbone of steel.  He wasn’t ready to
give up.  He was determined to get an
answer out of her. “I care about Tommy. 
A lot.  I know he feels the same
way about me.  I’m afraid to act on it
because I don’t want to hurt you, Jessi. 
But you need to let me know how you feel about what’s going on.  If you want me to back off, tell me.  I need to know, because I can’t keep my
feelings on hold.  I need to do something
here.”


The dead
silence hung in the air between them. 
After a few seconds, Jessi slowly began to smile.  “Are we really having this conversation?”


Angel
wanted to laugh, but he stopped himself. 
It was a serious matter, not to be taken lightly.  “I know. 
This is crazy.  But, yes, we
are.  At least I am.  I feel like I’m talking to a wall.  Help me out, please.”


She took
a deep breath and put her hand on his knee. 
“Look, there are some things I can’t talk about without betraying
Tommy’s trust.  But, I know Tommy.  He lets me see things that he’s not
comfortable showing anyone else.  And I
love every aspect of his personality.  I
love him for who he is.”  She spoke
slowly and chose her words carefully.  “I
would never stand in the way of Tommy’s happiness.”


Angel was
fed up with the innuendo and insinuation. 
“I’m going to be very blunt and I want a straight answer.  Do you have a problem if me and Tommy sleep
together?  Yes or no?”


She sat
back in her chair and looked off to the side. 
She took a deep breath and was lost in thought.  Her face took on a variety of emotions.  She wrinkled her brow.  The corners of mouth bowed down, and then her
face went blank.  Her lips curled up
slightly and she turned back to look at him. 
“No.  I have no problem with it.”





Angel was still excited and wound
up hours after Jessi left.  Now nothing
was standing in his way of being with Tommy – except Tommy.  That sweet boy needed to relax and let his guard
down.  Angel had to remind himself to be
a little more patient and a little more persistent and everything would work
out in the end.


He was inspired and motivated, and
he wanted to write lyrics.  He wanted to
write a song for Tommy.  Something that
would verbalize and articulate the love he felt in his heart.


Angel jumped in bed with his laptop
and notebook and pen.  He always wrote
music on top of his plush leopard throw surrounded by overstuffed pillows.  The first thing he needed to do was find a
melody.  He browsed through his computer
files and listened to some prerecorded melodies.  The band composed music faster than he could
write lyrics, so he always had an assortment of tunes to work with.  He picked one and started writing.  The words flowed effortlessly from his head
to his hand, but they were contradictory to the melody.   He replayed the track and sang the lyrics
again, but he had to stop.  The sappy
versus and bridges he wrote clashed with the fast, hard beat of the music.  He didn’t sing about love.  He sang about dark things – greed, lust, sex,
money – and that was the tempo of the music. 
It wasn’t cohesive with the lyrics.  
He was disheartened, because he loved the lyrics he wrote.  He read through them again, and realized that
he had a total different melody in his head, a melody that his subconscious
just created.  The band would have to
write the music, but he had the general essence of the melody in his mind.


It wasn’t punk rock though.  It was a beautiful, heartfelt ballad, and
that’s what troubled him.  Immortal Angel
did not sing sappy ballads.  He
was worried his fans wouldn’t like it. 
It would be different, though.  He
could write lyrics for the other hard melody and debut them together.  That might entice his fans into accepting a
slower, softer song.   He could run it by
Jessi.  Her judgment was spot on, and she
never hesitated to tell him when she thought something wasn’t going to work.


Jessi had an abundance of prolific
ideas.  She managed the production of the
new CD they recorded and pushed for a CD release party at The Quadrangle.


Angel always thought it was better
to play the classier places because they paid a lot more than the hole in the
wall bars, which were more fun, and where he didn’t have to worry about
offending anyone with his ill-disciplined behavior on stage.  But Jessi pushed to book the smaller
neighborhood bars.  She explained that
those were the places that would expand his fan base and draw people to the larger
venues, and she was right.  He couldn’t
believe he never looked at it that way. 
He was always looking at dollars and cents, which was important, but she
explained that the bigger his fan base was the more in demand he would be and
the more money he would draw.  Record
labels would look at him and see the potential for big bucks. She was one smart
fish.


 Angel looked back at the lyrics written on his
notepad.  He sang the entire song out
loud with the new melody.  It was
romantic and passionate.  It was
good.  If this was done right, maybe with
just an acoustic guitar and the lights dimmed down and full of emotion, it
could be really great.  This could be the
song that brought back the record label executives.





Angel sang the song in the studio,
with only Tommy on the acoustic guitar. 
He didn’t want to look at Tommy when he sang.  He thought it would be too passionate and he
wanted to save that raw emotion for when he performed it in front of a
crowd.  Instead, he sang directly to
Jessi.


She gazed back into his eyes and
never looked away.  She hung on every
word and melted a little more with each verse. 
When the song ended, she wrapped her arms around his neck and hugged
him.  When she looked back at him, she
had tears in her eyes.


“Look at you!  What happened to my hardcore rock and roll
princess?  Are you going soft on me?”


She just smiled at him for a long
time.  “That was beautiful.”


For a second, he thought she was
going to kiss him.  Now, if he could get
that same reaction when he sang it to Tommy at their next show, everything
would be perfect.


 


Chapter Fifteen


Jessi set up an elaborate
merchandise display at the next gig, showcasing the new clothing that she
designed.  She was able to get her hands
on some old mannequin forms, perks from working at a fashion house, and she
dressed them in the different tops she had for sale.


Angel let her design them herself,
as long as she didn’t change his logo. 
The logo was the band’s name written across a manhole cover. She hated
it at first, but when he explained that the manhole cover symbolized the
underground music scene, she thought it was perfect.  She left the original logo with the white
graphic on a black shirt intact.  She
added a second variation where the band’s name was printed in red lettering across
a silver manhole cover.  On the back, she
added the words “Kick Ass Old Skool Punk Rock”, written in the same red
lettering.


She was especially proud of the top
she was wearing because she sewed it herself. 
She deconstructed a men’s T-shirt with the red lettering and transformed
it into a corset-styled top.  She added
metal studs around the manhole cover and a red ribbon laced up the back.  It was eye-catching and stood out among the
unadorned tanks and tees.


She was meticulous about the merch
table and took a long time to make sure everything was perfect.  She stood back and admired the display.  Everything looked amazing.  She was proud of the designs she
created.  Tommy always told her she
should start her own clothing line, and, secretly, it was her dream, but she
didn’t have time.  The band was her main
priority.  Anything else would have to
wait.


Tommy and Angel carried in the rest
of the boxes of shirts from the car and set them down on the other end of the
table.  She couldn’t hear what they were
saying to each other, but she didn’t need to. 
The affinity and affection they shared when they looked at each other
said everything.  She was beginning to
enjoy watching them together, and smiled softly.  Her thoughts turned to the bedroom.  Visions of Tommy and Angel entangled
together, while she was in bed with them, was something she could wrap her legs
around.  It got a little too graphic to
be fantasizing about at The Quadrangle and she pushed the arousing thoughts
from her head.


Tommy and Angel were admiring the
new shirts.  They held them up to each
other’s chest to see how they would look on one another.  Tommy tucked the shirt into Angel’s waistband
and accidentally tickled him.  Angel
giggled.  They silently stared at each
other for a few seconds, and then they took the shirts and walked toward the
back room together.


Jessi had given a great deal of
thought to the conversation she had with Angel last week, and she was at peace
with the idea of Angel becoming part of their lives.  He was already part of their lives, anyway.  If she was going to
share Tommy with anyone, Angel was probably the only person she could envision
it with.


She often
wondered how many men Tommy was with before he met her.  He had plenty of girlfriends.  He was a football player and he was in
a band.  When they first started dating
they constantly ran into his old girlfriends.  The mystery about old boyfriends would
probably remain an unsolved, though, because Tommy never talked about it, and
she would never push him.  It really
didn’t matter, anyway.


Out of the corner of her eye, Jessi
spotted Tommy and Angel returning from the back room.  As they got closer, she realized that they
were both wearing the new T-shirts.  They
looked adorable.  Jessi threw her head
back and laughed.  “You two are the cutest things I’ve ever seen!”


“I thought we should hang around
and model the shirts, since they’re so amazing,” Angel ran his hand over the
graphic on his chest.  The shirt was
probably a size too small, and hugged his body – a body that she’s been
thinking about a little too much lately.


While she was busy appreciating how
nice the shirts looked on Angel and Tommy, a small crowd of people gathered
around the merch table to admire the clothing on the mannequins.  The designs were a big hit. Girls scooped up
the corset tops faster than she could pull them out of the box.


Kira and Audra, the two young girls
who were Angel’s biggest fans, bought tank tops and asked him to autograph
them.  Jessi thought their infatuation
with Angel was amusing.  The number of
girls lining up to talk to Tommy was a little intimidating, but he deserved the
attention.


Alyssa, Damien’s wife, finally
arrived to help at the merch table and started pulling shirts out of boxes and
folding them on the table.  “Sorry, I’m
late.” She rolled her eyes.  “Small
crisis with Damien this morning. Mohawk issues. 
He was out of hair product.”


Jessi burst out laughing.  Tommy with his flowing blond hair, Damien
with his stark blue mohawk, they were worse than women when it came to their
hair.


She stopped Alyssa from arranging
shirts on the table so she could look at the corset top she was wearing.  Alyssa was her first model and the first
person to wear a Jessi Blade original corset top featuring Immortal Angel.  She examined Alyssa’s top and made her turn
around so she could check the back.  It
fit her perfectly.


Jessi had the designer itch
again.  She needed to construct her own
garments.  The corset tops were just the
beginning.  She envisioned a line that
not only endorsed Immortal Angel, but the rock and roll lifestyle.  Now all she needed was the time.


Kendall’s
annoying voice caught Jessi’s attention. 
She swore she wasn’t going to let that girl make a mess of the merch
table again, but Kendall wasn’t headed toward
her.  She was making a beeline for
Angel.  She kept putting her arms around
him.  He was uncomfortable and kept
removing them from around his neck. 
Angel looked like he was trying to get away from her, but she kept
pawing at him.  He finally escaped when
Damien rescued him and pulled him away.


Now Kendall
was headed toward the merch table. 
Great.  “What’s up with that
girl?” Jessi whispered to Alyssa.


“Not my favorite person. Actually,
she’s my least favorite person. I need a drink.”


Alyssa was gone before Jessi could
stop her.


“I see someone’s been busy.”  Kendall eyed
the new tops and picked one up.


“Hello, Kendall.  Do you like them?”


“I do.  They’re really cool.  I’m very interested in all of them.”  Kendall was
making a mess again.  As Jessi tried to
keep the table organized and refold the shirts, Kendall
asked dozens of questions. She wanted to know the name of the vendor, how much
they cost, how many colors they came in, how many were bought.  Jessi was getting a headache.


“Thanks for the info. I’ll be back
later.”  Kendall
started to walk away, but she still had one of the corset tops tucked under her
arm.


It was practically wedged under her
armpit.  Jessi would’ve never noticed it
if the light didn’t hit one of the silver studs and cast a reflection. “Wait, Kendall. That’s $20 for the corset top.”


“What top?  Oh.” 
She acted like she just realized it was jammed under her arm.


“Were you trying to steal that from
me?”


“No. I paid for this already.”


“No you didn’t.”  Jessi cheeks burned with anger.  “Don’t try to put one over on me.  I’ve been doing this a long time.  I’ve had a lot of people try to talk me into giving
them a free shirt, but you’re the first person who actually tried to steal
from me.”


“I put the money on the table.  Someone else must’ve picked it up.”


“You were the only one here.  You were trying to distract me by making a
mess and asking me a million questions.”


Jessi tried to snatch the top out
of Kendall’s hands but she wouldn’t let
go.   They ended up in a game of tug of
war.


People started to stare.


Jessi tugged the top toward
her.  “I made this garment.  You’re not taking it without paying for it.”


Kendall
pulled it back in her direction.  “You
didn’t make this.”


Jessi yanked on it.  “Yes I did. 
I’m schooled in fashion design. 
I’m an associate designer.”


“Liar!”


A stitch threatened to pop and
Jessi’s anger soared.  Stealing was one
thing, if Kendall mutilated one her garments,
she would have a war on her hands.


The fabric puckered as they each
pulled the top in opposite directions. 
Another tug from Kendall and a seam
stretched beyond its limitations.  It
ripped open with a screeching tear.


“You fuckin’ bitch!”


A bouncer stepped between them.
“Knock it off ladies before you both get thrown out.”


Jessi held up the mangled corset
top.  One side flapped open like a broken
wing on a young sparrow. “She tried to steal one of my designs and then she
destroyed it.  Look at it!”


The bouncer smirked at Kendall.  “I’m
getting damn sick of this shit.”  He took
her by the forearm and led her away.





It was the beginning of the band’s
second set.  Now was the time Angel
planned to premier the new song he wrote for Tommy.  He brought two stools on the stage, and sat
down by himself.  The crowd quieted down,
curious about what was about to happen.


“Do you guys want to hear some new
music?”


They replied with a resounding,
“Hell yeah!”


“This is a little different than
you’re used to, so I hope you like it. 
It’s a softer side of me that I don’t let a lot of people see.  It’s my vulnerable side.”


Most of the girls in the audience
responded with a collective, “Aww.”


“But, don’t worry, I’m still a
hardcore, bad ass, punk rocker and I’m gonna have something new and raunchy for
you a little later tonight.”


The crowd cheered and hollered.


“This next song is a beautiful,
tender ballad.  Try to really listen to
the lyrics.  They’re powerful.”  He touched the center of his chest. “And feel
it, inside.”


Angel sat on one of the stools and
called Tommy to join him.  “We’re going
to take it down a little, acoustic style.” 
Angel was uncharacteristically nervous as they sat alone, center
stage.  Not only because it was the total
opposite of the fast paced beat his fans loved, but because he was going to be
singing it directly to Tommy.  If all
went as planned, everyone would be blown away.


 The room was quiet.  The
only sound was Angel’s clear, unblemished voice and Tommy’s soft strum on the
guitar.  Angel looked deeper into Tommy’s eyes with each verse
of the song and never looked away.  Tommy was captivated and gazed back at
him.


Every word of the overwhelming
lyrics were meant for Tommy.  With each heartfelt word, Angel realized how
much Tommy meant to him and how deep his feelings for Tommy had become. 
Angel let the raw emotion and vulnerability that the song stirred inside him
surface, and tears welled up in his eyes.


With the last note of the song approaching,
Angel slowly leaned closer to Tommy.


Tommy never averted his eyes.


When the song was over, they stared
at each other.  Angel heard the fans
cheering in the background, but he blocked them out.  He forgot anyone else was in the room.  The connection he and Tommy shared was so
thick in the air, he could practically taste it.   He wanted to kiss the teasing lips that
beckoned to him with hunger and desire, but he was afraid it would be awkward
on stage.  The yearning and lust in
Tommy’s eyes said he didn’t care.


Angel’s tongue moistened his lips,
and Tommy’s eyes went to it.  He leaned in closer, but Tommy turned his
face a quarter of a degree at the last second and the kiss that Angel dreamed
about, landed on Tommy’s cheek. He let his lips linger to taste the flesh he
longed to consume.


Tommy put his hand on the back of
Angel’s neck and stroked it softly with his fingertips.


 When they parted, Angel
smiled tenderly. Longing stared back at him behind Tommy’s eyes, but there
was also hesitation and a tiny bit of fear.  He was so beautiful
under the shadowed lights of the stage. “Eres guapo.  Bonito. 
Deseo besarte.”


Tommy’s eyes glazed over.  “What does that mean?”


He was afraid to tell Tommy that he
was beautiful and that he wanted to kiss him, in English.  He couldn’t be sure of Tommy’s reaction, so he
said it in Spanish instead.


“One day, mi amor, soon, I hope to
say everything in English so you can understand how I feel.”  Before he turned back to the audience, he put
his lips to Tommy’s ear. “Quiero ser el amor contigo.”  One day he would also be able to tell Tommy,
in English, that he wanted to make love to him.


 


Chapter Sixteen


Time
alone with Angel, were moments that Tommy treasured.  Free from the distraction of the band, they
were able to communicate on a personal level. 
Sometimes, Tommy fantasized that they were a couple, like earlier, when
they were having lunch at the Shake Shack at the Fulton Mall, surrounded by
strangers who were unconcerned with the dynamic of their relationship.


Now, on
the drive back to Angel’s apartment, Tommy grew uncomfortably quiet.  He couldn’t concentrate on anything except
the fact that Angel was inches away from him, without anyone else watching.


Tommy’s
imagination ran wild.  He stared at
Angel’s hand on the stick shift and envisioned it reaching over and taking
possession of his inner thigh.  He saw
himself opening Angel’s pants and going down on him, among the busy traffic on Meeker Avenue.  He imagined the taste of Angel’s flesh on his
tongue and the feel of Angel in his mouth.


The bulge
in his jeans alerted him that his growing erection was about to expose his
daydream.   He took his shopping bag off
the floor of the car, put it on his lap and pretended to inspect his purchases.  He glanced over at Angel, and Angel winked
back at him.  Angel returned his eyes to
the road in front of him, and Tommy resumed watching Angel’s hand on the stick
shift again.





“Thanks
for taking me shopping.”  Tommy rested
his shopping bags on the empty stool at the breakfast bar in Angel’s kitchen.


“Thank you.
I need someone to edit me sometimes, or there’s a good chance I’m coming home
covered in leopard from head to toe.” 
Angel smiled at him for several seconds without saying anything.  “Can I get you something to drink?”


“Sure.  I’m easy. 
I’ll take whatever you got.” 
Tommy pursed his lips together. 
Why did everything out of his mouth sound suggestive whenever he was
alone in Angel’s apartment?


They sat
across from one another, quietly sipping a glass of iced tea.  They did a lot of staring and smiling, but
neither one said much.  There were times
when they couldn’t stop talking, but when they were alone together they always
shared moments like this, when conversation stopped and their powerful gaze
portrayed their true feelings.


It was
always Tommy who broke the silence.  But,
he didn’t know how long he could evade the inevitable.  He didn’t know how long Angel was going to
wait.  And he didn’t know how long he
could resist, when their unspoken feelings were screaming out to one another
and lust was pulling them together. 
Nerves and fear made his heart race. 
He wanted to get up and bolt out the door, before he threw himself into
Angel’s arms.  But his feet weren’t
moving.  All he could do was stare back
into Angel’s intense dark eyes, peeking out and smiling back at him, through
his thick black hair.


Tommy’s
hands began to sweat, and it suddenly got hot in the room. The ice crackled in
his glass, like his willpower slowly breaking down and falling to pieces.  He needed to do something to change the mood
– fast.  “You have the prettiest eyes
I’ve ever seen.  They’re so dark and
striking.  It’s hard to look away sometimes.”  His heart pounded against his chest.  He didn’t know what the fuck he was he
saying.


Angel’s
smile blossomed.  He walked around the
breakfast bar and stood in front of Tommy. 
He cautiously moved closer, slowly eradicating the distance between
them, until they shared the same space.


Angel
cupped Tommy’s face in his hands.  “Eres mi vida.  Te amo,” he whispered.  “Bésame.”


There was
no need for a translation.  Body language
and the breathy tone of Angel’s voice conveyed his desire.


Tommy
eyes were glued to Angel’s full, slightly parted lips.  He couldn’t look away.  They held him prisoner.  Angel licked his lips and Tommy almost
collapsed. One kiss, he told himself. Just one kiss, then he’d stop, but he
knew he didn’t possess the power to stop once he tasted Angel’s deliciously
inviting mouth. There would be no going back once their lips met.  Their bodies would marry and fall to the
floor in a tangled mess of passion.  They
would pull at one another’s clothing and rip them off each other.  They would—


Angel leaned
in, with half closed lids.


Tommy
held his breath and braced his hand on Angel’s chest.  “I can’t,” he whispered.


Angel
wrinkled his forehead and his eyes saddened. 
“Why not?”


A huge
lump of emotions blocked his throat and prevented him from speaking.


“You have
no idea how much I care about you, Tommy. 
I want you so bad.  Don’t you want
me?  This isn’t a game.  You have feelings for me.  You can’t tell me you don’t.  It would be a lie.”


Tommy
took Angel’s hand and pressed it to his cheeks, then held it over his heart and
stared down at it.


“What is
it?” Angel asked.  “What’s stopping
you?  I know it’s not Jessi.  I know she’s OK with this.  I can read people, Tommy.  But, you . . . I don’t know.  You’re very complex.  There are a lot of layers to you that I can’t
figure out.”


Tommy’s
heart was racing.  It was more than just
his marriage he was worried about.  It
was his feelings for Angel that scared him. “I care about you, Angel, I really
do, but . . . I don’t know if I can go through with this.  I don’t want to rush into anything.  I don’t want to hurt Jessi.  I don’t want to hurt you.  My head’s in a daze 24/7.”  Fight or flight kicked in and Tommy was ready
to bolt, before he lost all self control and plundered into the wrong
decision.  “I’m sorry.  I gotta go.” 
He brushed past Angel and flew out the door.





For once,
Jessi didn’t notice that he was upset. 
Tommy came home from Angel’s apartment, made up an excuse that he needed
to work on something, and went straight upstairs.  He came down to get something to drink and,
as soon as he opened the refrigerator, the doorbell rang.


Tommy
knew it was Angel, but he couldn’t answer it. 
He was frozen in place.   He
couldn’t move.  He stood there, motionless,
staring at the milk.


He heard
Jessi talking to Angel at the door.  He
heard Angel’s footsteps approaching, getting louder and closer, until he felt
Angel’s presence in the archway to the kitchen. 
Tommy didn’t turn around.  He
couldn’t look at Angel.  He was too
ashamed about the way he ran out of his apartment.


“You
know,” a smile was prevalent in Angel’s voice, “proper etiquette dictates that
you greet someone when they enter your home.”


Tommy
laughed, and turned to face Angel with an embarrassed smile.


“Did you
forget something?” Angel held up Tommy’s shopping bags.


He took
them, but remained silent, still unsure of what to say.


“I wanted
to make sure you were alright.” Angel tilted his head down and his eyes
searched Tommy’s face.


“I’m OK.”


“Really?  You don’t look OK.  You look all weirded-out.  I don’t want things to be uncomfortable
between us.”


“Neither
do I.”


“Look,
Tommy.  I’ll wait until you make a
decision.  I know this is hard and you
have a lot to lose.  You’re worth waiting
for, but, I’m not going to wait forever.”


 


Chapter Seventeen


Kendall was
loud.  Angel could hear her clear across
The Quadrangle.  He was trying to have a
conversation with Damien and two fans about the music industry, but her brash
voice in the background kept getting in the way.  It grated on him like nails on a chalk
board.  When she wasn’t drunk, she was
tolerable, but that was a small window that closed shortly after she made an
entrance.


Angel
kept his distance from her.  He wanted as
little interaction with her as possible. 
Jessi’s dislike for Kendall provided a
much needed buffer, but Jessi wasn’t with him. 
He scanned the room hoping to spot her. 
He shared some sort of unspoken telepathy with Jessi.  All he had to do was rest his eyes on her,
and she would feel the weight of his stare and turn to him.  She always recognized his deer-in-the-headlights
look and came to his aid.  But, he
couldn’t find her.  She must have gone
back to the merch table.


He could
hear Kendall’s voice getting louder, closer,
but he refused to look in her direction. 
He was trying to wrap up his conversation so he could make a hasty exit,
but Damien kept dragging him back into it. 
Angel was desperate.  He looked
around for those two sweet girls who had a crush on him, Kira and Audra.  He couldn’t find them either.  They must be outside, because they were never
more than four feet away from him.  They
were like silent bodyguards, watching his every move.  Like Jessi, they had an animosity for Kendall and didn’t let her get near him when they were
around.


Kendall’s
voice was close, so he started rambling to the two guys he was with.  He was totally off topic, but he wanted Kendall to think he was involved in an in-depth
conversation.


He should
have known that she wouldn’t care if he was talking to the President.  If she wanted you to pay attention to her,
she did anything and everything until you noticed her.


Kendall tried
to give him a sloppy kiss, but he turned his face away.  Her alcohol-laced lips fell on his cheek.


“You’re a
hard man to get a hold of, Angel.  If I
didn’t know better, I’d think you were avoiding me.  So how are you?  I feel like it’s been forever since we got a
chance to talk.”


“I’m just
busy.  Working hard on my music.”


“Let’s do
something when your show’s over tonight. 
Let’s go someplace that’s not as crowded, so we can get some alone
time.”


“Um.  No.” 
Angel fidgeted.  “I got to stick
around.  I got stuff to do.”


“Yeah,”
Damien interrupted.  “He’s busy.”


“Let me
help.”  Kendall
smiled flirtatiously at Angel, and gave a small provocative laugh.  “I’ll do anything you say.”


“No.  That’s OK.” 
He wanted to get away from her. 
He looked around for Jessi again. 
“I better get ready for the show.”


Kendall put
her arms around his waist and held him prisoner.  “Don’t go. 
I never get to see you anymore. 
Not since that stupid girl’s been around.”


“Stupid?”  Now, she struck a nerve.  He wasn’t only annoyed, he was
irritated.  He removed Kendall’s
hands from his waist and backed up to create space between them.  “If you’re referring to Jessi, she’s anything
but stupid.  She’s very smart and
intuitive.  And I don’t appreciate you
calling her names.”


“OK.  Don’t get mad.” She smiled at him.  “I’m sorry.”


Kira and
Audra came out of nowhere and positioned themselves between him and Kendall,
forming a protective barrier.


“Leave
him alone,” Audra told Kendall.  “You’re always bothering him.”


Kira
narrowed her eyes.  “Go away.”


Kendall
clucked her tongue against the roof of her mouth and snarled her lip at them,
before she turned and walked toward the bar.


Audra and
Kira stood in front of him, with their hands on their hips, until they were
sure Kendall wasn’t coming back.  They were his posse, and no one was getting
past them.  Once Kendall
was out of sight, they simultaneously turned to him, full of smiles and
enthusiasm.


“I’m so
sorry we weren’t’ here sooner.  I hope
she wasn’t too obnoxious.”


“No.”  He lied. 
“She wasn’t.”  He touched them both
on the shoulder.  “I really appreciate
your concern.”   But what he really
wanted to say was, Thank God you got that psycho bitch away from me.  Don’t ever let her near me again.


“We know
you’re too nice to tell her to leave you alone,” Kira said.


Damien
butted in again.  “I was going to tell
her to fuck off in two more seconds.”


The girls
laughed.   “That’s why we love you,
Damien.  You’re always blunt and to the
point.”


Interactions
with Kendall always made Angel
uncomfortable.  If she didn’t come on to
him every time she spoke to him, they might have been able to have an amicable
conversation.  As he retreated backstage,
he began to wonder if he was going to spend the rest of his life trying to
dodge Kendall. 
Why wouldn’t she leave him alone? 
Damien caught up to him as he walked down the corridor to the back room.


“Why
don’t you just tell Kendall to fuck off?”


Angel
could never be that rude to someone. “I don’t know.  I guess I feel bad.”


“You
shouldn’t.  She’s a conniving little
bitch.”


Damien
and Kendall were at odds with one another, although it was more one-sided on
Damien’s part.  “Why do you hate her so
much?”


Damien
hesitated.  “I didn’t want to tell you,
but she tried to blackmail me once.”


Angel
stopped short.  “Blackmail you?  What the hell for?”


Damien
struggled with his answer.


“She
threatened to tell Alyssa on me if I didn’t sleep with her.”


“Tell
Alyssa what?”


Damien
couldn’t look him in the eye.  He dug his
chin into his chest and his face grew taut. 
“That I had a couple of drinks one night and snorted some coke.”


“Oh,
Damien.”  It wasn’t just disappointment
that sunk into Angel’s chest, it was fear. 
Damien was a recovered alcoholic and drug addict and substance abuse
almost killed him.  Angel was devastated
for him.  He wasn’t just worried about
his friend’s recovery.  It was Damien’s
life that was in jeopardy.


“It was
just one night.”  Damien pointed to his
throat and the gruesome tattoos that resided there.  “These fuckin’ demons don’t go away.  They fight me every day.  I had a weak moment. I know I fucked up, and
I almost lost everything that mattered to me.”


“Did
Alyssa find out?”


Damien
nodded.  “I had to tell her.  I had no choice.  But I never told her that Kendall
tried to blackmail me into sleeping with her. 
You know Alyssa.  She would have
ripped Kendall’s head off and shoved it up her
ass.”


“What
happened?”


“Alyssa
moved out.  She threatened to divorce me
if I didn’t go to counseling.  You know
that’s not my thing, but I went.  For
Alyssa.  I’d do anything for her.  She came with me.  We straightened it out, but it put everything
back into perspective for me. It reminded me what I had to loose.  My girl.”


“When the
hell did this happen?  Why didn’t you
tell me?”


“A little
over a year ago.  I didn’t want you to
know.  I didn’t want to lose your
respect.”


“Damien,
I love you like a brother.  I stuck with
you through all the bullshit, remember? 
You turned your life around. I’m very proud of you.”  Angel didn’t know if he was more shocked
about Damien’s relapse or about Kendall trying
to blackmail him into sleeping with her. 
“And Kendall tried to blackmail you?”


“Yeah.”  They started walking again. “Don’t put
anything past her.  You don’t know how
low she’ll stoop to get what she wants.”





Angel fed
off the energy of the audience.  The
crazier the crowd, the wilder his performance. 
There were no restrictions on how raunchy or perverse he could get on
stage when the crowd provoked him. 
Tonight, it was pandemonium at The Quadrangle.  A hardcore band opened for Immortal Angel and
incited the crowd.  They were out of
control.  He hadn’t seen it this crazy in
a long time.  People were moshing and
throwing beer bottles.  Crowd surfers
were being carried on their back to the front of the stage.  A bra sailed threw the air and landed at his
feet.  He looked out into the audience
and a pair of naked breasts bounced in front of him.  It took over ten minutes before security was
able to break through the crowd and haul her away, resulting in a chorus of
disapproving howls from the rowdy fans.


Every
time Angel would get close the edge of the stage, a forest of arms and hands
would reach up and tug at his ankles and legs. 
He got down on his knees and they almost pulled him off stage.  There was no barrier.  There was nothing between him and the audience.  The thrill of it always got him hard.  That’s why he was always grabbing his dick
when he performed.  Hell, he would jerk
off up there if he thought he could get away with it.


It was
the last song of the night and a fan sent a round of shots to the band.  Angel handed one to Tommy and Jimmy, then
gulped down his shot, and Damien’s shot. 
He wished fans wouldn’t send Damien alcohol, but when they did, he was
happy to intercept it.


Angel was
down on his knees again at the front of the stage.  Hands were touching him everywhere.  If he was an inch closer, they would be
grabbing his crotch.  It was making him
especially horny tonight. A cutie right in front kept smiling at him.  The shoulder length blond hair and soft blue
eyes reminded him of Tommy.  That’s
probably why Angel kept gravitating back to him as he sang.


When the
show was over, the blond-haired maven found him as soon as he walked off the
stage.  They chatted for several minutes,
and it became very clear that this fan wanted Angel in his bed, or right there
in the vestibule.  A gentle swipe down
Angel’s arm, a soft touch on his cheek, the pouty lips and breathy laughs, were
all chock full of sexual overtones.  In seconds,
Angel’s nether region was rumbling against his tight leather jeans.  He wasn’t sure if it was because this
fair-haired imp could easily pass for Tommy in the dim light, or because he was
basically living a life of celibacy while he waited for Tommy’s love.  At least Tommy had Jessi to relieve him.  Angel was relegated to being married to his
right hand.


This
hottie wasn’t toying with him or mixing words. 
He came right out and said, “I want to fuck you, Angel Garcia.”


The two
shots of Jack Daniels that Angel gulped down on stage kicked in.  His head was reeling and his hormones were
screaming.  His erection refused to be
quieted.  It strained against his too
tight leather jeans, demanding release.


When
fleshy lips met Angel’s mouth, he didn’t resist.  A delicious wet tongue fed a hunger that went
too long without nourishment.  Behind
Angel’s closed eyes, he saw Tommy’s hands circling his waist, reaching for his
belt buckle with one hand, while rubbing his cock with the other.  He didn’t care if the whole bar saw Tommy
give him a blow job . . . but . . . wait . . . it wasn’t Tommy.  It was a stranger.  He abruptly pulled away.


“Getting
shy, sweetie? We can duck into the men’s room if you want.”


“N’no.  It’s just . . . there’s someone else.  I’m sorry.” 
Angel ran to the back room to compose himself.  After he jerked off in the private bathroom,
he washed his face and returned to the front of the bar, hoping not to run into
his admiring fan again.


Tommy bumped into him and pushed
roughly past him.   Angel thought it was
an accident, until Tommy turned and glared at him, harshly.


“What’s wrong with you?”


“What’s
wrong with me?”  Tommy balled his hands
into fists and let them hang at his side. “You really want to know what’s wrong
with me?”


Angel
recoiled a little.  “Yeah, what are you
so mad about?”


“What am
I so mad about?”


“Stop repeating
my questions and tell me what’s wrong.”


Tommy
narrowed his eyes.  “Why don’t you stick
your tongue down that guy’s throat again and see if you can find the answer to
your question?”


Angel
froze.  He had no idea Tommy witnessed
his indiscretion.  His cheeks burned red
hot and he lowered his gaze to the litter strewn floor of The Quadrangle.  He wanted to kick himself for being impulsive
and disloyal, but then he realized that Tommy had no right to be mad.  What was he supposed to do, commit to a life
of abstinence while he waited for Tommy? 
It wasn’t fair. “Are you fuckin’ kidding me?  You have no right to be mad at me, when—”


“I have
every right to be mad!” Tommy turned and abruptly stomped away.


For a
second Angel stood there, dumbfounded, but then he quickly chased after
Tommy.  “Stop running away and talk to
me!”


Tommy
spun around. “There’s nothing to talk about! 
You’re right!  I have no reason to
be mad!  You can do whatever you
want, with whoever you want!”


If Tommy
wanted to be sarcastic, Angel could be sarcastic too. “So we’re just friends
and you don’t care that I was making out with that guy?”


“No.  Why should I care?”


Now Angel
was getting angry.  How long was he
expected to wait?  “So then you won’t
have a problem if I take that guy home tonight?”










Tommy’s
mouth hung open in shock for a few brief seconds, and then he cinched his jaw
and narrowed his eyes.  “You can take
home whoever the fuck you want.”


Tommy was
calling his bluff, and Angel wasn’t about to back down.  “OK. 
I’ll see you tomorrow.”


Angel’s
golden haired make-out buddy was conveniently standing nearby.  Angel walked straight up to him, grabbed his
face and gave him a hard, closed-mouth kiss. 
He looked back at Tommy.  Tommy
was seething.  Angel could see his flared
nostrils and chest heaving from across the room.  It was exactly the reaction he was hoping
for.  Angel took the guy by the hand and
waved Tommy a sarcastic goodbye.


He could
be a real bitch when he wanted to.


 


Chapter Eighteen


Tommy
wouldn’t return Angel’s calls, and Angel was starting to get frantic.  It was their first fight, and he regretted
the way he handled it.  He behaved
badly.  He shouldn’t have let his feeling
escalate out of control.  He should have
just apologized for making out with that guy, instead of being vindictive.  Love makes you do really stupid things
sometimes.


He needed
to talk to Jessi.





“How do you get Tommy to open up
and talk to you?”


“Give him some time.”  Jessi was sympathetic, but he knew she was on
Tommy’s side.  “He’ll talk to you when
he’s ready.  That’s what Tommy does when
he’s upset.  He has to think through the
problem.”


“It’s been almost a week.”  Angel’s voice was low and sad.  He was in a total state of despair.  He needed to make things right with
Tommy.  “I’m miserable knowing he’s mad
at me.  There has to be something I can
do.”


“Don’t push him.  Be patient.” 
She paused.  “He’s just really
hurt, Angel.”


She was judging him.  He could hear it in her voice.  He was the bad guy.  “I didn’t mean to hurt Tommy.  I . . . no offense Jessi, but I want to be
the one to explain it to him.”


She nodded.  “I agree. 
You two need to talk things out.”


Angel was silent for several
seconds.  He didn’t know what else to
say, but he didn’t want Jessi to leave. 
“Did Tommy say anything about me?”


“He said he still needed time to
sort some things out.  I told him to come
with me just now.   I told him you two
needed to straighten things out before the gig tomorrow, but he said that he
would see you at the show.  I think he’ll
be ready to talk.”  She put her hand on
his arm. “I’ve never seen him this upset before.”





Tommy was too upset to drive to the
show.  Plus, he had a million thoughts
running through his head.  He still
didn’t know what to do about Angel.  He
couldn’t decide if he should abandon his feelings for Angel and move forward
and keep their relationship strictly professional, or if he should leave the
band altogether.  Either way, it was a no
win situation for everyone.


As they pulled into the parking lot
of the bar, he caught a glimpse of Angel at the front window.  He looked like puppy dog, with his nosed
pressed against the glass, and it made Tommy’s heart ache.


When he walked thought the front
door, he couldn’t look at Angel.  He
walked past him and went straight to the stage to set up his amp and his
guitar.  He methodically attached cables
and power cords.  He tuned his guitar
with exaggerated precision, tunneled his peripheral vision and blocked out everyone
and everything outside its path.  He
couldn’t see or hear anything around him. The sight of Angel with that other
guy stifled his senses.


Someone was rocking his shoulder,
tugging on his arm.  He thought it might
be Jessi and prayed it wasn’t Angel.  It
was Damien.


“What the fuck’s going on?  You missed two band practices. You didn’t
return my calls.  What’s going on with
you?”


“I sent you a text and told you I
wasn’t going to make it.”


“You don’t miss practice.  None of us do.  And Angel’s all fucked up.  Are you two arguing?”


“Ask him.”


Tommy refused to look in Angel’s
direction, but his eyes betrayed him. 
Luckily Jessi occupied Angel’s attention and they didn’t make eye
contact.  Angel’s broad shoulders were
slumped and there was no light in his sad, soulful eyes.  Tommy began to soften, but then hardened his
heart.  If Angel was having any regrets,
it was his own damn fault.


Tommy arrived late on purpose.  He didn’t want to have personal conversations
with anyone before the gig.  There was
just enough time for him to set up his gear, and by the time Angel was done
talking to Jessi, the show was about to start.


Tommy played with his head down and
never looked up from his strings.  He
watched his fingers furiously glide across the fretboard.  He blocked out everything – Jimmy’s explosive
drum beats, Damien’s deep bass line and the howls of the crowd.  He only saw his guitar.  There was only one thing that broke through
all the barriers he built – Angel’s voice. 
The harder he tried to block out Angel’s godlike vocals, the more power
and passion flew out of his fingertips. 
Tommy’s hand moved with the speed of light as he played his guitar
solo.  It became a game.  He played faster and harder, testing his
ability, waiting for his fingers to miss a chord, but they never did.  He played like a veteran superstar.


Angel wasn’t channeling his
frustration as well.  He was off.  His voice cracked on several occasions and he
flubbed a lyric.  If the audience
noticed, they didn’t react with anything except the raw vivacious energy they
always exhibited.


When their set was over, Tommy
immediately started packing up his equipment. 
He ignored Angel’s pathetic voice calling his name.  He wanted to answer by running into Angel’s
arms, wrapping his arms around Angel’s waist and burying his face in the center
of Angel’s carved chest.  He wanted to
shake Angel by the shoulders and ask, how could you sleep with that guy, when
I’m right here?  But he had no
right.  He was the one who resisted all
of Angel’s attempts at furthering their relationship.  But it didn’t ease the burning hole in his
heart.


Tired of being ignored, Angel
hooked Tommy by the arm and forced him to turn around.  “Please talk to me.  I’m sorry. 
I didn’t mean—”


“I don’t have anything to
say.”  Without thinking, Tommy threw his
guitar down. He didn’t know if Jessi was standing next to him or not, but she
dove and caught it before it crashed to the floor.  It was his precious Les Paul and he loved it
like his first born child.  If anything
happened to that guitar, he would have been devastated.  His stupidity made him angry and he lashed
back at Angel.  “We’re band mates. That’s
it.  If you need to talk to me about
music or a gig, fine. Otherwise I’d rather not engage in conversation.”


Angel recoiled at Tommy’s harsh
words.


Serves him right.


“How can you say that?  We’re friends, Tommy.  We’re more than friends.”


He needed to get out of the bar and
away from Angel.  Pain was stabbing him
in the gut and he was bleeding out.  He
grabbed Jessi by the hand and pulled her toward the front door.  She protested and tried to squirm free.


“Your guitars!  Tommy, wait!”


“I don’t care.  I’ll get them tomorrow.  We need to go!”





They weren’t home for more than 15
minutes before Angel was at the door.


Tommy slung a booted ankle over his
knee without making any attempt to rise from the couch.  He tried to act indifferent as Angel stood on
the other side of the door, but the forlorn look on Angel’s face made the corners
of his mouth droop down.


“I brought your equipment.”  Tommy’s Les Paul was safely cradled in
Angel’s hands, securely tucked away in its case.  His Fender and amp sat at Angel’s feet.


Tommy’s arms remained folded across
his chest as he nodded.  “Thank
you.”  He felt like an insensitive ass.
Angel packed up his gear and delivered it safely.  He was grateful to have his guitars back and
all he could do was sit on the couch and utter two callous words.


He didn’t notice that Angel was
stationed in the doorway, hesitant about entering the house, until Jessi pulled
him inside.  He should have helped her
bring in his equipment, but he couldn’t break the emotional trance he shared
with Angel.


“I would never do anything to hurt
you, Tommy.  I want to explain.”


“There’s no need to explain.” Tommy
held his hand up.  He couldn’t bear to
hear about Angel’s new lover.  The wound
was still fresh and raw, and it would be a long time before it healed.


“But I need to tell you—”


“No.  I don’t want to hear about it.”  Tommy rose to his feet and headed for the
stairs.  “Thanks for taking care of my
Les Paul.  I’ll see you at practice.  I won’t miss it anymore.”


“Practice? That’s three days
away!  What about tomorrow?  Can I come by so we can talk?”


Tommy paused on the steps.  “Maybe, one day, we can be friends again, but
for now, I think we should keep our relationship professional.”


 


Chapter Nineteen 


Practice was awkward and shows were
arduous.  Angel’s damaged heart hindered
his performance.  His execution was
lackluster and sloppy.  The stage no
longer provided an adrenaline rush and songs no longer inspired freedom and
recklessness.  It only provided a vessel
to be near Tommy.  The chemistry between
the two was gone.  Tommy ignored him on
stage and rarely looked up from his guitar, but his execution was spotless and
on target.  While Angel’s voice suffered
from their strained relationship, Tommy poured his pain into intricate guitar
solos.  Musically, the band excelled, but
Angel’s vocals deteriorated.  The undying
loyalty of his fans never diminished, and they expressed their concern.  It wasn’t a lie when he explained that he’d
been sick for the last few weeks, but there was no medication to provide relief
from his broken heart.


Angel watched Tommy at the bar
after tonight’s show, talking with Jessi. 
He ached for the smile that lit up Tommy’s face.  He yearned for the glint in Tommy’s eyes that
revealed desire and flirtation.  He would
settle for friendship, if only it were offered or accepted.


Angel inched his way next to Tommy
and hoped it didn’t send him scampering in the opposite direction, which it
seemed to do lately.  Jessi looked at him
with compassion and empathy.  She was
caught in the middle, but her allegiance to Tommy was steadfast.  He chatted quietly with her while Tommy’s
uncomfortable silence indicated he had no interest in joining the
conversation.  “Come over for dinner
tomorrow night.”  Angel looked directly
at Tommy.  “I’ll make my Lechon Asado.”
He hoped to smooth things over, and, hopefully, Tommy would let him explain, or
at least listen to his side.


Jessi accepted, practically before
he finished the invitation, but Tommy cut her off.


“No.  It’s not a good idea.  Thanks, anyway.  But, no.”


“I can’t stand this friction
between us.  Can’t we be friends again,
my prince?”


Tommy shook his head.  “You’re my boss.  I think it’s better if we keep it that
way.  For now, anyway.  And I’m not your prince.”


A dull ache in the center of his
chest made Angel feel like his heart split in half.  “You are my prince, whether you want
the title or not, it’s yours.” Angel scrunched up his face.  “And whatever gave you the idea that I’m your
boss?”


“It’s your band.  You sign my paycheck.”


“I may do all the leg work and
handle the finances, but it’s your band too. 
And Damien and Jimmy’s.  It’s our
band.  We make decisions about music
together.  You know that.  Don’t try to alienate me.  Don’t push me away.  Please,
mi amor, I miss you.  Te necesito en mi
vida.  Necesito que me
perdones.  Mi corazón está roto.”


Tommy winced and held his hand
up.  “Stop.  Don’t. 
Please don’t speak to me in Spanish anymore.  I can’t . . . just don’t. Please, Angel.”


“Then I’ll say it in English.  I need you in my life.  I need you to forgive me.  My heart is broken.”


Tommy’s chest heaved with deep
breaths and he pressed his lips together.


“I’m nothing without you, my
prince.  Please, love me again.”


Tears moistened Tommy’s ocean blue
eyes.  “Don’t do this, A.  Please.”


Even though it was a rejection, it
was the first time Angel heard Tommy speak his name since their
misunderstanding.  Not just his name, but
the affectionate “A” that was Tommy’s loving nickname for him.  It was the first time he heard the pain of
heartache in Tommy’s voice and saw the longing in his eyes.  It meant Tommy still cared, and a glimmer of
life beat back into Angel’s pulverized heart.


 


Chapter Twenty


Tommy needed a five minute break
from practice.  A break from standing
only a few feet from Angel.  It was
draining trying to resist the need to reach out and touch him and exhausting
trying to fight the urge to lean his shoulder into Angel’s while he played.  There would be no more physical contact
between the two of them.  He needed to
deny his heart and sever the connection. He stepped outside hoping the fresh
air would sweep away his wistful thoughts and yearnings.


Damien followed him.  “You look like you could use a friend
sometimes, Tommy.  Someone to talk to.”


Tommy remained silent.


“Nothing you say is gonna shock
me.  I’m sure stories about my past are a
lot more outrageous.  Whatever’s going
on, it isn’t as bad as you think.”


He wondered if he looked as
pathetic as Damien made him feel.  He
studied Damien’s wrinkled forehead and worried frown.  Despite Damien’s hard exterior, he was kind
and sensitive.  The blood and guts
tattooed over his body, the wire piercings and over-the-top mohawk were all a
mask. It was a costume.  Damien was
probably just as afraid to let his guard down as Tommy was – afraid the world
would ridicule the real person that hid under the exterior presented to the
rest of the word.


It would be easy to confide in
Damien.  Tommy opened his mouth, fully
prepared to tell Damien that he was in love with Angel, and about their stupid
argument, but his voice refused to leave the back of his throat. Disappointed,
his shoulders slumped and he leaned his back against the cold hard concrete of
the building.


“Look, I know it’s about
Angel.  Whatever’s going on with you two,
you need to straighten it out.  Pronto.
We got a band here.  A damn good
one.  And it’s shit without either one of
you.  Plus, you’re making each other
sick.  Kiss and make the fuck up
already.”





Angel needed to discuss some issues
with the band after practice, and the diner was the only neutral ground Tommy
agreed to.   Tommy hadn’t set foot in
Angel’s apartment since the fight and he refused to go there, even though
Damien and Jimmy would be accompanying them. 
Even when Angel purposely kept Jessi working later than usual hoping to
lure Tommy to come by looking for her, he never showed up.  Each rejection further enunciated the growing
distance between them.


Angel missed Tommy.  Music was their primary connection.  It brought them together and everything they
did centered on the harmony it created. 
Now, with Tommy’s aloof detachment, music lost its draw.  Singing became an effort.  Motivation was nonexistent.  He wanted his prince back.


Angel followed Tommy closely as
they entered the diner and slid into the booth next him.  Their knees bumped together every once in a
while, occasionally on purpose.  Angel
waited until everyone was done eating and the dishes were cleared before he got
down to business.  “I want to ask you
guys a question, and don’t be afraid to answer honestly.  Do you feel like I dictate the direction of
the band?  Do you feel like you have
ownership, or do I make you feel like you’re musicians for hire?”


“I didn’t mean it like that.”  Tommy rolled his eyes. “I didn’t mean you
were a dictator.  I was just . . .
upset.”


“Well, you brought up a point and
it stuck in my head.  You wouldn’t have
said it if there wasn’t some truth in it.”


Damien and Jimmy shot uneasy
glances at each other, seemingly enlightened about the source of the friction
between him and Tommy.


“How do you guys feel?” Angel asked
them.


“I’m cool,” Damien said.  “I trust your decisions.  You’ve managed the band from day one and
you’ve never steered us wrong.”


“I take care of the beats,” Jimmy
said.  “Damien plucks the hell out of the
bass and Tommy makes magic on his guitar, but you run the show.”


“I don’t run the show.”


“Of course you do,” Tommy said,
“but, I don’t mean that in a bad way. 
Without Angel Garcia, there is no Immortal Angel.  You’re the reason this band’s so
successful.  You’re smart.  You run the band like a business.  And you’re more talented than anyone I know.”


They locked eyes and shared a brief
intense exchange of emotion for the first time since their fight.  Angel swallowed the knot in his throat.  “You’re just as important, my prince. You’re
an integral part of this band.  So are
Damien and Jimmy.  It’s the collaboration
and the collective talent that makes Immortal Angel the top punk rock band on
the underground music scene.”  He looked
at Damien and Jimmy.  “You’re like
brothers to me.”  He reached for Tommy’s
hand, but stopped himself.  “And you know
how I feel about you, mi amor.  You mean
more to me with each day that goes by.”


Everyone looked uncomfortable and
Tommy looked paralyzed, but Angel’s heart was broken and his love for Tommy
couldn’t be contained.  He needed to hold
it together, though, before he said too much and scared Tommy even further
away.  He fiddled with his napkin and
tried to concentrate on the reason he asked everyone to the diner. “I’ve been
thinking about something,” he said slowly. 
“I think it would be a good promotional opportunity if we made a music
video.”


“That’s alotta dough,” Damien
said.  “It’s a great idea, but the band
can’t afford to make a quality video. 
And a shit video ain’t worth shit.”


“I’m going to finance it
myself.  Out of my own money.  It’s a thank you for all the hard work you
guys put into the band.”


“Me and Jessi got some money
saved.  We’ll help out.  You shouldn’t have to pay for it yourself,
A.”


“No. I want to do it.  For us.” 
Angel’s real motivation for making the video was to bring Tommy close
again.  They would be forced to interact
with one another and to create chemistry again. 
He needed to recapture the spark they shared.  He needed to win Tommy’s heart back.


The waitress came with the check
and dropped the black rectangular vinyl case on the table.  Tommy reached for it. “Let us get the
bill.  It’s the least we can do.”


“No.”  Angel went for the check and his hand landed
on top of Tommy’s.  It settled there, and
their hands relaxed.   They both stared
at their two hands, touching, both longing for more physical contact.  Angel’s fingers cradled Tommy’s hand, and he
slowly looked up at him.  “It’s OK, my
prince. I got this, too.”


Tommy’s blue eyes peeked through
the strands of his hair like the sky peeking through the clouds on a stormy
day.  They shined at Angel for a few
seconds before the corners of Tommy’s mouth curled just the tiniest bit, into
the sweetest little smile.





Jessi chewed a dark red fingernail
as she waited for Tommy to come home. 
Since he and Angel were at odds with one another, she’d been on edge and
her manicure paid the price.  She tried
to play peacemaker.  She empathized with
the both of them, and wanted them to make up, but a little voice inside of her
said that maybe it was better this way. 
With Angel out of the way, romantically, they could go back to the
causal one night stands that fulfilled and stabilized their marriage.  She frowned and mentally berated herself for
being selfish.  Tommy hadn’t smiled in
weeks. He was miserable without Angel.  That meant she was miserable.


Angel was a mess.  He stumbled through performances.  If they didn’t work out their differences,
Immortal Angel was doomed – and quite possibly her marriage, as well. How long
could Tommy go on pining for Angel before it took its toll?


Jessi leaned back on the couch and
stared at the ceiling.  Angel Garcia was
the monkey wrench life threw at her.  He
was her damnation. And her salvation.  He
was their ticket to fame and the missing puzzle piece to Tommy’s jagged
heart.  She knew their lives would be
turned upside down the moment they met and it’s been a roller coaster of a ride
ever since.


Tommy’s key in the door made her sit
up straight.  “How’d it go between you
two tonight?”


He closed the door behind him and
quietly sat down next to her.  “A little
better.”


“Did you talk to him?”


“I talk to Angel all the time.”


“I mean, talk.  About stuff other than the band.”


“I want to.  I miss Angel, but I can’t get the image of
him and that guy out of my head.  When I
think about it, I get sick, and I can’t think about anything else.”


“Either you let Angel in or let him
go.”  She put her leg underneath her so
she could turn to face him.  “I can’t
keep watching you so unhappy, baby.”


“I don’t want to let Angel go, but
. . . that guy.”


“So what?  So he slept with some guy.  What do you expect him to do?  He’s a rock star.  He gets propositioned all the time.  He could take home a different guy every
night if he wanted to.  But I haven’t
seen him.  Have you?”


Tommy slowly shook his head.


“He has needs too, you know.   He’s only human.  And he’s hurting.  He’s trying so hard, but you keep your
distance.  He’s trying to make amends,
when technically, he didn’t do anything wrong. 
Don’t make the poor guy grovel. 
Forgive him already.”


“I know.  It’s just hard.  I feel like he cheated on me.”


“He didn’t cheat on you.”


Tommy was silent for a long
time.  His eyes didn’t look at her, they
looked through her.  “I’m
torn.  I love you, Jessi.  Nothing will ever change how much I love you,
but . . . I love Angel too.  And I feel
like a piece of shit for caring so much about him.”


Tommy’s confession and deep
feelings for Angel hit her in the gut like a ten ton truck.  Her chest caved in and cut off her
breath.  She screamed and cried on the
inside, but on the outside, she somehow managed to remain composed and unfazed.
She wore a mask of understanding and compassion and straightened her back, even
though her spine was as fragile as a wilted tulip in a gusty wind.  She pulled Tommy to her shoulder and stroked
his hair with a loving touch.  “I know,
baby.   Don’t worry.  Everything’s going to be OK.”  When she looked down at him, a single tear
streaked his cheek.


Tommy sniffled and wiped his
nose.  “I wish he didn’t sleep with that
guy.  I can’t get it out of my head.”


Tommy’s sadness infiltrated her
heart.  There was no longer any room for
her own pain.  The need to comfort him
far outweighed any fears she held inside. 
She knew Tommy loved her, and she loved him enough to give him the
freedom to find himself.    To deny Tommy
would hinder his spirit.  She knew he was
bisexual when she married him, but she also always questioned if his
bisexuality was a stepping stone to his true identity. She would never deny his
needs.  She needed to be confident and
trust that their love was strong enough to survive.  She pressed her cheek against the top of his
head and put her lips to his silky hair. 
“You have to move past it, baby. 
Stop thinking about it.”


“But even if I could, then
what?  One night stands, remember?  That was our arrangement.  That was our agreement.  I can’t have a relationship with Angel.  It’ll change our whole life.”


She exhaled.  “Tommy, our whole life changed the day we met
Angel.  He won you over with his smile
and good looks, and he won me over with his talent and charm.  There’s no turning back now.  We have to move forward.”


Angel was the one person who could
steal Tommy away from her.  He threatened
her happiness.  He could end her
marriage.  He could take away the only
thing that mattered – the only person that she ever loved.  She wanted to hate Angel for tearing her life
apart.  She wanted to despise him for
causing Tommy grief.  She wanted to
loathe the sight of him, but she couldn’t. 
He was sweet and kind, good-natured and good-humored.  He was generous and considerate.  He made Tommy happy and he made her happy
too.  She could never hate Angel.  She adored him.





Tommy marveled at Jessi’s
remarkable strength and reassurance. 
Their talk enabled him to let go of most of the resentment and
frustration he held inside, but he still felt guilty for loving Angel.  He resisted his feelings because he didn’t
want to hurt Jessi, and he ended up hurting Angel.  He didn’t know how to love them both.  There was no balance.  He was being pulled in opposite directions,
yet his feet were standing still.


Angel’s loverboy solved Tommy’s
indecision.  A relationship with Angel
was out of the question, now.  It still
burned whenever he thought about Angel in bed with someone else, but he decided
he needed to apologize to Angel for treating him unfairly.  He had no reason to be unrelentlessly cold
and standoffish when Angel was pleading for his friendship.  He was too harsh.  They had a couple of days off before they
were scheduled to shoot the video, and after it was done, he would apologize to
Angel.


 


Chapter Twenty-One


Angel must have spent a small
fortune on the music video.  There was a
producer, pyrotechnics, dancers and costume changes.  Making a music video was one of the dreams
Tommy and Angel shared, and he knew it was Angel’s way of trying to make
amends.


There were beautiful girls in
bikinis and hot guys with oiled, chiseled bodies.  The stage was alive with a delicious
assortment of tits and ass, brawn and beefcake. 
And then there was Angel, with his tight leather pants and a bulge the
size of Mount Olympus. It was a wonder the zipper
didn’t explode and take out the camera lens. 
Angel’s ripped shirt exposed bits of bare skin and the hint of a deep
pink nipple. Tommy’s pants were bursting with excitement and he was thankful to
have his beloved Les Paul to hide behind.


Hours of filming brought back the
chemistry that disappeared between Tommy and Angel, which was probably Angel’s
well conceived plan all along.  They
needed to interact with each other. At first it was forced and uncomfortable,
but after a few takes their old sex-fueled antics returned.  Angel kneeled at Tommy’s feet and pawed at
his legs while he sang.  They pranced
around each other and stood with their back pressed together, grinding into one
another.  The sparks between them were as
vivid as the glittery fireballs that rained down on them from the fireworks
that showered the stage.


Six hours later, a kick-ass video
for the band’s most popular song, Cyanide Sensation, was ready to make
its debut to the world.





Tonight was a big night.  It was the premier of their new music
video.  It was Jessi’s idea to unveil it
at The Quadrangle, instead of on the band’s website.  She advertised its debut on every social
media site available.  It drew a crowd
that packed The Quadrangle to the hilt. 
The band opened with Cyanide Sensation and as soon as they
started to play, two large screens lit up the room, broadcasting the video to
the masses.  The screams and foot
stomping that ensued almost overshadowed the sound system.


Angel jumped on top of the amp
directly in front of Tommy.  He threw a
few hip thrusts into the audience the turned his back to them.  Tommy had been busy watching Angel’s ass
swivel in the tight leather jeans that fit him like a second skin, until Angel
turned around to face him.  The swivels
and hip thrusts continued, but now they were eye level and directed at Tommy’s
face.  It was impossible to break the
invisible tie that held his eyes at Angel’s crotch.  The outline of Angel’s clearly visible
erection strained against the rigid leather, begging for freedom.


They made eye contact and he gave
Angel a naughty smile.  As soon as Angel
jumped down from the amp, Tommy stalked him with the end of the guitar all the
way to the other side of the stage.  The
magic between them was back, and the crowd erupted into a thunderclap of howls.


Angel’s voice was perfection. His
high notes reached new decibels and his low notes were sexy and
resounding.  The band was tight.  Jimmy banged the hell out of the drums, hard
and fast.  Damien’s bass growled and
Tommy ripped the melody to pieces with his guitar.  The energy in the room, both on and off the
stage, escalated with each song.  The
Quadrangle was on fire.


When the last song of the night
rolled around, the fans wouldn’t let the band leave the stage.  Their deafening screams demanded an encore.
Four extra songs that the band didn’t plan on performing, unleashed uncensored
talent.  It was one of the best shows
they played.


They all ran to the room backstage,
but somehow, Tommy found himself alone with Angel. They
looked into each other’s eyes without saying anything for several seconds.  Their newly rekindled friendship was quickly
forgotten and their strained romance hung between them.  It was the first time they were alone since
the fight, and Tommy wanted to leave the hostility and bitterness behind.  He was ready to talk about it.


Angel’s
eyes held so much pain and sadness that it made Tommy want to cry, but he still
had his own broken heart to deal with. 
He wanted Angel more than ever, even though he vowed to forget about
anything more than friendship.  He
swallowed hard and spoke softly.  “I’m
sorry I was mean to you these last few weeks. 
You didn’t deserve to be treated like that.”


A glint
of a tear appeared on Angel’s lower lids.


Tommy
steadied his voice, but it was barely a whisper.  “I was jealous.  I’m sorry. I know I don’t have any right to
expect you to—”


“I’ve
been trying to tell you something, mi amor, but you wouldn’t listen.” Angel
placed his hand on Tommy’s shoulder.


Tommy
grew weak under the warmth of Angel’s touch. 
He rested his cheek on Angel’s hand and gently nuzzled it with his
chin.  He exhaled a shaky breath and
barely had enough strength left to speak. 
“I missed you so much,” he whispered. 
“I can’t bear the thought of you with someone else.”   When Tommy opened his eyes, Angel’s mouth
was curled into a tiny smile.


“I never
slept with that guy.  That’s what I’ve
been trying to tell you.  Do you think I
could do that to you?  I care about you
too much.  I could never be that
spiteful.  I’m so sorry.  Please forgive me.”


Tommy
collapsed into Angel’s arms.


Angel
held him tight and pressed a kiss into his hair.  “I was so mad.  I wanted to do something to force you to tell
me how you felt.  I care about you so much.  Do you know how much it hurts when you
constantly push me away?”


Tommy
couldn’t answer.  His throat was closed off
with emotion.  He squeezed Angel tighter
and kept his cheek pressed against Angel’s chest.


“I don’t
know what I’m going to do with you, Tommy.” 
He stroked Tommy’s hair.  “I can’t
go on living my life in limbo like this, and I can’t imagine living it without
you.  But, if I don’t stand a chance, let
me know, because it not fair.  You’re
playing with my heart.”


Tommy had
been beating himself up for months.  He
put himself through hell, and dragged Angel and Jessi with him.  The second he heard that Angel was faithful
and loyal, clarity filled his mind.  The
answer was there all along.  He just
needed to listen to his heart.  He
couldn’t deny his feelings any longer. 
He would find a way to love both Jessi and Angel.  He would find the medium. They’d work it
out.  He looked up into the most
beautiful dark eyes on the planet.  
“I’ll be there for you, A.  I just
need a little bit more time. I promise.”


Angel
held Tommy’s face in his hands and looked deeply into his eyes.  “Te
necesito.  Te amo.  Quiero estar contigo para siempre. Eres el
amor de mi vida.”


Those romantic Spanish words,
again.  They were a mystery, filled with
sentiment and passion.  “That’s so beautiful,
but what does it mean?”


Angel slowly shook his head, still
withholding their translation.  “One day
I’ll explain, mi amor, but, right now, just know that it means, I’ll wait.”





Tommy
didn’t get any sleep last night, and he spent the day in a haze.  He wasn’t going to risk losing Angel
again.  He didn’t have a clear cut plan,
but he knew something was going to happen after tomorrow night’s show.


He was
exhausted and it was late, but he waited for Jessi to come to bed.  He had a surprise for her.  It was a new song that he wrote for her.  It was the most romantic thing he could ever
do for her and, right now, with all the attention he’s been paying to Angel,
she needed a little romancing.  Over the
years he wrote dozens of songs for Jessi, but they were just for her.  No one else ever heard them.  He kept them tucked away in a special folder
on his computer, with her name on it.


When he
still heard the purr of her sewing machine some twenty minutes later, he padded
down the hallway to her sewing room.


“What are
you doing, hon?  It’s late.  Can’t that wait ‘til tomorrow?”


“No.  It’s for you to wear at the show tomorrow
night.”  She pulled a piece of black
material out from the sewing machine, cut the thread and held it up to show
him.  It was an Immortal Angel T-shirt,
the original design with the plain white graphic on the front, but on the back
she embroidered “Tommy Blade” in a slanted, edgy front.  The “L” in Blade was silver and shaped like a
dagger.  Red thread created the illusion
that the tip was covered in blood with a few droplets splattered beneath.


He took
the shirt from her and examined it closely, running his fingers over the
intricate embroidery.  “How the hell did
you do this?  It’s unbelievable, Jessi.”


“I just sewed it.  It
was no big deal.  Blade was an easy name
to work with. I have ideas for the other guys too.  A diamond instead of an “O” in Damien
Diamond, drum sticks for Jimmy and angel wings, obviously, for Angel.   It would be easier and more cost effective
to have the names silk screen for retail, but the embroidery is a nice touch
for you guys to wear.  What do you
think?”


He was
flabbergasted at her talent and ingenuity. “I love it, honey.  So will everyone else.  These are going to sell like crazy.  Just wait until you make them for the rest of
the band.”  He pulled the shirt over his
head and turned around so she could see her work. “How does it look?”


She ran
her hand over the wording but didn’t answer.


He looked
over his shoulder and saw she was gazing at the back of the shirt with a
smile.  “Does that mean it looks good?”


She
caressed his shoulders and pressed her breasts against his back.  “Anything would look great on you, baby.  You still have the shoulders of a football
player.”  She kissed the back of his
shoulder and wrapped her arms around his waist.


It was
his body she was admiring, not her design. 
She still made him feel like they were dating.  Time never dampened the attraction or the
desire she showed for him.  It was always
apparent in the simplest things, like the way she watched him shave or the way
she stared up at him with adoration when he was on stage.  And he felt the same way.  Each day that went by strengthened the bond
they shared, and he loved her more today than the day they were married.


“I
haven’t told you how proud I am of you lately.” 
He traced his fingers down the profile of her cheek.  “I am, you know.  Very proud. 
You’re an amazing woman.  You take
on the responsibility of three people. 
Willingly.  You do everything for
everyone else.  Especially for me.”  He picked up her hand, kissed her fingertips
and held them to his lips.  He gazed into
her light blue-grey eyes. They were always filled with warmth and
understanding, and love for him.  He
could get lost in their beauty all day. 
He kissed her rosy lips.  “Come to
bed.  I want to make sure you know how
much I love you.  I wrote you a song.”


He took
her hand and led her across the hall to the bedroom.


“Another
song?  I'm the luckiest girl in the
world.  What inspired you to write this
one for me?”


“The same
thing that always inspires me – my love for you.  I could make love to you for three days
straight. I could make you explode from multiple orgasms, but a song tells you
how much I love you.”


“Do I
have to choose?  Can't I have both?”


He smiled
at her.  “I’ll see what I can do after I
play the song.”  He took his Fender off
its stand, sat next to her on the bed and put the guitar across his knee.


His
fingers strummed a delicate melody and he sang about love, acceptance and
sacrifice.  Strands of hair fell across
his face as he bent his head to watch his hand. 
Jessi tucked them behind his ear and rested her palm against his
cheek.  He nuzzled her hand with his chin
and flashed her a small smile before he returned his attention back to the neck
of the guitar.   This song needed to be
the most beautiful and tender of the lot. 
His singing voice was low and soft, but the emotion and passion in his
voice left him gutted and it made Jessi melt.


When the
song was over, her eyes were blurred with a watery haze.  “That was beautiful.  You should let Angel hear it.”


“No.  It’s for you.”


“But it
could be a hit.”


“Do you
like it?”


“I love
it.”


“Then
it’s already a hit.  I’m going to file it
away in my private collection.”


“That
private collection is going to be worth a lot of money one day.  I love that you write songs for me, baby. I
love that you play them for me and sing them to me.”


“I'm not
a good singer.”


“To me,
you're the best singer in the world.  Do
you know how many girls would love to change places with me right now?  Do you see the way they look at us when you
play a guitar solo for me?  I'm the envy
of everyone in the room.  Do you know how
proud and special you make me feel?”


“Then my
message is getting through.  I'm trying
to tell you how much I love you through music. You're the only girl I ever
played a solo for.  The only girl I ever
wrote a song for.  You’re the only girl I
ever loved.”


I tear
seeped out of the corner of her eye and he brushed it away with his lips.


“I love
you, Jessi.  Whatever happens from here
on in, don’t you ever forget that.”


 


Chapter Twenty-Two


Tommy was
counting the seconds until the show was over. 
The last 45 minute set felt like it was three hours long.  He was so anxious to finish the last song
that he played it too fast and screwed up a few chords.  After he strummed the last awkward note, he
darted to the men’s room.  He was so
worked up that he needed a minute alone to calm down.  The last few weeks made him realize that life
without Angel wouldn’t be the same.  There
would be a void, an emptiness in his heart that only Angel could fill.  They were meant to be together.


He caught
up with Jessi at the far end of the bar and gulped down a double shot of Jäger.  He wasn’t doing this alone.  Jessi was an integral part of the
relationship.  They navigated through The
Quadrangle, together, until they found Angel. 
He was sitting at the back bar and they squeezed in on either side of
him.


Tommy put
his arm around Angel and gave him a long kiss on the cheek and slowly stroked
his shoulder.


“You’re
in a good mood.” Angel’s face perked up with a smile.


Tommy
didn’t need to tell Jessi what was going on. 
She knew the routine. She stood on the opposite side of Angel, ran her
hand up his arm and let her lips linger on his cheek.  She played the game well.


Angel
shifted his gaze back and forth between them, one eyebrow questioning his
perception of what was about to take place. 
They both smiled at him and nodded.


Angel
flustered a little and seemed at a loss for words.  “Um. OK. 
I can see what’s going on here. 
It’s cool.  But, Jessi, I think
you’re gorgeous and all, but I don’t go there,” he glanced at her
crotch, “at all.”


“Tooooo
bad.”


Tommy
laughed. “I wasn’t going to let you fuck my wife, A.”


Jessi
leaned closer to Angel and lowered her voice to a seductive whisper.  “But I’m going to let you fuck my
husband.  And I’m going to watch.”


Angel
grabbed Tommy by the belt buckle and pulled him in for a kiss.  All of a sudden, Tommy felt like everyone was
staring at him.  He got paranoid and
self-conscious.  He braced his hand
against Angel’s chest and stopped him from getting any closer.


Angel
grunted.  “Are you kidding me?  Tommy Blade, you are one big fuckin’ cock
tease!”


“Well, I hear you got one big
fuckin’ cock.”


Angel threw his head back and
laughed.  It wasn’t his usual lovable
giggle.  It was hearty, joy-filled,
boisterous laughter.  He put the palms of
his hands on either side of Tommy’s face and looked at him – just looked at him
– with the corners of his eyes crinkling from the smile plastered across his
face.   Angel never looked happier than
he did at that moment.


Tommy touched Angel’s cheek with
the back of his hand and returned the smile. “Not here.  Let’s go someplace where we can have a little
privacy.”  He led Angel and Jessi to the
room backstage.  As soon as they got
there, Angel moved in for another kiss, but Tommy scurried away.


Angel put his hands on his hips and
displayed a mischievous grin, “Tommy Blade, do not make me come
get you!”


He loved when Angel addressed him
by his full name.  It was pointed
affection mixed with the right amount of wickedness.  “I just want to kiss my wife first.  OK?”


“Go ahead, my prince.”  Angel extended his hand toward Jessi.  “But you better hurry up, because I don’t
know how much longer I can wait before I taste those precious lips of yours.”


Tommy cupped Jessi’s face in his hands
and gazed into her eyes.  He gave her a
long, slow kiss.  “Are you sure you’re OK
with this?”


She tilted her head to one side and
gave him a reassuring smile.  “Yes.  I am. 
I’m actually looking forward to it.”


He kissed her again, tasting the
warmth of her mouth, knowing that their lives were about to change.  There were no assurances, no certainties
about the future, but Jessi made him believe that the three of them could live
harmoniously.


Angel put his arms around the both
of them.  “Can I get in on this? Or are
you two gonna tease me all night?”


Tommy let out a breathy sigh.  He inched his hands up Angel’s chest and over
the curve of his tight pectoral muscles against the loosely fitted tank
top.  His fingers brushed honeyed skin,
warm like the sun.  Angel pulled him
closer, by the waist, so their bodies were touching.  His erection greeted Angel’s like estranged
lovers finally reunited, and he moaned.


Tommy’s eyes dropped to Angel’s
mouth, just in time to see his pink tongue dart out and lick the lips he longed
to meet.  It was the sign, the giveaway,
that Angel was about to kiss him, but this time Tommy wouldn’t resist.  He wouldn’t take a step back, or turn away.  He would savor the taste of Angel’s mouth and
plunder into it.


Tommy stood perfectly still as
Angel’s lips grew closer until they were finally upon him.  Once they met, he collapsed into Angel’s
body, while a surge of adrenaline raced up his chest.


Angel’s fiery tongue was warm, like
his lush skin.  It consumed his mouth,
staked its claim and made him surrender into total submission.  It was the master.  Tommy was its slave.


When their mouths parted, they
stared at each other for a long time without saying anything.  Light flickered into Angel’s dark eyes,
casting a golden hue around the sable irises. 
Before, they were always filled with yearning and longing.  Now they portrayed adoration and a deep
feeling of want.


“I can’t tell how long I waited to
kiss you, my sweet prince.  I wanted you
the second I first saw you.  You came
into my life and stole my heart.  Waiting
was the hardest thing I ever had to do, but it was worth every second.  I would have waited forever if I had to.  That’s how much I care about you.”


The overpowering sentiment sent a
surge of warmth through Tommy’s chest.  “You
always say the most beautiful things to me.”


Angel’s gaze deepened and his mouth
came down, harder than the first time. 
It was forceful and passionate, and it made goosebumps rise on the surface
of Tommy’s skin.  Their tongues tangled
together in a wild, erotic wrestling match within the holds of their
mouths.  Their hands were on each other,
caressing and touching parts of their bodies that were off limits, up until
now.


They would have ended up on the
floor, in the back room of The Quadrangle, if Jessi didn’t pull them out of the room.





Angel’s naked body was a sculpted masterpiece.  His skin was kissed by the sun. It was smooth
and warm to the touch.  Tommy fantasized
about this moment so many times that he thought he was dreaming.  Angel lay to his right, kissing his mouth and
tickling his inner thigh, while Jessi lay to his left, kissing his neck and
fondling his chest.


No man ever made Tommy’s entire body shudder and tingle the way Angel
did.  Angel’s hands on his skin were a
jolt of electricity awakening all of his senses at once.  It was a rebirth.  A metamorphosis.  It was the brightest dawn after the blackest
night.  Everything around him was
suddenly more vivid.  The music from the
stereo was clearer.  The color of Jessi’s
hair was more vibrant, and the depth of Angel’s eyes were more intense than
before.


Tommy nuzzled Angel’s neck and kissed the hard, round muscles of his
chest.  As his mouth traveled lower,
Angel’s skin grew warmer.  At last he
tasted Angel in the back of his throat, thick and lengthy.  The heat radiating from Angel’s cock warmed
his mouth.  He ran his tongue up and
down, over the tip and around the head, covering every inch of it with sweet
little kisses.  It sent Angel into a bout
of heavy breathing and long drawn out moans. 
Moans that told Tommy he was hitting all the right places.


Meanwhile, Jessi’s mouth found its was onto Tommy’s bottom.  Her tongue was a whirlwind, licking its way
deep between his cheeks and concentrating on that road to paradise just beyond
his sac.  While her mouth made his bottom
pulsate with delightful sensations, her hands stroked him with precision.


Angel was panting and sighing. 
He was grabbing at the sheets with one hand and grabbing at Tommy’s hair
with the other.  Angel’s body was
shuddering and his chin was jutted up toward the ceiling.  Tommy licked his way over Angel’s chest,
leaving a wet trail over the chiseled curves with his tongue.  He rolled onto the bed and stared into
Angel’s dark, penetrating eyes.  They
stared back at him, hooded, dreamy and placid. 
His hair was tousled around his face in a windswept silhouette.  Tommy moved a strand from Angel’s face and
traced a finger across his plump lips.


Angel placed a kiss on the tip of Tommy’s finger.  “I’m ready for you.  How do you like it, mi amor?”


Tommy gave him a crooked smile. “I like the bottom, so I hope you’re
used to the top.”


“It’s perfect.”  He put his lips
to Tommy’s shoulder and kissed his way down Tommy’s back, taking a moment to
settle in the small curve above his buttocks.  It was an erotic tickle across his tender
flesh and it sent a tingle up his spine.


As Tommy pushed back on his knees, Jessi kissed him deeply and nuzzled
and sucked at his neck.  He took her
breast in the palm of his hand and slowly caressed it.  She arched her back and pulled his face into
the soft pillow of her chest.


Meanwhile, Angel’s thick, warm tongue was on Tommy’s bottom, sending a
whirlpool of sensations spinning through his body.  His legs began to shake and he let out an
exaggerated moan.  It was an overload of
excitement and they were only getting started.


A slick finger introduced itself like a long lost friend.  It was the first time Angel touched him, but
his body reacted to Angel’s rolling fingers with sweet recognition.  Angel found the sweet spot that sent Tommy’s
body spiraling out of control.  His knees
buckled as Angel centered on it with a circular pressure.  His eyelids fluttered as he lost focus and
then Angel’s hand was gone.


Tommy glanced over his shoulder and saw Angel roll on a condom.  Their eyes met and they shared an intimate
silent exchange of desire.  They knew
this moment was fated, yet it eluded them for so long.  He purred Angel’s name. “Hurry up. I can’t
wait anymore.”


“My prince,” Angel whispered. “You’re everything I ever wanted.”


Jessi kissed him just as Angel’s cock toyed with him.  Angel was gentle, slowly inserting himself,
testing reception and acceptance. 
Tommy’s bottom was pulsating, waiting to be filled and he ached for
deeper penetration.


He looked back into Angel’s heavenly eyes and nodded.  He was too overcome with sentiment to say
anything.  They maintained eye contact
while Angel carefully thrust his hips forward inserting himself all the way
into his bottom.  Tommy let out a loud,
triumphant moan as sensations reverberated inside his body.  He was on fire with waves of intense
pleasure.


Jessi moved into position, sitting in front of Tommy and spreading her
legs.  He hooked his arms underneath her
thighs and pulled her closer to him.  He
licked and sucked her with the same intensity that Angel gave him from
behind.  The three of them were in
perfect alignment. The woman he loved was at his mouth, and the man he loved
was at his bottom. They were perfectly aligned in harmony, like the stars and
the planets.


He pushed back harder on his knees. 
He wanted every inch of Angel inside him.  Angel’s hand circled around and stroked
him.  The overload of sensations sent him
into a frenzy, and he came, hard, with a spasm that sent a shock wave straight
to his head.  It made him dizzy, and he
was blinded by the force that shook him. 
He was so consumed with his orgasm, that he didn’t realize he was
channeling all of his energy into Jessi’s crotch with his mouth.  She already came and she was thrashing
underneath him and crying out.  When he
lifted his face, his chin was covered with her juices, and she left a wet mark
on the sheets.


Angel was still thrusting his hips, gasping loudly.  His hands held onto Tommy’s waist in a
possessive embrace.


Tommy pushed up to his knees so he
and Angel were both kneeling on the bed. 
He reached for Jessi.  She bent
down and took his cock in her mouth. 
Every thrust from Angel’s hips pushed him deeper into her throat.  His erection rejuvenated from the rays of
pleasure.  He pulled her up and motioned
for her to turn around.  She got on her
knees and braced herself against the headboard. 
Angel slowed his momentum so Tommy could enter her from behind.  Once he was inside, Angel picked up his
rhythm again.  Hip to hip, hands around
the waist in front of them, the three of them moved as one.  Angel in back of him, Jessi in front of him,
he was sandwiched between the two. 
Vibrations collided and gave him the most decadent pleasure he ever
experienced.


Angel was thrusting himself faster. 
Their skin slapped together.  The
headboard, careening off the wall with a series of loud thuds.  Tommy felt Angel thumping and beating inside
him, ejaculating against the tight walls of his rectum.  Angel convulsed over his back and collapsed,
then rolled off him and onto the bed.


Tommy took his time pumping Jessi from behind.  He wasn’t in a hurry to reach his second
orgasm.  He wanted to feel the warmth of
her body envelope him, until he finally exploded inside her with one final
lunge.


Tommy was spent and could barely move. 
He lay lifeless on top of Jessi, gulping air into his lungs.  The muscles in his legs were useless.  They shook from exhaustion and still tingled
from his orgasms.  He wanted to fall
asleep right there on top of her.  He
started to doze off but he knew she probably couldn’t breathe, and he wanted to
hold Angel.  He summoned the strength to
roll off her and onto his side of the bed. 
Angel wasn’t there.  He was sitting on a chair, in the corner of
the room, getting dressed in uncomfortable silence.


Tommy jerked himself to a sitting position. “What are you
doing? Where are you going?”


“I’m . .
. I don’t know.  I’m going home, I
guess.”


“No
you’re not.”  Tommy scooted over to the
center of the bed, flipped the covers over and patted the empty space next to
him.  “Get back in bed.”


A smile
reappeared on Angel’s face, and he climbed in bed next to Tommy.  “This is nice,” he said, as he settled in and
snuggled up to Tommy.  “You’re letting me
sleep on your side of the bed.”


“It’s
your side, now, A.  Why were you
leaving?”


“I don’t
know.  I felt like I was in the way, all
of a sudden.  This is a little weird for
me.”


Jessi
picked her head up.  “You’re not in the
way, Angel.  We both want you here.  This is where you belong.”


“I’m not
really sure what we’re doing.”  Angel’s
face was a mixture of uncertainty and disquiet. 
“Are we going to talk about it or—”


“Not
tonight,” Tommy said.  “But we
will.”  He kissed Angel, and then he
kissed Jessi.  Then he laid his head down
on the pillow and let out a long, contented sigh.  He couldn’t remember being happier than he
was right now.  Everything fell into
place the moment Angel entered his bed. 
Angel was the missing piece of his heart that he endlessly searched for,
yet always escaped him.  There were no
longer empty spaces or gaps of nothingness that begged to be filled.  Now he was whole.


 


Chapter Twenty-Three


Angel
woke up with a massive hard-on.  For a
brief second, he thought last night was a dream, until a blond tuft of hair
tickled his nose.   His eyes immediately
went to Tommy, asleep and serene with a hint of smile on his
strikingly-handsome face.  He finally
bedded his sweet prince.  Angel could
hardly contain his excitement and giggled under the covers.  He watched Tommy sleep, and lightly caressed
his cheek.  Tommy’s peaches and
cream complexion was pure and unblemished, with a subtle glow.  His fingers moved to Tommy’s shoulder and
down the center of his chest.  Virtually
hairless, except for the blond lion’s mane that fell past his shoulders, Tommy’s
skin was as soft as butter.  He could
stroke it all day.  His face broke out
into an animated smile.   He still couldn’t believe he was laying in bed next to
Tommy Blade, the man of his dreams.


Angel
rested his lips on Tommy’s cheek, then on his mouth, without disturbing his
slumber.  He looked over at Jessi.  She was also asleep, nestled up against Tommy’s
other shoulder.   Maybe this was how it
would be – Angel on one side, Jessi on the other, and Tommy in the middle
bestowing his love on the both of them. 
It was a situation that could work. 
Maybe.  Angel looked back at
Tommy.  It had to work.  There was no other choice in the matter.  It was too late to turn back.  He might have been able to close off his
heart, seal up his emotions, if they hadn’t slept together. Now it was too
late.  There was no way he was living his
life without Tommy at his side.


Angel
kissed Tommy’s cheek again.  You make me
so happy.  “Te amo.  ¿Me amas?”


Tommy
opened his eyes, halfway, and smiled. 
“What did you just say?”


“Nothing.  Go back to sleep, mi amor.  Let’s stay in bed forever.”





Angel
didn’t want to leave the house, as if by doing so, it would somehow negate last
night.  It was stupid, he knew, but he
had so many questions.  He made breakfast
for everyone – huevos rancheros, just like his dad used to make when he was a
kid.  He pretended that he wanted to show
off his skills in the kitchen, but he really wanted to create a platform so
they could sit down and discuss their future. 
He had no idea what was expected of him or how this scenario was
supposed to play out.


He
watched Tommy and Jessi eat, while he tried to figure out where to start.


“Why
aren’t you eating?”  Jessi was devouring
her eggs and the refried beans.  “Don’t
tell me you’re not hungry after last night, you fuckin’ animal.”


She said
it so matter-of-factly, like she just called him honey or by his name, that he
burst out laughing.  “I’m sorry.  I’ve never done anything like this before.  Well, I’ve had threesomes before, and a
foursome once.  Or twice.  But that was with a bunch of guys, and they
were one night stands.  It was just sex
with a bunch of strangers. Well, they weren’t all strangers.  I knew some of them, but some of them I just
met and—”


He
realized he was rambling like a schoolgirl and abruptly stopped talking.


Tommy and
Jessi were both staring at him, with their forks suspended in the air.


“I’m
sorry. I’m a little lost here.  How is
this supposed to work?”  He looked at Tommy,
but Tommy looked at Jessi.


“Why are
you looking at me?”


“Because
you’re the one who always wants to talk about everything,” Tommy said. “I don’t
know how this is supposed to work, either.”


Jessi
shrugged.  “Together.  Like this, I guess. There’s no clear cut
formula.  No one wrote a book called, How
to Live with My Boyfriend and his Wife.  
We take it one day at a time and if we have any issues, we talk about
them.”  Jessi paused.  “I just don’t want to be left out, that’s all.”


“What are
you talking about, left out?” Tommy asked.


“You
know.  You guys are new and all starry
eyed, and I don’t want to feel like the third wheel.”


“Oh,
sweetheart, I don’t want you to feel like that.”  Angel didn’t realize she probably had the
same fears and ambiguities he did.   They
were alike in many ways, including being in love with the same man.  “I’m the one who feels like the
outsider.  You two have all this history,
and you love each other so much.  I don’t
ever want to get between that.  If you
have a problem with me and Tommy—”


“A
problem?”  Jessi snickered.  “Did I look like I was having a problem last
night?”


“No, but
is it just sex?  Is that all this is?”


“Of
course it’s not just sex.”


“Helloooo.”  Tommy waved his hand in front of them.  “Do I get a say in this, or do you two get to
make all the rules?”


Poor
Tommy.  He was never going to get a word
in edgewise.


“I care
about you, A.  You know this isn’t just
sex.  I want this to work, and I’ll do
whatever I have to.  I don’t want there
to be any jealousy between you and Jessi.”


“I’m not
jealous.  I’m a little envious of the
bond you and Jessi share, but I hope one day we can share it too.”   He slowly looked across at Jessi.  “Are you jealous of me?  Tell me the truth.”


“I always
tell the truth.  My cards are always on
the table.  I’ve never been jealous of
other men.”  She put her fork down and
moved her plate away.  A crease formed
between her brows and her eyes lost some of their luster.  “But you’re not just another man, Angel.   This is new. 
It’s a relationship . . .  and it
has me worried.  I don’t want to be
excluded.  I don’t want to be pushed out
of the bedroom.  I want the three of us
to be a couple.  That’s the only way this
is going to work for me.  I’m not saying
you can’t have your alone time together. 
Of course, you should be able to spend time alone with Tommy, but I don’t
want to be sitting on the couch listening to the two of you in the bedroom, or
sitting home strumming my fingers on the table imagining you two off on some
sexual escapade.  Just do it when I’m
working late or not around.  I don’t want
you to specifically exclude me, that’s all.” 
She paused again.  “It can’t be
you and Tommy, and me and Tommy.  We
can’t take turns.  It needs to be
predominantly like it was last night. 
The three of us, together.  And if
anything’s bothering you, like you’re feeling slighted in some way, say something
and we’ll talk about it.  We need to be
equals. OK?”


Angel
nodded.   Jessi made it sound so
simple.  She really did have all the
answers.  “The three of us, together. I
like that idea.”


Tommy sat
back in his chair, pleased at the arrangement. 
“I’m glad.  Now, someone needs to
kiss me, because I need a lot of lovin’. 
You two are gonna have your work cut out for you.”


Angel
kissed Tommy first.  His lips were as
sweet as candy and as juicy as a ripe peach. 
His mouth was a delicious combination of confection and nectar.  Angel had a sudden urge to sweep all the
dishes onto the floor and fuck Tommy right there on the kitchen table.  But, that probably wasn’t a good idea.  It was a little too soon to piss off your
boyfriend’s wife.


He
watched Jessi kiss Tommy.  The thought
that he was about to embark in a three way relationship still seemed unreal.
When Jessi was done kissing Tommy, she kissed him on the cheek.  He was surprised that he wanted to give her a
more passionate kiss, not necessarily a tongue kiss, but at least a kiss on the
lips.  It just seemed more appropriate
after last night.  He thought about
asking Tommy if it was OK, but felt stupid. 
Is it OK if I kiss your wife on the mouth?  That drove the passion right out of it.


Jessi
finished the last of her coffee and refilled her cup.  She took a long sip, holding the mug to her
lips while she blew on the hot liquid. 
“Is there anything else you wanted to bring up?”


Angel
still had a million questions, but he didn’t know where to begin.  He decided to start with the most
obvious.  “How often have you two done
this?   I know this wasn’t your first
time.  There was a lot of synchronization
last night.  There wasn’t any ‘where do I
go, what do I do?’  You both knew exactly
what positions to get into.  You were
very comfortable.  I was the one who felt
awkward.”


Tommy and
Jessi smiled at each other.  It looked
like they were both waiting for the other one to answer the question.  After a long pause, Tommy spoke up.


“We’ve
been having threesomes since before we were married.”


Angel
didn’t know what to expect, but he didn’t think that sharing their bed with a
third person was a regular pastime.  “How
often?”


“About
once a month.”


Tommy and
Jessi were married for three or four years. 
He did the math in his head and the number shocked him.  Tommy’s sex life was abundant and well
surpassed his own. “With just men? Or do you do it with women too?”


“Just
men.”  Jessi was quick to answer, and she
was adamant.  “I would never share Tommy
with another woman.  That’s out of the
question.  And I’m not into girls.”


“Isn’t
that a shame?”  Tommy had a big smile on
his face.  “Because that would be really
fun.”


Angel
wrinkled his nose and shook his head. 
“I’d have to pass on that one.” 
Bisexuality always confused him. 
Lady parts were so different from the male agenda.  He couldn’t understand being interested in
both.  Pick a lane and drive in it.  And here he was in love with a bisexual man.


“I want
to be clear about something.” Tommy said. 
“I haven’t brought anyone home since I met you, A.  You’re the only one I could think about being
with.”


Angel’s
heart melted and his lip quivered slightly. 
He felt the exact same way while he waited for Tommy.


“Anything
else?”  Jessi asked.  “We’re open to whatever you want to know, and
now’s the time to ask.”


Her
candor was refreshing.  It was hard to
find people who were ready to give an honest answer, especially about intimate
matters.  It made Angel secure in the
future of their relationship. “How did you start?  Did you just wake up one day and say, let’s
pick up a guy and bring him home and fuck him?”


Tommy
laughed.  “No.  It was a long time coming.  Jessi knew.  
I never had to tell her.  She
figured it out.”


“A
threesome was my idea,” she said.  “I
couldn’t marry Tommy, when I knew he wasn’t . . . fulfilled.  At the same time, I couldn’t imagine not
marrying Tommy.  I think I was just as
confused as he was.   I saw the way his
head turned when a gorgeous man walked by. 
I didn’t care.  It didn’t matter
to me.  I was just so afraid, that one
day, eventually, Tommy was going tell me that he was gay.  And I couldn’t live with that.  It would destroy me to lose him.”


“I’m not gay, Jessi.  How many
times do I have to tell you that I’m not gay?” 
He was blunt and defensive.


“I know
you’re not gay.”  She rolled her eyes
before she continued.  “When he asked me
why I wouldn’t marry him, I had no choice but to ask him, point blank, if he
was ever with a man.  I told him to trust
me with the truth.  I told him that I
loved him, no matter what, for who he was, not who I thought he was, or who he
was pretending to be, and that I would never judge him.”


Tommy
gazed at her.  Their connection was never
more apparent.  “She’s wonderful, isn’t
she?”


“Yes.  She is.”


Tommy
continued to gaze at Jessi as he spoke. 
“She told me that nothing would ever change the love she had for
me.  As long as I still wanted her, she’d
never leave me.  I still didn’t know what
was going to happen to us, I just knew that things were a little clearer, and
we needed to move forward.”


Jessi picked up with the
story.  “For the next couple of days, I
started thinking about how I would feel if Tommy fooled around with another
guy.  I knew I didn’t want anything going
on behind my back.  That wasn’t going to
happen.  I thought about a threesome, but
not a threesome in the literal sense of the word.  Me in bed with Tommy and another man.”  She nodded her head and smiled
enthusiastically.  “I liked that idea, a
lot.”


Tommy looked at Angel with a broad
smile.  “She wanted to watch me have sex
with another man, and then she wanted me to fuck her.”


Angel laughed.  These two were a
lively pair. Now that he digested their thorough explanation, he had a deeper
understanding of Tommy and Jessi’s relationship.  Angel never knew
anyone who loved someone as much as Jessi loved Tommy.  “That is an incredible story.  You are a remarkable person, Jessi.  I never met someone as unselfish as you.”


“I just
want Tommy to be happy.  The situation
worked for us.  It could have easily
destroyed our marriage, but it was a risk I had to take.  I needed to push the issue for Tommy’s
sake.”  She gazed across the table at
Tommy.  “I’m just glad it paid off,
because I couldn’t fathom not having Tommy in my life.”





After
they finished breakfast, Jessi went upstairs to shower.  Tommy was relieved that she had a plan for
their future relationship, because he had no idea how the three of them were
supposed to form a successful union.  He
still needed to clarify some things with Angel, though.


“C’mere,
A.  I need to tell you something.”


“What’s
wrong, my prince?  You look upset.  I thought we straightened everything out.”


“Yeah. We
did.  It’s just that no one knows that we
. . . that I . . . you know.  That I’m
into guys.”


“You mean
that you’re bisexual.”


Bisexual.  Tommy furrowed his brow, cocked his head to
the side, and contemplated its meaning. 
“You think I’m bi?”


“Yeah.  You like girls, and you like boys.  That’s what bisexual means.”


“I never
associated myself with that.  I don’t
want to be labeled.”


“Tommy,
it’s not a label.  It’s who you are.  I’m not telling you to put a sticker on your
forehead.  I’m just telling you to love
yourself.  Who gives a fuck what anyone
thinks?  Don’t be afraid to be yourself.”


Tommy
studied the word in his head and practiced saying it to himself.  Bisexual. 
Bi.  I’m bisexual.  That’s who I am.  It didn’t sound so bad, but he didn’t
think he would ever have the courage to say it out loud, especially to his
family.  Especially to his
father.  He anticipated his father’s
reaction and it horrified him.  “This is
a big deal for me.  I’m not as
comfortable with this as you are.  I
mean, look at me. I was a jock in college. 
I played heavy metal for years.  I
don’t think anyone, besides Jessi, ever had a suspicion about me.  I’ve been running away from my feelings my
whole life, and hiding them from everyone. 
Jessi is the only one I let inside, and the only reason I did was because
I was scared of losing her.  Please, I
need a little more time to get used to the idea of telling people about us.”


“You
don’t have to have a formal coming out party, Tommy.  Don’t hide our relationship, that’s all.  Be open about it.  Don’t deny it.”


Tommy’s
stomach churned. He felt pressured. He wasn’t ready for the world to judge him
and his face started to twitch from anxiety.


Angel
opened his arms.  “I’m sorry.”


Tommy
clung to him. “No, I’m sorry.  You’re so
patient with me.  I just need to do this
a little at a time.”


“I forgot
what it was like.  I was there once,
too.  It was a long time ago, but I know
how you feel.  I didn’t mean to pressure
you.”


“Thank
you.  You’re the only one who knows what
I’m going through.”


Angel pressed head against Tommy’s
cheek and stroked his hair.  “Don’t get
upset, mi amor.  I’m going to help you
get through this.”





Jessi let
the warm water from the shower spray onto her face.  She was happy.  Tommy was happy.  Angel was happy.  Their much needed talk at the breakfast table
set some ground rules.  Angel was open to
communication and encouraged it.  It gave
her comfort.


After she
showered, she meandered back to the bedroom, as she towel dried her hair.  Tommy and Angel were already naked and in
each other’s arms on top of the unmade bed.


“What
took you so long?” Tommy asked, before returning his lips to Angel’s neck.


Jessi
didn’t answer.  She wanted to watch.  She leaned against the doorway and folded her
arms.  She watched Tommy kiss Angel with
an urgency that she never saw before, and the love that Angel had for Tommy was
never clearer to the naked eye than it was right now.  She knew they were in love.  It didn’t scare her as much as she thought it
would. The confidence she had in their marriage overshadowed her fears and
doubts.


Her
thoughts were pushed aside by the sound of Tommy moaning and breathing
heavily.  Angel was stroking Tommy and
sucking on his nipples.  Jessi let the
towel around her body drop to the floor and crawled into bed, on the other side
of Tommy.  She glided her hand up his
back and kissed his shoulder.  He
immediately turned onto his back, so that he could share himself equally
between her and Angel, and he kissed her. 
Her mouth moved to his chest, and she could feel his heart gently
beating underneath her lips. She kissed her way down his torso and her tongue
crawled across his skin.  It accidentally
collided with Angel’s mouth.  They both
looked up in surprise and shared a smile.


She
wasn’t sure what Angel was thinking, but she wanted to kiss him.  Fear of rejection made her hesitate, but it
was unwarranted.  Angel grabbed her by
the back of the neck and firmly planted his mouth on hers.  His tongue invaded her mouth and bathed its
circumference.  She was spellbound by the
intensity of his kiss.  She couldn’t
think about anything else except Angel’s warm, authoritative tongue inside her
mouth, and she immediately felt warmth and wetness between her legs.  Now she understood why Tommy had that dreamy
look on his face whenever Angel kissed him.


Angel
withdrew his tongue, but she wanted more and placed a long kiss on his lips,
hoping for another visit from his magical tongue.  But he just smiled at her, and then moved his
mouth back down to Tommy’s belly.


Tommy
pulled her up and kissed her.  It was
like night and day.  Angel’s kiss was
forceful and commanding.  Tommy’s was
slow and soft.  She loved the tenderness
in which he slowly moved his tongue in gentle, purposeful circles around her
mouth, but she found herself still reminiscing over the kiss she just shared
with Angel.


 


Chapter Twenty-Four


Someone once told Angel that the
sexual energy two people shared on stage disappeared the moment they slept
together, but that wasn’t the case for him and Tommy.  It was their dirty little secret, and their
sexual chemistry escalated by mammoth proportions.  Now that Tommy was his boy toy, the
no-touching policy went out the window. 
Angel was free to spank Tommy’s bottom and let his hands crawl up
Tommy’s leg while he knelt at Tommy’s feet. 
The homo-erotic show they put on sent Angel’s hormones into a frenzy and
he was sure his massive erection was going to split the crotch of his pants
wide open.


Naturally, rumors that he and Tommy
were having an affair spread throughout his fandom.  They loved the interaction between him and
Tommy, but no one loved it more than Jessi. 
She was the one he heard, over the crowd, cheering them on.  She was the one who got the audience riled
up, and tonight, he was exceptionally horny.


The one thing Angel wanted to do
most was the only thing he couldn’t do – kiss Tommy.  Not just kiss him, but ravage Tommy’s face
with his tongue on stage and in front of everyone.  He fought the urge to take hold of Tommy and
give him a big, wet sloppy kiss, but it was hard, especially tonight since the
crowd was crazier than usual.


Jessi was standing right in front
of Angel, so he absentmindedly transferred his desire onto her.  He grabbed her by the back of the neck and
gave her a full on passionate wet kiss.  Jessi had no inhibitions. 
She threw her arms around him and kissed him right back.  The audience
didn’t expect it.  Jessi was Tommy’s wife.  They were silent for
about three seconds, before the room rumbled with nervous laughter and
screams.  Shit.  He wondered how he
was supposed to explain kissing Jessi. 
What was wrong with him?  Why the
hell couldn’t he keep his tongue in his mouth? 
All this went through Angel’s head while he was still kissing her.  Luckily, Tommy made light of it by playfully
kicking him in the butt to break the hold he had on Jessi. Angel shrugged his
shoulders with an innocent smile and said, “Oops!”


The unruly crowd went nuts.





When they left the stage, Damien
pulled Angel aside.  “What the fuck were
you doing kissing Jessi?  And why wasn’t
Tommy pissed off?”


Angel giggled, and then giggled
some more.  “It was nothing.”  He tried to brush off the incident, but his
laughter was a dead giveaway.


“You can’t put anything over on me,
Angel.  I know you too long.  You’re fuckin’ Tommy.  And Jessi. You’re fuckin’ Tommy and Jessi.”


“No!  I’m not fuckin’ Jessi!  Are you insane?”


Damien smirked and nodded.  “But you’re fuckin’ Tommy.  I knew it.”


Angel put his fingers through his
hair and growled with frustration. 
“Don’t say anything.  Tommy’s not
ready to come out.”


“Didn’t I warn you about keeping
your dick in your pants?  I can’t believe
you’re going to fuck everything up by getting mixed up with Tommy.  If you end up breaking his heart, he’s
gone.  Then what?”


“I love Tommy.  I would never hurt him.  And I think he loves me too.”


“I wanna be pissed off, but you
look really happy.  Both of you.  All three of you.”


“We are.” Angel was beaming. It
felt so good to tell someone. 
“I’ve been waiting my whole life for someone like Tommy.  We connect. 
I’ve never felt like this about anyone.”


“But what about Jessi?”


“She’s OK with it.”  He let out a small chuckle at the vivid
memory of Jessi’s wide-eyed, curious gaze when she watched him and Tommy in bed
together. “She’s more than OK with it.  I
would never do anything to break up their marriage.  Jessi’s part of the deal, and if that’s the
only way I get to be with Tommy,” he shrugged, “I can deal with it.  But I have a couple of questions.  I don’t feel right asking Tommy, since
Jessi’s his wife.”  He leaned closer to
Damien and lowered his voice. “I want to know about how a man pleases a woman
in bed.”


“Why do you want to know?” Damien
elbowed him in the gut.  “You sure your
not hittin’ Jessi, too?”


“Of course not!  I’m just not used to seeing everything so . .
. up close.”


“Up close?  You mean you watch Tommy and Jessi?”


“I can’t help it.  She’s in the mix.”


“I thought you would just take
turns.  Share Tommy.”


“We do everything together.” He
curled his upper lip.  “It’s really
weird. I feel uncomfortable sometimes.  I
don’t like watching him go down on her.”


Damien laughed.  “So why do you?”


“I can’t help it.  Most of the time when I’m making love to
Tommy, he’s –”


“Stop.”  Damien put his hand up. “I don’t need that
visual.  I don’t want to picture my
friends fuckin’ each other.”


Angel rolled his eyes.  “When he goes down on her, sometimes
curiosity gets the better of me, and it distracts me from . . . what I’m
supposed to be doing.  Especially since
he really enjoys it.”


“Ahh, nothing like dining on a
sweet, little pussy.”


“That’s disgusting.”


“You should try it.”


“I am not eating pussy,
Damien.  I’m gay.”


“So then why did you ask me about
it?”


“Because, Tommy gorges himself on
that thing like a starving man getting his first decent meal in months.  He devours that thing and she flails around
and moans like he’s killing her.”


Damien’s eyes twinkled.  “Now that’s a visual I can get on board
with.”


“Stop it.  Doesn’t it taste bad?  The smell isn’t as bad as I thought it would
be, but isn’t it sour or fishy?”


Damien licked his lips.  “It’s the nectar of the gods.”


“Not my god.”


“It’s an acquired taste.”  Damien clapped him on the back.  “But if you’d rather swallow a guy’s load, go
right ahead.”


“Thank you. I will.”


“So you’re in bed with Jessi,
naked, and you don’t touch her at all?”


“We make out a little.  Sometimes. 
But that’s it.  It’s awkward,
though, because I have to be careful.  I
don’t want to accidentally touch anything.”


“Aren’t you curious what a pair of
tits feel like?  Or what it’s like to
fuck a chick?”


Angel titled his head to the side
and squinted an eye.  He never
contemplated a heterosexual act before. 
“Maybe.  A little.  She’s got a really cute ass.  And you know I’m an ass queen.”


“Well, the next time you guys do
it, seize the opportunity.  Rub her ass
or grab a tit or something.”


“I couldn’t do that!”


“Why not?”


“I don’t want to talk about this
anymore. Let’s go before someone hears us.” 
As they walked toward the back room of the bar, Angel wondered if Tommy
would get mad if he wanted to touch Jessi’s breast.





Jessi and Alyssa were at the bar,
still laughing about the look on Angel’s face after he realized he kissed Jessi
on stage.  Alyssa didn’t ask any
questions and Jessi wondered just how much she knew.


Audra and Kira, the two girls who
were infatuated with Angel, came running over, bouncing with excitement and
demanded details.


Jessi was unsure how to
answer.  Should she tell them that
Angel’s kisses were intense and ferocious? Or that if Angel wanted a kiss, he
took it?  That there was no resisting?
Should she say that he explored every inch of your mouth with his tongue?  She decided that was a little too much
information. “It was fierce.”


Kendall
pushed her way between Audra and Kira and stood directly in front of Jessi,
with her hands on her hips.  “What are you
doing kissing my boyfriend?”


Jessi glared at her. Kendall was drunk and slurred her words. Her eye make-up
was runny, and her hair was a frazzled mess. 
The girl disgusted her, and Kendall’s
one-sided, self-fabricated friendship with Angel, annoyed the hell out of her.  “He’s not your boyfriend.”


“Relax.  You don’t have to get snotty. I’m just
messing with you.”


“Well, knock it off.  Don’t think I forgot that you ripped my
garment. You don’t want to screw around with me, Kendall.”


Kendall
leaned forward and pointed her finger at Jessi. 
“Oh, no, Princess.  It’s
exactly the opposite.  You don’t
want to screw around with me!”


 


Chapter Twenty-Five


Angel settled in on his side of the
bed and snuggled up to Tommy.  “Am I
crowding you?”


“No.” He pulled Angel closer. “I
love being sandwiched between you and Jessi. 
It’s the best place in the world.”


Jessi peeked up at Tommy.  “Your mom called me today. She’s been trying
to reach you for a couple of days.”


“I know. I’ve been meaning to call
her back.  What’d she say?”


“She wanted to make sure we were
coming to your brother’s party next Saturday.”


“We don’t have a show that night,
right?”


“I haven’t checked the schedule,
but I think I left it open.  Either way I
told her we were going.”


Angel picked up his phone from the
night stand and started scrolling through it. 
“No. You left that date open for a family function.  What kind of party is it?”


“It’s his 21st
birthday.”  Tommy smiled with pride.  “He’s at Rutgers
on a football scholarship.  Word has it
that my little brother’s gonna make pro. 
You’re coming, right?”


“Where? To your brother’s party?”


“Yeah. I want you to meet my
family.”





Angel stared out the window and
watched the traffic crawl by on the BQE. 
It didn’t matter what time of day it was, the traffic was always
congested on the well-traveled expressway. 
For once he was grateful that the short ride out of Brooklyn
took twice as long as it should.  He was
stressed out about meeting Tommy’s parents and the delay would give him time to
shed some of his anxiety.  He glanced to
his left at the Freedom
 Tower.  Thirteen years later, and he still expected
to see the majestic twin towers of the World
Trade Center
soaring above the New York City
skyline.


Tommy took his eyes off the road
long enough to smile at Angel. “Don’t look so nervous.”


“I can’t help it.  I want your parents to like me.  What have you told them about me?”


“I told them you had a voice as
smooth as honey and that you were a born star. 
I told them that you had a heart as big the moon and that you were a
master chef in the kitchen.”


A broad smile appeared on Angel’s
face and his anxiety was quieted by Tommy’s loving words.


Jessi tapped the back of his
seat.  “Don’t worry.  They’re going to love you.  Just be yourself.”


He wished Jessi wouldn’t have sat
in the back seat.  He was boldly
conspicuous sitting in the front passage seat next to Tommy, and it wasn’t the
way he wanted to greet Tommy’s family.


Tommy glanced at him again.  “A, I need to tell you something. I hope you
don’t get upset, but I’m not telling my parents about us today.  My family has no idea about me.  It’s going to be a real shock.  Plus, I want them to fall in love with you
first.”


“I understand.  I guess introducing your gay lover at a
family celebration can be less than ideal, even though that’s the way most
people do it.”  They shared a smile, and
Tommy took his hand.


The next thing he knew, they were
pulling into Tommy’s parents’ driveway in Howard Beach.  It was one of the nicer areas in Queens and
the properties were spread out, unlike the shoulder to shoulder buildings in Brooklyn.  The
greenery of the artistic landscaping and manicured plush lawns took him by
surprise.  It was unexpected among the
concrete and asphalt and it reminded him more of Long Island than Queens.


Clusters of mylar balloons, branded
with the number 21, floated freely up to the ceiling in the corners of the
living room of the Blade residence.  
Sports memorabilia dominated the walls. 
Football jerseys were framed in shadow boxes and on display.


The predominantly middle-aged
people, most likely aunts and uncles, that occupied the house quickly gathered
around Tommy and Jessi.  For a few
awkward minutes Angel felt out of place, a stranger in the midst of a family
reunion.  Then a small semi-circle opened
around Tommy and everyone turned to look at him.


“This is Angel Garcia.”  Tommy draped his arm across Angel’s shoulder,
and let it remain there.  “He’s the lead
singer in my band, and my best friend.”


People started stepping aside to
allow an older couple, obviously Tommy’s parents, to make their way across the
room.  Tommy abruptly dropped his arm from
around Angel, and took a step back as soon as he saw them.


Tommy’s parents, along with most of
the other people in the room, shared the same blond hair, fair complexion and
light eyes.  Tommy’s parents monopolized
his attention, and Angel began to feel out of place again.  He was about to make conversation with one of
Tommy’s aunts, when Tommy introduced him to his parents. Confusion as to why a
stranger was at a family gathering passed across Tommy’s father’s face.  He was a big man, over six feet tall and
broad in the chest and shoulders.  He was
an athlete in his younger days, no doubt. 
He crushed Angel’s hand in a firm handshake.


“So, you’re the singer I keep
hearing about.”  He was gruff and his
eyes were stern and formidable.


“It’s very nice to meet you, Mr.
Blade.”


“Is my son wasting his time in this
band?  What makes you think you can make
it in the industry?  What makes your band
stand out from the thousands of other bands that aren’t getting a record deal
either?” He was brash and almost insulting. 
Tommy looked mortified, with bright red blotches stained on his cheeks.


“We have exceptional musicians,”
Angel boasted.  “Tommy’s the best guitar
player on the indie circuit. We have an impressive following, and I’ve had
interest from record producers in the past. 
I’m not a complete unknown in the industry.”


“Don’t you have a real job?”


“I’m a chef.  A sous chef, actually.  But the band is my real job.”


“So, you’re another one, schooled
with a trade and the opportunity to make a lucrative career, wasting your time
with a band like a teenager.”


Now Angel was insulted. He
pressed his shoulders back, lifted his chin and met Mr. Blade’s eye.


A loud crash outside diverted the
attention away from their grating conversation and ultimate standoff.  Through the glass sliders Angel could see,
what appeared to be, a frat party going on in the back yard.  A small group was engaged in a serious game
of beer pong, while another threw too many logs on the fire pit.  The cause of the commotion was a football-cradling
jock that knocked over a table.  He had
dark hair, so Angel deduced that he probably wasn’t Tommy’s brother.  Robert was more likely to be one of the two
blonds tossing a ping pong ball into a red plastic cup.


“Sorry I didn’t warn you about Tommy’s
dad,” Jessi whispered in his ear.  “He
can be a little direct.”


“Ya think?”


Jessi nodded her chin toward the
patio doors.  “Were you trying to pick
out my handsome brother-in-law?”


“Handsome?” Angel raised a
quizzical brow.


“Very.”


“Is he as cute as Tommy?”


“No one is as cute as Tommy,
but Robert’s a close second.”


“Really?  Now I’m intrigued.”


Another upheaval of noise outside
caused Tommy’s father to snort and grit his teeth.  “Those hooligans are going to wreck my
house,” he complained, as he stomped outside.


“Don’t mind my husband.”  Tommy’s mother took Angel’s hand in a gentle
embrace and patted it.  “He sometimes
speaks too freely. It’s nice of you to celebrate my younger son’s birthday with
us.  Tommy speaks very highly of
you.  So does Jessi.”  She was a petite woman and as sweet as could
be.  It was a welcomed contrast to the
curt and tense conversation he just had with Tommy’s father.  He didn’t get a chance to speak to her very
long before she got pulled away to deal with an issue in the kitchen.


Jessi touched his arm and pointed
toward the stairs.  “Here’s the guest of
honor now.”


Robert could have been Tommy’s
twin, only with a few years shaved off. 
He had the signature Blade flaxen hair and fair complexion, but his eyes
were a dark sapphire instead of Tommy’s bright blue, and the gorgeous length of
Tommy’s hair was missing.   Robert also
had about two inch in height and twenty pounds of muscle on Tommy.  There was no mistaking Robert was a football
player, and by the trophies that adorned a shelf on the wall, he was a star.


Robert galloped down the last few steps
as soon as he saw Tommy.   They enjoyed a
bear hug that revealed the closeness that most brothers shared.  Angel watched them together, laughing, arms
slung over the other’s shoulder, and the erotic thoughts just burst into his
head.  He tried to contain his smile by
wiping it away with his hand, but it wouldn’t subside.  Jessi nudged him with her elbow.


“Stop it.” She was brandishing the
same wicked smile that he was trying to disguise.  “Do you know how many years it took me to
stop that fantasy from playing out in my head?”


“You are just as bad as I am.”


“Worse.”


“Am I interrupting anything or can
I kiss my favorite sister-in-law?”


Jessi threw her arms around
Robert.  “Happy birthday!”


Robert gave Angel the same
questioning look that Mr. Blade had on his face, but quickly dismissed it.  He didn’t wait for an introduction.  He stuck his hand out. “I’m Robert.”


It was a warm friendly handshake.


“It’s very nice to meet you.  I’m Angel.”


“Oh, you’re the singer!  I should’ve known.  Tommy told me what close friends you
are.”  He rolled his eyes toward Jessi.  “And sis over here never stops talking about
you.”


The resemblance was almost
unnerving, and Angel couldn’t stop grinning. 
“You should come to one of our shows. 
How long are you home for?”


“Just the weekend.”  He sounded disappointed.  “I really want to catch a show.  I can’t believe I haven’t seen Tommy’s new
band.  I feel like such a bad brother.”


“Not at all.” Tommy slugged Robert
in the arm.  “You got school.  That’s more important.  New
  Jersey’s only an hour and a half away.  You can come see us after finals.”


“I will.  I promise. 
Look, I gotta run.  I’m supposed
to be making a beer run, but as soon as I get back, we’ll catch up.”


“Go.  We got all night.”


Angel watched Robert spring out the
door. He didn’t realize he was staring until he heard Tommy laughing.


“Would you please stop looking at
my brother like you want to eat him up?”


“I’m sorry. It’s just that you two
look so much alike.  I wasn’t expecting
the resemblance to be so strong.”  That
wicked smile was back on his face.  “It’s
giving me very naughty thoughts   Very, very
naughty thoughts.”


“I don’t know who’s worse, you or
my wife.”


“I think we already determined that
she’s worse, but just by a hair.”





It was late, and Angel wasn’t
looking forward to the drive home, but Robert and his college buddies easily
coerced Tommy and Jessi into more than a few drinking games.  They were in good spirits but neither of them
were in any condition to drive.  Angel
liked Robert, and Mrs. Blade was a kind woman, but he wasn’t so sure he liked
Tommy’s father.


“Why so quiet?” Tommy asked.  “Didn’t you have a good time?”


“I did, but . . . ”


“My dad?”


“I got the feeling that he thought
I shouldn’t be there.  Like I was
intruding.”


Jessi stuck her head in from the
back seat.  “That’s because he’s a
fuckin’ homophobe.”


“Jessi, my father isn’t
homophobic.”


“Really?  Coulda fooled me.”


The alcohol made her more
straight-forward than usual, but Angel appreciated her outspoken honesty.  Mainly because he thought she was right.





Angel sat down on the side of the
bed – his side of the bed – and spread his hands out across the crisp
sheets.  He turned to look at Tommy and
Jessi, already cuddling together.  They
were looking back at him.  They were
waiting for him.  He smiled softly and
snuggled next to Tommy, burrowing his face into the crook of Tommy’s neck.  This was the way they fell asleep every night
– Tommy in the middle, on his back, with Angel and Jessi on either side
snuggling up next to him.


Angel peeked at Tommy.  His eyes were closed and the corners of his
mouth were pulled into a tiny smile.  It
must be nice to have two people love you as much and he and Jessi did.


Angel was sure Tommy knew that he
was in love with him.  The only problem
was finding the right time to say it – in English.  He must have told Tommy a half dozen times in
Spanish, te amo, but he didn’t know if those two words transcended the language
barrier.  He was unsure if the emotion in
his eyes, when he said them, translated their meaning.


Angel’s hesitation wasn’t because
he was unsure about Tommy’s feelings. 
Angel always fell hard.  He was
always the first one in a relationship to blurt out those three words that left
you awkwardly waiting for the return sentiment.   He wasn’t afraid of an ‘I love you’ hanging
in the air.  That wasn’t the issue at
all.  He knew Tommy loved him back.  His hesitation was because he didn’t know how
Jessi would take it.  She acted like she
was secure and confident in her relationship with Tommy.  She portrayed self-confidence and relentless
self-assurance, but Angel was afraid that deep down, she was scared of losing
Tommy.  It was too soon.  It would have to wait.


He snuggled closer to Tommy, pulled
the sheet up and pressed his lips to Tommy’s shoulder.  The soft pillow top mattress on the king size
bed, with its plump down comforter and fluffy pillow, felt like paradise.  It was made for him.  It was peaceful and serene and sleep made
Angel float away.  The bed shook, and it
brought him back to consciousness.


“Goodnight, baby,” Jessi kissed
Tommy.  “I love you.”


“I love you, too,” Tommy replied.


Jessi pulled at Angel’s shirt for a
goodnight kiss.


After he kissed her, he looked at
Tommy.  He still couldn’t believe he was
sleeping in bed next to Tommy almost every night.  He put his mouth to Tommy’s buttery soft
lips.  His tongue was moist and warm and
still made him tingle.  “I love you, my
prince.”  The words were unexpected, and just
slipped out of his mouth.


“I love you, too.”   Tommy pulled him in for another kiss.  It was more intense than the previous one,
but just as long and just as tender. 
When their lips parted, Jessi was propped up on her elbow, staring at
them with her eyes wide open.


“You know this doesn’t mean I love
you any less, honey,” Tommy said.  “I
thought we talked about this.  I still
love you, more than ever.”


She nodded.  “I know, baby.  It was beautiful.”   Her voice cracked a little.  “Thank you for sharing that with me.”


“I didn’t plan on saying it.” Angel
tried to read her face.  “It just came
out, but I would never say it behind your back.”   She had a small tear in her eye.  The last thing he wanted to do was hurt
Jessi.  “Are you sure you’re OK,
sweetheart?”


“Of course, I’m OK. It was just a
very touching moment.”  She laughed it
off.  “I’m such a sap!”  She lay back down and cuddled up to Tommy.  He put his arm around her and pulled her
closer to him.  Tommy watched her for few
seconds, and then he kissed the top of her head and closed his eyes.


Angel loved watching Tommy with
Jessi.  He loved seeing the love and care
Tommy displayed for her.   It was
heartwarming.  It’s one of the things
that made him fall in love with Tommy in the first place.  It sounded strange – watching how much the
person you loved, loved someone else, made you love them even more, but it was
the truth.


Angel settled down, nestled against
Tommy and slung his arm across Tommy’s chest. 
Hearing Tommy say those three magical words, sounded like heaven.  He rewound the moment in his head over and
over, until he drifted off to sleep, with Tommy’s ‘I love you’ echoing in his
head.





Jessi waited until she knew both
Tommy and Angel were asleep, and then she waited a little longer.  She rolled over to the edge of the bed, and
out of Tommy’s embrace.  She stayed
there, pretending to be asleep, making sure her breaths were deep and long, for
at least another five minutes.  She slowly
sat up and let her legs dangle off the side of the bed.


“I’m getting something to drink,”
she whispered.  “Do you want anything?”


No one responded.


She tiptoed down the stairs and
poured herself a glass of water in the kitchen. She leaned against the counter,
in the dark, and stared at the wall.  She
concentrated on the small shadow that flickered in through the window.  She wouldn’t think of anything else, only the
shadow.  She put her glass down on the
table and went into the bathroom.  She
locked the door behind her and let the water run.  She stared at her face in the mirror for a
long time.  She heard the “I love yous”
that Tommy and Angel exchanged, replay in her head.  Slowly, her mouth bowed into a deep quivering
frown, and she burst into tears.


 


Chapter Twenty-Six


It was the first Sunday Angel had
off from the restaurant in a month, and Tommy wasn’t around.  He was with Jessi and her sister’s
house.  Angel took advantage of the time
off by sleeping late, and running errands. 
He hurried back into his apartment and out of the blistering cold
February wind.  Winter in the suburbs of New York City could be
brutal and today it was dipping into the teens. 
He dropped his CVS bag on the table and draped his pea coat over the
back of the chair.  He rubbed his hands
together for warmth and put on a pot of coffee to chase away the chill.  While the coffee was brewing, he checked the
time.  It was only 2:00 in the afternoon,
but his duffle bag was parked and waiting by the door until it was time to head
over to Tommy and Jessi’s house.  His
overnight bag was getting smaller by the day. 
His toiletries were already at the house, in addition to a change of
clothes.  He was anticipating the day
when he wouldn’t need to travel between Williamsburg
and Bensonhurst.  The day that all his
belongs would be at Tommy and Jessi’s house. 
He laughed under his breath.  It
was on a few weeks and he was already moving himself in.  He poured himself a cup of coffee and took it
into the living room with his laptop.  He
killed another hour by scrolling through his emails, visiting the band’s fan
page and posting a few promos about this week’s upcoming shows.


He got up to get another cup of
coffee and someone knocked at the door. 
A surprised smile lit up his face when he saw Tommy standing there,
bouncing from foot to foot from the cold. 
A black ski hat covered his head and isolated his bright eyes.   His shoulders were dusted with lingering
deposits of snow.  “Come inside.  I didn’t know it was snowing out.”


“It just started.  I only walked a block a half from the car and
look at me.  I’m covered.”  Tommy spread his arms.  Most of the snow melted by now and left
dotted spots of water on the sleeves of his jacket.  Angel gave Tommy a small kiss on his very
cold lips and helped him off with his jacket. 
He was only wearing a thin long-sleeve T-shirt with a flaming number 13
on it.  Angel put his arms around Tommy
and rubbed his back and shoulders to offer protection from the cold.  “Are you warmer now?”


“I’m still a little cold.”  The coy smile on Tommy’s face was
delectable.  Angel tasted it with a kiss.  “I’m so glad you came by, mi amor, but I
wasn’t expecting you home this early. 
Where’s Jessi?”


“She got called into work, so I
came by.”


“Work, on a Sunday?”


“Yep.” Tommy blew on his ice-cold
hands and stuck them in the front pockets of his jeans.  “Mercedes-Benz Fashion Week keeps the entire
industry working nonstop this time of year.” 
The coy smile was back.  “She’ll
be gone all night.”


It was perfect.  Angel didn’t know how to schedule alone time
with Tommy and he was waiting for a situation just like this one.  Thank you, Mercedes-Benz.  Fashion Week would forever mark this vital
moment in his life. It’s a date that would never be forgotten.  Every year when the calendar turned over to
the month of February, a month that exemplified romance, when heart shaped
boxes of chocolates lined the shelves and cupid shot his golden arrow through
someone’s heart, he would be reminded of this day.


Angel took Tommy’s chilled hands
from his pockets and brought their palms together.  Angel heated them with his warm breath.  “Is that better, mi amor?  Would you like a blanket, or perhaps a drink
to warm you?”


Tommy answered with a playful
smile.  “Are those my only choices?”


Angel sighed.  He took Tommy’s hands and placed them, one at
a time around his waist.  He brushed the
back of his hand across Tommy’s rosy wind stained cheek.  “Your cheeks are so cold, my prince.”  Angel ignited them with his lips, chasing
away the mid-winter frost.  “Let’s sit in
front of the fire and pretend we’re snowed in, miles from civilization.”


The fireplace came alive with the
flip of a switch, immediately sending a wave of heat into the living room.  With Tommy’s help, he moved the coffee table
so they could sit on the floor directly in front of the fire.  He tossed the plush red blanket that was
draped over the back of the couch onto the zebra-striped rug in the center of
the living room.  “Let’s get you out of
those wet clothes before you catch cold.”


Tommy looked down and turned his
head from side to side as he inspected his chest and arms.  “My clothes aren’t wet. They’re perfectly
dry.”


“Don’t you play hard to get with
me, Tommy Blade!  Take off those clothes
before I rip them off you!”


“I would normally opt for you
tearing my clothes off, but since this is my favorite Black Sabbath shirt, I’ll
do it myself.”


Tommy pulled the shirt over his
head and tossed it on the couch. He stepped out of his jeans and stood, naked,
with the glow of the fire behind him.  It
illuminated his body with an aura of deep orange and red, casting golden shadows
in the curves of his upper arms.  He was
breathtakingly beautiful in the otherwise unlit room.


“Bonito,” Angel whispered.  “Beautiful.”


Tommy pulled at Angel’s shirt and
at the button of his jeans, removing his clothing, slowly.  They stood undressed with their feet in the
rumpled velvet throw.  They shared a long
embrace while their cocks tousled between them.  Angel’s lips met the soft flesh of Tommy’s
neck and he sunk his teeth into it. 
Tommy moaned and went limp in his arms.


“Let’s sit and watch the fire, mi
amor.”


Tommy gave him a mischievous
smile.  “I’m standing here naked and you
want to watch the fire?”


“Why rush?  I have a beautiful afternoon envisioned for
us, right here, in front of this romantic fire. 
Sit.  I’ll be right back.” He
graced Tommy’s moist lips with a kiss and trotted off to the kitchen.  He retrieved a bottle of wine and some
glasses and returned to his waiting prince.


Angel stopped as soon as Tommy was
within sight.  He was a vision, sprawled
lengthwise facing the fire, propped up on his elbow, while his golden tresses
fell over one shoulder.  Angel needed to
take a deep breath before he could move.


He set the bottle of Sauvignon
Blanc down on the hardwood floor next to the rug and poured two glasses.


Tommy reached for one.


“Wait, not yet.  We need something else.”  He revisited the kitchen and searched the
fridge.  Strawberries would have been
nice, but a bowl of small fruit was the next best thing.


Tommy watched him as he returned to
the living room and let out a small laugh. 
“You look cute walking around the apartment with no pants on.”


“Clothing isn’t an option
today.”  He sat next to Tommy and handed
him a glass of wine.  Let’s drink and
relax in each other’s arms.  As they
sipped their wine, their eyes stayed mesmerized on each other.


Angel kissed a trail up Tommy’s
arm, starting with the back of his hand, letting his lips settle between kisses
until he reached his shoulder.  His lips
jumped to Tommy’s waiting mouth and their tongues spoke in a language only they
understood.


Angel plucked a ripe green grape
from a cluster in the fruit bowl.  He
placed it between Tommy’s lips.  Tommy’s
teeth cut into the succulent globe splashing a tiny spray of juice onto Angel’s
fingertips.  Tommy licked it off and
reached for the other half of the grape with his tongue, but Angel gobbled it
up.


No words were spoken.  Communication was strictly through eye
contact and subtle smiles.  Romance was
for dinner.  Tommy Blade was for dessert.


It was Tommy’s turn to feed
Angel.  He chose a small purple plum and
offered it to Angel’s waiting mouth. 
Angel parted his lips ready to sink his teeth into its smooth, leathery
flesh, but Tommy pulled it away.  He took
a bite of the juicy plum, with a teasing smile. 
He offered it back to Angel, but again, pulled it away before Angel
could taste it.  Frustrated and
impatient, Angel grabbed Tommy’s arm in both his hands and steadied the fruit
so they could both feed off it.  They each
nibbled at the dripping fruit until their mouths met in a juicy kiss.


Angel twirled a banana,
suggestively, through his fingers, while Tommy eyed it with provocation.  Angel slowly peeled its rubbery outer shell,
exposing the soft inner surprise.  He put
his lips over it and pushed in the back of his mouth before taking a deep bite.  He removed the other half from its casing and
presented Tommy with the rounded uncut tip. 
Tommy stared down at it for several seconds, before devouring it and
leaving Angel nothing but a gooey mess between his fingers.


Wine cleansed their pallets.  Another glass waited for consumption.


A small orange clementine caught
Tommy’s eye.  He palmed it in his large
football sized hand, rolling and caressing it with his fingers.   He broke through the thick skin with the
fingertips of his other hand and peeled off a large chunk of the sectioned
fruit.  A small moon-shaped crescent
broke away and landed in his lap.  Angel
leaned over and picked it up with his teeth, licking Tommy’s thigh as he sucked
the fruit into his mouth.  Tommy fed him
another tiny section.  I was a tidbit and
Angel was greedy.  He sucked it from
Tommy’s hand, encapsulating his thumb in the process.


Angel plucked another grape and fed
it to Tommy. Then he ate one himself.  He
placed another between his teeth and offered it to Tommy.  Tommy leaned forward and gently pressed his
lips to Angel’s.  He broke the grape in
two with his teeth, allowing each of them to partake of its juices.


Angel’s hand, on the back of
Tommy’s neck, prevented escape.  His
tongue bathed Tommy’s aroma-drenched mouth. 
It was a culmination of exotic flavors – a tropical paradise he was
lucky enough to inhabit.


He guided Tommy down onto the
plump, cushy throw.  As he kissed Tommy’s
neck, he felt Tommy’s throat move under his lips.  His breath deepened and his body shuddered.


His hand gently glided over Tommy’s
shoulder and upper arm.  Every inch was
another arch of rolling muscle under his palm. 
Tommy’s body was pristine and his skin was as soft as velvet.  The strategically placed tattoos highlighted
the curves of his prominent muscles. 
Angel lips glided across Tommy’s chest with a soft ease.  He caressed Tommy’s lower abs with his lips,
then his tongue.   Tommy’s breathing was
deep and heavy.  His eyes were barely
open, hooded by thick pale lashes.


Angel pressed his lips to the tip
of Tommy’s cock and traced his tongue over and under it in slow circles.  He covered it with his mouth, enveloping
it.  Sucking it.  Milking it.


Tommy gasped and his body
twitched.  He put his hand on the back of
Angel’s head and pressed himself further into Angel’s mouth.  He let out several long, exquisite moans and
pulled on Angel’s hair with his fist.  “I
want you, Angel. Now. Hurry up. Do it.”


“As you wish, my prince.  As you wish.” 
Angel searched for the bottle of lube.  
It had gotten lost in the mess of the tangled blanket.  Tommy started to turn over but he stopped
him.  “No.  Stay on your back.  I want to look into your eyes when I make
love to you.  I have a little surprise
for you.  I went to the doctor. I have a
clean bill of health.  Latex is
unnecessary.  Now nothing will stand
between our bodies.  My flesh will touch
your flesh. The heat of my body will warm you.”


Tommy quickly raised himself up on
his elbows.  “Angel, I’ve never done that
before.  I’ve never been in a relationship
with a man that progressed to that point.” 
He looked as wide-eyed and innocent as a teenager about to lose his
virginity.


“I’m honored to be your first, mi
amor.”  Angel returned his lips to the
tight muscles in Tommy’s abdomen.  They
were calling to him today and he was answering with his lips.  He licked his way lower around the base of
Tommy’s cock, straight down between his thighs until he reached that perfect
circle that sent Tommy into a bought of hyperventilation.  He slid a slicked finger into the opening and
it welcomed him inside.  There was no
straining, no deep push, just a gentle pressure and Angel’s finger belonged to
Tommy.  The second finger was a little
more stubborn.  He paused to check if
Tommy was OK.  The layer of bliss across
his face, said yes.  Angel pushed his
finger deeper widening the entrance until it ventured beyond the rim.   Tommy moaned in symphony to the tune of
Angel’s fingers moving in and out of his bottom.  He was ready.


It was different without the pause
for a condom.  The awkward break was replaced
by instant gratification.


As soon as Angel’s well-oiled cock
touched Tommy’s entrance, Tommy let out an enormous sigh.  “You’re so warm.  And so smooth.  It feels so different.  So wonderful. 
We’re connected now.”


A few quick thrusts made Tommy’s
entire body shake.  His legs trembled, on
either side of Angel’s ears.  Angel
picked up his momentum.  The unencumbered
sensation of Tommy’s body massaging him to ecstasy was all he needed.  He leaned his head back and let himself go.  He surrendered to the orgasm that sent his
body into a fit of pleasure.  He stroked
Tommy’s cock a few times and it jolted hot sticky fluid through his fingers.


Tommy lowered his legs one at a
time from Angel’s shoulders.  The thick
muscles of his thighs were fatigued from the throws of their lovemaking.  Angel wasn’t in much better shape.  He was weak and dehydrated.  He reached for his wine and drained his
glass.  He set it back down on the floor
and crawled back to Tommy, who barely picked up his head.


Angel quietly rested his head on
Tommy’s mountainous chest and he pulled the furry throw over their legs for
added coziness.  They stared at the fire
and at the shades of blue, orange and red that it displayed.  They watched the small shadows the fire’s
glow projected on the wall and laughed as they made shadow puppets with their
hands.  The snow gently fell in big
fluffy cotton balls outside the window, creating a curtain of white.  It was old Hollywood
romance.


Angel spent so many lazy mornings
on the couch, in this room, staring at the vacant fireplace, fantasizing about
taking Tommy on the floor in the middle of this zebra-striped rug.


Dreams really do come true.


 


Chapter Twenty-Seven


Two weeks later, Angel moved in
with Jessi and Tommy.  It made sense.  Jessi didn’t expect the transition to go as
smooth as it did, and Angel turned out to be a Godsend around the house.  He was a culinary mastermind in the kitchen.  The Cuban dishes he prepared were worthy of a
five star restaurant.  He did all the cooking
and all the food shopping.  She was still
working long hours at the fashion design studio, and he always had a hot meal
waiting for her when she came home.


Jessi knew that Tommy took
advantage of her late nights at work to spend time alone with Angel.  It really didn’t bother her.  If she wasn’t too tired from working all day,
they offered her a repeat performance when she got home.


The only thing that drove her crazy
was Angel’s loud and constant singing. 
He sang in the shower, when he was getting dressed, when he was cooking
– basically, whenever he wasn’t talking. 
If he sang in a softer pitch, it might have been more bearable, but when
Angel sang, he hit notes that pushed the limits of the sound barrier.  She was surprised that every window in the
house wasn’t shattered by now.  She knew
it meant that he was happy, which made it tolerable, and, slowly, she began to
enjoy it.


Angel set up a small music room in
the basement.  It wasn’t much, but it
allowed the band a space, other than the studio, to write and compose music.


It was odd trying to explain why
Angel moved in with them. There was no reasonable scenario for Angel to leave
his Williamsburg
apartment and move to Bensonhurst to live in the same house with Tommy and
Jessi.  She knew it aroused suspicion,
but not many people asked questions and no one offered an explanation.





The bed rocked and the comforter
was pulled off Jessi, exposing her bare leg and hip.  She picked her head up.  “You stole the sheets again.”


“Sorry.  I’m still not used to sleeping with all these
covers.  Every time I turn, I take them
with me.”  Angel sent the thick comforter
back in her direction.


Tommy stirred and pushed a mess of
hair from his eyes.  “Are you two
fighting over the covers again?”


“Go back to sleep, my prince.  We didn’t mean to wake you.”


They still struggled with sleeping
in the same bed together.  It wasn’t made
for three people, but they had no choice. They couldn’t buy anything larger
than a king size bed.


A few minutes later, the bed rocked
again, followed by heavy breathing.  It
became a welcome sound.  Jessi’s sex life
certainly improved since Angel moved into the house.  It was impossible not to join in.  She rolled over and bumped into Angel’s
leg.  He was straddling Tommy, with his
knees on either side of Tommy’s face.


Jessi flipped the rest of the
covers off and shimmied down between Tommy’s legs.  She sucked him, while he sucked Angel.  She glanced up at them.  In the small space between Angel’s butt
cheeks and Tommy’s chin, she could see Angel’s cock, moving slowly, in and out
of Tommy’s mouth.  Tommy leaned his neck
all the way back and she envisioned Angel, deep down in the center of Tommy’s
throat.


She was having trouble concentrating on pleasuring Tommy, because she
was watching him pleasure Angel.  She
focused back on Tommy.  She held him
tight in her hand, while she pressed her mouth all the way down and back up to
the tip, just the way he liked it.  She
heard him moan, and then Angel moaned and the bed shook.  She looked back up at them.  Angel was no longer straddling Tommy.  He was lying next to him, kissing him. Angel
pressed his body against Tommy, and his huge erection blocked her view and
almost hit her in the face.


Angel had a big cock, and with all the men Tommy brought home over the
years, she had a vast database for comparison. 
Tommy wasn’t shortchanged in the phallic department, by any means.  He was generously sized, but Angel was
blessed.


As she sucked on Tommy, Angel’s penis stared her in the eye.  She wanted to touch it, but she didn’t think
he would be interested, and she didn’t know how Tommy would feel about it.
Sexual contact with any of the men they shared their bed with was in direct
violation of the ground rules.  But Angel
wasn’t just any other man.  He was part
of their lives now.  The three of them
were a couple.  Still, she wasn’t about
to initiate a change in the bylaws without first discussing it with Tommy.


She closed her eyes and ran her hand up and down Tommy’s thighs.  Her hand mistakenly ended up on Angel’s leg.  It wasn’t uncommon to confuse one another’s
limbs.  The three of them were often
tangled together in a knot of arms and legs. 
She didn’t remove her hand from Angel’s thigh.  She kept it there.  She brazenly moved it up further, directly
between Angel’s legs, and grabbed his erection in the palm of her hand.  A second later, she put his cock in her
mouth.  It was big.  It was deep in the back of her throat, yet it
was only a little more than halfway in her mouth.  And she could barely fit her hand around its
circumference.


Angel immediately stiffened. 
“What are you doing?  Jessi, stop
it!”


She ignored him.


“Tommy, tell her to stop!”


Jessi realized that she crossed the line.  She should have asked Tommy first.  But she still couldn’t take Angel out of her
mouth.  She cautiously peeked up at
Tommy.


He was smiling.  “Go ahead.  I want to watch.”


Angel began to protest, but Tommy silenced him with a kiss and pushed
his head back down on the pillow.


Even though Angel acted like he didn’t want her to give him a blow job,
he never waned.  He was still rock
hard.  She felt a hand on her head, but
it wasn’t Angel.  It was Tommy.


“Go down deep.”  Tommy put
pressure on the back of her head.  “He
likes it all the way in your mouth.  Use
your tongue.  Lick it while you suck
it.  Now flick your tongue over and
around the head, like little butterfly kisses.”


Tommy was giving her instructions, and she followed them like an
obedient student.


Tommy put his lips to Angel’s chest. 
“That’s me sucking you off,” he whispered.  “Those are my lips and my tongue on you.”  He had his hands all over Angel’s torso and
sucked at Angel’s nipples, while stealing glances down at her.


Angel had his arm across his eyes and he was breathing heavy, almost
gasping.   His legs jolted off the bed
and he pressed his pelvis up toward her mouth. 
He began to pulsate against her tongue and suddenly her mouth was filled
with warm fluid.  She couldn’t swallow
all of it and some dripped down her chin. 
When she drank every last drop, she sat back on her knees.


Before she had a chance to wipe her mouth, Tommy kissed her. He ran his
tongue around her entire mouth, licking any remnants of Angel that may have
lingered.  He wanted to taste Angel on
her lips.


“That was fuckin’ hot,” he whispered.


She looked to Angel for his reaction. 
His lids were half closed and he was smiling at Tommy.  “You play dirty, Mr. Blade.  And you, Mrs. Blade, are a wile
vixen.”


Jessi’s brave initiation of sexual contact with Angel was unplanned,
but something she often fantasized about. 
Only, in her fantasy, Angel was the aggressor. In reality, he wasn’t
interested.  He needed to imagine it was
Tommy.  She sighed.  At least, she could still rely on her
imagination and fall back on her fantasies, until one day, maybe, she could persuade
him to participate.


 


Chapter Twenty-Eight


After weeks of trying to coordinate
their schedules, Angel was finally going to introduce Tommy to his
parents.  His mother knew by the way he
talked about Tommy that there was something brewing, something more than
friendship, but she never pried. That’s just the kind of woman she was.


“You know you can be yourself in
front of my family,” Angel flashed Tommy a broad smile.  “They already know I’m gay.”


“I don’t think I’m ready for
that.  Not today.”


Angel’s smile disappeared.  “Why not?”


“Because . . . I don’t know,
A.  I can’t explain it.  You should know how I feel.  Weren’t there people who you knew would
understand, but you were still afraid to tell?”


Of course, he knew exactly how
Tommy felt, but it was so long ago that sometimes he forgot the anguish Tommy
was going through.  In Angel’s case, it
was his mother.  She tried to coax it out
of him.  “Is there something you need to
tell me?” she asked him, to which he only shook he head.  “You are my first child.  I am your mother,” she said.  “I know your heart.”    It would have been easy to admit he was
gay, but it still took him two years to tell her.  When he did, she huffed.  “Finally, the truth.  I thought you were going to die a closeted
bachelor.”  Then she hugged him and
cupped his face in her hands.  “I love
you, mijo, so does your father.  You
don’t need to hide anything from us, but I respected your privacy.”


He never could hide anything from
his mother. He didn’t know if it was his guilty conscious that gave him away,
or that she possessed a sixth sense.  He
remembered the painful time in his life when he was forced to hide his true
identity, even though his mother made it clear that he had her support.  Tommy didn’t have any of that.  It was harder on Tommy.  He needed to remind himself to be more
patient.





Tommy wasn’t really nervous about
meeting Angel’s parents.  He was looking
forward to it.  Angel spoke so highly of
them and portrayed them as loving and supportive.  They encouraged Angel’s choice of pursuing a
career in music, instead of the financial security of the family restaurant.


Angel’s parents lived in Saddle River, New
  Jersey.  It was
an affluent neighborhood, rich with lush landscaping and large, impressive
homes.  The extensive black asphalt
driveway made a subtle “S” pattern as it wound its way up to the front of the
house.  When they got to the front door,
Angel’s mother was waiting from them. 
His brother, Nesto, and his sister, Maria, stood behind her.  They resembled each other, but Angel was a
dead ringer for his mother.


She was a gorgeous woman, with dark
hair that fell in thick waves past her shoulders.  Her fiery dark eyes were exactly like
Angel’s.  She wore a fitted dress that
stopped above the knee.  She was refined
and dignified with an air of sophistication. 
Her English was impeccable.  The
rolling R’s were the only thing that gave away her Latin heritage.


There was barely any time for
conversation before Angel’s father called them into the dining room for
dinner.  Mr. Garcia sat at the head of
the table, and Angel was the one who took the seat at the opposite end, not
Mrs. Garcia.  She sat next to her
husband, and he periodically patted her hand.


The long mahogany table was set
with a magnificent banquet of Cuban delicacies. 
The dishes had fancy Spanish names that Tommy couldn’t remember, and
barely pronounce.  Aside from the big
bowl of rice with black beans and the plantains, which they called tostones,
Tommy never heard of most of them before, but Mr. Garcia explained each one of
them.   There was some kind of garbanzo
bean patty that was surprisingly savory. 
Tommy didn’t want to try the oxtail, but after Mr. Garcia described the
way it was prepared, with capers in a spicy red wine sauce, Tommy was glad he
did.  It was one of the highlights of the
table. The paella was something he was familiar with, but not the way Mr.
Garcia prepared it.  It contained
chorizo.  When Jessi commented on how much
she loved it, Mr. Garcia was quick to point out that saffron was the essential
spice of the dish.


Each morsel that Tommy put in his
mouth was a new experience, bursting with rich flavor.  He tried a little bit of everything, but the
crispy pork belly was the most incredible thing he ever tasted.  The deliciously sweet aroma of pork filled
the house the second he walked through the front door.  It was the same mouth watering pork that
Angel made the first time he cooked a meal for him and Jessi.  The pork was covered with a marinade, called
Mojo, made with tons of garlic and orange juice.  It was a Cuban staple and it had its own
story, which Mr. Garcia told with pride for his culture.


“Everything is delicious, Mr.
Garcia, but, you didn’t have to go to so much trouble.”


“It is my pleasure.  I cook for strangers every day, but when I
cook for my family, I cook with love. 
There is no need to be so formal, please call me Ricardo.  You are friends of my son.  We have shared a meal in my home.  Now we are family, too.”


The man spoke with sophistication
and distinction.  It was clear that he
was the well respected head of the family. 
Every word that rolled off his tongue was filled with class.  His accent was a little more detectable than
Angel’s mother, but his English was perfect and formal.  He was charming and debonair.  A true gentleman.


Maria, Angel’s sister, sat next to
Jessi and had her engaged in conversation about fashion since the moment they
sat down.


Nesto, Angel’s brother, seems
infatuated with Jessi and vied with his sister for Jessi’s attention.


“Let the girl enjoy her meal,” Mr.
Garcia scolded them.  “Do not inundate
her with your banter.  Let her eat in
peace.”


“I don’t mind at all,” Jessi
replied.  “Is it OK if I help myself to
more paella?  Out of all the wonderful
things on this table, it’s my favorite.”


Nesto promptly refilled her plate
with a serving spoon full of paella. 
Jessi waved her hand, indicating she wanted more.


A commanding gust of air bellowed
from Mr. Garcia’s lungs and took the form of a short laugh. “It makes me happy
that you enjoy the food that I have prepared, Senora Jessica.  You eat con mucho gusto for such a skinny
girl.”


“Do you speak the language?” Mrs.
Garcia asked, taking a sip of her wine.


Both Jessi and Tommy shook their
heads.


“Well then, we only speak English
today.  We will not be rude to our lovely
guests.”


“You should learn Spanish,” Angel’s
father said. “It is the language of romance.”


“Yes, it’s very romantic. I love
when Angel speaks of me in Spanish.” Tommy put his hand on Angel’s knee,
concealed under the mighty table, and they exchanged a secretive smile.


“You have very beautiful hair,
Jessica,” Mrs. Garcia commented.  “Are
you a hair dresser?”


“No. I work at a fashion house. I’m
an associate designer.  Unfortunately, I
never finished my degree at FIT and it’s working against me, but they like my
designs.  They haven’t put their label on
any of my garments yet, but I give them input. Some they use, some they
don’t.  My designs are a little too edgy
for their aesthetic.”


“You are woman of many
talents.”  Mrs. Garcia seemed impressed.  “My son tells me of the hard work you do for
him and his band.  I hope you do not
perceive me as lazy.  I only teach at the
school and help the children with their Spanish.”  Her eyes scanned the feast on the table.  “And the men do all the cooking in the Garcia
household.”


“Lazy?  Never. 
Your home is immaculate.”


Angel’s dad chuckled.  “You can’t leave a glass on the table
unattended for five minutes or my wife will dispose of it in the dishwasher.”


“Now I know where Angel gets it
from,” Tommy said with a smile.  “He’s a
lot like you Mrs. Garcia.”


Her dazzling smile mimicked
Angel’s.  “Thank you.   That is a very nice compliment since I am
always told what a good son I have raised.” She primped her flowing dark hair
with the palm of her hand.  “And I am Angelita,
by the way.  So, my son tells me he is
living in your house now.  This was
unexpected news to us.  It is unusual for
a young married couple to take in a grown man.”


“Angelita, please, we do not
interrogate our guests.”


Her eye twinkled at her husband.  “But I thought they were family now, mi
amor?  And you know that there are no
secrets between family.”


“Sometimes, even family needs a
little privacy.  And I thought we were
speaking English today.”


Angelita held up her wine
glass.  “Touché, my love.”   She giggled. 
It was Angel’s adorable laugh, only lighter.  “Forgive me, I think that was French.”


Tommy admired Angel’s parents. They
were loving toward one another and it extended to all who entered their
home.  There was no judgment.  He almost felt compelled to tell them how
much he loved Angel.





While Tommy and Jessi waited for
him in the car, Angel stayed back to speak to his mother.  He already knew what she was going to say.


“You love this man.”  It wasn’t a question.  It was a statement.  “A mother knows her son.  He loves you too, but he also loves her.  He is a married man.  He will not leave his wife for you, muchacho.  And we do not break up a marriage. It is not
right.”


It was hard for Angel to
respond.  He wanted to explain, but he
was torn by his loyalty to Tommy.  He
couldn’t lie to his mother and he couldn’t betray Tommy’s trust.  He let out a deep breath.  “I don’t want to break up their
marriage.  I love Jessi.”


She raised one eyebrow.  “So now you love women too?”


“No.  I love her like family.”


“Yes.  But I still do not approve of this.”  She put her hand on his chest.  “Your heart is too big.  It will break.”


“Trust me, mami. I know what I’m
doing.  I can’t explain it now, but soon.
I promise.”


“I trust you, mijo, but a mother
still worries.”  She kissed his cheek and
patted his shoulder. “Go, your friends are waiting.  And tell Damien I want him at my dinner table
very soon.  Alyssa too.”


Angel slipped behind the wheel of
the car and waved to his mother who blew him a kiss from the front door.


Tommy also waved at her.  “She knows, doesn’t she?”


“Of course she knows.  Nothing gets past her.  We’d have an easier time putting something
over on Jessi than on my mother.”


Jessi stuck her head in between
them from the back seat.  She was munching
on leftover paella from a plastic container in her lap.  “Your parents are the most amazing and
extraordinary people I’ve ever met.  I
wish my parents were like them. You’re lucky they live in Florida and you can escape an
introduction.”  She started to sit back,
but stopped.  “Oh, and, just for the
record, I love your sister and your brother. 
Why didn’t you give Maria any of my Immortal Angel corset tops?”


“I don’t know.  I guess I didn’t think of it. I will, next
time I see her.”


“What did you tell her?” Tommy
interrupted them.


“Tell who?”


“Your mother.”


“Oh.”  Tommy was still so anxious about anyone
knowing he was bisexual that thoughts were still bouncing around in his head.
“She was only worried about my heart. 
She doesn’t want me to get hurt.  I
told her not to worry.  I would explain
it another time.”


 


Chapter Twenty-Nine


Jimmy and Damien knew something was
going on between Angel and Tommy right away, but they never said anything.  Tommy was most comfortable around them.  He was OK with an occasional arm around the
shoulder or kiss on the cheek in public, but that was it.  And sometimes,
depending on who was around, that was too much.


Jimmy brought his new girlfriend to
the house today.  Girlfriend was a loose
term.  Flavor of the month was more
appropriate.  Maybe it was because Jimmy
was the only single member of the band, but girls flocked to him.  He had a piece of practically every girl at
The Quadrangle.  Tommy didn’t recognize
Jimmy’s latest conquest, though, and her inquisitive eye made him
uncomfortable.  As the night went on, her
eyes were no longer inquisitive. They were passing judgment on him, harsh and
derogatory – at least that’s the way it felt.


 Angel kept trying to put his arm around
Tommy’s shoulder, but Tommy kept maneuvering out of its way.  The annoyance started to show on Angel’s
face, which made Tommy even more self-conscious.  Angel was wonderfully patient, but Tommy knew
that he was tired of keeping their relationship a secret.


Tommy was embarrassed at his
behavior.  He was distant and pushed
Angel away for hours.  As soon as
everyone left, he apologized.  “I’m
sorry.  I didn’t know that girl, and I
thought she was fabricating shit about me in her head.  She kept watching us.  It made me defensive and uncomfortable.”


Angel glared at him for several
seconds before his face softened.  “I
understand.  But I think it’s a good idea
if we explain our relationship to Damien and Jimmy.  This way, the first
two people we tell, pretty much know already. 
It’ll make it easier to—”


“No.  I’m not ready.  Why can’t you understand
how hard it is for me?”  Tommy’s stomach
flip flopped.  He couldn’t face the truth
– not out loud.  He was just accepting
that he was bisexual in his head.  He
couldn’t tell other people yet.  He
didn’t want to endure their ridicule.


“I know it’s hard, but it’s not
going to get any easier.” Angel was sympathetic and understanding.  “I’ll
be there with you.  You know that Damien and Jimmy already know, anyway.”


“I don’t care. I don’t want people
going around saying that I’m a faggot.”


“People are more open-minded,
now.  It’s the 21st century.”


“Like no one still calls you a
faggot?  I’m not ready for that kind of humiliation.”   It was an unintentional low blow, and by the
look on Angel’s face, it hit a sore spot.


Angel’s forehead disclosed a
troubled frown. “Nice.  That’s really
fuckin’ nice, Tommy.  I’m trying to help you, and you throw something like
that up in my face.”


“I didn’t mean—”


“Forget it. Forget I said
anything.  When you’re ready to tell people you’re my boyfriend, let me
know.  I’m done trying to talk to you.”


Angel tried to stomp upstairs, but
Jessi stopped him.  She had been silently
watching their argument.  “Calm down,
Angel.  Talk to him.  Don’t get
mad.  I know how you feel.”


“Do you?”  Angel raised his brow.  “Your
relationship is out in the open. Everyone knows you two are together. 
They think I’m just trailing along like a lost dog.”


 Jessi was deep in thought for
a few seconds, before she turned to Tommy. “Baby, Angel’s right.  Why hide
it?  I’m not embarrassed of the way we live.  It’s our
life.  People are going to give me shit too, you know.  What do you
think my family’s going to say?  I know
people aren’t going to understand, but who cares?”


“I care.  Stop ganging up on
me.  I’m still trying to deal with everything.  You two are OK with who you are. I’m not.”


“What do you mean you’re not OK
with who you are? You’re sweet, kind, and talented.  You’re loving and you have a good
heart.  Why do you think me and Angel love you so much?”


“Tommy,” Angel took a step
forward, “let’s just tell Jimmy and Damien.  We’ll tell them not to
say anything.  We’ll start there.  OK?”


“No.  Stop pressuring me.”  He marched upstairs and sat down on the couch
in the spare bedroom.   Jessi was
right. Why the hell did he care what people thought of him?  So, he wasn’t the rugged college football
jock that his family thought he was.  Who
the fuck cares?   His father, that’s who, and he was afraid his
younger brother wouldn’t idolize him anymore.


 Tommy leaned his head back on
the couch and pushed his fingers through the length of his hair.  There
was always a fight going on inside his head.  He couldn’t think about it
anymore.  His head hurt.  He put his
hands over his eyes and stopped thinking.  Random words popped into his
head, then formed sentences. He was subconsciously explaining to Angel
exactly how he felt.  He was explaining
the turmoil and ambiguity of who he was, the fear and pressure society put on
him, the fear to openly love whoever you wanted.  He wished he could’ve
said those words to Angel, instead of storming out of the room.


Tommy was surprised Angel stuck
around this long.  Angel was wonderful. 
So was Jessi.  He loved them both so much and for so many different
reasons.  He suddenly stopped feeling sorry for himself and realized he
was a very lucky man.  He had the most beautiful, unselfish woman in
the world, who stood by him, no matter what. 
She believed in him, when he didn’t believe in himself.  He owed
all his success to her. Without her, he probably would have given up on his
dream a long time ago, and he would have led a miserable life, denying his true
identity.


Then there was Angel, wonderful,
sensitive Angel, who fulfilled his every desire and need.  Angel was the only person who truly understood
him.  Angel was the only person he shared a kinship with. He couldn’t live
without either one of them. He needed to tell them how much he loved them.


He picked up his guitar and
strummed a soft melody.  It was nothing
like the fast-paced punk rock songs he wrote with Angel, and completely
opposite from the hardcore thrash metal he wrote for his old band.  Words flowed from his mouth as his fingers
skipped across the guitar.   He didn’t
need to think.  The song was already
composed.  It only needed to escape his
subconscious.  It was brilliant, touching
and heartfelt.  It portrayed every emotion trapped within his heart.  He should have turned to his guitar a long
time ago.  Music was always the answer.


He went downstairs, guitar in hand,
to play the song for Angel.


Before he said anything, he stood
there and looked at Angel and Jessi for a few seconds.


“I’m so sorry, Angel.  I don’t know why you put up with me.  All I do is push you away.  I would die
if you treated me like that.  I love
you.  I’m sorry if I ever made you doubt
how much I love you.”


“And, Jessi, you sacrificed
everything for me.  Why?  Why would you do that? Why do you love me so
much?”


“Is that a serious question?”


“Yes.  I don’t understand how you could put my
feelings and my happiness before your own. 
Everything you do is for me.”


“I love you, baby.  I want you to be happy.”   Tears welled up in her eyes.  “I wish you loved yourself half as much as we
love you.”


“She’s right,” Angel said.  “My whole world changed when I met you.”


“No, my whole world changed when I
met you.  You made me look
inside and see who I really am.  I was
afraid to do that.  I was afraid I
wouldn’t like what I saw or who I was. 
You gave me the courage and the strength to do that, Angel, and I’m
eternally grateful.”  He held up his
guitar.  “I wrote a song.  It’s about all the shit I put myself through,
all the shit I felt inside – the turmoil and the hate – and without you, I
wouldn’t have been able to see that the real me, isn’t so bad.  And without Jessi, I wouldn’t have been able
to get through any of the shit that was in my head.”


“Well, let’s hear it.”


Tommy sat on the couch and put the
guitar on his knee.  He pulled out the
crumpled piece of paper from his pocket that contained the lyrics.  He knew he couldn’t sing for shit, but the
meaning and the feeling were there, and his emotion was pure and raw.


When he was done, Jessi was crying.


Angel was beaming. He took Tommy’s
face in his hands and kissed him.  “That
was beautiful.  You just wrote our new
hit song.”


For the first time in Tommy’s life,
he felt at peace.  He had two people who
loved him.  They were the only two people
in the world who mattered.  Calmness
washed over him, and it left him serene and tranquil. It was an epiphany.


“Everyone knows how much I love you
Jessi, but no one knows how much I love you, Angel, and I want people to
know.  I want everyone to
know.  I don’t want to hide my love for
you.  I’m not ashamed of it.”  He slowly nodded his head.  “I’m ready.”





Angel and Tommy stayed up all night
working on the song.  Angel sang it a
dozen different ways.  They were all
good, but he needed to get into the studio. 
He needed Jimmy to put down a beat and he needed Damien to lay down a
bass line.  He didn’t care how late it
was, he called them both and told tell them to get to the studio first thing in
the morning.


“Dude, it’s four in the morning,”
Damien complained.  “You could’ve waited
a couple of hours to call me.”


“I’m too excited.  You know the first time you hear a new song,
and you can tell it’s going to be a big hit right away?  Well this song is like that, and it’s not
even finished yet.”


“Really?  It’s that good?”


“Yeah.  It’s that good.”


“I can’t wait to hear it.  It’s perfect timing for the Battle of the Bands.”


The Battle of the Bands was next month.  Angel totally forgot about it.  It was a showdown between a long list of
local bands, voted on by the neighborhood fans. 
Each week more bands were eliminated, and the winner would get to open at
the America Rocks Festival.


The America Rocks Festival was an
annual event on the Fourth of July that celebrated music and freedom.  It was an outdoor event that drew thousands
of people.  It was highly televised and featured
an array of top performers, followed by a lavish display of fireworks.  The event always attracted major record
labels.  Damien was right.  This could be the big break they needed, and
Tommy’s new song would guarantee them their spot at America Rocks.





Angel and Tommy got to the studio
before anyone else.  As they went through
the song again, Angel wondered if Tommy planned on telling Damien and Jimmy
about their relationship today.  He
thought about asking Tommy, but decided against it.  He didn’t want to pull any focus away from
the song, and he didn’t want to put any additional pressure on Tommy.  He would just have to wait and trust that
Tommy would live up to his promise, sooner rather than later.


Damien arrived a few minutes later
and gave Tommy a big bear hug.  “So how’s
our new hit songwriter?  You rock, dude.”


Jimmy was the last one to arrive,
but he got right behind the drums and played a few new beats.  When Angel called him last night, Jimmy
wouldn’t hang up until he heard the song. 
Jessi held the phone while Tommy played the guitar and Angel sang.


“I’m on it,” was the only thing
Jimmy said, and Angel knew that he didn’t go back to sleep.  He knew that Jimmy started banging on the
drums at 4:00 a.m. to get a jumpstart on the song and conserve studio time.
That’s what Angel loved about Jimmy.  He
was serious about music.  When they
weren’t playing, he was tossing back a bottle of Jack Daniels with a girl on
his knee, but studio time was for practice and the stage was where he made
music.  All fun and games came
afterwards.


Damien was more of a good-natured
goof off, but he always brought his A-game and he bled punk rock.





Six hours later, Without You
was their new track.  Tommy was
exhausted, but he was running on an adrenaline high.  Everyone believed the song would be an
instant hit, and they credited him with its future success.


Angel popped a bottle of champagne
and overfilled four glasses.  They
toasted the future success of the song and thanked Tommy for writing it.


Tommy drank his champagne and
thought about the emotional tidal wave that inspired the song.  “I couldn’t have done it without Angel.”  He put down his glass, cupped Angel’s face in
his hands and gave him a long, passionate, open-mouthed kiss.  He felt the smile on Angel’s lips, happy that
their love no longer needed to be obscured. 
For a second Damien and Jimmy’s eyes glared into Tommy from behind.  He imagined their shocked faces and he
stiffened.  But Angel’s warm lips,
accompanied by the flick of his fiery tongue, made Tommy’s hormones soar and he
forgot anyone else was in the room.  He
held Angel in his arms and squeezed his body close, offering a series of long,
lush kisses, until Damien’s gruff voice uttered a teasing, “Get a fuckin’ room,
already.”


Angel laughed softly against his
lips.  “That was a nice surprise.”


“I got one more surprise for you,
but you have to wait until we get home.”





Tommy put a small velvet box on the
dining room table and pushed it toward Angel.


 Angel tentatively picked it up, slowly opened
the box and stared at its contents.  His
mouth twitched and his eyes glistened. 
“Mi amor, I don’t know what to say.”


Tommy took the plain silver band
from the box and put it on Angel’s shaking left hand.  Since the three of them couldn’t be legally
married, this would have to do.  “It’s my
commitment to you.  I want people to know
where you stand, in my heart and in my life.”


“In our life,” Jessi held up
her left hand.  So did Tommy.


“Now we all have the same wedding
band.”


Jessi placed the palm of her hand
down in the center of the table first. 
Tommy put his hand on top of hers, so their rings touched.  Tommy looked to Angel, but his eyes were
barely visible behind the pool of water that hung on his lower lids.  His hand trembled as he slowly added it to the
pile, so their rings were in perfect alignment forming a trinity of pure love.


Later that night, as they lay down
in bed, they recreated their pyramid of wedded hands.  This time it was on Tommy’s chest.  The silver of their rings clinked together
like exquisite crystal, and Tommy drifted off to sleep with the hands of the
two people he loved most in the world, pressed firmly against his beating
heart.


 


Chapter Thirty


Jessi had a design for custom made
guitar straps in her head for a long time. She gathered her tools on her work
table and used a rotary cutter to follow the pattern she made.  The supple leather cut easily under the wheel
of the knife.  Her stud setting machine
was an expensive purchase, but she needed it, pressing studs by hand was too labor
intensive.  The hardest part was
stenciling and spacing the lettering before setting the studs. Once that was
done, the studs were easily applied with the machine.


She held the strap up and admired
it.  Immortal Angel was written on the
back of the black leather guitar strap in a double row of bright chrome pyramid
studs.  She turned it over to check to
make sure all the studs were secure, but one little pointed prong wasn’t flat
and threatened to fall off. She tried pressing it closed but couldn’t find the
proper tool.  She tried hammering it, but
the force of the mallet made everything on her work table bounce so she moved
to the floor.  That one little prong was
defiant against the blow of the mallet, but she was determined to secure it.
She drew her hand back to strike it again, but Tommy pulled the mallet out of
her hand.


“What the hell are you doing?  The walls are shaking downstairs.”


He was fresh out of the
shower.  His hair was still damp and a
few droplets of water fell onto his shoulder. His jeans were unbuttoned and
hanging off his hips and his shirtless muscular chest was beaming down at
her.  It was a sight that took her breath
away.


He was focused on the guitar strap
that was splayed on the floor in front of her. 
“Did you make that for me?”


“Yeah.”  She turned it over so he could see the name
of the band in studs. “Do you like it? 
I’m going to make one for Damien too.”


He took it out of her hand and
scrutinized the lettering.  “This is
gorgeous, hon.  Every letter is perfectly
aligned.  The studs are brilliant.  They look like rhinestones.  Thank you.”


She never thought of setting
rhinestones.  Too bad Angel didn’t play
guitar.  He would have loved a rhinestone
embellished guitar strap.


“Angel!” Tommy called toward the
open doorway.  “Come up here!  Look what Jessi made!”  Tommy turned the strap over in his hand several
times. “How long did it take you to make this?”


“Not that long.  I want to hand tool a pair of angel wings
around the band’s name, but that’s going to take a while.”  She draped it over his shoulder and chest.
“Feel how soft the leather is against your bare skin.”


Tommy rubbed the strap between his
fingers.  “This is high quality.”


“It was hard finding the right
grade of leather.  If it was too soft,
the leather would pucker or wrinkle when the machine pressed the stud into
it.  I think this one worked best.  It’s more supple and won’t dig into your
shoulder by the end of the night, but still rigid enough to handle the metal
and support the weight of a guitar.”


There was something on Tommy’s
chest, concealed under his hair.  He kept
pulling his hair forward to hide it.  It
looked like a bruise. She moved the strands of his hair out of the way and
studied the purple mark. She squinted and looked closer at it.  “Is that a bite mark?”


Angel strolled into the room before
Tommy had a chance to answer.


“What did you make, sweetheart?”


“Did you do this? Did you make this
mark on Tommy’s chest?  Did you bite
him?”  The skin wasn’t broken and it was
relatively small, but it was a nasty bruise and she was angered by it.


Angel and Tommy exchanged a nervous
glance, before Angel shrugged with an innocent smile. “I guess I got a little
carried away.”


“It’s not funny, Angel.  That looks painful.  Why did you do that?”


Angel scooped her into his arms and
sunk his teeth into her neck. Her legs turned to jelly and she let out a long
sigh as he shook her flesh between his teeth.


“Do you like that, sweetheart?  Doesn’t that feel good?” He gave her another
harsh nip.


She was so overwhelmed that she
couldn’t speak.  His demonstration left
her breathless.  First Tommy showing up half
naked, then Angel aggressively nibbling her neck – she was a lucky girl.  It was a wonder she was able to get any work
done around those two.


“Now, can I see what you made,
sweetheart?”


It took her a second to remember
about the guitar strap.  Tommy handed it
to Angel, and another unspoken exchange passed between them.


Angel inspected it carefully.  He turned it over several times in his hand
and put it to his chest.  A proud smile
adorned his face as he stared at the name of the band brandished across the
back of the strap.  “Jessi, you’re a
genius.  This is perfect.  And it’s so soft.  This could be very lucrative.  I bet both me and Tommy know a lot of guitar
players who would buy these and want them personalized.”


“I thought about that.  I’m going to display a few at the merch table
at our next show.  A lot of your fans are
also musicians.”


“There’s only one thing you need to
do.”  Angel turned the strap over in his
hand and tapped it with his finger.  “You
need to emboss your name into the leather on the back.”


“My name?  Why my name?”


“It’s your brand, Jessi. You’re a
designer.  Your name needs to be on
it.  Nothing fancy or cutesy, just Jessi
Blade.  Your name is your brand.”


He was adamant about name
recognition and she wondered why he never chose his own name for the name of
the band.  “So why didn’t you name the
band The Angel Garcia Band instead of Immortal Angel?”


“My dad wanted something like that,
but it’s boring and I wanted Damien’s name represented, too.  Even though I had the idea for a punk rock
band in my head for years, it didn't start to come together until I met
him.  For a long time it was only me and
Damien and I wanted the name of the band to reflect the both of us.”


Jessi let out a small chuckle.  “So, Damien's immortal?”


“Sometimes I think he is.  I swear the man has nine lives. Immortal was
the exact opposite of everything he suggested. 
Everything he wanted to use referred to death.  He had a very morbid and dark perception of
himself back then.  I suggested something
that meant life.  Immortal.  We toyed with the idea of Angels & Demons
for a while, but I knew it would eventually be reduced to an acronym.  A&D. 
I didn’t want my band to be synonymous with an antibiotic ointment, so
we settled on Immortal Angel.”


Laughter rolled out of her mouth
and she held her belly.  He was
completely serious and had no idea how comical he was at times. It was very
endearing.


He handed her back the guitar
strap.  “Get back to work and stop
teasing me, you scamp.”


He turned to leave but she caught
his arm.  “Where do you think you’re
going?  Don’t think you’re gonna come
into my work room, entice me with your love bites and then just leave.”  She pulled Tommy close to her by the top of
his open jeans.  She ran her hand up his
chest and over the curve of his shoulder. 
“Same goes for you, coming in here looking like an Abercrombie &
Fitch model.”  She lowered her lids
halfway and gave them each a vexing smile. “A girl can only take so much.”





Angel watched Tommy kiss Jessi and run his hand over her naked
breast.  He was never interested in
heterosexual behavior, but there was something about watching Tommy and Jessi
together that turned him on.  Maybe it
was the way Tommy made her shiver and moan. 
He brought her intense pleasure, and she never showed restraint in
letting everyone know, including the neighbors who undoubtedly got more than an
earful.


Before Angel met Jessi, he had never seen a naked woman up close,
without the filter of a television or movie screen.  He was equally disturbed and curious at the
same time.  Jessi was shaved clean –
waxed, more likely. She was as smooth as a hardwood floor.  There was no camouflaging her girly parts.  It was confusing.  The soft pink rosebud at the top was
interesting, but the ugly sagging skin underneath it was ghastly, and it
reminding him of the nape of an old woman’s neck.  He tried not to look, but sometimes curiosity
won over.  He’ll never forget the first
time he saw her vagina.  She was on her
knees with her butt in the air and Tommy was going in for a rim job, or eat her
from behind – he really had no idea what Tommy did down there.  As soon as Jessi got to her knees, folds of
wrinkled skin opened and revealed a bright pink orifice.  It was glistening and dripping with
wetness.  It was narrow and looked a bit
intriguing, but the rest of it was frightening and he quickly looked away.  Eventually he got used to it.  In fact, he could look straight at it now
without grimacing.


Jessi was a beautiful woman with an attractive body and he stared at
her shape with curiosity.  He reached out
and touched her waist, then slid his hand over the curve of her hip and let it
travel over her abdomen.  She was slim,
and her stomach was flat and tight.  She
stopped kissing Tommy and looked down at Angel’s hand on her belly.


He quickly retracted his hand. “I’m sorry.  I just wondered what your body felt
like.”  Her nipples stared at him like
two small torpedoes. He scratched the back of his head and bit his lower
lip.  “Is it OK if I touch them?”


“My boobs?”


“I never touched a woman’s breasts before.”


She sat up on the bed in a lotus position and gestured to her open
crotch.    “Is there anything else you
want to touch?”


“No, thank you.”  She was a
minx.  He shielded his eyes with his hand
and looked away.  He hated that her thing
always stared him in the face, but he really didn’t have much choice. Her bare
cooch let her shit hang out for the whole world to see, even when her legs were
closed.  Originally, he expected to see
light brown hair down there, which would have contrasted sharply with the deep
pink hair that dusted her shoulders, so shaved clean was probably best.  No fashion faux pas for Jessi.


She put her shoulders back and put her breasts proudly on display.  “Go ahead. 
They’re all yours.”


“Ah, excuse me.”  Tommy strummed
his fingers on his bicep.  “Doesn’t
anyone want to know how I feel about it?”


Angel held his breath.  He should
have asked Tommy first.  After all, she
was his wife, but everything was still new to him and he wasn’t really clear on
all the rules. “I . . . I’m sorry. Is it OK?”


Tommy’s brooding stare and hands tucked firmly under his arms,
displayed agitation. Angel was about to apologize again, but Tommy nodded.  “Alright. 
Go ahead. Touch them.  I won’t get
mad.”


Angel was a little uncomfortable and nervous.  He didn’t know how to touch them, and ended
up poking one of Jessi’s breasts with his index finger.


“They don’t bite, A.  If you want
to touch them, touch them.”  Tommy
took Angel’s hand and cupped it under Jessi breast.  He squeezed it a little.  It was soft and spongy.  He always wondered why straight men obsessed
over breasts.   They were nice, but they
weren’t a big deal.


As Angel stared at Jessi’s naked body, he began to wonder about
heterosexual sex.  It was a curiosity
that intrigued him. He imagined trying it out with Jessi, and he lowered his
head and laughed quietly.


“What’s so funny?” Jessi asked.


“Nothing.”  He waved his
hand.  “It’s . . . I just . . .
nothing.  Forget it.”


“If you have a question, you can ask me, Angel.  There’s no reason for you to be shy.  Look at us – we’re in bed, together, naked.”


“Well . . . I was just wondering what it was like to sleep with a
woman.”


Tommy burst out laughing.  “Are
you asking me if you could fuck my wife?”


“No! I’m just curious, that’s all. 
I always wondered how much different it was from butt fucking.  I don’t really want to try it.”


Jessi snuggled up against him and kissed his neck.  “I would be honored to be your first.”


He shrank back.  “Stop it. I
didn’t . . .  I wasn’t . . . ”


Tommy put his hand between Jessi’s legs.  “She’s already soaked.  And it’s warm.”  He put his mouth to her pussy, only for a few
seconds, but it caused Jessi to fall back on her elbows and moan.


Tommy pulled Angel in for a kiss,
but as soon as Jessi’s scent on Tommy’s breath hit him, he turned his face
away.


Tommy laughed. “Really, A?”


“Yes.  Really.”


“I think you should do it,” Tommy
said after a long pause.


“Do what?”


“I want you to fuck Jessi.”


Angel didn’t laugh or recoil this time. 
Maybe it was the authority in Tommy’s voice that awoke his curiosity, or
his willingness to obey. “Are you sure? 
I don’t want you to be mad afterwards.”


“Didn’t I just tell you to fuck my wife?  Why aren’t you doing it?”  He smiled sadistically.  “Do I need to punish you?”


“Oh, yes.  Please do.”


Tommy pulled Angel onto his side and smacked him on the butt with his
bare hand.  It was a sharp sting that
sent his erection sky high.  “Maybe you
should give me one more to make sure I learned my lesson?”


Another stinging slap made the blood rush to Angel’s head.  “I love it when you manhandle me and tell me
what to do.”


“Then get to it.”





Jessi didn’t have time to think or react.  She wanted to be with Angel before he changed
his mind.  She was dripping wet, just
thinking about it.  She turned Angel’s
face toward her, and gave him a long, seductive kiss.  She pulled him on top of her.  He was hard, and she could feel him pressed
against her leg.  She wanted foreplay,
but he was already trying to enter her. 
She reached down and grabbed his cock in the palm of her hand and
stroked it, but he wasn’t interested.  He
took her hand away, pushed her down on the bed and entered her.  She was open and receptive, but her body still
strained to accommodate him.


She was afraid he would be rough, like he was with Tommy, but he was
gentle.  She knew he was worried that he
was hurting her.  Maybe because of the
way she was grunting and moaning, but she was already on the verge of
coming.  She wrapped her legs around his
back and hung onto his neck.  “Harder,”
she cried out.  “Fuck me harder.”


He thrust himself into her with such force, that it made them both
bounce off the bed.  She came almost
immediately, but he continued.  She began
to cry out with a mixture of pleasure and pain. 
Her insides shuddered and spasmed, but they also burned from
friction.  Just when she thought she
couldn’t take it anymore, he collapsed on top of her with a loud grunt.


She rolled her head to the side and looked at Tommy.  He had his wet dick in his hand.  “I’d never thought I’d get off watching
someone fuck you, but that was fuckin’ hot.”


Jessi still couldn’t move.  Her
inside was pulsating and raw.  She was
covered in sweat and struggled to catch her breath.


Tommy climbed on top of her and kissed her neck.  “Now it’s my turn.”


“Already?  Don’t you need to wait
a few minutes?”


He shook his head and rotated his pelvis into her.  She felt his erection, hard and sharp against
her body.  Most men wouldn’t be able to
handle the strain of having two sexual partners on a regular basis, but not
Tommy.  The man never had an off switch.


Tommy slid inside her with one quick push.  She jerked upward and gasped.  She was sore. 
But Tommy’s slow, gentle rhythm soothed her.  She lay back down and let him make love to
her, until her body responded to his tender rocking.  A wave of stimulation made her insides
tingle.  She arched her back and grabbed
a handful of his luxurious hair.  She
panted and gulped mouthfuls of air. As soon as Tommy put his lips to her neck,
she came.  She clasped her fingers around
his hand and squeezed it as her body heaved through an orgasm.  She was spent and had no energy left, but
Tommy wasn’t finished.  His breathing
grew heavier and his rhythm intensified. 
She watched him and he gazed back at her.  His eyes disappeared into their sockets for a
second, and then he let out a long sigh.


“I love you honey,” he whispered, and then he kissed her.










“I love you too, baby.”


“Can I get some of that?” Angel was lying next to them, with his head
propped up on his hand.


Tommy rolled into his arms and they shared a long kiss.


Jessi stared up at the ceiling and put her hands through her wet,
tangled hair. “You guys are going to kill me tonight.”  And it would have been the perfect way to
die.  Out of all the different sexual encounters
she and Tommy shared in the past, tonight was by far the best, and she knew it
had everything to do with Angel.


Jessi sat up on the bed.  She was beaming.  She always knew that one day she would sleep
with Angel, but she never expected him to be the one to suggest it.  She was on an erotic high.  Her head was still up in the clouds and her
endorphins were still running wild.  “So?  How was it?”


Angel gave her half a smile and shrugged one shoulder.  “It was OK.”


OK?  Just OK? 
The high that she thought she would never come down from disappeared
into oblivion with the mere shrug of a shoulder.  It was the second best sexual experiences of
her life, surpassed only by the first time she slept with Tommy, and Angel
thought it was just OK.  She was
crushed.


“It was special, sweetheart, and I’m glad it was with you.”  He winked at her.  “I lost my gold star status.  Thank you.”


He thanked her for having sex with him. 
It wasn’t a pity fuck.  She
started to tear up, so she looked away. 
She was glad Tommy was already dozing off, so he missed the rejection
she felt, and the sadness it brought. 
She snuggled up against him and hid her face into his shoulder.


“Good night, sweetheart.” Angel was waiting for a goodnight kiss.


She gave him a quick peck, but averted her watery eyes.  She burrowed her head into the pillow, and
regulated her breath to feign sleep.  She
was upset that he was indifferent to their intimacy.  A small part of her wished that he would have
enjoyed it and wanted to do it again. 
She was disappointed and disillusioned, and the hollowed-out hole inside
her chest made her realize that she was a fool.


She listened to the slow, deep breaths of Tommy sleeping.  She smoothed his hair back and kissed his
cheek.  She touched the bruise on his
chest again.  It still disturbed
her.  She put her lips to it. “I love
you, baby.”  She sat up so she could see
Angel.  She watched him and listened to
his breathing to make sure he was asleep. 
She caressed Angel’s cheek with the back of her hand, to see if he would
respond, but he remained still.  She
waited another few seconds, just to make sure he was really asleep.  She let out a distressed sighed. “I love you,
Angel,” and wiped a tear from the corner of her eye, before she put her head
back down on the pillow and dozed off with thoughts of Angel in her head.


 


Chapter Thirty-One


Tommy loved the rush of adrenaline
that flowed through his veins in the minutes before he was about to go on
stage.  He waited on the side of the
platform, Les Paul in hand, and slipped the studded Immortal Angel strap around
his neck.  The instant the lights dimmed,
their cue that their set was about to start, he rattled off a quick riff on the
guitar, and ran on stage.


Without You was their
opening song, and The Quadrangle was the perfect place for its debut.  The slow ballad Tommy strummed for Angel in
their living room a week ago, transformed into a full blown punk rock
frenzy.  He was proud of the work the
band put into the song, musically, and he was proud of the lyrics he penned.  It was sophisticated and complex, better than
anything they played before.


The audience wasn’t expecting new
music and a small buzz of excited chatter traveled around the room as soon as
they heard an unfamiliar melody.  By the
time they hit the chorus, a slew of loud cheers were shouted into the air.  It was a hit.


Angel’s provocative performance
always enticed the boisterous crowd.  He
was at the front of the stage, leaning back and thrusting his hips way out into
the crowd.  The large bulge in his crotch
was practically asking to be touched. 
Tommy saw Audra and Kira, Angel’s two groupies, elbow their way directly
in front of him.  There was no way they
were going to miss a bird’s eye view of Angel’s crotch.


The girls reached up and began to
paw at Angel’s thighs.  Normally, Angel
backed up when people got that close to his privates, but he was so engrossed
in the performance that he didn’t notice that Audra and Kira were only about an
inch away from nirvana.  It made Tommy
wonder how many times Angel actually got molested on stage without being aware
of it.


It was the last verse of the song
and Angel vamped all over the stage.  He
strutted his way over to Tommy and touched himself.


Tommy faced Angel and waited.  He was ready. 
The crowd was hollering, taunting them. They had waited for this moment
almost as long as he did.


Angel sang the last lyric of the
song and threw the microphone down on the floor in a spectacular show of
defiance.  He grabbed Tommy by the face
with both his hands and laid a savage kiss on his mouth.


Tommy slung his guitar to the back
and out of his way.  He grabbed Angel by
the buttocks and pulled him close.  They
grinded their bodies into each other in a display of homoerotic passion that
almost drove the crowd into a giant orgy. 
Tommy could hear screams from the audience asking for explicit sex acts
to be performed on stage.  He began to
think that maybe they went too far. 
Maybe they should stop, but Angel wasn’t letting him go.  Angel was rubbing against him so hard, that
Tommy thought he might actually climax on stage in front of everyone.  That would have been one hell of a way to
come out to the world, but sadly, it wasn’t the case.  Angel released his hold and stepped back,
several moments too soon.





After the show, the three of them
sat at the bar with a new found freedom. 
Even though Tommy was the one who had been liberated, Angel was finally
free to be candid about their relationship. 
He took full advantage of it, and spent most of the night with his
tongue in Tommy’s mouth, and sometimes Jessi’s. 
He wanted it clear that she was part of the relationship.  He didn’t want any nasty rumors circulating
that he was breaking up their marriage.


Someone behind him yelled at the
bartender for a drink, and Angel cringed. 
There was no mistaking Kendall’s
drunken slur.  He knew she was trying to
get his attention, but he ignored her and refused to turn around.  He made eye contact with Jessi.  She recognized his plea for help and leaned
over to talk to him, so it looked like he was engaged in conversation.


When he continued to ignore Kendall, she let her fingers walk up his back and tickled
his neck.  He had no choice but to turn
around.  He smiled politely, even though
he was annoyed by her presence, said hello, and pretended that he just noticed
she was standing behind him.


“Well hello . . . lover.”  Kendall
paused to glare at Jessi.  “I don’t mean
to interrupt your ménage à trois, but I hear we’re going to be up against each
other at the Battle
of the Bands.”


Angel wondered who the hell she
slept with in order to make it into the competition.  Her band wasn’t half bad, but she could
barely make it through a song in the right key. 
It was a shame, because when Kendall
was younger, she had a decent voice.  
She could have become something better than the manipulative alcoholic
she turned into.  Still, he couldn’t be
rude to her.  “There’s a lot of tough
competition out there.  If you practice,
I’m sure you’ll do well.  Best of luck.”


“Luck?  I got a lot of things riding on this win, but
luck isn’t one of them.”


Angel felt like a brick just hit
him in his stomach.  She had a plan in
place.  Maybe she really was sleeping
with someone for the win, or maybe she was bribing one of the managers in
charge of the contest.  The winner of the
Battle of the
Bands was granted a huge opportunity at the America Rocks Festival. It wasn’t
fair.  The win shouldn’t be bought.  He remained calm on the outside, but on the
inside he was fuming.  He realized there
was a lull in the conversation while he was putting his anger in check.  When he snapped back to attention, Kendall was ogling Tommy with a perverse smile.  Tommy met her stare with indifference, but
Jessi looked like a lion ready to pounce. Her eyes were narrowed into thin
slits and her lips were firmly pressed together.


“I can see why you picked Tommy as
your new lead guitar player.” Kendall took a
step to the side so she could get a clearer view of Tommy. “I don’t usually get
this close to him. He’s very handsome. 
That hair is gorgeous.”


She looked like she was about to
touch Tommy’s hair.  That wouldn’t go
down well with Jessi, and Angel quickly tried to distract her.  “How many songs are you preparing to sing at
the Battle of
the Bands?  I think we’re supposed to
sing between three and five.”


Kendall
knew he was trying to divert her attention away from Tommy and she snarled her
lip at him.  “I haven’t decided yet.”


Jessi got off her barstool and
positioned herself between Angel and Kendall. Her stance was confrontational,
with a balled fist on her hip and her chin jutting forward.


“Where do you play, Kendall?  I don’t
think I’ve met anyone who knows your band. 
I would really like to check them out sometime.”


“We play a lot of places.  You probably don’t know any of them.  The band’s probably not your style anyway.”


“Who’s your manager?”


“I don’t have a manager.  I’m not as successful as Angel.”  Kendall put
her shoulders back and held her head up. “But one day, I will be.”


“You’re not going to get anywhere
without a manager.  And if you want to be
a star, dress like one.  Ditch that
shabby trash can look and wear something current.   Something rock and roll.  Fix your makeup and run a brush through your
hair once in a while, for God’s sake.”


Anxiety suffocated Angel.  The last thing he needed was for Jessi to
make enemies with Kendall.   He had enough problems with her already.


“We weren’t all born with a silver
spoon in our mouth like you, Princess.” Kendall
eyed Jessi with bitter resentment.  “Some
of us have to scrape the bottom of the barrel and claw our way out to get ahead
in life.”


“A silver spoon?  Princess?”  Jessi raised her voice.  She was indignant, and her hands started
flying all over the place. “I have a full time job.  I work ten hours a day sometimes.  I come home and design clothing for the band
and pound fuckin’ studs into leather guitar straps. I bust my fuckin’ ass off
promoting the band.  I always did, even
before Angel, when it was just me and Tommy struggling to get by.  Nothing was ever handed to us.  We both worked hard—”


“That’s enough!”  The situation was getting out of control, and
Angel needed to put an end to it.  He
pulled Tommy and Jessi out of the bar. 
Luckily, a taxi was waiting out front. 
He jumped into it, and dragged Tommy and Jessi with him.


“What are you doing?” Jessi pulled
out of his grasp.  “Why didn’t you let me
finish telling her off?”


“We got to go back. I gotta get my
Les Paul.   I’m not leaving it there all
night.  Why did we have to run out of
there so fast?”


“I didn’t want the situation with Kendall to explode. 
You know where it was going.  I
didn’t want a cat fight.  The bouncers
don’t take kindly to that and I didn’t want Jessi involved.”


“We’re still going back.  I need my Les Paul.  Driver, turn around.  Right now.”


Jessi leaned forward so she could
see Angel around Tommy.  “Why do you act
like you’re afraid of her?  I’m not going
to let her push you around.  And I’m damn
well not going to let her leer at Tommy like that or try to intimidate me.”


“Please, Jessi, let it go.  Didn’t you ever hear the expression, befriend
the enemy?  She’s got a bad
reputation.  I don’t’ need trouble from
her, especially with the Battle
of the Bands coming up.  It’s too
important.”


“Don’t you know my wife by now? She
doesn’t let anything go.  Not when it
comes to the people she loves.  She’ll
defend you, just as quick and just as hard as she’ll defend me.”


“Damn fuckin’ straight.”


That’s exactly what Angel was
afraid of.  He had a bad feeling in his
gut about Kendall and he wondered if she
didn’t have a hidden agenda.  He wondered
if her infatuation with him was a ploy to get close to him.  Maybe she was trying to undermine him so she
could steal the win at the Battle
of the Bands.  He couldn’t quite put his
finger on it, but he had the feeling that Kendall
was playing with him, seeing how far she could push him.  But Kendall
didn’t count on Jessi.


Jessi was cute and fun and amicable
on the outside, but she had a backbone of steel.  No one could ever manipulate her or back her
into a corner.  She would fight to the
death for him, for Tommy and for the band. 
If Kendall was planning something, she
wouldn’t stand a chance.


 


Chapter Thirty-Two


Now that Tommy and Angel were no longer hiding their relationship, the
three of them were under the glaring eye of the public.  They walked arm in arm, or hand in hand, with
Tommy being the main attraction.  It was
easy to see the joy that the simple act of slinging his arm over Tommy’s
shoulder, or placing an affectionate kiss on his cheek, brought into Angel’s
heart.  Jessi loved to watch them
together, freely showing their love for one another, even though Tommy was
still a little self-conscious.


Jessi was sure that the people they saw on a regular basis, like their
steady waiter at their favorite restaurant, and the salesgirl at the local
deli, speculated about the dynamic of their relationship in the past.  Now that it was no longer an enigma, people’s
initial reactions ranged from indifference to mild shock.


Most of the time, Jessi found it amusing, but she was overprotective of
Tommy’s feelings.  He was still a little
uncomfortable when people stared, so when the barista at the coffee house
gawked at them like they were freaks in a sideshow, she told him to fuck off.


Her outburst caused other patrons to look in their direction, and she
apologized to Tommy for making a scene. 
Meanwhile, Angel grabbed their coffee cups and whisked them away to a
table.


A woman stepped in front of Angel and blocked his path.  He paused for a second before recognition
spread across his face.  “Courtney!  What are you doing here?”


Angel put down their tray of coffee cups and kissed the woman on both
cheeks. Jessi inspected her from head to toe. 
She was very tall, and had a gorgeous pair of legs that would make Tina
Turner jealous.  They went from the floor
straight up to her chin.  She had
beautiful long blond hair, pulled back into a neat pony tail, and her short top
showcased a set of washboard abs.


Angel put his hand on the woman’s stomach and felt her abs. “You’re as
gorgeous as ever.  Still hard as a rock.”


While Jessi waited for an introduction, she wondered how Angel knew
this beautiful woman.


“I want you to meet my boyfriend,” Angel put his arm around Tommy, “and
this is his wife, Jessi.”


Jessi waited for the usual negative reaction people had to their
relationship, but Courtney never flinched. 
She was nice.  She was polite and
she was cordial, to both Jessi and Tommy.


They talked for a few more minutes, before Courtney said she had to
leave for the airport, to make the second leg of her layover.   Angel was blatantly disappointed that they
wouldn’t be able to spend more time together. 
He gave Courtney a long hug and kissed her on the lips.


Jessi never saw Angel kiss a woman on the lips before.   Even though it was a small, closed-mouth
kiss, nothing more than a peck, really, she was surprised that it bothered her
as much as it did.    She wasn’t going to
say anything, but when they got home, she asked Angel how he knew Courtney.


“She’s a dancer.  She’s on tour
as a backup dancer for Pink.”


Jessi was so impressed that she momentarily forgot why she brought up
Courtney’s name.  She still contemplated
brushing off the kiss that somehow made her feel disrespected, but when
something bothered Jessi, she needed to get it out in the open.


“Angel, don’t get mad.  I’m not
trying to blow this out of proportion, and you know I put my cards on the
table, right?”


He answered slowly, wearily. “Ye-ah.”


She tried to sound as matter-of-fact as possible.  “I really didn’t like that you kissed her on
the lips.”


“Are you serious?”


“Yes, I’m serious.”   His
irreverence hurt her feelings.  “Tommy
doesn’t kiss other women on the lips.”


“Yeah, but he’s you’re husband. 
Not me.”


They shared a bed.  She thought
they shared their life.  “Is that all I
am to you, Tommy’s wife?  I thought we
were a lot more to each other.  I think
of you as my other husband.  I thought
you at least felt some kind of obligation to me. Some kind of devotion.”


“I do, but what does that have to do with Courtney? I’m not cheating on
you, Jessi.”


“It’s not about Courtney anymore.” 
She threw her hand down.  He was
clueless.  He had no idea how much she
cared about him.  That’s why she was hurt
by his indifference.  She turned away
from him, so he couldn’t see the tears that stung her eyes.


Angel turned to Tommy for an explanation. “Why is she acting like
this?”


“You hurt her feelings.  She
cares about you.  She wants to mean more
to you than just my wife.”


“You know I care about you, sweetheart.”  Angel ran his hand down the length of her
arm.


“You care about me?”


“Of course.”


“Well,” she swallowed and wiped at her eyes.  “I love you.”


“I love you, too.”


“No.  I love you,
Angel.  Somewhere, in the middle of this
crazy, three-way relationship, I fell in love with you.”


“What?” Tommy’s
face drooped with sadness and his mouth bowed down into a heartbreaking
frown.  “You’re in love with Angel?”


Jessi felt sick to her stomach. 
She swore she wouldn’t reveal her feelings about Angel.  She vowed to keep them to herself, but she
was too caught up with emotion and they came pouring out of her mouth without
thinking.  A piece of her heart died
inside of her as she absorbed the hurt and betrayed look on Tommy’s face.  “I’m so sorry, baby.”  She reached out to him, but he backed away.


“How could you be in love with another man?”


Fresh tears blurred her vision and she swallowed a giant gulp of
regret. “I’m not . . . I don’t know.”


“Don’t you still love me?”


“Of course I still love you.  You
should know how I feel.  You’re in love
with Angel, too.”


“Yeah, but Angel’s not another woman. 
How would you feel if I was in love with another woman?”


Her insides shattered.  Shards of
glass felt like they were tearing her apart. 
She couldn’t bear to look at him anymore and sunk her head into her
chest.  She wrapped her arms around her
body in an attempt to hold the broken pieces together.  If she let go, she might fall to the floor.


Angel, who had been too dumbfounded to say anything, put a comforting
hand on her shoulder.


“Don’t touch my wife.”


Angel flinched at the ice in Tommy’s voice.


“Is that why you wanted to fuck her that time?”


“No!  I was just curious.  You’re the one who told me to do it.  It didn’t mean anything.  I didn’t even like it that much.  I’m not in love with Jessi.”


Her heart crumbled a little more with each cruel statement.  Angel’s words stung like a whip into broken
flesh.  She should’ve been prepared for
the rejection, but you can’t brace yourself from the pain of being shunned by
the person you love.  She didn’t think
her chest could withstand any more pain. 
She squeezed her eyes shut while she quietly listened to Tommy and Angel
arguing.


“I never wanted to break up your marriage, Tommy. I didn’t want this to
happen.”


An ice cold chill ran through Jessi’s heart.  She flipped her eyes open and picked her head
up.  “Are we breaking up?”


Tommy’s throat moved, but the frown remained engraved on his face.  His body was rigid and his eyes seemed a
deeper shade of blue.  “No,” he finally
answered.  “But I need some time to sort
through everything.  Make some sense of it.  I’m going upstairs, and I’m spending the
night on the couch in the spare room. 
I’d appreciate it if you two didn’t sleep in the same bed without me
tonight.”  He stopped halfway up the
stairs.  “Angel, I’m sorry I yelled at
you.  It’s not your fault.  You didn’t do anything wrong.  And Jessi, I’m only acting like this because
I love you.  You don’t know how much I
love you.”


“I know how much you love me, baby.”


“No.  You don’t.”


She watched Tommy walk up the rest of the stairs and listened to his
footsteps until she heard the door to the spare room close.





Jessi crawled into bed, alone. 
She lay in the middle, in Tommy’s spot, so the bed would seem less
empty, but it didn’t work.  She heard the
soft strum of Tommy’s guitar coming from the spare room.  It was the way Tommy dealt with his
troubles.  He squirreled himself away
somewhere private, picked up his guitar and played until his head was clear.  Sometimes it was a few hours, sometimes a few
days.  They were complete opposites in
that respect.  She needed to talk and
dissect a problem, but Tommy needed time to work through it alone.  Maybe if she were more like him, and not
blurt out every feeling and emotion that came into her head or her heart, they
wouldn’t be sleeping in separate beds tonight.


She couldn’t blame Tommy for being upset.  She knew he was in love with Angel, yet it
still broke her heart to pieces the first time she heard him say it out
loud.  Tommy had no idea she was in love
with Angel.  It was a complete shock to
him, and to Angel, as well.  There was so
much love in this house, yet they were all sleeping apart.





Tommy woke with his Fender in his lap. 
He played until his fingers hurt last night and must have dozed
off.  He stood up and stretched the kinks
out of his neck.  It took him all night,
but he made peace with Jessi’s feelings for Angel.  He didn’t have much choice in the
matter.  He needed to accept it if their
relationship was going to work.


He felt gutted when Jessi said that she was in love with Angel, and he
wondered if she felt the same way when he first said I love you to Angel.


The aroma of fresh brewed coffee hit him as soon as he opened the
door.  As he headed for the stairs, he
passed the bedroom.  Jessi was face down,
still asleep, in the middle of the bed. 
She looked lost and alone in a bed that was meant for three.


Tommy found Angel in front of the stove, in a pair of Calvin Klein
briefs and an Immortal Angel T-shirt, preparing breakfast.  He should have known that Jessi would fall
for this beautiful, sweet and thoughtful man. 
There would be something wrong with her if she didn’t.


Angel noticed him hovering in the archway. “Good morning, mi
amor.”  He poured Tommy a cup of coffee
and handed it to him.  Tommy put it down
on the counter and rested his head on Angel’s mighty shoulder.


Angel stroked his hair with a loving touch. “Did you sleep well, my
prince? I missed you last night.  That
living room couch was very lonely.”


“I just needed time to grasp my head around everything that happened.”


“Are you OK now?  You’re not mad
at me anymore?”


“I was never mad at you, A.  I
sometimes forget how understanding and patient you are.  I’m sorry. 
I shouldn’t have said any of those things to you.  That’s why I need to stop and
decompress.  So I don’t say stupid
things.  I love you.”


“I love you, too.”


Angel placed a deep kiss on his mouth. 
When their lips parted, Jessi was sitting at the kitchen table.  She wore the same Immortal Angel T-shirt that
Angel wore, only this one had Tommy’s name on the back.  Her face was gloomy as she stared out the
window.


“How long have you been up?” Tommy asked.


“Not long.”  She didn’t bother to
look at him.


“I’m sorry I got so upset.” He took the seat across from her and she
glanced at him briefly.  The puffiness of
her lids and the redness in her eyes were telltale signs that she’d been crying
all night.


“Are you still mad?”  She rubbed
one of her swollen eyes.


“No.  I know you love me.  That’s the one constant I’ve always had in my
life, the one thing I never doubted, the one thing that always kept me
going.  I’ll never doubt your love for
me.”  He rested his elbows on the
table.  “I knew this wasn’t going to be
easy from the beginning, but we have to figure out a way to make it work.  That’s why I needed to be alone last night.”


Her eyes were glistening again. 
“I’m sorry for making this harder on you.  It’s hard on me too, sometimes.”


“Don’t be sorry.  I’m the one who
threw you into this crazy life.  And I
love you for letting me be me. No one else would put up with this lifestyle.”


“I’m not putting up with anything, Tommy.  I love you both.”


Angel slipped into the seat across from her.  His soulful expressive eyes were full of
empathy.  “I know it’s not fair.  We both love Tommy and you both love me.  If I could be in love with a woman, it would
be you.  But, I do love you. I’m
sorry if I made you feel like you weren’t part of my life, too.  I’m not use to dealing with a woman’s needs
and emotions.  I was insensitive.  You do so much for me.  I never knew what it was like to have a woman
in my life before you came along.” He paused. 
“It’s like you’re like my wife, too. 
You’re our wife.”


Tommy still wasn’t prepared to share his wife.  He held his tongue, though, because he knew
he needed to accept that Jessi could love two people at the same time, just
like she had to deal with his love for Angel.


“Is something wrong, mi amor? 
You’re very quiet.”


Tommy shook his head.  Angel
always knew when something was bothering him. He couldn’t hide anything from
either one of them.


“Are you sure?  Because I don’t
want to come between you and Jessi.  I
don’t want you to be jealous of me.  I
just . . . I still don’t know how this is supposed to work sometimes.”


Tommy shrugged.  “Neither do
I.  But it has to, because I’m not living
without either one of you.”





Angel purposely took longer than usual to get ready for bed that
night.  He was hoping Tommy and Jessi
would fall asleep, but the soft moans that were coming from down the hall
indicated that wasn’t the case.  Sleeping
together after the rough night they had last night was going to be
awkward.  Maybe not for Tommy or Jessi,
by the sounds already coming from the bedroom, but for Angel it was.  Now that he knew how Jessi felt, everything
had a double meaning.  The occasional
stroke of her thigh, simply because it was in the right place at the right
time, and because it was soft and pleasing to the touch, would be construed as
overly sexual.   He knew that when she
ran her hands down his back when he was kissing Tommy it had a sexual
connection for Jessi, but now it wasn’t just lust.  It was love. 
How were they supposed to share a kiss again?  When they were rolling around in the sheets
with their bodies entangled taking turns devouring Tommy’s mouth, it was only
natural that they would share a kiss, too. 
Now it would be uncomfortable. 
Everything had a deeper meaning. 
And her love wasn’t reciprocated. 
It would be a constant rejection. 
Too many thoughts were volleying around in his head. It was making him
dizzy.  He put his hand over his ears to
make them stop.  He needed to calm
down.  He contemplated hiding in the
bathroom in the hopes that Tommy and Jessi wouldn’t miss him.


There was a knock on the door. “What’s taking you so long?  We’re waiting for you.”


Angel opened it and Tommy graced his lips with a whisper of a
kiss.  He ran his hands over Angel’s arms
and circled the round muscles of his shoulders.  “C’mon. There’s no reason to be
uncomfortable.”  Tommy led him to the
bedroom.  “I know just how to make all
your anxiety disappear.”


Jessi was sitting up, naked, on the bed with her legs crossed.  Angel’s eyes always went to her breasts when
she was naked.  He wasn’t really sure
why, maybe because they were perky and her bright pink nipples were always
erect and staring at him, demanding attention.  Shit. 
She caught him looking.  He
quickly turned his head, and she laughed under her breath.


“Why do you look so uneasy?” she asked.


“I don’t know.”


She patted the bed.  “Nothing’s
changed.”


“Everything’s changed.”


“No it hasn’t.  Stop making a big
deal out of it.”


Tommy pushed him down on the bed. 
“No more talking.  Let’s get those
clothes off.”  Angel slipped the T-shirt
over his head, while Tommy pulled the briefs from his waist.  “Lie down on your stomach.  I’m going to rub all that tension away.”


That’s exactly what Angel needed. 
He pulled the pillow under his chin and Tommy straddled him.  Tommy’s hands kneaded the tight, knotted
muscles in his upper back and he started to relax.


Jessi squeezed a small amount of scented lotion on his shoulder and he
tensed up as she started to rub it into his body.


“What’s wrong?” Tommy asked.


“I don’t know.  It’s weird now.”


Tommy gently tapped him on the back of the head.  “Stop thinking.  Just relax.” 
Tommy went to work, squeezing and pulling, rubbing away the tension.  Angel let out a long sigh and began to relax
again.  As Tommy’s hands worked their way
lower, the scent of Jasmine and honey filled the air.


Tommy’s lips warmed his back and trailed down his spine until they hit
the crevice between his cheeks.  Angel
raised his hips and Jessi slid a pillow underneath him.  Tommy’s slender fingers separated his butt
cheeks and a long wet tongue filled his hole. It moved in slow, purposeful
circles and wiggled itself inside.  A
long moan escaped Angel’s lips as Tommy’s hand stroked him. He suddenly
realized that he didn’t hear Jessi and wondered what she was doing.  He didn’t know why he was thinking about
Jessi when the man he loved was giving him the rim job of his life.  Still, he needed to peek through his lids to
see where she was.  She was lying next to
them, resting her head in one hand and touching herself with the other.


Angel closed his eyes again and let Tommy’s tongue send waves of
pleasure throughout his body.  He rocked
in tune to Tommy’s rhythm, breathing heavier with each passing second.


“Not yet,” Tommy whispered. “Self control.”


Angel gasped.  “I can’t wait. You
bring me so much pleasure.”


Tommy sat back on his knees and patted Angel’s butt.  “Easy. 
Think about something else.”


He tried to find something else to think about besides the exquisite
strides of Tommy’s tongue against his flesh and Tommy’s magical hand on his
cock.  Jessi.  He looked over his shoulder to see what she
was doing.  She was kissing Tommy, tasting
his bottom on Tommy’s mouth.


“Do you like the way my man tastes?” Tommy asked her.


She nodded.  “But not as much as
I like the taste of your cock.”  She bent
down and swallowed it, placing her hand on his hips and pulling him into her.  Her cheeks hollowed into her mouth.  She sucked him so hard that Tommy came after
only a few seconds.  He convulsed and
fell over on top of her, bracing himself against her back.  His blond locks fell over his face, masking
the veil of ecstasy that was splashed across his eyes.  When Tommy rolled off her and Jessi righted
herself, she had milky white cum smeared in the corner of her mouth.


Angel grabbed her by the back of the neck and savagely swiped his
tongue across her lips. He pushed his tongue inside and swabbed her mouth clean
of Tommy’s juices.  He should have been
drinking Tommy from her mouth long ago. 
It was an erotic charge that sent his dick twitching.  He searched every crevice of her mouth for a
drop of nectar that might be hiding. 
Jessi smiled under his lips and pushed off him.


“Do you like the taste of our man as much as I do?”


“Oh, I love the taste of our man.”


She turned to Tommy.  “Does my
man love the taste of me?”


Tommy dove into her pussy.  He
curled his arms under the thighs and got to his knees.  His pretty little pink hole was staring at
Angel.  It puckered a kiss.  Angel lowered his lips and returned it.  He stretched his tongue out into the warm
orifice and it clenched around him.  He
lapped and sucked until Tommy was moaning and his own cock was dancing between
his legs.  Two slippery fingers prepared
the entrance.  Each pump of his fingers
caused Tommy to push himself back with a loud muffled grunt.  A bubble of cum seeped out of the tip of
Angel’s cock.  It wanted inside.  It needed to be inside before he blew his
load just from touching Tommy’s ass.  A
small dollop of lube and he slid inside without any resistance.  Angel threw his head back and let out a long,
deep moan.  The heat of Tommy’s body
enveloped his cock like a broiling oven. 
He grabbed Tommy’s hips and pushed until he bottomed out.  Skin against skin, every inch of him was
enveloped inside the man he loved.  Tommy
moaned and pressed back. He pulled Jessi with him.  The entire bed rocked and the headboard
banged against the wall like a bass drum. 
Every thrust of Angel’s hips sent his balls careening into Tommy’s.  It hurt, but he couldn’t stop or slow
down.   An orgasm encapsulated his body
and he had to ride through it.  He
grunted with each lunge into Tommy’s bottom. 
A prism of light blinded him for several seconds, before he was able to
focus again.  Just passed Tommy’s
gorgeous head of hair, Jessi looked back at him, her eyes barely open while she
writhed in her own orgasm.  It didn’t feel
weird anymore.  Nothing ever felt so
right.


 


Chapter Thirty-Three


Even though Angel already met
Tommy’s parents on several occasions, they still weren’t aware of the intimacy
of their relationship.  Tommy was
preparing himself to tell them, but Jessi knew that they weren’t going to take
it lightly.  She couldn’t begin to imagine
her parents’ negative reaction to Angel fitting into their lives.  It was another reason she was grateful they
lived in Florida.  It would be easier to tell Tommy’s parents
than to break the news to hers.  Tommy’s
dad may be stiff and old fashioned, but her parents were judgmental.  It would be another stick thrown at her.  She was always viewed as the troublemaker of
the three sisters.


Maggie, Jessi’s older sister, never
misbehaved.  According to her parents,
Maggie never ruffled a feather.


Ella, Jessi’s younger sister, was
coddled and fussed over.  Everything she did
was regarded as momentous.


Jessi suffered from the middle
child syndrome.  She was the rebel.  The wild child who got caught smoking pot and
stayed out past curfew, and her parents never let her forget it.  They were proud of her designing skills, but
never forgave her for dropping out of FIT. 
They thought it was an irrational and stupid decision that would haunt her
for the rest of her life.  She was
determined to prove them wrong.  She left
school to work at a successful fashion house. 
She had a high paying job and saved enough money to buy their first home
within a year, but her parents barely acknowledged her achievements.  They still thought she would never move up
without her degree.  Maybe they were
right.  Almost five years later, and she
was still stuck as an associate designer.


How was she supposed to add a
bisexual husband, whose lover was joining their marriage, to the pile of fucked
up shit she did in her life?  They would
rip her apart.  At least she could count
on her sisters for support.  The strained
relationship she had with her parents didn’t affect the relationship she had
with Maggie and Ella. That’s why she invited them to see Immortal Angel
tonight.


Jessi knew her sisters were in the
bar, but she was stuck behind the merch table and hadn’t seen them yet.  Two texts later, and they finally showed up.


“You’re really in your element
here.” Maggie paused to look at the crowd and at the merchandise.  “You were born to be on the music scene.  Why aren’t you in the band?  I’m sure they could find a spot for you on
stage.”


If she had any talent at all, they
couldn’t stop her from performing, but she was smart enough to know that
shaking her ass on stage for the sake of being on stage, cheapened the band and
took away from their talent.  “I love
designing and I love meeting the fans, so I got the best of both worlds right
here.”


Her sister Ella picked up one of
the shirts.  “You made these?”


“I designed them.  I didn’t construct them.  I just don’t have the time.  They’re silk screened by a supplier.”   She held up the embellished corset top.  “These are the ones I make. I sew them
myself.  They’re our best seller.”


Ella fingered the metal studs,
turned the top inside out and examined the hem and the stitching.  She was Jessi’s toughest critic.  “This is impeccable, Jessi.  I’m really proud of you.”  She held it up to her chest.  “I want one. 
You’re wasting your time at that small house you work for.  You should be with a major design label.”


Ella was right.  The label she worked for didn’t give her the
proper credit she deserved.  They were
always telling her to edit, edit, edit. 
They said her garments were too avant-garde and weren’t marketable.  She knew she belonged at a trendier house
with edgy designs, but without her degree she was outshined by her competitors.


Maggie stared up at the display
board behind the merch stand.  “Are those
guitar straps?”


Jessi had two guitar straps hung on
display, both riveted with studs.  One
said “Immortal Angel”, and the other said “Your band name here”.  She took one down and handed it to
Maggie.  “I make these.  They’re a big hit with local bands.  I’m really behind on orders.”


Maggie turned it over and saw
Jessi’s name branded into the leather. “What’s this?”


“My name. It was Angel’s idea.  He said every designer puts their name on
their merchandise.”  It was a proud
moment for her.  She felt like a real
designer.


“He’s very smart.”


“Yes, he is.  And wait until you hear him sing and see him
perform. He’s incredibly talented.”


The show was scheduled to start
soon, so she closed up shop and brought Maggie and Ella to the front of the
stage.


“Is it always this crowded?” Maggie
asked.


“Yeah.  The band has a big following.”


“And all these people know you by
name?”


“Yeah.  Pretty much. I see them at all the shows.”


The purr of Tommy’s Les Paul ripped
through the room announcing the band’s entrance onto the stage, and the crowd
screamed in unison.  Ella and Maggie
jumped at the unexpected uproar that surrounded them.  As soon as Angel started to sing, Jessi’s
sisters were mesmerized.  Any amount of
glowing praise she boasted about Angel couldn’t be conveyed by words alone, and
they were unprepared for his stage presence. Angel had a charisma that reached
into the audience and grabbed hold of you. 
It sucked you in and wouldn’t let you out until the music was over.  Maggie and Ella were helpless victims.


Angel saw Jessi and smiled at her
through the lyrics.  He recognized her
sisters, even though he hadn’t met them yet, and strutted to the front of the
stage.  He knelt down and he made direct
eye contact with Maggie and Ella as he sang. 
He leaned over and stretched his hand out. They both reached for it, but
Maggie grabbed it first.  Angel held onto
her hand, leaned closer, and delivered the heart-thumping lyrics directly to
Maggie.  When he let go of her hand and
sauntered back to the center of the stage to belt out the last half of the song
in a pristine growl, Maggie grabbed her chest.


“Oh my God, Jessi!  My heart is about to explode out of my
body!  That was such a rush!”


“Does he always perform like that?”
Ella asked. “It seemed effortless.”


“That was just Angel having
fun.  I don’t think he’s aware of the
effect he has on people when he sings and performs.  When he really lays it on, half this room is
practically on their knees and the other half is jumping up to the ceiling.”


It was Tommy’s turn at the front of
the stage, only he didn’t play for Ella and Maggie.  He played for Jessi.  He always did, and it made her feel like a
queen.  He sat back on his knees, nodded
at her and they shared a smile.   The
spotlight was on the two of them as he rattled off the intricate guitar solo,
and she felt every pair of eyes gravitate toward her.  Gooseflesh rose on her arms and the pitter
patter of her heart made her feel like a teenager.  She needed to cover her lips with her
fingertips in order to suppress the jubilant emotions that bubbled up inside
her.  Every
time he played for her, it felt like the first time.  The thrill of being serenaded by the man you
adored was a dream in itself, but it was her everyday life because of
Tommy.  When the guitar solo was over, he
mouthed the words “I love you” clear enough for the world to see, then he
leaned into the audience and gave her a tender kiss.


The high-pitched screams of fan
girls rang through the room.  Ella threw
her arms around Jessi and bellowed with excited laughter.  “That was amazing!  Did you see the way everyone was looking at
you?”


“I was only looking at Tommy.”


Maggie was stunned by the guitar
solo. “I’ve heard Tommy play before, but nothing like that.  I knew he was talented, but that was beyond
anything I ever expected.  The band, Angel,
this whole place.  I didn’t expect it to
be such a rush of energy. I feel like I just paid top dollar to see an
internationally acclaimed rock band perform. 
Look at how many people are here. 
They pack this place with this many people every month?”


Jessi nodded.  She was beaming with pride.


“Why don’t they have a record deal?”


“It’s not that easy to get the
attention of a record producer, but we keep trying.  We’re not giving up.”


“Are you two going to talk through
the whole show?”  Ella asked. “Look at
this band perform!”


Ella was right.  That’s why Jessi asked them here
tonight.  She wanted her sisters to
witness the show. They returned the attention back to the stage.


Tommy slid on his knees and landed
at Angel’s feet.  His fingers raced over
the neck of the guitar with ease. Angel grabbed a chunk of Tommy’s hair and pulled
his head back so Tommy was forced to look at him. He leaned in close, so the
only thing between them was the microphone. 
Their eyes were locked on each other. 
Nothing, not the stomping feet or unruly screams from the fans, nor the
loud pounding of Jimmy’s bass drum, could break the connection that bound them
together.


It didn’t take much explaining for
Jessi’s sisters to figure out what was going on between Tommy and Angel, and
why she asked them to come to the show tonight. 
Their reaction was wide-eyed provocative laughter, mixed with a bit of
envy.


It was a wonderment how their
conservative, uptight parents raised three very uninhibited and outspoken
daughters.  And they all agreed that
telling their parents about Angel and Tommy and their polyamorous relationship,
was out of the question.


 


Chapter Thirty-Four


When Angel lingered at the kitchen
table and let Jessi clear the dishes without protest, it meant something was on
his mind.  The crease in his brow, the
pensive look in his eyes and the coffee cup held tightly in his hand, told
Tommy it was something important – and he knew exactly what it was.


Angel told his parents about their
relationship with a casual phone call. 
It wasn’t exactly a surprise to them, so there was no drama.  Angel’s parents embraced Tommy and Jessi into
their family the moment they met.  But
Tommy still couldn’t find the courage to tell his own parents, and Angel, ever
patient and supportive, didn’t pressure him.


Angel felt his
stare and met his eye.  The wrinkle in
his brow softened and a small smile appeared on his lips. “Why are you staring
at me?”


“I know what’s
bothering you.”


“Oh really?”  Angel rested his chin on his hand.  “So what am I thinking about, my prince?”


Tommy couldn’t
suppress the smile that spread across his face.


“Now why are you
smiling at me?”


“Because I’m
planning to tell my parents about us.  I
want to tell my brother first, though.  I
invited him to the show tonight, so he could see first hand, like Jessi did
with her sisters.”


Angel’s smile
could have lit up the block.  “I’m so
happy, Tommy.  I didn’t want to push too
much on you at once.  I didn’t want you
to get overwhelmed, so I waited until you were ready.”


“Well, I’m
ready.”





Tommy didn’t look for Robert in the
audience at The Quadrangle.  He tried to
forget that Robert was watching the show.  
But when Angel grabbed him on stage and placed a hard kiss on his mouth,
he felt a sense of relief because it meant that he wouldn’t have to hide behind
the lie that he’d been keeping from his family since he was an adolescent.


When the show was over, he went to
the room backstage and waited.  It took
almost 30 minutes before Robert showed up.


“I was beginning to think you
bailed on me tonight.” Tommy tried to sound relaxed and upbeat, even though his
heart was about to leap out of his chest.


Robert’s hands fidgeted inside the
pockets of his hooded sweatshirt. “Well, to tell you the truth, I almost left.”


His biggest fear was that he’d
loose the respect of his little brother. “Do you hate me now?”


“No.  But, I’m really uncomfortable.  I always looked up to you.”


“And now you don’t?  Because of what you saw on stage?”  He wasn’t self-conscious anymore.  He was defensive and forthright.


“I looked up to you because you’re
a rock star.  But I didn’t know you were
gay. You’re my brother.  I should know
something like that.  These people
know.  Why not your own brother?”


“I didn’t know how to tell
you.  This isn’t easy for me, you know.”


Robert held out his hands, palms
facing the ceiling. “I’m gay.  That’s
how.”


“You’re OK with it?”


“Well, it was a surprise.  More like a shock.  But now that it sunk in a little, I’m getting
used to it.  But what about Jessi?  Are you getting divorced?  I don’t want to lose my sister-in-law.”


“No.  I love Jessi. I’ll never leave her.  I’m not gay, Robert, I’m bisexual.”  He realized it was the first time he said the
word out loud.   He didn’t burst into
flames.  The earth didn’t stop spinning
on its axis or come to a screeching halt and fall out of the sky.  The world didn’t end.  Robert didn’t even flinch.


“So you get to be with the both of
them.  That’s pretty fuckin’ cool.  Who’s better than you, big brother?”


A giant wave of relief rained over
Tommy.  “Thank you.  I knew I could count on you.  How do you think Mom and Dad’ll take it?”


Robert’s eyes widened a
little.  “They won’t take it so
well.  They’ll be shocked, especially
Dad, but they’ll have to deal with it, I guess.”


“I’m not looking forward to it, but
I know I have to tell them.  Soon.  Angel waited so long. It’s not fair to
him.  It’s not fair to me.”


“I’ll back you up.  Just tell me when.”





Tommy’s
stomach was a massive knot of apprehension as he sat at his parents’ dining
room table.  This was where all important
family matters, good or bad, were discussed. 
His parents thought his visit was simply to enjoy some time with Robert
while he was home from college, but Jessi and Robert knew the truth.  Tommy’s parents had no idea that he was about
to give them the shock of their lives. 
It may very well fracture their relationship, but it was a chance he had
to take.  He wasn’t hiding the truth from
anyone anymore – not even his parents.


Tommy made eye contact with Robert across the table, while
the ball of his foot bounced on the hardwood floor.  Robert returned a supportive nod of the
head.  Tommy watched Jessi, engaged in a
conversation with his mother about the new roses in the front garden.  Without averting her gaze or skipping a word,
Jessi’s hand found his thigh under the table and gave it a reassuring squeeze.


Tommy’s
father finally joined them, pushing the heavy oak chair back with his foot as
he sat down with his coffee and the sports section.  He studied the paper for a few minutes, and
then threw it on the table.  “How’s that
band of yours, Tommy?  Any interest from
record producers yet, like that cocky singer bragged about?”


Jessi
slowly turned in his direction.  “He’s
not cocky, Martin.  He’s very sweet and
very talented.  And his name’s Angel.”


He waved
a flippant hand.  “I was just making a
point.  There aren’t any offers coming
in, are there?”


It wasn’t
exactly the ideal opportunity to bring Angel into the conversation, but Tommy
needed to use it to his advantage. 
“That’s the real reason we’re here today.”


“Don’t
tell me you got a record deal?”  The
surprise in his father’s voice almost mimicked pride.


“No.  I meant, Angel.  I came here to talk to you about Angel.”


His
parents waited to hear what he had to say. 
The air thickened as silence fell over the table.


Tommy
averted their expectant stare, as the room slowly closed in on him.  A dog barked outside and it echoed through
the open window.


Robert
was the one to break the silence.  “I
hung out with Tommy and Angel last night. 
He’s cool. I like him.  You should
get to know him, Dad.”


“And why
would I do that?”  He stirred his
coffee.  “He’s not a part of this
family.”


“Actually,
he is part of this family,” Tommy said. 
“He’s  my—”


“He’s
your what?”  Deep wrinkles permeated his
father’s forehead.  “He’s your
friend?  You each have dozens of friends.  I don’t have time to get to know all of your
friends.”


“He’s
more than my friend.  He’s my boyfriend.”


The word
dropped out of the sky like an atom bomb and detonated right in the middle of
Martin and Barbara Blade’s dinner table.


The
horror that passed across his mother’s face couldn’t have been less dramatic if
she saw an apparition of the devil himself. 
Then she burst into tears.


Tommy’s
father wore a mask of disgust and confusion. 
“What the fuck are you talking about? 
I do not have a gay son.”


“You’re
right.  I’m not gay.  I’m bisexual.”  Jessi’s hand was on his thigh again, crushing
it with encouragement. Her steadfast loyalty gave him the strength to continue.  “Angel and I have been in a relationship for
a few months, now.  It’s time you knew
the truth about me.”


His
father’s fingers gnarled into the wood on the edge of the table as he slowly
pushed his chair back.  He stood tall,
all six foot three inches of him.  “Are
you trying to tell my you’re a faggot?”


Indignation
boiled in Tommy’s belly.  He knew it was
going happen sooner or later.  He just
never expected his own father to be the first one to call him a faggot.  He pushed his chair back with the same
resolve his father did a few seconds prior. 
He may have been two or three inches shorter, but his chest and
shoulders were just as wide.  Tommy
gritted his teeth.  “I’m not a
faggot.  And don’t you dare try to
call Angel one.”


They
shared the same imposing stare as they stood chest to chest.  It was a test of wills.  Blade against Blade.  His father’s nostrils flared and his mouth
was rigid, but he said nothing.  Their
eyes deadlocked into one another.  Blue
ice against blue fire.  Neither one
backed down.


“No son
of mine is going to be out in public displaying that kind of lewd
behavior.  Rethink your declaration.”


“There’s
nothing to rethink.”


His
father’s face turned fire engine red and his voice boomed through the
house.  “I swear to God, Tommy, if you
embarrass this family I’ll forget you’re my son!”


Tommy
leaned forward so they were almost forehead to forehead like two rams butting
heads.  “Stop trying to humiliate me!  I’m not ashamed of who I am!”


“Well,
you should be ashamed!  And I don’t want
that . . . that . . . man in my house!”


“I love
that man!”


“You
disgust me!”


“You
disgust me!”


Tommy’s
mother stood up at the table.  “Stop it!”
she screamed.  Her face was soaked with
tears.  She’d been crying since he
blurted out the news about Angel.   She
fell back into her chair and continued sobbing. 
Jessi crouched at her side, stroked her arm and offered soothing words.


“Do you
see what you’re doing to your mother?”


His
father was trying to guilt him into . . . what? 
Changing?  “I’m not doing anything
except being myself!  Why can’t you
accept me for who I am?  Why am I never
good enough?  I played college
football!  I’m a successful
musician!  Why can’t you be proud of me?”


“Proud?  Of what . . . ?”


The words
were on the tip of his father’s tongue. 
If he called him a faggot again, he was gonna slug him.  But his father never finished the sentence.  He just huffed, and stared down at him, with
a loathing that made Tommy feel worthless.


Robert
came to his defense.  “Dad, what’s the
big deal?  People are open about this
stuff now.”


“Not in
this family!” He turned back to Tommy. 
“Now you’re poisoning your brother’s head with nonsense!  Are you happy?”


“I’m not
poisoning anybody!  Stop being so damn
narrow-minded!”


“You
better watch who you’re talking to, Tommy! 
You are in my house!”


Tommy had
nothing left to say.  He just stared at
his father.  His mother’s sobbing was the
only audible sound in the room. She was heaving, almost hyperventilating.  It was loud and heart wrenching.  He couldn’t stand to listen to her agonizing
sobs any longer and went to his mother. 
“Mom, please stop crying. I’m happy. 
For the first time in my life, I’m truly happy.”  Tommy knelt beside her chair.  She held a tissue to her eyes, while her
tear-covered glasses sat on the table. 
He didn’t know what else to say to her. 
She was crushed, disappointed, and she was probably ashamed of him.  He broke his poor mother’s heart.


If he
knew she was going to take it so hard, he would have rather kept his mouth shut
and endured a lifetime of oppression, than put her through so much
anguish.  His head felt so heavy on his
shoulders as he lowered it to his chest.


Jessi
abruptly stood up and placed her hand down on the table.  “Barbara, stop crying right now.”


His
mother froze at Jessi’s harsh tone, but only for a second.  She lowered the tissue just enough so she
could peek up at Jessi, then pressed it against her eyes and cried into it
again.


Jessi was
unyielding.  “You need to calm down.  I understand that you’re shocked, but there’s
no need for this emotional breakdown. 
Your son needs you and you need to be there for him.  You need to talk sense into Martin.  Otherwise you’re going to lose your son.”


Tommy
realized that his father and Robert were no longer in the room.  They were somewhere in the back of the house,
probably in one of the bedrooms.  His
father’s voice was muffled, but loud.  Robert’s voice countered it, but Tommy
couldn’t quite make out what they were saying. He was too concerned about his
mother to care.


Her cries
slowed to a whimper but she still hid her eyes behind the veil of the
tissue.  It was like the wall that he hid
behind for so many years – paper thin, ready to disintegrate at any moment, but
still offering the protection of concealment.


“Please
look at your son, Barbara.  I know you
still love him, but I’m not so sure he does, and it’s breaking my
heart.”  Jessi’s eyes mirrored his
sadness.  She squatted down next to his
mother again. “Doesn’t it break your heart to know that he thinks you don’t
love him anymore?  Just look at
him.  Please.”


Very
slowly, the wall made of tissue inched down his mother’s face and she finally
looked at him.  The pain in her eyes
almost made Tommy fall apart.  His mouth
twitched and his eyes moistened.  He steeled
his jaw and swallowed.


Her
shaking hand touched his cheek and he leaned into it.  “I still love you, Tommy.  You’re still my little boy.”


He
wrapped his arms around his mother’s neck and held her too tightly.  She returned love and acceptance in her
embrace.


She
sniffled and wiped her nose with the leftover fragments of the discarded
tissue.  “I still don’t understand.  Who lives like this?”


“We do,
Mom.  This isn’t about you, or Dad or
what anybody thinks.  This is about me.  It’s about who I am.”


His
father’s approaching footsteps made him tense and straighten up.  He stood tall, undaunted and unashamed.  Robert walked ahead and slung his arm around
Tommy’s shoulder and gave him a quick squeeze, but Tommy didn’t flinch.  He watched his father’s impending figure grow
closer with each step.


They
stood head to head once again, each defying the other.


“Have you
changed your mind about how you want to portray your friendship with this . . .
singer?”


“His
name’s Angel and it’s not a friendship. 
He’s my partner.”


The
muscles in his father’s jaw tensed and he spoke through his clenched
teeth.  “If that’s the way you want to
live your life, live it somewhere else.”


He knew
he father would never accept his lifestyle. 
He was done.  “Fine.  You’re still my father and I still love you,
but if that’s the way you feel, goodbye, Dad.” 
He turned to leave but his mother’s high shrill voice cut through the
air and stopped him mid-stride.


“No!  My son is always welcome in this house!”


“Barbara,”
his father cautioned, “sit back down and stay out of this.”


“He’s our
son!”  His mother brazenly stood at his
side.  It was probably the first time she
ever stood up to Martin Blade.  She was
at least a foot smaller than him and her voice was a mousy squeak compared to
his commanding baritone, but she was momentous in her convection.  “Martin, I’ve always stood by your decisions,
but I will not stand by and let you ostracize our son from this family!”


“If
you’re trying to tell me that you agree with this sordid behavior, maybe you
should leave with him.”


“I’m not
going anywhere!  You’re not running me
out of my own home and you’re not chasing our son away either!” She pointed the
index finger of her fragile hand at him. 
“If anyone is leaving, it’s you!”


Martin
Blade did something he probably never did before in his life.  He recoiled and showed emotion.  Whether it was because he was stunned that
his wife of 30 some odd years was defying him, or because she threatened to
throw him out of the house, he was wounded. 
“You can’t be serious?”


“I have
never been more serious about anything in my life.”  She curled her hand around Tommy’s arm, and
he felt the shake in her limbs.  “There
are two sons in this family.  And a
daughter-in-law.  And now we have another
son.  Angel.  Get used to it!”


Martin
closed his eyes and swallowed as if he was digesting a rancid piece of
meat.  “I’m not OK with this, Barbara.”


Robert walked
around the table and stood next to Tommy and his mother, forming a united
front. “You have to at least try.  You
can’t turn your back on Tommy.  Me and
Mom aren’t.”


Jessi
joined them, leaving Martin to stand alone, imbalanced and teetering.  Her voice was kind and sympathetic.  “Listen, Martin, I know it’s a shock and
unconventional, and no one expects you to embrace the idea overnight.  Just . . . take it slow.  One day at a time.  After a while, you’ll accept it.”


The anger
in his father’s eyes was slowly diminishing, and he appeared to be listening.


Barbara
looped her free hand through Robert’s arm, holding onto her two sons like
bookends, or more like using them to support her shaking body.  “You’re not breaking up this family, Martin.”


Tommy was
never more proud to be Barbara Blade’s son.


It was
quiet again.


Tommy
stepped back and spread his arms.  “Here
I am, Dad.  This is it.  It’s me. 
Your son.  And I make no apologies
for who I am.  Take it or leave it.  I’ll walk out that door and you’ll never see
me again.  It’s your call.”


His
father opened his mouth to say something, then stopped and huffed.  He looked at the faces of his family, staring
back at him with judgment.  He
took a long brooding pause and then let out a gruff breath.  “I’m not comfortable with this.  But . . . maybe, in time, I could learn
tolerance.”  He stuck out his arm and
offered his hand.





Tommy closed the door and leaned
against it with a heavy sigh, unable to move. At least it was over and his father
was still talking to him.


Jessi rubbed his chest with her
hand. “It wasn’t that bad, baby.”


Angel was waiting, with the
familiar look of concern that was always displayed across his handsome face
whenever Tommy was the slightest bit upset. 
“I wish you would have let me come with you.”


“I didn’t want you there.  I didn’t want you to fall victim to my
father’s narrow-mindedness.”


“It’s nothing I haven’t dealt with
before, Tommy.  I wanted to be there to
support you, but I understand.”  Angel
led him to the couch.  “Sit down. I’ll
make you some tea.”


“Tea?”  Tommy laughed a little.  He never drank tea.  This wonderful man always calmed his angst
with the least amount of effort.  “I need
something a lot stronger than tea.”


Angel disappeared into the kitchen
and returned with a stout glass filled with some kind of amber liquid.  Tommy threw back half the contents of the
glass in one big gulp.  The alcohol
burned his throat and he coughed on the harsh taste of Johnnie Walker.


“Your brother was there, right?”


“Yeah.  But it didn’t make it any easier to tell my
father about us.  You know he’s not crazy
about you to begin with.”


“How bad was it?  Tell me.”


He wasn’t about to tell Angel of
his father’s initial shock and horror, or the ugly things he said.  He couldn’t tell Angel that his mother cried
harder than she did when her own mother died.


Angel pulled him in for a close
embrace.  “Talk to me, mi amor.  Tell me what happened.”


Angel was always full of empathy
and compassion.  He couldn’t hurt him
with the nasty details.  “It was pretty
bad, at first, but I think it’ll be alright.” 
He paused.  “Thank you, Angel, for
giving me the courage to tell my parents something I struggled with my whole
life.  I never would have been honest
with them if it weren’t for you.”


 


Chapter Thirty-Five


Fifteen bands, one stage, three eliminations a week.  The last band standing at the end of the Battle of the Bands would
open at America Rocks, the highly anticipated music festival celebrating the
Fourth of July.


Angel saw Kendall earlier, before the
start of the show, and they wished each other luck.  She seemed excited about performing and they
actually had a halfway decent conversation. 
It was probably the first one they had in years that wasn’t full of
undertones and implications.


Her set wasn’t good.  Angel felt
bad for her.  She should have just sung
in her key, instead of trying to hit notes that were way out of her reach.  Her 15 minute set was nothing except a
high-pitched scream.  He was surprised
every dog in the neighborhood wasn’t howling at the door.


Even if she was concocting a scheme, there was no way she was
going to advance to steal the win after the set she performed tonight.


Shortly afterwards, Angel saw her pitching a fit with someone who
worked for the bar.  He didn’t know what
she was so upset about, but security was standing with them and Angel had the
feeling she was getting herself thrown out of the bar.  He didn’t stick around to find out what it
was about.  Immortal Angel was scheduled
to play next.


They were performing their top four songs.  There was no room for error.  This wasn’t entirely the band’s crowd.  Some fans were there, Audra and Kira, plus
other familiar faces from The Quadrangle, but it was mostly a mashup of people
who came out to vote on local music. 
Most of them probably never heard of Immortal Angel before today.  The band needed to impress them with their
music ability and Angel needed to win them over with his vocals.  He was confident that they could do it.


Normally, Tommy announced the band’s entrance from the side of the
stage with a snippet of one of his elaborate guitar solos, but the venue where
Round One of the Battle
of the Bands was taking place was an ordinary bar.  There was no stage.  No back room. 
Only an area sectioned off where the bands were set to perform.


Angel stood poised, with both hands on the mic stand.  Jimmy took a seat behind his Tama kit and
tightened a skin.  Damien rested his hand
on the neck of his bass, proudly wearing a guitar strap that read “Immoral
Angel” in heavy metal studs.  Tommy was
missing and the audience mumbled amongst themselves, speculating the cause of
the hold up.


The sound of Tommy’s guitar sang through the air.  He made a dramatic entrance from the far end
of the bar, opposite the stage.  The
crowd opened into a giant V as he ran to the stage, holding his Les Paul up in
the air and strumming a riff that woke the audience.


Jimmy clacked his sticks together, one, two, three, four, and
the unrestrained composition of Cyanide Sensation rocked the small bar.


At the end of the night Immortal Angel aced through Round One of the Battle of the Bands.





When the five week long Battle
of the Bands was over, Immortal Angel stood victorious.  The win guaranteed their place on the main
stage at America Rocks.  It was an
opportunity that came around once in a lifetime. The record label executives
were sure to notice Immortal Angel.


The night before American Rocks, Damien stopped by the house and said
he needed to talk to Angel.


“Whatever you do, keep your dick in your pants and your tongue in your
mouth,” he said.


“What the hell are you talking about, Damien?”


“Look, I’m happy for you and Tommy. 
I have no problem with it, you know that. But suits and ties aren’t
going to be so open-minded.  Don’t blow
it by getting carried away on stage. 
After it’s all over, you can fuck Tommy on stage for all I care, but
when we’re up there at America Rocks, keep your hands off him.”


A part of Angel felt offended and insulted that Damien thought he would
jeopardize their chance at getting signed by exhibiting lewd behavior on
stage.   He was a professional.  He
knew how to play the game.  He was surprised that Damien knew enough to
warn him about it, though.  Damien, the frigging goof off who never
stopped talking, was telling him to play it safe.  “Finally taking this thing seriously, huh?”


“Shit yeah.  When we play in bars and clubs, we’re having
fun.  America Rocks is a game changer.”  Damien leaned closer, his
rigid mohawk threatened to take out an eye. 
He looked off into the distance and pointed.  “My dream is
right there and nothin’ is gonna get in my way.  Nothin’ is gonna stop me
from reaching out grabbing it.”


 


Chapter Thirty-Six


America Rocks was held in Williamsburg
Park, the premier outdoor concert venue in Brooklyn.  It was only a few blocks from the waterfront
and an oasis in the middle of the bustling suburb.   It was a hot day and the sun was strong, but
the shady trees provided refuge.  It was the enormous crowd of people that
made the temperature seem higher than it really was, plus Jessi had been
walking the length of the park for over an hour.  Rumor had it that there
were a lot of big name record labels here today, probably sipping a nice cool
glass of lemonade in a VIP tent somewhere.


At a big festival like this, people usually only stuck around for the
bands they came to see.  The crowd often thinned out for lesser named
bands, and for a new-comer like Immortal Angel, there was a possibility that
the band could be playing to a very sparse audience.  Jessi wasn’t about
to let that happen.  She hired two people to hand out flyers and stickers
at the front gate, and she was canvassing as much area as she could with
Alyssa.  Plus, the two of them wore flashy outfits to attract attention.


Jessi constructed their outfits. 
The black leather miniskirt was adorned with a row of metal spikes down
both sides. Hot pink leopard lettering announced Immortal Angel across the back
of the skirt.  The black leather bustier
that topped off the ensemble was embellished with riveted studs that spelled
out “Immortal Angel”. Yes, it made everyone’s eyes gravitate to their boobs and
their ass, but that was the point. 
People were going to remember the name of the band.


Damien wasn’t happy.  He didn’t want Alyssa prancing around in the
skimpy clothing that Jessi made.


“Sex sells,” she explained.


“Yeah, but I don’t want my wife selling it,” was Damien’s response.


“We have to do something to get people to stop and take a flyer,
something to make them stop and talk to us. 
We need to encourage people to be at the main stage at the start of the
show for Immortal Angel.  You want as many people there as possible when
you play, don’t you?”


Damien reluctantly agreed, but after roasting in the blaring sun for
the past two hours, Jessi was starting think that maybe black leather wasn’t
the best choice of fabric.  She was
tired. Her feet hurt. She shouldn’t have worn five inch heels, especially on
the uneven surface of the grassy park, but she loved her boots.


She sighed and flipped through the stack of flyers she still had left
in her hand.  “Maybe I made too many.  Maybe we should just leave
them on a table somewhere.”


“Since when does Jessi Blade get discouraged?”  Alyssa pulled her over to a nearby park
bench.  “Let’s sit down and take a break
for a few minutes.”


An ice cold iced tea was exactly what Jessi needed to revive.  She
pressed the cold glass bottle against her neck, and the wet condensation
trickled down her cleavage.  “That hit
the spot. I can’t wait until we hand out the rest of these flyers.  I want
to go backstage.”


“I wonder if they guys are getting nervous.”


“Angel was a wreck this morning. 
You know what a perfectionist he is, but Tommy put him at ease.  Tommy has a way with him.  It’s something I’ve never seen before.”


Alyssa fingered her can of soda.  “Can I ask you a personal
question?”


When someone has to ask if they can ask you a question, it meant they
were about to ask you something that was none of their business.  Like
when people said, “don’t take this the wrong way”, which was basically a nice
way to insult you.  Alyssa wasn’t the type to pry.  She didn’t care what anyone did and never got
caught up in the whole gossip-scene at the bars.  It was one of the things she loved about
Alyssa, so when Alyssa asked if she could ask a personal question, Jessi knew
exactly what was on her mind. “Go ahead.”


“I just was wondering how this thing works with you and Tommy and
Angel?”


Jessi didn’t have much experience explaining their relationship. 
The only people she told were her sisters, Maggie and Ella.  They didn’t give her a hard time, at
all.  It was probably because they were
enamored with Angel.  They didn’t care that she wasn’t having sex with
him.  All they saw in their head was a threesome with Tommy and
Angel.


“Forget it. You don’t have to answer. 
It’s none of my business.”


“No.  You’re my friend, Alyssa.
We can talk about personal things.” Jessi took a deep breath and laughed
as she exhaled.  “I don’t even know where to begin.  I never thought
I’d end up with two husbands, and that’s exactly what it’s like – except one of
them’s gay.  I love Tommy.  More than most people realize.  And I know Tommy loves me.  I think it’s obvious to everyone how much
Tommy loves me.  But, he’s bisexual.  I had to give him the freedom to explore that
side of himself and trust that he would still want to be with me, because I
knew he wasn’t completely happy.  I don’t
want to stand in the way of Tommy’s happiness. 
I love him enough to share him.  I
was confident enough in our relationship to bring a third person into our
bed.  And then he met Angel.”


She gazed off into the distance and remembered the turmoil that twisted
her gut when she first saw their attraction with one another.  And then their love for each other.  It crippled her, but she stood steadfast in
her loyalty and determination to make the relationship work.  And it did.


“Angel completes our life.  Tommy
wasn’t entirely happy until he met Angel.  
I’m not jealous.  Not anymore.  I love Angel. I think the reason our
relationship works is because me and Angel care about each other, and we’re not
jealous.  The three of us love each other. 
We’re a couple.   We sleep in the same bed.  We have sex together. 
Well, not me and Angel, but you get the picture.”


Alyssa was nodding.  “Whatever it
is, it obviously works.  I don’t think I’ve ever seen three people as
happy and well adjusted as you guys.  You may have an unconventional
relationship, but it’s a healthy one.”


 “Thank you.  I really appreciate that.”  She paused. 
“Can I tell you a secret?”


Alyssa nodded.


“But you can’t tell anyone. 
Promise me.”


“You’re my best friend, Jessi. 
You can trust me.”


“OK.”  Jessi leaned forward,
rested her elbows on her knees and looked around to make sure no one was
listening.  “I slept with Angel once.”


Alyssa laughed.  For a long
time.  “That was the last thing I ever
expected to hear!”


“It was just once.”


“Does Tommy know?”


“Yeah.  He was there.  I would never do anything behind Tommy’s
back.”


“Was he mad?”


“No.  It was his idea.” Jessi
leaned closer and lowered her voice to a whisper.  “I can’t stop thinking about it.  Sometimes, when we’re in bed together,
visions of that night just pop into my head. 
It drives me crazy.”


Surprise and disbelief were blatantly displayed on Alyssa’s face.  “Do you and Angel fool around?”


“No.  We make out a little.  But that’s it.  I want to do more.   I’m just afraid he’s not going to be into
it.  I’d be really embarrassed if he
recoiled in disgust if I touched him.”


“He’s not interested in girls. 
I’m stunned that he slept with you in the first place.”


“I know. I was surprised, too.  I
gave him a blow job, too.  Once.  Awhile ago.”


“Did he like it?”


“Kind of.  I think . . . well . .
. not really.  I don’t know.”


“What did he say after you had sex? 
What was his reaction?”


Jessi pursed her lips together. 
“He said it was OK, but it wasn’t his thing.”


“I think there’s your answer, right there.”


Jessi sighed and sat back.  She
was determined to figure out a way to make Angel want to sleep with her.  She had to think of a way to make him
attracted to her, short of cross-dressing and strapping on a dildo.  She dug the heel of her boot into the
grass-covered ground as she tried to think of something to make Angel
interested in her sexually.  Something
that he liked to do.  Maybe, if she let
him—


Someone was calling Jessi’s name. 
She turned toward the direction of the anonymous voice, but there were
too many people to identify who it belonged to. 
“Who is that?”


“Oh, it’s those two girls from The Quadrangle.” Alyssa pointed into the
crowd.  “Audra and Kira.”


Jessi turned her head.  “Where?”


They ran to Jessi and both hugged her at the same time. “We’re so
happy for Angel. I can’t wait to see him on the big stage.  That’s where
he belongs.  He has such a beautiful
voice.”  Audra closed her eyes and smiled. “I can’t wait to hear him sing
outdoors.”


“He’s going to be so happy that you girls are here.  I’ll tell him as soon as I see him, just as
soon as we finish handing out these flyers.” 
She fanned the stack of papers.


“What flyers?” Kira took one and read it.


“We’re trying to get people to go to the main stage, so there’s a big
crowd when Immortal Angel plays.”


“Why didn’t you tell us?  We’ll help.” Kira grabbed a large stack
of flyers and handed half of them to Audra.


“Really? You will? You don’t mind?”


“Of course not.  We’d do anything
for Angel.”





“Your two little girlfriends are here, Angel.  And they came to
our rescue.” Jessi sat on the couch in the band’s dressing room, took off her
boots and rubbed her feet.


“Who are you talking about?”


“Audra and Kira, from The Quadrangle. 
They helped us hand out the last of the flyers.”


Tommy sat next to Jessi, took her feet in his hands and started to
massage them.  It felt like
paradise.  She leaned her head back and
mouthed a silent, “I love you”.


“You really handed out all those flyers?” Tommy’s fingers were kneading
deep into the arch of her foot.


“Yeah, and we met a lot of people too. 
Some guys wanted to take pictures with us, so I made sure I posed so
they could see Immortal Angel written on my butt.  They won’t forget the name of the band.”


“That’s my wife,” Tommy boasted, “always prostituting herself for the
sake of the band.”


Jessi admired their first real dressing room.  It was small, but it had a bathroom and there
was large supply of non-alcoholic drinks and finger foods.  “This is nice. What’s been going on back
here?  What’d I miss?”


“Nothing.  We’re just waiting for
our set.  What’s going on outside?”


“It’s packed.  Did you check out
the stage?”


Tommy shook his head.


“Don’t you want to see what it’s like?”


“Not really.  I want the
excitement of surprise when I go out there for the first time.”


“Well, I do!”  Jessi shoved her
feet back into her boots and zipped them up. 
“You really don’t want to come with me?”


“I told you, I want to wait. 
Besides, we’re going on in 20 minutes.”


Jessi passed a lot of people in the corridor that led to the
stage.  She thought she would run into
some big name stars but, so far, everyone looked like they were involved in
either the lighting, or sound, or some other behind the scenes task.


As soon as she saw a glimpse of the stage in the distance, she felt a
rush of excitement.  She thought someone
would stop her, but they barely noticed her, and she proceeded until she was at
the curtain on the side of the stage. 
People were setting up amplifiers, adjusting lights and checking the
microphones.  She looked at the equipment
and instruments on the stage that silently waited for their owners to bring
them to life.  She broke out into a smile
when she saw the rack that held two of Tommy’s guitars.  He had his Les Paul with him. He always
carried that on stage himself.  Damien’s
bass guitars were at the other end of the stage, and Jimmy’s drum set sat in
the middle.  The center bass drum proudly
announced “Immortal Angel”, and its logo, to the audience. A stage hand picked
up Tommy’s Fender and tuned it.  No one
ever tuned Tommy’s guitars before.  It
felt like a dream.


“You must be with Immortal Angel,” one of the stage hands said,
glancing at the name written across her chest.


She nodded quietly, expecting to be sent on her way.


“Go ahead,” he motioned his hand toward the stage.  “Check it out.”


She realized that he thought she was part of the band, not with
the band.  She was about to correct him,
but her feet had other plans.  They
walked right out onto the stage in the middle of production.  She shielded her eyes from the sun’s glare,
and looked out into the crowd.


There was already a large audience waiting for the show to start.  One by one, they slowly started turning their
heads toward the stage.  She heard a
bunch of whistles and howls coming from the audience.  She suddenly realized that she was standing
center stage, in her black leather miniskirt, studded bustier and fishnet
stockings, wearing five inch heels.  The
catcalls were for her.  Her face exploded
into a huge grin as she absorbed the attention. 
Someone started shouting her name. 
It was a male voice, but she couldn’t pinpoint it, so she stepped closer
to the front of the stage.  She looked
down and Audra and Kira were right in the front of her.


The male voice called her name again. 
“Who is that?”  She looked
further back into the crowd.  Audra
pointed to the side and behind her, and Jessi scanned the faces in the
distance.  It was a group of guys she
recognized from The Quadrangle.  She
didn’t know their names, but there were at every show.  She waved and called to them, but she knew
they couldn’t hear her.


Someone handed her a microphone. 
“Here, use this.”


She stared at it in her hand, and looked at it from all angles, as if
it were the first time she saw a microphone. 
Then she screamed into it. “America Rocks!”  She couldn’t believe she really just screamed
into the microphone.  She felt stupid for
a second, but the crowd answered with a load roar.  The adrenaline they projected ran through her
veins like a drug, and she was comfortable and confident on stage.


The microphone was now her best friend. 
“Are you ready for the show? Are you ready to see Immortal Angel? Are
you ready to see the best fuckin’ kick ass punk rock band on the underground
scene?”  She wasn’t waiting for the
audience to respond.  Her heart was
beating so fast, and she just kept throwing out questions, getting everyone
riled up. “How many of you have seen Immortal Angel before?  How many fans do we have here?  I see a few. 
Who else?”  Some people were
clapping, but not many.  “Come on.”  She waved her hand in the air.  “There’s got to be more of you here.”  She scanned the crowd. Most of the people who
were clapping were fans that she recognized from the bar scene.  “That’s it?  
The rest of you never heard Immortal Angel before?”  The majority of people were shaking their heads.  Most of them were people she met earlier in
the day when she and Alyssa were handing out flyers.  They were just random people, gathering to
listen to new music, and Jessi wanted to make sure they all knew the name of
the band.  “Well, you newbies, who’ve
never seen Immortal Angel before, are going to be blown away, because they are
fuckin’ awesome!”


The crowd was cheering and Jessi felt euphoric.  It was a high that she never felt before, and
she was stone cold sober.  “What’s the
name of the band that’s going to blow you away?”  They shouted back “Immortal Angel”, but the
response wasn’t as enthusiastic as she had hoped. “OK.  I’m going to ask you again.  She turned around, bent her knees a little
and popped her butt out so everyone could read the name of the band on the back
of her skirt.   She pointed to it and
looked at the audience over her shoulder. “What’s the name of the band?”  It sounded like the whole crowd screamed back
this time.  “That’s more like it!  And don’t forget to come meet the band and
pick up a CD and a shirt at merch booth number four!  Enjoy the show!”


She must have been on stage for ten minutes talking to the crowd, and
the reality of it just hit her.  Angel
was going to be furious.  Record label
executive were here.  But the crowd loved
her, she reasoned, and their reaction was amazing.  She was still reeling from the exhilaration
of it all.


Jessi didn’t get ten feet off the stage when she ran smack into Angel,
Tommy, Damien and Jimmy, ready to go on. 
Their faces were a mixture of disbelief and shock. They stared at her
with wide eyes and mouths agape.  They
obviously heard the whole thing.


“Oh my God.”  Jessi covered her
mouth with her hand.  “Angel, I’m so
sorry. I have no idea how that started, and then I couldn’t stop.  One minute I was peeking out onto the stage,
and the next I was screaming at the crowd. 
Please don’t be mad.  I’m so sorry.”


“Mad?”  He was smiling.  “Are you kidding?  That was the best fuckin’ introduction we
could have asked for. You got that crowd crazy!”  He kissed her on the mouth.


“You sure you’re not mad?” She covered her lips with her fingers
again.  “I think I said fuck.”


Angel laughed.  “It’s a rock and
roll show.”


“OK.  Good luck.”  She kissed him, and then she kissed
Tommy.  “Knock ‘em dead, baby.”


Tommy smacked her bottom and winked. “I liked the part where you stuck
your ass out to the audience.”


Jessi was giddy with anticipation. 
She grabbed Alyssa by the hand, and they both watched the band head onto
the stage to make their debut.





Tommy led
the way onto the stage with his signature guitar riff.  The crowd
thundered with applause, thanks to Jessi.  Without You was as their
opening song.  No talking.  No
introductions.  They jumped right into
the music.  As Angel sang, he looked into the crowd.  There were
probably 500 people gathered around the stage to see Immortal Angel.  He
had to “wow” them.  He put everything he had into his performance. 
He reached down, deep into his gut, and pulled out notes that could shatter
glass.  His voice was pristine, and it
echoed into the open air.


Tommy was
right beside him, playing the hell out of that guitar.  His guitar solo
was superb, and the crowd went wild, but Angel wanted more.  Tommy could
do better.


“Wait a
minute.”  Angel held his hand up to the
audience.  “Hold on, now.”


They
stopped cheering to listen to what Angel had to say.


“Did you
like that?  Did you think that was a good
guitar solo?”


The audience
hollered with praise.


Angel
frowned and shook his head.  “Maybe for an average guitar player that was
good.  But, ladies and gentlemen, Mr.
Tommy Blade is anything but average. 
Tommy Blade is the Prince of Punk Rock.” 
He shook his head again.  “That
wasn’t a Tommy Blade guitar solo. 
People, that only tapped into the talent that Tommy Blade possesses on
the guitar.”


Tommy was
laughing, but he had a look of fear in his eyes that said, what the hell are
you doing to me?  But Angel knew the depth of Tommy’s talent.  He
knew that Tommy could floor this audience, and he wanted them to remember
Tommy’s name.


“Do you
want to hear a Tommy Blade guitar solo, people?  Do you?  Do you want
to hear the musical genius of the Prince of Punk Rock?”


They
answered each question by screaming louder and pumping their fists in the air.


“Tommy,
give these people what they want to fuckin’ hear!”


He saw
Tommy take a deep breath.  For one second, there was dead silence, and
then Tommy’s fingers curled around the neck of the guitar, his pick kissed the
strings and notes danced in the air.  The
chord progression was unique and improvised, but it blended together like a
well-rehearsed arrangement.  Bits of
heavy metal infused with punk rock, creating a genre of its own.  It was a compilation of hardcore whammy bar
abuse and fast-paced edgy riffs that transcended logic.  Veteran roadies and music professionals gathered
at the side of the stage to witness rock and roll history.


Tommy ran
to the front of the stage and slid down on his knees.  The twang of the
guitar strings reverberated into the crowd and they howled back.  When Tommy played the last dramatic note of
the extensive guitar solo, the crowd went ballistic.


Angel
bowed to Tommy.  The man was a god.  That was the way to “wow” a
crowd.  That was the way to make a first impression.


The
forty-five minute set flew by.  The reaction the band received from the
crowd, a crowd made up of mostly newcomers who never heard Immoral Angel’s
music before, was astounding.  Angel was overwhelmed.  He could
barely talk after it was all over.  He hugged Tommy in the dressing
room.  “You fuckin’ killed it tonight.  I was hoping you would play a
crazy guitar solo like that.  I knew you wouldn’t let me down.”  


Tommy let
out a deep breath and laughed.  “I can’t
believe you did that to me!  I didn’t
know what the hell I was going—”


“Shut
up.” An emotional lump settled in Angel’s throat, and he smiled at Tommy.  “Don’t you know how talented you are?  No one can do what you do out there.  No one inspires me the way you do.”  He kissed Tommy, and held him in his
arms.  The best thing that ever happened to him, the best day of his life,
was the day he met Tommy.


Jimmy and
Damien didn’t care that they were sharing an intimate moment.  They
wrapped their arms around the both of them, slapped them on the back and joined
in their embrace.


“How the
fuck did you figure out how to fuse old school metal with punk rock?”  Damien asked. 
“I would have never thought of it.”


“It’s my
hard rock roots, man.  They never
leave.  Randy Rhoads is always at the
heart of everything I play.  It’s my
go-to place when I need inspiration, and it always welcomes me home.”


Jimmy
slapped him on the back.  “That was fresh.  You, Tommy, are the master.”


“Hey,”
Jessi started hustling them out the door. 
“You guys gotta go out to the merch booth. Come on, let’s go.  We
can celebrate later.”


Jessi was
as serious-minded about the band’s future as Angel was.  She was integral
to their success.  Just look at the impromptu introduction she gave
them.  She got the audience psyched about the band’s
performance.  She made sure they knew the
band’s name and, without her, most of those people probably wouldn’t have been
at the stage to begin with.  And if it
weren’t for Tommy, Angel would have never met Jessi.  He loved them both so much.


When they
got to the merch booth, fans were already lined up.  Jessi went right into
action, apologizing for making them wait and taking orders with lightning
speed.


Almost everyone
wanted autographs and photos with the band.  Jessi brought a silver
sharpie so their signatures would show up on the black shirts.  Then Angel
realized her motive – it gave people another reason to buy a shirt.  Her ingenuity constantly amazed him.  He watched her out of the corner of his eye,
surrounded by her own little fan club, made up mostly of adoring male fans who
wanted photos with her.


Angel
felt the vibration of his phone in his back pocket again as he signed an
autograph.  It had been buzzing since he
left the dressing room. Whoever kept calling would have to wait.  He wanted to finish signing autographs and
taking photos with the fans.  He shut his
phone off without looking at it, and put it back in his pocket.


 


Chapter Thirty-Seven


Life slowly started to creep back
into Angel’s body.  His arms and legs
felt like dead weight, and a sledge hammer pounded inside his skull.  He tried to open his eyes, but the light of
day scorched them.  He squeezed his eyes
shut and reached for the covers.  He
wanted to pull them over his head, but the only thing he felt as he blindly
searched for them, was Tommy’s naked butt. 
Something was wrong.  Tommy was
supposed to be on his right, not his left. 
That meant he was on the wrong side of the bed, Jessi’s side.  Jessi hated the left side of the bed, and she
always threw a tantrum if he tried to lie down on her side.


Angel slowly squinted one eye open
and shielded it from the burning light with his hand.  Tommy was still in the middle, curled into a
fetal position, but sometime during the night, Angel and Jessi had switched
sides.   He didn’t remember much once
they started drinking at the bar after the show, but it must have been some
night.  Jessi was face down with her head
at the foot of the bed, and all three of them were naked.


He wanted to go back to sleep, but
his need to urinate was almost as bad as his thirst.  He stumbled over the pile of sheets on the
floor as he made his way to the bathroom. 
His erection fought him, and he ended up peeing over the side of the
bowl and onto the floor.  He would clean
it up later.  Right now he needed to
drink a gallon of water.


The water extinguished his thirst,
but did nothing for his headache.  He
needed coffee and aspirin.  He wanted to
go back to bed, but it was almost noon. 
He took his coffee into the living room and leaned his head back on the
couch.  His hand landed on a pile of
clothes next to him.  It was his jeans,
and Tommy’s, and the leather bustier Jessi wore last night.  He tossed them on the floor so he could lie
down, and his cell phone fell in his lap and hit him in the nuts.


He looked at the dark screen.  As soon as he turned the phone on, it chimed
in his hand and he cringed.  It sounded
like a buzz saw inside his head.  The
quickest way to silence it was to answer it.


“Is this Angel Garcia?”


“Yeah,” Angel said, covering his
forehead with his hand.


“You’re a hard man to get a hold of
Mr. Garcia.”


The voice on the other end was
booming, and Angel wished he would just shut up.  “Who is this and what do you want?”


“My name is Ron Ableman.  I’m CEO of Falcon Records.”


Angel sat up at attention.  Everyone in the music industry knew Ron
Ableman.  The man needed no introduction.
His reputation preceded himself.


“I looked for you last night, but
you were nowhere to be found.  I saw your
set.  It was phenomenal. And you should
know that I rarely scout out talent myself. 
I made the exception last night.”


“Thank you.”


“I’m not going to mix words, Mr.
Garcia.  Falcon Records wants to
represent you.  I know Galaxy and
Freehold have already been in touch with you. 
We were all waiting for you in your dressing room after the show.  But I want to meet with you today.  Right now. 
Are they willing to go into the office on a Sunday afternoon?  I don’t think so.  But I am. 
That’s how serious I am about an offer.”


“I can be there in an hour.”


After Angel scribbled down the
address and hung up the phone, he jumped in the air and hollered.  Then he remembered that Mr. Ableman said two
other records companies were also trying to reach him.  He returned their phone calls and made
appointments for Monday morning, but his gut told him it was only a
formality.  He would sign a contract with
Falcon Records today.


He ran upstairs and smacked Tommy
on his bare butt cheek.  “Wake up, my
sleeping prince!  Wake up!”


“What the fuck!  Knock it off, Angel!”  Tommy was cranky and hung over and didn’t
bother to pick his head up from the pillow.


Jessi still hadn’t moved.  Angel grabbed her arm and shook it.  “Jessi, wake up.”


He let go of her arm and it fell
over the side of the bed with a thump. 
He stared at the two of them. 
Tommy looked like he was in a coma. 
Jessi looked dead.


His own hangover miraculously
disappeared as soon as he heard the news of a possible record deal.  Maybe it would do the same for them, or at
least give them a reason to open their eyes. 
“You two better wake up.  We’re
meeting with Falcon Records in an hour.”


It took Tommy a few seconds to
react.  First he rubbed one eye, and then
he bolted upright. “What’d you just say?”


“I just got off the phone with
Falcon Records.  We’re meeting Ron
Ableman in an hour, and we have appointments with Freehold and Galaxy
tomorrow.  I had six messages on my phone
from last night.”


“Oh my God!  Are you fuckin’ kidding me?”


“Nope.”  Angel looked over at Jessi.  She was still passed out and hadn’t
moved.  “You better make sure she’s
breathing.”  Jessi was hammered
last.  Visions of her tossing back shots
with everyone at the bar took the humor out of his statement.  He panicked.    He ran to Jessi, picked her head up and
held her face in his hands.  He
frantically called her name.  She stirred
and moaned, but still didn’t open her eyes.


“Jesus Christ.  You scared the fuckin’ shit out of me,
Jessi.”  He headed to the bathroom to
shower.  “Wake her up,” he told Tommy
over his shoulder.  “We gotta get going.”


Five minutes later, Jessi jumped in
the shower with him.  She kissed him and
shoved her tongue in his mouth.  She
tasted sour.  Rotten.  It was the taste of alcohol fermenting in her
mouth all night.  It revived the nausea
from his hangover and he turned away.


“Jeez, sweetheart, gargle or
something first.”


She covered her mouth with her hand
and the color drained from her face.  Her
cheeks went from a healthy rosy hue to ash white in a fraction of a
second.  She ran out of the shower and
promptly vomited in the toilet.


The smell of puke hit Angel and
made him queasy. He thought he might heave right there in the shower.  He called to Tommy for help, but he didn’t
know if Tommy heard him or not over the running water.


Jessi looked pathetic.  She was still huddled over the toilet and
looked miserable.  He couldn’t leave her
there.  He went to her, rubbed her back
and put a wet cloth on her forehead.  She
sat back on the cold tile bathroom floor and held the towel to her head.  He squatted next to her, dripping wet, with
his junk hanging between his legs almost touching the floor.


Tommy strolled into the bathroom,
full dressed and ready to go.  He stopped
dead as soon as he saw Jessi on the floor. 
“Are you alright?”  He knelt down
and looked into her eyes.  “Did you take
something last night?”


“I don’t remember.  I’m . . . I’ll be OK.”


Angel and Tommy helped her to her
feet.  She looked a little better, but
Angel wasn’t sure.  He needed her at the
meeting with Mr. Ableman.  He couldn’t do
it without her.  He put his hands on
Jessi’s shoulders and looked into her eyes. 
“This is the most important day of our lives.  Pull it together, sweetheart.  I need you.”





Angel didn’t think Jessi was going
to make it, but she sucked it up.  She
was a pro, and she dressed like one, too. She wore a waist length black jacket
with two center buttons.  The sleeves
were made out of leather and the top half of the lapel, the part that went
around the back of her neck, was also made from leather.  It looked sharp against the color of her
hair.  She wore the jacket with a simple
black pencil skirt.  It was short, mid
thigh, and a neat row of studs were embellished down each side.  She looked professional, but with a rock and
roll edge.  Angel complimented her on the
outfit, and he was flabbergasted to find out that she made it herself.   She really needed to market her own clothing
line instead of putting all of her energy into the band.


The corporate headquarters of
Falcon Records was located on one of the top floors of Rockefeller Center.  The plush office had an air of old money –
dark ornate wood moldings, rich maple flooring, large impressive desks and
floor to ceiling windows to brighten up the imposing décor.


The receptionist greeted them with
polite and cheerful indifference, even though it was obvious she wasn’t happy
about being called in on a Sunday afternoon.  
She escorted them to a massive set of mahogany doors. Before she had a
chance to knock, Mr. Ableman stepped outside his office.  He was the epitome of a rich corporate
executive – expensive dark grey suit, gold cufflinks, stark white shirt,
matching grey tie and that was probably a Rolex on his wrist.  Tall and astute, his posture lived up to his
reputation.  Fine lines at the corners of
his eyes and dark hair, peppered at the temples, portrayed years of
wisdom.  “Thank you for seeing me on such
short notice, Mr. Garcia.” His handshake was firm and commanding.


Mr. Ableman eyed Tommy and Jessi
with displeasure.  “I need to make
something clear.  This meeting is with
you, not with the other members of your band.”


Angel’s stomach tightened.  He had a sinking feeling that this meeting
wasn’t going to be as easy as he originally thought.  He needed to be just as assertive as Mr.
Ableman.  “I don’t go anywhere without my
assistant.”  He nodded towards Jessi.  “She comes in with me.”


As Angel walked into Mr. Ableman’s
office, with Jessi behind him, he looked back at Tommy, who was standing
perfectly still and appeared to be holding his breath.  Angel dipped his head.  It was gesture of reassurance and he hoped
Tommy understood what it meant.


Mr. Ableman sat in the leather
chair behind his impressive baroque desk. 
The curtain of windows behind him offered a backdrop of Central Park.  He
clasped his fingers together and placed them on the top of his desk.  “My daughters have been telling me about you
for years, Mr. Garcia.  I wish I would
have listened to them sooner.”


“Your daughters?”  Angel shook his head.  “I don’t understand.”


“My daughters.  Audra and Kira.  They’ve been trying to persuade me to listen
to you sing, but, quite frankly, I thought they were exaggerating.   I
had no idea that that you were really as talented as they boasted.  They speak very highly of you.”


“Audra and Kira are your
daughters?”  He couldn’t keep the
surprise out of his voice.  He had no
idea that their father owned one of the most powerful record labels in the
country.  They never said anything. He
didn’t even know they were sisters.


“Yes.  My girls begged me to come to America Rocks
last night, and the only reason I made it was because a client called and
cancelled a meeting.”


“Audra and Kira are very
sweet.  I –”


“Thank you, but enough about my
personal life.  I’m here to talk business.
I’m going to be blunt, Mr. Garcia.  I’m
not going to finesse you with small talk. 
Falcon Records wants to make you an offer, but we’re not interested in
the rest of your band.  We want Angel
Garcia, not Immortal Angel.”


Angel had his poker face on.  No smiles. 
No frowns.  No reaction.  “I don’t go anywhere without my band.”


“Before you let loyalties get in
the way, hear me out.  We’re prepared to
offer you a very generous contract. You’re the face of this band.  You’re the draw.  We could replace everyone else with musicians
who have more talent and no one would ever notice.  They can all be replaced.”


Angel folded his arms across his
chest and put his shoulders back. 
“No.  Me and Tommy are the face of
this band.  We’re the draw.  The two of us.  Together. 
And I sincerely doubt you’re going to find a better guitar player than
Tommy Blade who isn’t already under contract. 
Tommy can’t be replaced.  Didn’t
you hear what he did during some of his guitar solos last night?”


Mr. Ableman dismissed it with the
wave of his hand.  “That was all pomp and
circumstance.”


“No, that was talent.  Raw, unabridged talent.”


Mr. Ableman put the palms of his
hands on the edge of his desk and leaned forward.  “Let me give you a little piece of advice,
kid.  I’ve been in this business for 35
years.  You got talent.  You got the makings of a star.  You don’t need those other gentlemen.  Whatever loyalty you feel toward your guitar
player, or to the other members of your band, move past it.  They’re only going to hold you back.”


“I disagree.”


Mr. Ableman stared at him for a
long time.  It was an imposing guise,
assessing his worth versus his demands. 
“I’ll see what I can do about a deal that includes your guitar player,
but I’m not promising anything.”


Angel glanced at Jessi.  She was writing something down on a small
note pad.  He knew she was jotting down
questions.  That’s why he needed her
here.  She handed him her note pad.  There was only one thing written on it – You
can’t sell out Damien and Jimmy.


He would never throw Damien and
Jimmy under the bus.  He would never
compromise his integrity for a record deal. 
Damien was like a brother to him. 
Damien started this band with him. 
He closed the little pad and took a deep breath.  “I’m sorry Mr. Ableman, but I’m not going
anywhere without my entire band.  We’re a
package deal.  Either you sign the band,
as a whole, or I walk.”


Mr. Ableman sat back in his chair
and scowled.  Obviously he was a man not
used to receiving threats, especially from a nobody like Angel Garcia.  The sweat beaded across Angel’s forehead at
his bold demands.  The meeting was that
was supposed to be his big break turned into a fireball of disappointment and a
battle of wills with one of the most powerful men in the record industry.


Lines pulled at the corners of Mr.
Ableman’s mouth and he furrowed his brow. 
“Are you trying to back me into a corner, Mr. Garcia?  Are you trying to play hard ball with me?  Because that’s not a good idea.  That’s not in your best interest.”


“Not at all.  Those are my terms.  The ball’s in your court, now.”  Angel’s ability to remain calm and assertive
astounded him.


“The offer is for you and the
guitar player.  That’s the best I can
do.”


“Well, then, I walk.”  He shook Mr. Ableman’s hand, thanked him for
his time and walked out of his office without looking back.


Two hours later, Mr. Ableman
called.  “Be in my office at 9:00 a.m.
tomorrow morning, and bring your entire band with you.  There’s an offer on the table.”





No one had their poker face on
today.  Everyone was smiling, including
Mr. Ableman, which didn’t seem like a common occurrence.  He threw a manila folder on his desk and
folded his hands on top of it.  “Here’s a
contract for Immortal Angel.  Seven
figures.  All you have to do is sign it,
after your attorney looks it over, of course. 
It’s very generous.  I guarantee
you won’t get a better offer than this.” 
He pulled out another manila folder and put it on top of the first
one.  Then put his hands on top of the
both of them.  “We also have a contract
for your assistant, Mr. Garcia.  I
understand how important she is to you, and I got the message loud and clear
when you said you didn’t go anywhere without her.  The band is going to need someone to help
handle their day-to-day needs, anyway. 
Your new publicist is a busy woman. 
She’ll welcome the assistance.  We
plan on getting a single out right away, that first song you played at America
Rocks.  What was the name of it?”


“Without You. Tommy wrote
the lyrics.  The band wrote the music.”


“It’s a sure fire hit.  We have big plans in store.  We want to schedule a round of appearances as
the musical guest on the late night TV circuit and early morning shows.  We also want to get you a series of promos on
major radio stations around the country. 
Like I said, you’re going to need someone to manage your schedule.  It’s a lot of work, and a lot of traveling.”


A tall, smart-looking Latina woman entered Mr.
Ableman’s office, and sat in a chair next to his desk.  She crossed her long, slender legs, folded
her hands in her lap and smiled at everyone through bright red lips.  Her dark hair was pulled back into a sleek
ponytail, her classy business suit was obviously from an expensive designer and
she carried a Michael Kors leather briefcase. 
When Mr. Ableman finished talking, she stood up and shook Angel’s
hand.  “I’m Marissa Torres.  I’ve been appointed as the band’s publicist.”


“It’s a pleasure to meet you,”
Angel said.


“The pleasure’s all mine.  I’ve been looking forward to meeting
you.  I’m going to get you noticed by the
media.  When we’re done with the promos,
everyone across the country will be familiar with Immortal Angel.”


She handed Jessi her business
card.  “I look forward to working with
you Mrs. Blade.  We should meet in a day
or two after the band’s schedule is finalized so I can give you a copy of the
itinerary.  Make sure everyone’s affairs
are in order, because we’re all on a plane next week.”





They rolled into bed with a bottle
of champagne to celebrate.  The champagne
was Angel’s idea, always the romantic.  Jessi
sipped at her glass and held it up to the light, admiring the pale bubbling
liquid.  She had a job working for Falcon
Records.  She was going to miss working
at the fashion house, but she would be working directly with the band and the
label.  It was the most unexpected piece
of news in her life and she was ecstatic. 
She finished off the bottle watching the two men she loved, loving each
other.


The bed dipped and shook while the
sounds of heavy breathing and long moans filled her ears.  Tommy was bent over Angel, giving him oral
pleasure, with his adorable little butt sticking up in the air.  Tommy hadn’t even touched her yet, but she
was already wet between her legs from the erotic show in front of her.   She crawled on her knees to where Tommy was
perched over Angel and stroked his smooth bottom.  He moaned and perked his butt up toward
her.  She put her lips to his lower back
and licked her way through the gully between his cheeks.  Her tongue found his perfect little hole and
she pressed her tongue against it while stroking the soft globes of his ass.


Tommy groaned and arched his back,
affording her full access to his lower half. 
She moved her tongue in furious circles. 
Tipsy from the alcohol, her nerve endings were on fire and buzzed
underneath her skin.  She was dripping
with wetness and wanted Tommy inside her, but she couldn’t extradite herself
from his ass.


“Stop,” Angel whispered.  “I want to fuck you.”


She knew he was talking to Tommy,
but with her pussy begging for penetration, it felt like he was speaking
directly to her crotch.  She abruptly sat
back, naughty thoughts quickly formulating in her alcohol-induced head.


She straddled one of Angel’s strong
thighs, backwards, and presented her backside to him.  “Look at my tight little hole. Just look at
it. Don’t you want to be inside it?”  As
she slid up his thigh and leaned over, her clit rubbed against his muscular leg
and sent a shockwave through her body. 
Another swipe left a trail of slick wetness that felt hot against her
skin.  She held Angel’s leg in a death grip
and humped his leg once more.  He was
trying to wiggle out from underneath her, but his movements caused a pleasant
friction. It made her twitch and convulse. She pressed her herself against his
thigh, took a deep, quivering breath and gasped as an orgasm washed over
her.  She climaxed before she realized
what was happening.  She only planned on
teasing Angel with her ass.  The end
result was a pleasant change of events. 
She slid off his leg and rolled onto her side with a devilish smile.


Angel was backed up to the leather
headboard, hands perched on the mattress. 
An astonished half smile on his face quickly turned to shock as he saw
the wet, shiny goo deposited on his thigh.


Tommy laughed with amusement, then
bent down and licked the cum off Angel’s leg. 
He licked his way to Angel’s inner thigh and sucked and nibbled Angel’s
half hard cock back toward the ceiling. 
Angel relaxed and started moaning again. 
His eyes rolled up into their sockets, his mouth opened slightly and he
breathed deeply.  He peeked through his
lids and saw Jessi watching him.  He
narrowed his eyes and smirked at her, but his teasing smile broke through his
veneer.  He chuckled and silently mouthed,
“You bitch.”


She gave an evil chortle and pushed
Tommy’s head down until he gagged.  Tommy
kept his mouth down at the base of Angel’s cock, sucking it until Angel groaned
and twisted the sheets in his hand.


“Stop.”  Angel moaned. 
“No more.”


Tommy looked up at him, but held
Angel’s cock in a firm grip.  “Not yet.”  It throbbed and twitched in Tommy’s
hand.  Tommy squeezed it harder and a
bubble of fluid popped out of the head. 
He sucked it off and stoked Angel. 
“How’s that feel?  Is that want
you want?”  He was teasing Angel.  Making him beg.


“Uhhh. That feels so good.”  Angel head lolled back and forth and his eyes
rolled up in his head.


Tommy squeezed Angel’s cock again
and tugged on it.  “Tell me what you want.”


“I want your sweet ass.  I want to feel you from the inside.”


The champagne made Jessi giddy and
brazen.  All sorts of sexual scenarios
were running wild in her head.  “I want
to feel the both of you, inside of me.  Take my ass, Angel, and Tommy can take
me at the same time.  I want you both
inside me.”


Angel wore a quizzical smile,
questioning whether she was serious or just plain drunk.  She was both, which was probably why she
didn’t stop to think how Tommy would feel about it.


His eyes were ablaze with cunning
desire. “Let’s do it.  She’s got a really
tight ass.  It’s much tighter than mine.”


She loved that Tommy was trying to
persuade Angel into having sexual contact with her.  She loved that their sex life was full
because Tommy was adventurous in the bedroom. 
She loved that he was bisexual. 
Their everyday sex life was made of the things that most people only
fantasized about.  She put her arms
around his neck and kissed him.  She
breathed deeply and rubbed her breasts against his body.  He put his hand between her legs and she
melted from the rush of sensations.  She
didn’t want to come yet.  She wanted to
come with Tommy inside her and Angel inside her.  She moved Tommy’s hand before she shuddered
with another orgasm.


Tommy took Angel’s cock in his hand
and then put Jessi’s hand over his own cock. 
She stroked Tommy, while Tommy stroked Angel.


Angel’s head dropped back to the
pillow and he moaned again.


“I want to do it,” she whispered,
her voice raspy with labored breaths.  “I
want you both to fuck me.”


Angel popped his head up and the
quizzical eyebrow made another appearance. 
After a few seconds, he lifted his chin toward the ceiling and let out
an ominous laugh.  “Let me see your ass
again.”


She got on her knees and perked her
butt in the air.  Tommy spread her cheeks
apart so Angel could get a better view. She looked over her shoulder.  They were both staring at her ass.  Angel had a curious glint in his eye, Tommy
had a hunger.  He smashed his face into
her ass and sent his tongue on a mission. 
It licked and probed its way deep in her canal.  She lurched forward and braced herself against
the overzealous rim job.


“Excuse me, Mr. Blade, I was having
a look.”


She could hear the smile in Angel’s
voice.


Tommy’s tongue made a reluctant
retreat and he spread her cheeks with his hands again. “I was just making it
nice and shiny for you.”


She looked back over her
shoulder.  Angel had his head tilted to
the side as he peered into her ass.   He
shot a questioning glance at Tommy. “It’s really tight?”


“Very tight.”


Angel slowly nodded.  “OK.”


Jessi remained on her knees while
she listened to Tommy and Angel strategize a position and game plan.  She was filled with a mixture of overwhelming
desire and heart stopping anxiety.  She
never had double penetration before and Angel was big.  She wasn’t really sure how serious she was in
the first place.  Maybe she should tell
them she was having second thoughts.


Tommy’s face peeked over her
shoulder.  “You OK, hon?  You look a little nervous.”


She sat upright and pulled her legs
underneath her.  They were both looking
at her, trying to read her face.


“We don’t have to do it if you
changed your mind,” Angel said.


“No. I want to do it.  Just . . . go easy. OK?”


“Of course, sweetheart.”


“Then I’m ready.”


Tommy took her hand.  His eyes were filled with tenderness and
concern. “No, you’re not, but we’re gonna get you nice and ready.”


He made her lie down on her stomach
and put two pillows under her hips. He spread her legs and her butt
cheeks.  A dollop of warming gel fell
onto her waiting anus.  Tommy massaged it
into her and inserted the tip of one finger, twisting it in circles. He pushed
his finger deeper until she felt his knuckle. Still turning his hand left then
right, priming the entrance, he slowly added another finger.  The first one was mildly uncomfortable, the
second stung and she gasped.


Tommy stopped.  “Just breathe.  Try to relax. It’ll pass.  Trust me.”


A deep breath, then another, and
she was ready to proceed.  His fingers
were on the move again, this time moving in and out in a steady rhythm.  It was tolerable, almost pleasurable.  More lubrication and another finger tried to
squeeze inside.  A burning sensation
ripped at her insides and she lurched up from the mattress.


Angel lay down next to her and
pushed the hair out of her face.  “Do you
want to stop, sweetheart?”


“No. I just need a minute.”  She squeezed her eyes shut and her breath
came in gasps.  She was determined to go
through it.  She wanted it more with
every second that went by. “I’m ready. 
Go ahead.”


Finger number three slowly made its
entrance. It was almost too much.  She
almost had to stop, but fought through the pain until it was bearable.


Tommy pressed his lips against her
lower back.  “I think you’re ready.”


Thank God.


He lay on the bed and she climbed
on top of him.  The same two pillows that
were underneath her hips were now underneath Tommy’s. He held her around the
waist and they looked into each others eyes. 
They both broke out into a mischievous smile at the anticipation of what
was about to happen.  She lifted her hips
slightly as Tommy put his cock inside her. 
She let out a long sigh as he filled her. Now it was Angel’s turn.  Both she and Tommy needed to spread their
legs wide so Angel could kneel in between them. 
She needed to move her body up a little on top of Tommy so Angel could
access her bottom.  More lube was rubbed
into her crack, this time by Angel’s thick fingers. Angel’s touch was harder,
more aggressive.  That’s probably why
Tommy was the one to prepare her.  One
finger probed inside, testing the entrance. 
It wasn’t exactly pleasant, but it didn’t hurt.


“Ready, sweetheart?”


She took a deep breath. “Yes.”


Tommy watched her with concern and
caution, never breaking eye contact, as Angel’s massive cock taunted her
ass.  It was slick with lubrication.  The head went in fairly easily, but then
Angel stopped.  He was waiting. He wanted
her to get use to the sensation. Meanwhile, she could feel Tommy’s dick
twitching inside her.


Angel pressed his hips forward,
little by little, moving himself in and out, deeper and deeper.  She sucked in a deep breath and grunted as
his cock fully penetrated her. No one spoke. Communication was strictly by eye
contact.  She was OK and ready to
proceed.  Tommy nodded at Angel over her
shoulder.


Jessi didn’t know what to do.  The position was awkward.  She didn’t want either one of them to slip
out, but she didn’t need to do anything, except hang on for dear life.  Tommy thrust his hips up from the bottom,
while Angel pounded her from the back. 
She flapped in between them as their bodies bounced off each other and
slapped against one another.  Tommy still
watched her, but she was more focused on the pleasure in his eyes. The irises
would roll up into his lids every few seconds before finding their focal point
on her face again.  She felt Angel’s hot
breath on her back.  His hand on her hip
was strong and commanding.  The other
braced himself on the bed, which rocked and rebounded under the force of their
lovemaking.  A sheen of perspiration
covered their bodies as slick as oil. 
She could feel them both inside her, working in unison almost transforming
into one entity.  Angel’s cock tugged at
her bottom.  It pulled at the thin wall
that separated the front from the back and sent a tremor that met Tommy’s cock.


Tommy’s legs were shaking and his
eyes weren’t focusing on her anymore. 
They were up inside his head. 
Only bits of bright blue were visible through his eyelashes.


Angel suddenly picked up momentum
and started grunting.  She knew the
sounds of their lovemaking well enough to know that they were both about to
come.  She let herself go.  She stopped thinking and just felt
both of their cocks inside her, bringing her glory she never knew existed.  Their synchronized movements amplified the
stimulation that they gave each other and the three of them exploded into an
orgasm at the same time.  They shook and
convulsed, as their orgasm morphed into one giant spasm of carnality.


 


Chapter Thirty-Eight


Angel couldn’t decide what to pack
for the promo spots that the label booked.  If there was a small chance he
might want to wear something, he stuffed it into a suitcase.  He was a
bundle of high energy and nerves.  Tommy was the only thing that kept him
remotely sane.


“Calm down.”  Tommy helped him
fold some jeans into an open suitcase. 
“Stop packing everything in sight.  We’re only going to be gone a
week.”


“I know, but we’re taping three TV
shows.  I don’t know what’s going to look good on camera.”


“You’ll look great in anything you
wear, A.”  Tommy pulled Angel on the bed
and rubbed his shoulders.  “Besides, as soon as you open your mouth to
sing, no one is going to be paying any attention to what you’re wearing.  They’re going to be mesmerized by your
incredible voice.”


Angel let out a deep breath and
rolled his head back.  The tension melted
away under the firm pressure of Tommy’s hands.  “You always know what to
say.  Are you all packed?”


“Yeah.  My suitcases are by
the front door.  I’m just looking for my guitar strap.  The one that
Jessi made.  The one with the big
spikes.”


“Oh, I saw it downstairs on the
dining room chair.  Where’s Jessi?  Is she packed too?”


“No.  She had to stop by
Falcon and see Marissa.  She needed to
pick up some paperwork.”


Tommy’s fingers moved to Angel’s
temples, smoothing away the anxiety. 
Angel closed his eyes and allowed the calmness to settle where worry use
to reside. “I’m glad she likes the new job. She deserves to be involved with
the band.  I hope she designs more now
that she doesn’t have to work those long hours at the fashion house.”


“She’s going to talk to Marissa
about designing the new merchandise line for the band.”


“That would be a tremendous break
for her.  I’ll put in a good word to Mr.
Ableman.”  As much as Angel would love to
sit there all day and have Tommy’s gifted hands bring him serenity, he needed
to finish packing.  He leaned his head
back to look up at Tommy.  “Thank you, mi
amor. I don’t know how I didn’t have a nervous breakdown before I met you.”





The next
six weeks were chaotic.  The band flew
between New York, Chicago
and L.A. to
make appearances on several syndicated late night talk shows.  Television. It was unimaginable.  It was the first time Angel was nervous
before a performance.  Immortal Angel was
virtually unknown to the studio audiences and he was worried about making a
good impression.  His concerns proved
unwarranted.  They were immediately won
over by Angel’s stage presence and superb vocals and the band’s electrifying
musical ability.  The reception the band received was overwhelming, and it
escalated with each show.


They did
about a dozen intimate performances at radio stations across the country.  At each one, the number of people who came to
see them doubled, and then tripled.  Fans that couldn’t fit inside
the small studio, waited outside in hopes of an autograph or a photo.


The band
released their first single, Without You, and it was already climbing
the charts, bringing with it another round of television performances and radio
promos.  It gave the band the opportunity to perform a few songs in front
of the growing number of fans, but what Angel really wanted to do was be back
on stage and play a full concert.   
Even so, he was still anxious to get out in front of the 40 or so people
that were waiting for him to perform four songs in the radio station
today.  They were already lining up when he arrived at the studio early this
morning.


Jessi was
still outside talking to the fans and Angel was getting worried.  She needed to be on set when they
performed.  She went out before every
show to talk to the fans and they began to recognize her and know her by
name.  She garnered for their attention
and stayed out longer than she should. 
Angel was always worried that she took on too much, but somehow she
always managed to successfully juggle at least half a dozen things at once.  He didn’t know how she did it, but it was her
forte, so he had to trust that she would make it back in time.


Five
minutes later Jessi returned to the dressing room, Audra and Kira in tow.  Since their father owned the record label,
they were at all the promos, but not backstage, like now – that was clearly Jessi’s
doing.  Audra and Kira sat in the
audience, just like everyone else.  They
weren’t spoiled rich kids.  They never
dropped Ron Ableman’s name, even though it would have provided them with a huge
level of entitlement.  They were always
nearby but they never invaded his privacy. 
Even back at The Quadrangle, they always waited until he was done with a
conversation before they approached him. 
They never intruded.  Even now,
they could see he was busy speaking with the production crew, so they kept
their distance.  Kira must have felt his
stare, because she turned toward him and gave him a tiny wave.


Angel
excused himself from the production assistant. 
“Girls,” he opened his arms, “come here and give me a hug.”


They flew
into his arms, and he swore one of them sniffed his chest.  “Thank you for coming to all the radio
stations.  If it weren’t for you two, we
wouldn’t be here right now.  We owe it
all to you.”


“Oh, no,”
Audra said, “thank you!  It was
because of you that Daddy finally takes us seriously.  He’s finally treating us like adults.”


Kira
nodded in agreement.  “He sent agents to
see a few other bands we recommended, too. 
Of course, they don’t possess half the talent you do, but at least Daddy
values our opinion now.”


“He
talked about offering us an internship as junior scouts,” Audra said.  “We’ve been begging him to let us work in the
studio for years, doing anything. 
I would’ve been happy sweeping the floors, but he never let us near his
business before. Not until he met you.”


Marissa
signaled to him from the doorway. It was time for his interview.  He kissed Kira and Audra on the cheek and
kept his arms around their petite shoulders. 
“You girls are very sweet.  I wish
I could spend more time with you, but I got an interview before we
perform.  Make sure you sit right up
front, like always.”


Marissa
escorted him out of the dressing room, her Louboutin’s clicked on the
travertine floor as they walked down the long corridor.  “I hope you’re ready for the paparazzi,
because I arranged for Celebrity Today to accidentally run into you
leaving the radio station.  We want
people to see your face.  We want the
entire band to be recognizable.”





Celebrity
Today was part of a major entertainment media network, known for getting the
latest breaking news on celebrity gossip. 
They were also known for their unscrupulous behavior, which made Angel
apprehensive about talking to them.


A
journalist, cameraman and photographer rushed toward the band as soon as they
exited the building.  The journalist shot
off a series of questions, quicker than Angel could answer them.  Luckily, Marissa stayed right next to him, to
thwart off any unwanted questions, because it was more like an interrogation
than an interview.


Tommy was
quiet, and Damien and Jimmy didn’t say much. 
Alyssa mostly stayed in the background, but you couldn’t shut Jessi
up.  She fed off the camera and the
attention.  Her smile and vivacious
personality quickly won over the paparazzi. 
They were eager to film Jessi and kept the camera on her as they continued
to ask her questions.


Marissa
was beaming, because every word out of Jessi’s mouth further promoted the
band.  “That’s the way to schmooze with
the paparazzi,” Marissa whispered in Angel’s ear.  “Befriend the devil, because in this
business, bad publicity will ruin you.”


 


Chapter Thirty-Nine


The band’s first round of shows was
going to be on the east coast where their music was fairly well-known.  It was a small tour, only about five weeks
long, and included two stops in New York
followed by New Jersey, Connecticut
and a few scattered dates in New England.  The venues in the tri-state area were already
sold out and the rest were selling fast. 
The label was impressed, and talks of a full fledged national headlining
tour were in the works.


Tonight was the last night of
practice, and it was one of the most grueling sessions they ever had in the
studio.  Everyone was exhausted. 
All Angel wanted to do was go home and lie down in bed, but Damien and Jimmy said
they needed to talk to him.


Angel had a bad feeling that they
were upset about the contract.  The label gave the four of them an equal
cut, and it was a generous amount.  As
lead singer, Angel was expected to do occasional promos and appearances on
behalf of the band, so they gave him a healthy stipend.  He didn’t want
any friction.  If Damien and Jimmy had a problem with the stipend, he would
gladly share it with them.


“I think I know what’s bothering
you.  I didn’t ask for the stipend.  They gave it to me.”


“No.” Jimmy said.  “We don’t
care bout the extra money.  You deserve it.”


“It’s your personal life,” Damien
pointed out.


“My personal life?  What does my personal life have to do with
the band?”


“You, Tommy, Jessi.  How is the public going to react to
that?  It’s a stretch, even by rock star
standards.”


Angel never thought about how the
media or the label would react to the publicity around their relationship.  As a celebrity, you gave up your right to
privacy.  Every aspect of their life would be subject to criticism and
judgment.  Angel really didn’t care what people thought, as long as the
music didn’t suffer because of it, but he worried about Tommy’s feelings. 
Tommy wasn’t used to cruel, slanderous ridicule especially broadcast to the
world by the sensationalistic media.


The label knew that Tommy and Jessi
were married, and Angel assumed they knew he was gay, but he didn’t think they
knew that the three of them were in a relationship.   He began to wonder if it would matter. 
He never thought it could jeopardize their success, but he wasn’t about to hide
it either.   Damien and Jimmy had a
point, though.  He furrowed his brow and
tried to find an answer, but he didn’t have one. He decided he wouldn’t say
anything.  If the issue came up, when
the issue came up, that’s when he would explain their relationship.


 


Chapter Forty


The first New
 York show was at the Best Buy Theater in the heart of Times Square. 
Jessi remembered when the venue first opened in 2005, under the Nokia
trademark.  She waited in line for hours
to see a band called Bad Religion.  Now
fans were lined up down the block to see Immortal Angel.  She wanted Angel to accompany her outside so
he could personally express his gratitude to them for their support, but he
said he had to warm up his voice before his performance.  She was unsuccessful at suppressing her
laughter.  He was turning into quite the
diva.


The fans cheered as soon as they
saw Jessi peering through the glass doors at the front entrance that opened up
onto 45th Street.  She stepped out onto the sidewalk, amazed at
the amount of people already on line. Every time they called her name, a surge
of adrenaline raced through her veins. 
This was the recognition she longed for.


She adored the fans and she wanted
to spend as much time with them as possible, but she knew she was needed
backstage, so she waited until the absolute last second before she thanked them
all for coming to the show and headed back inside.


The security guard at the door
stopped her and blocked her path.  “Where
do you think you’re going, miss?”


Jessi reached for her all access
pass, but it wasn’t in her back pocket. 
She must have left it inside.  “I
work for Falcon Records.  I’m with
Immortal Angel.”


The stone-faced security guard
nodded sarcastically.  “Sure you are.”


“I’m not kidding.  I just came out through this door a little
while ago.  Don’t you remember me?”


“No one came through this door
since I’ve been here.”


She looked closer at him.  He wasn’t the same security guard that was at
the door earlier.  She didn’t have her
pass.  She didn’t have her phone.  She had to get back inside.  “I’m Tommy Blade’s wife.  Can you please send someone back to get him?”


“Who?”


“Tommy Blade.  The guitar player.”


“Look, lady, I’ve been doing this
for 20 years.  Everyone is a close
personal friend of the band.  No pass, no
entry.”


“But, I’m really his wife.  I work for Falcon Records.  I’m the band’s personal assistant.  I need to get back inside.”


He ignored her.  He wasn’t even looking at her anymore.


She searched for anyone who might
have a pass and could let her inside, but the only other people outside,
besides fans, were a few other security guards. 
She began asking them if they remembered her and could let her inside,
but none of them did.  Some fans overheard
and tried to help her.


“That’s Jessi Blade,” a few of them
shouted out. “She’s married to Tommy Blade.”


“See?” Jessi told the security
guard.  “They know who I am.  I’m not lying.”


He shook his head.  “I can’t let you in without a pass.”


“Jessi?”


She didn’t recognize the man
walking toward her.


“It’s me, Brian.”


It was the singer from Tommy’s old
band, Psychobabble.  She didn’t recognize
him because his waist-length hair was now cut above his collar.  She hadn’t seen or heard from him since
shortly after Tommy left Psychobabble to join Immortal Angel.  She ran to Brian and hugged him.  “Look at your hair!  What made you cut it?”


“I just got tired of it.  How’s everything?”


“Wonderful.  How’s Diana?”


He shrugged.  “We split up a few months ago.  I haven’t seen her since then.”


“I’m sorry to hear that.  I liked her a lot.  Did you come to see Tommy?”


“Tommy? No.  I’m a bartender here.  I heard your name, and then saw your
hair.  How do these people know who you
are?  How do they know you’re Tommy’s
wife?”


“Haven’t you heard of Immortal
Angel?”


“Yeah.”  Confusion clouded his face.  “But only because they’re playing here
tonight.  I think I heard one of their
songs on the radio the other day. 
They’re a punk rock band, right? 
What does that have to do with Tommy?”


“Tommy’s the guitar player.  It’s the band Tommy joined when he left
Psychobabble.  Remember?”


“Really?”  His eyes widened with realization.  “Wait a minute.  You mean Tommy’s in a signed band?  And he’s playing here tonight?”


“Yes.  They got signed after they played America
Rocks.  I work for the label as the
band’s assistant now.”


Brian put his hand on his forehead
in disbelief.  He turned to look at the
line of people waiting to get into the venue. It grew since Jessi first came
outside, and now circled around the corner.


“I had no fuckin’ idea.  I’m really happy for Tommy.  I can’t wait to see the show.  I can’t wait to see Tommy again.  Let’s go inside.”


“I can’t.  I forgot my pass.  That’s why the fans were telling the security
guard who I am.  Can you send someone out
with my pass?”


“I can let you inside. C’mon.”


As soon as they got inside the
venue, Jessi found her pass.  It was on a
small table near the door with her phone. 
No messages. Good.  She would’ve
gotten into a lot of trouble for leaving her pass haphazardly lying around and
she needed to be on call at all times during an event.  It wouldn’t have been a good way to start off
her new job.


“Can you bring me backstage to see
Tommy?” Brian asked.


“Sure. He’s going to be happy and
surprised to see you.”


“Has fame changed him at all?”


It was a joke, but it still made
Jessi stop short.  “You mean you haven’t
heard anything about Tommy and Angel?”


“No.  Who’s Angel? 
The singer?”


Jessi chuckled.  Brian had no idea about Tommy’s coming
out.  He was in for a big shock.  She laughed again.  “Tommy looks pretty much the same, but . . .
you’ll see.”


Jessi escorted Brian backstage,
past the production crew and past the general bustle of activity that went on
behind the scenes.  By the way he was
staring at everything and everyone, she had the feeling it was Brian’s first
time backstage.


The dressing room was busy with
people, but she spotted Tommy talking to Damien and called him over.  “You’re never going to believe who’s here.”


“Brian?”  Tommy gave him a big bear hug.  “I’m so glad you came to the show.”


“Look at you, a genuine rock
star.  I’m working tonight.  I bartend here.  I had no idea you made it big.  Congratulations.  I’m really happy for you.”


Jessi flagged Angel from the across
the room.  Maybe it wasn’t her place, but
she was curious how Brian would react to the news of Tommy’s sexuality, and she
was curious about how Tommy would handle breaking the news to Brian.


Tommy put his arm around Angel
without inhibition.  “This is Angel
Garcia, my boyfriend.”


Angel shook Brian’s hand.  “It very nice to meet you.  Are you an old friend of Tommy’s?”


“Yeah. Wait. What?” Brian’s head snapped in Tommy’s direction.  “Your what?”


Tommy smiled at Angel, the love
showed brightly in his adoring gaze. 
“Angel’s my boyfriend.”


Brian shook his head slightly, like
he didn’t hear correctly.  “Did you just
say he was your boyfriend?”


“Uh huh.”


Jessi never thought she would see
the day when Tommy would casually tell someone like Brian, that he was
bisexual.


“Wait a minute,” Brian rubbed his
temple.  “I have to grasp my head around
this.  Tommy Blade’s a rock star, and
he’s gay?”


Tommy nodded. “Bisexual, but yeah.”


“Holy fuck.  When did this happen?”


Angel chuckled.  “I’d love to stick around and see the
expression on your face when Tommy explains it to you, but I gotta warm up.  It was very nice meeting you, Brian.  Enjoy the show.  I hope to see you afterwards.”


“I got to run too,” Tommy said,
with disappointment, “but you’re going to be around all night, right?  There’s a meet and greet after the show and
some kind of private party.”


“Yeah.  I’m bartending in the VIP area.”


Tommy gave Brian another bear hug.
“I can’t believe you’re here.”


As soon as Tommy was out of
earshot, Brain turned to Jessi for an explanation.  “What the fuck is that all that about?”


“He never wanted anyone to
know.  It took Angel to finally make him
come to terms with telling people.”


“Where do you fit in?   Were you a cover to hide he’s gay?”


“Tommy’s bisexual.  He’s not gay. 
We have a very sexual relationship.”


“And he has a boyfriend?”


“Yeah.  Angel.”


“Is he bi too?”


“I wish.”  She laughed. 
“No, Angel’s definitely gay. 
We’re really close.  I call him my
gay husband, but he’s only interested in Tommy.”   But she was still determined to change that.


“And you’re OK with Tommy having a
boyfriend?”


“I love Angel.  He’s sweet and funny.  He’s a great cook, a chef, actually, and he
has a voice that can blow the roof off this place.  He’s a great guy.  And he makes Tommy really happy.  He makes me happy too.”


“You share Tommy.  How is that fair to you?”


Brian didn’t understand.  It was the typical reaction, so she shouldn’t
have been upset by his judgmental question, but she was.  “I know it sounds absurd, but our
relationship works.  We share everything,
including a bed.  You’ll see.  After the show.”





The meet and greet was quick.  Tommy expected to be able to spend more time
with the fans, but the production assistants handling the event hustled them
along like cattle.  It wasn’t fair.  He needed to talk to someone about having
more personal meet and greets.  He was
looking forward to the after party, though. 
He wanted to show off his boyfriend to Brian.  He pondered the thought in his head, and it
made him smile.  Gone were the days when
the risk of exposure immobilized him.


Initially, there was a flurry of
commotion as soon as they were escorted to the after party, but it died down
after a few minutes.  There were a lot of
people in the roped off VIP area.  Audra
and Kira were there, but the rest of the fans who purchased the upgrade were
relegated to the main floor of the theater.


“Did you enjoy the show?” Angel
asked Brian as he set up a round of drinks.


“It was fuckin’ awesome.  Better than anything I’ve seen in a long
time.  Tommy, I never knew you could play
like that.  You were aces.”


Tommy was glowing. He didn’t know
why he was looking for Brian’s approval, but he was, and he somehow felt
vindicated.  He was glad that any
lingering animosity about his abrupt departure from Psychobabble wasn’t an
issue with Brian.  They never had an
actually fight or end to their friendship. 
It just seemed to dissipate.  “Are
you still in a band?  Still singing?”


“Yep.  Still with Psychobabble.”


“You’re a singer too?” Angel asked.


“Yeah, but I’m more of a screamer
than a singer.  Real hardcore stuff.”


“That’s right. I forgot my boy,
here, was a metal head.”  Angel put his
arm around Tommy and gave him a small, affectionate kiss.


Tommy waited for Brian’s reaction,
but Brian played it cool even though Tommy knew that he was disturbed by their
man on man kiss.  He didn’t think Brian
was homophobic, just shocked at Tommy’s bisexuality.  It was ironic because back when they were in
Psychobabble together, he would have died before he let Brian see him kiss
another man.  Now he openly boasted his
relationship with Angel, and he enjoyed the shocked look on Brian’s face when
he first learned about it.


Tommy kept his eye out for
Jessi.  He always did in a crowded
room.  He worried about her.  It was habit born from his need to protect
her. He didn’t know what she needed protection from, but he always wanted to
know that she was within his field of vision and make sure she was OK.  She was with Alyssa at the other end of the
bar.  She turned to him, and threw a kiss
from her fingertips in his direction.  He
continued to watch her, just because he loved to look at her when she was
unaware of his gaze, but she caught him.


She came over to him, and put her
arms around his neck.  “Why were you
watching me?”


“Because I love you.”


“Aww.”  She started kissing him, shoving her tongue
deep into his mouth and pressing her breasts and pelvis against his body.  She had a little too much to drink and, even
though his hard-on was fighting him about it, he took her hands from around his
neck and pulled her off him.


A few minutes later Jessi had another
shot of tequila in her hand.


“Take it easy.  You’re drinking too much.”


She rolled her eyes at him.


“I’m serious.”


“Stop worrying about me, baby.  I’m fine. 
I’m just having a good time.”


He didn’t know what else to
do.  He didn’t want to make a scene and
sound like a controlling husband, but he didn’t want her to get sick.


Angel patted his leg.  “I’ll take care of it.”  He walked up behind Jessi, and put his arms
around her waist.  “What do you got
there, sweetheart?”


She leaned into him “A shot of tequila.
Do you want one?”


“No. I want you to put it down.”


“Did Tommy send you over here?”


“Just give me the shot.   No more, sweetie.”


She shook her head.  It became a game of cat and mouse. Jessi
dangled the shot glass in front of Angel, and she pulled it away just when he
was about to grab it.


“You leave me no choice but to play
dirty.”  He grabbed her by the hips and
pulled her close to him.  He rubbed his
body against hers, and gave her a deep, penetrating kiss.  You could see Jessi melt into him.  While Angel was still kissing her, he took
the shot glass out of her hand and ran away with it.


Jessi threw her head back and
laughed.  She stomped her foot and shook
her fist in the air.  “You’re nothing but
a fuckin’ tease, Angel Garcia!”


Angel won the game and put prize on
the bar in front of Brian.  “She’s cut
off. No more shots for her.”


Tommy sighed with relief.  “Thank you.” 
He only meant to give Angel a closed mouth kiss, but watching Angel kiss
Jessi excited him, and he ended up giving Angel a long, wet kiss.  The fans were getting quite the show tonight.


Brian was staring at them.  “Holy fuckin’ shit.”  He closed his eyes and pinched the bridge of
his nose.  “I can’t believe what I’m
seeing here tonight.  Not only are you a
rock star, but you’re gay.  You let this
guy stick his tongue down your wife’s throat, and then you thanked him.  What the fuck else is going to happen
tonight?  Man, you really changed from
the last time I saw you.”


Tommy knew Brian would be
shocked.  But he really didn’t change.  He was still the same person, only now he was
no longer a slave to his inhibitions, bound by the fears of rejection.  He was finally free.





The show left Jessi too excited to
sleep.  She wanted to take in the glory
of tonight’s success.  Tommy and Angel were
exhausted and already dropped off, so she was left staring at the ceiling,
unable to think about anything except the energy of the crowd.


She still heard the cheers and the
applause of the audience in her head. She didn’t want the night to end and wished
Tommy and Angel were awake, but they needed sleep.   They were all heading out on the tour bus in
three days for the next show.


She didn’t realize she fell asleep
until she suddenly woke, shaking and scared. 
She didn’t remember the nightmare that made her heart pulsate between
her ears, but it left her frightened and anxious.  She reached for Tommy to comfort her
trembling body, but her hand fell on his empty pillow.  She stretched her arm further and accidentally
touched Angel’s cheek.


His eyes fluttered open.


“Where’s Tommy?”


Angel was groggy and his voice was
mumbled. “Downstairs . . . working on a riff or something.”


She tugged on his shirt.  “I had a bad dream.”


He never opened his eyes, but he
extended his arm in her direction and invited her into his embrace.  She snuggled up to his shoulder and his
strong arm pulled her into his chest. 
His arms were longer than Tommy’s and it enveloped her in a protective
semi-circle.  Her fear quickly abated
under Angel’s comforting touch.  She
heard his breathing deepen as slumber fell upon him, but his arm still hugged
her tightly.  She watched Angel’s broad
chest rise and fall in the shadows that filtered in from the full moon.  She slid her hand across his torso and
lightly caressed his chest fingering one of his dark pink nipples.  She watched his face for a reaction, but
sleep obviously had Angel under its realm.


She ran her hand around his neck
and pressed her body against his.  The
soft mound between her legs thumped at the closeness of their bodies.  She reached up and kissed Angel’s sleeping
lips. He surprised her by returning her kiss. 
She opened her mouth slightly and his tongue found its way inside.  She held his cheek in place so he didn’t turn
away, while reveling in his arms.  It was
just the two of them, sharing a kiss. 
She imagined they were lovers and their kiss was a prelude to their love
making.  Her hand moved to Angel’s chest
and she fondled one of his nipples again. 
He smiled under their kiss.


Her mind was reeling.  She wanted him.  Maybe this was the incentive Angel needed to
sleep with her.  He continued to kiss her
and she dared to move her hand lower, but hesitated.  Tommy was missing and his absence left her
with a huge wad of guilt.  She didn’t
want to sleep with Angel behind Tommy’s back. 
It was wrong without Tommy, but she had no control over the hand that
slid down Angel’s taught abs.  She cupped
the bulge in his shorts and its softness disappointed her.  He broke away from her kiss.


“Do you want to get Tommy, or
should I?”


“I’ll get him.”  As she padded her way down the stairs, she
reminded herself that she needed to stop thinking about Angel in a sexual context.  Their love life was complicated enough.


 


Chapter Forty-One


The tour bus was small and cramped
and stuffy.  It was understated and
lackluster, but it was still a thrill to be touring.  They already played shows in New Jersey, Maryland and
Pennsylvania.  Each show was a new experience and offered
the opportunity to meet new fans.


Marissa rarely stepped foot on the
tour bus.  The label sent her from venue
to venue in a private limo and she stayed at modest hotels.  So, her arrival on the bus triggered
everyone’s attention.  They immediately
quieted down and exchanged worried glances as soon as they saw her graceful
figure making its way down the corridor of the tour bus.


“Good morning, everyone.  I have a message from Mr. Ableman.  He’s here, at our Connecticut office and he called an
emergency meeting.  We need to get there
right away.”


“All of us?” Jimmy asked, knowing
that Mr. Ableman had limited contact with anyone other than Angel.


“No.  He wants to see Angel, Tommy and Jessi.”





Mr. Ableman opened his briefcase,
took out a folded newspaper and tossed it on the far end of the desk.  “Do you care to explain this, Mr. Garcia?”


Angel studied it with concern.
There was a photo of him, Tommy and Jessi leaving last night’s venue with their
arms around each other.  Tommy and
Angel’s faces were close together, but not touching.  The camera’s lens probably snapped closed a
few seconds too late and missed the kiss they shared.  Jessi was smiling at them.  The caption read, Angel Garcia and
Guitarist Heat up On Stage and SIZZLE Off Stage!  A sinking feeling hit him in the gut.  He should have addressed the issue of his
relationship with Tommy and Jessi when Damien first mentioned it.  He shouldn’t have procrastinated.  His lip started to twitch and the blood
surged in his chest.  He pretended to
read the article, but he was only stalling while he tried to figure out how to
answer.  The seconds ticked by, echoed by
the silence in the room.  Everyone’s eyes
were on him. Tommy leaned in and tried to look at the article, but Angel was
frozen, unable to offer Tommy a view of the paper.  Out of the corner of his eye, he saw Jessi’s
face peek out behind Tommy’s head.  She
knew he was panicking and she snatched the paper out of his hand. She shared it
with Tommy so they could read it together. 
Her mouth tightened, and then she gingerly placed the paper back on the
desk in front of Mr. Ableman.


Mr. Ableman’s eyebrows were arched
high, causing deep lines to form on his forehead.  His mouth stretched into a discerning frown
as he waited for a response.


Jessi was matter-of-fact in her
answer.  “It’s poorly written and there’s
a typo.”


“I wasn’t looking for a critique,
Mrs. Blade.” Mr. Ableman shot a commanding look at Angel.  “Explain.”


Angel’s lips were glued shut.  Was he supposed to explain that the three of
them were lovers?  Should he make up
something tangible, like they were caught in a love triangle? Or should he deny
their relationship altogether?  The
latter was probably what Mr. Ableman wanted to hear, and the best answer, but
Angel couldn’t lie.  Yet the truth was
stuck in his throat.  He started to
breathe rapidly, followed by a bout of perspiration.  Tommy’s soothing arm across his back, and
hand rubbing his shoulder, layered a blanket of calmness on his simmering
anxiety.  He returned and affectionate
and thankful smile.


Mr. Ableman snorted.  “Is that supposed to be my answer?  Mrs. Blade, since you’re the only one who
seems to have a voice today, why don’t you spell it out for me?”


Jessi never flinched or averted her
eye.  “The three of us are a couple. It’s
not a secret.  Everyone in Brooklyn is aware of our relationship.  It’s not a problem.”


Mr. Ableman sat up in his
chair.  His formidable presence seemed to
grow two inches taller.  “This isn’t Brooklyn, and it most certainly is a problem.  Your behavior, Mr. Garcia and Mr. Blade,
reflects on my company.  My father
started this business.  I am the sole
majority shareholder.  What you do in
your private life, behind closed doors, is your affair, but I expect you to
maintain a level of decorum in public.”


The three of them exchanged uneasy
glances.  Jessi sat defiantly in her
chair, but remained silent.  She was
waiting for Angel to respond, but he couldn’t. 
All he saw was the record deal, along with his lifelong dreams, crashing
to the floor.


Tommy was the one who spoke
up.  “We weren’t doing anything to
embarrass the label.  We were walking
with our arms around each other.”  Tommy
snarled his lip.  “The same way you
probably walk down the street with the people you love.”


Mr. Ableman’s blood pressure turned
his cheeks bright red.  His knotted silk
tie bulged at his throat.  “Don’t get snarky
with me, Mr. Blade.  I can’t have you
parading a threesome in front of the paparazzi. 
This is how we’re going to handle it. 
You’re going to make a statement rebuffing the gibberish in this
story.  You’re going to portray your
relationship, Mr. Blade and Mr. Garcia, as one of close friendship and we’re
going to play up the loving marriage between Mr. and Mrs. Blade.  Mr. Garcia, the label doesn’t have a problem
with you being openly gay.  We welcome
the diversity it’ll bring, but I’m sure you can understand that a ménage à
trois is out of the question. We want you to find a love interest to spur the
tabloids away from your relationship with Mr. Blade.”


Tommy leaned foreword and gripped
the arms of his chair.  He looked like he
was ready to lunge.  That was the
indignation that made Angel find his voice. 
“I would never disrespect Tommy like that.”


“I’m afraid you don’t have much
choice in the matter.”


Marissa uncrossed her long
legs.  “Listen to me, Angel. Mr.
Ableman’s arrangement is in your best interest.”


“How can you say that?  You know there’s nothing tawdry about our
relationship.”


“I’m sorry. This is the best I
could come up with.  The only—”


“This was your idea?”


“Of course it was my idea.  I’m your publicist.  I need to make sure you’re portrayed in the
best possible light by the media.”


He felt betrayed, even though he
knew her loyalties lay with Mr. Ableman. 
“There’s nothing wrong in the way we live our lives.  I didn’t know I had to defend who I choose to
love.”


She reverted to speaking in Spanish,
so Mr. Ableman wasn’t privy to their conversation.  “You have to play ball.  You’re not in a position to argue with
him.  He threatened to drop you from the
label.  You have a morality clause.  He can break the contract if you do anything
to disgrace the label.”


“Disgrace?”  Angel replied, also in Spanish. “Loving
someone is not a disgrace.”


He sat back in his chair and looked
away.  “I won’t do it,” he said, in
English, so everyone, especially Mr. Ableman, understood.


“I told you, you don’t have a choice!”
Marissa said in Spanish.  “He was going
to pull your contract!  Do you know how
hard I fought for you?  This is it!  You have to abide by his terms!”  Her words were a flurry of Latin drama and
rolling R’s, accentuated by hands flying in the air.


Angel saw his dreams shattered on
the floor again.  Defeat deflated him and
he turned to Tommy and Jessi.  They were
sitting on the edge of their chairs, frantic and confused expressions plastered
across their faces, wondering about the heated conversation that just took
place in a language they didn’t understand.  
Angel sank back into his chair and wiped the pride off his face with the
swipe of his hand.  “We’ll keep our
relationship quiet, for now, but I’m not making a statement denying it and I’m
not taking a phony lover.”


Tommy tried to say something, but
Angel hushed him.


Mr. Ableman sat with his index
fingers pressed against his stern, uncompromising lips, while he decided their
fate.  After a significant pause, he
passed verdict.  “I don’t usually concede
Mr. Garcia, but I’m willing to meet you halfway because of your talent and the
collective talent of your band.”


“No!”  Tommy slammed his hand down on the arm of the
chair. “I’m not hiding our relationship. 
I don’t care what people think.  I
spent my whole life hiding.  I’m not
doing it anymore.”


“Tommy, please, we’re backed into a
corner here.”










“Angel!”


“I’ll explain it better when we get
back to the bus.”


Tommy quieted down, but the anger
still showed in the scowl on his face and in his icy blue eyes.


Mr. Ableman was assessing them from
across his desk, like a king from his throne. 
His gaze rested on Jessi.  “Mrs.
Blade . . .  Jessi . . . you’re a lovely
young lady.  You remind me of my
daughter, Audra.  You have the same spunk
and fortitude.  You can have anything you
want in life.  Why would you settle for
this sick three—”


“Sick?”  Tommy sprung from his chair and leaned over
Mr. Ableman’s desk.  “How dare you call
our relationship sick?  And don’t ever
talk down to my wife or try to bully my husband again.  We’re not going along with anything!”


Tommy took Angel and Jessi by the
hand and dragged them toward the door.


Mr. Ableman puffed out his crimson
cheeks and rose to his feet.  His pointed
finger felt like a loaded shotgun. 
“Garcia, you have 48 hours to get back here and sign a confidentiality
agreement! And, Blade, check your Goddamn attitude! Talk to me in that tone
again and I’ll have your ass as well as your contract!”





“I want to take a vote,” Angel
said.  “This involves all of us.  What do you think we should do?”


Damien was the first to
answer.  “You keep your mouth shut.  Don’t fuck this up.  This is our shot.  We may not get another one.  Don’t fuckin’ blow it for all of us.”


Jimmy shrugged. “It’s a tough
one.  I know you and Damien were the ones
who started this band, but it’s your call. It’s your personal life that’s on
the line.  I trust you. I’ll back you up
on whatever you decide.”


“You know how I feel.” Tommy
crossed his arms across his chest.  “I’m
not going back in the closet.  It took
everything I had to come out.  You know
how hard it was for me, A.  I can’t go
back to hiding my feelings anymore. I love you and I’m not about to pretend
we’re just friends.  Didn’t we do that
long enough?  Do you really want to do
that again?”


The deciding vote was Angel’s. He
knew Tommy was right, but he didn’t want to lose the contract.  He looked to the person he always looked to
for guidance.  “Jessi, what’s your take?”


“She doesn’t get a say.”  Damien was annoyed.  “She’s not part of the band.”


“Alright, her vote doesn’t count,
but I need to discuss it with her.  I
need to get her insight.”  He turned back
to Jessi for an answer.


She raised her brow.  “Do you really have to ask?  It’s a no-brainer.  I stand behind Tommy.  I always do.”


She was right.  He knew all along he couldn’t go through with
pretending their relationship was strictly casual.  He was just looking for a life line to save
the contract. “That’s it then.  I’m not
signing the confidentiality agreement. 
Are you going to be OK with that, Damien?”


“Fuck no!”


“I’m sorry.  I want this record deal just as much as you,
but, I can’t do it.  I can’t pretend I’m
someone I’m not.  There’ll be other record
deals.  Maybe Galaxy or Freehold are
still interested.”


Damien glared at him. If he didn’t
know Damien so well, he probably would have been scared shitless.  Eventually, Damien’s demeanor softened and
the fire behind his eyes diminished.  “I
guess I can understand, but I’m pissed as fuckin’ hell.  Not at you. 
At that bastard, Ableman.  The whole
situation’s fucked up.”


“Angel’s got a point,” Jimmy tapped
his drumstick on his leg, just like he always did when he was stressed or had
something on his mind.  “We’re well known
now.  Pretty much nationwide.  We’ve got to be worth more to one of the
other labels than when they first wanted to make an offer.  There’ll be other deals.”


“That’s really wishful thinking,”
Damien said.  “But, just in case, let’s
make tonight’s show a good one, since there’s a good chance it’s gonna be our
last.”


“We have two days,” Angel
said.  “Maybe Marissa can convince Mr.
Ableman to have a change of heart.”





Marissa was back on the bus shortly
after the show ended.  “Time to face the
music.  Mr. Ableman’s waiting for you.”


“But we still have another
day.”  Fear crept into Angel’s gut at the
change in the deadline.


Marissa displayed a small smile.
“Trust me.”


Three long faces sat across from
Mr. Ableman, while Marissa remained standoffish seated partway between Mr.
Ableman’s cherrywood desk and the chairs that faced it.


“So what’s the verdict, Mr. Garcia?
Do we still have a contract?”


He looked to Marissa on how to
answer, but she was indifferent and wore a mask of ambiguity.  He took a deep breath and squeezed Tommy’s
hand.  “I’m not going to pretend I don’t love
this man.  I’m not going to camouflage
our relationship because you’re afraid—”


“I’ve heard enough.” Mr. Ableman
brought his hands down on the edge of his desk. 
“I value your integrity, Mr. Garcia. 
Not many people stand up to me and not many people hold on to their
pride the way you do. Not in this business, anyway.  Unless you change your mind in the next 30
seconds, I have no choice but to instruct my lawyers to terminate your
contract.”


“Daddy, no!  You can’t do that.”


It was Audra.  She was standing in the open doorway with
Kira, and Mr. Ableman looked like he was about to burst a blood vessel.


“What the hell are you girls doing
here?  I’m in a very important business
meeting.  I told you, when my door’s
closed, you don’t interrupt me unless the building’s on fire!”


Kira looked intimidated and shrank
back, but Audra stepped boldly into the office. 
“Hear us out.  It’s not as bad as
you think.”


Kira followed her sister’s
lead.  “I’m sorry Daddy, but you can’t
fire Angel.”


Mr. Ableman eyed his daughters
sternly, but he wasn’t sending them away.


“I know that people might not
understand about Angel and Tommy and Jessi, but we know them.  There’s nothing perverse about their
relationship,” Audra told her father.


“They really love each other,” Kira
added.  “Even though it’s unconventional,
it’s endearing.  Anyone can see the love
the three of them share.”


Mr. Ableman shook his head
fiercely.  “It’s too scandalous.”


“That’s the whole point.”  Audra grew animated.  “It’s romantic.  It’ll create controversy.  It’ll get people talking.  It’ll stir up curiosity about their personal
lives.”


Marissa leapt to her feet and
raised a pointed finger to the ceiling. 
“It’s a goldmine!  It’s
scandalous!  It’s rock and roll!  It’ll create a frenzy with the
paparazzi!  It’ll put their names on the
tip of everyone’s tongue!”


Mr. Ableman narrowed his eyes into
thin slits and a hue of anger burned his cheeks.   “What the hell are you three up to?”


“Nothing, Daddy.  Trust us.” 
Audra was undisturbed by her father’s impending wrath.  “This could work.  It’s radical.”  She spread her arm out toward Angel and
Tommy. “They’re radical rock stars!”


“I can’t take the chance that the
tabloids will have a feeding frenzy, sweetheart.”


You could hear Mr. Ableman
beginning to fold, and for the first time in the last 24 hours, Angel had a
glimmer of hope about their future at Falcon Records.


Audra took a step closer to her
father.  “Look at the numbers,
Daddy.  You see how sales are
skyrocketing, and this is just the beginning. 
How many other bands have made you this much money in this short of a
time span?  You know Immortal Angel has
the potential be a worldwide phenomenon. 
Is that an opportunity you want to throw away?  What’s a greater risk worth taking – backlash
by the media, or making millions of dollars?”


Mr. Ableman jerked his head toward
Audra, surprised at her maturity and industry knowledge.  Angel was just a surprised.  Six months ago Audra was a sassy, starry-eyed
fan.  Now she sounded like a marketing
executive negotiating a million dollar deal.


“Audra Marie Ableman, when did my
little girl become a hard-nosed business woman?”


“I told you I wanted to work for
you since I was ten years old.” She glanced at her sister.  “We both did. 
We went to college and graduated in the top of our class.  This business is our birthright.  We take it seriously.  We wouldn’t do anything to jeopardize it.”


“We recognized that Immortal Angel
was a huge undiscovered talent.”  Kira
stepped forward, more confident.  “Maybe
some people are going to be offended by their lifestyle, but they’re not the
people who are going to be buying their records.”


They both made an impressive
argument and it was clear that Mr. Ableman was beaming with pride at his
daughters’ business knowledge and negotiating skills.


“I may regret this, but I’m going
to give Mr. Garcia and Mr. Blade another chance, only because I’m so impressed
with the way you girls handled yourselves just now.  You made me believe that the talent behind
Immortal Angel isn’t something our business should cast aside so
easily.”


“It looks like it’s your lucky day,
Mr. Garcia.  You’ve been reprieved.  But if anything goes amiss and my company
suffers from defamatory publicity or loses one dime because of your antics, you
will be immediately dismissed from your contract.”


Mr. Ableman clenched his jaw and
his gaze instantly turned to steel as it torpedoed into Marissa.  “If you ever use my girls against me
again, Miss Torres, you will find yourself unemployed and blacklisted in this
business.  Do I make myself perfectly
clear?”


She swallowed loudly.  “Yes, sir.”


 


Chapter Forty-Two


Marissa arranged for several small
run ins with the paparazzi.  Jessi should
have been an actress. Her personality shined in front of the cameras and the
camera loved her.  She came off loyal and
devoted to Tommy and supportive of the band. 
She was likable, and she looked gorgeous.


The affection Angel and Tommy
shared became obvious to the paparazzi and it wasn’t long before speculation
about the relationship between Angel Garcia and his married guitar player ran
rampant around the media circuit.  The
headlines were unsettling for Angel. 
Some were derogatory and appalling. 
He hated that his intimate personal life was being exploited, but he was
more upset that he couldn’t protect Tommy from the closed-minded, homophobic
slander of some of the gossip rags.


Fortunately, the bottom-feeders
were limited to a select few.  Most
headlines and articles aroused curiosity and created a buzz around their
private life, without attacking their character.   Marissa’s plan could still easily backfire,
though.  The media could turn ugly and
they could lose their contract, but there was little Angel could do.


According to Marissa, everything
was progressing as planned, and they were ready to take the next step.  She set up another run in with the paparazzi
so the camera caught the three of them leaving a night club together, cuddling
and holding hands.  The journalist even
caught a small closed mouth kiss between Angel and Tommy on film.


The snippet went viral in 24 hours.





Offers
poured in for an interview with Angel, Tommy and Jessi at ridiculous
prices.  The label held out for the right
one.  It was with a well-known outspoken
host on a cable talk show.  Angel thought
it was perfect.  Cable television offered less censorship.  It would give them the opportunity to speak
freely and appeal to a more liberal audience.


Tommy
looked like he was about to have a panic attack as they waited in the green
room on the morning of the interview. He walked circles around the coffee table
and tugged on the belt loop of his jeans.


Angel
wished there was more he could do than offer Tommy a hug.  “Don’t look so nervous.”


“I’ll be
fine once we get out there.  It’s the
anticipation that’s getting to me, that’s all. 
To tell you the truth, I’m more worried about Jessi.  She’s a woman.  It’s her reputation that they’ll attack.  We’re guys. 
It’s a given that we screw around. 
There’s still a double standard. 
I don’t want her portrayed like some kind of slut.”


Shit.  Angel never thought about that before.  It may have swayed his decision.  Now it was too late.  He hoped they weren’t making a mistake by
talking publicly in an open forum broadcast to the public.  He would never forgive himself if Tommy or
Jessi suffered humiliation because of the decision to do the interview.


The three
of them went on stage, hand in hand, and received a hearty round of
applause.  They sat on the small love
seat in standard formation, Tommy in the middle with Angel and Jessi on either
side. Angel peeked over at Jessi.  She
looked secure and confident.  He knew she
was able to defend herself, if needed. 
She was articulate and assertive. 
Few would outwit her in a verbal assault.  But the brash talk show host was a master at
manipulation.


The first
question the host asked was about their sex life and he directed it at
Tommy.  There was no small talk or easing
into the delicate areas of their relationship. 
He went straight for the jugular. 
“Can you handle the both of them, sexually?  Can you keep up pleasing two people in bed on
a regular basis?


“I don’t
think that’s an appropriate question,” Tommy answered flatly.


“Mrs.
Blade, what’s your opinion?  Can you
husband keep up in the bedroom?”  Jessi
answered the question without shame.  She
probably would have drawn the audience a diagram, if Angel didn’t stop her.


“I’m
sorry,” Angel said, “but the specifics of our sex life is our personal
business.  It isn’t up for discussion.”


The host
kept prying for intimate details.  “Come
on. This is why you’re here.  We want to
know the dynamics.  How do you determine
what nights the two of you get to sleep with Tommy?  Do you take turns?  Flip a coin? 
Do you have a schedule?  What
happens if you both want to sleep with him on the same night?”


“We don’t
take turns.  The three of us share the
same bed,” Angel finally explained. 
“Together.  At the same time.  You might see me kiss Jessi once in a while.  I love her to death, but it’s purely
affection.  It’s not sexual.  I’m gay, Tommy’s bisexual and Jessi’s
straight.”  They were a virtual array of
diversity, on display for the world to scrutinize.


Tommy
explained that he loved both Angel and Jessi, equally, but for totally
different reasons, and that he couldn’t live without either one of them.  But it was Jessi that did most of the
talking.  She stole the show.  She
spoke from the heart about how much she loved Tommy.


“I love
Tommy more than anything.  More than I
love myself.  I would do anything for
him,” she said.  “I love him enough to
share him, so he could be happy.  I love
him for who he is, without judgment.  I
wanted him to be true to himself and encouraged him to explore his
bisexuality.  I loved him enough to risk
losing him, so he could find happiness. 
And it was worth it,” she displayed a blissful smile, “because he found
Angel.”


She won
the sympathy of the audience, and they let out a loud, collective “Aww.”


“I love
Angel.”  Jessi’s eyes glistened, and you
could hear the vulnerability in her voice when she spoke.  “He’s wonderful.  I love him almost as much as I love Tommy,
and I never thought that was possible.  I
never thought it was possible to be in love with two people at the same time,
but it is.  There’s no jealousy.  There’s only love and respect.”  She sat back with poise and self-assurance.
“I believe destiny brought us together. 
We need each other.  Together,
we’re whole.  Apart, we’re fragmented.”


Again,
the audience sighed and applauded loudly.


The talk
show host jumped on an opportunity to create turmoil and questioned Tommy.  “Your wife is in love with your lover.  She loves another man.  How do you feel about that?  Doesn’t that make you angry?  Aren’t you jealous or resentful?”


“Angel’s not another man.  He’s the man I love. I had a hard time
with it at first, but I’m at peace with it now.   Love is what keeps our relationship
strong.  I can’t imagine anything more
beautiful than the two people I love most in the world, loving each other.”


Another sigh from the audience
signaled their unyielding support.


The
no-holds-barred talk show host scoured for controversy and rivalry.  “So, what if Tommy and Angel broke up?” he asked
Jessi.  “How would you feel?  Wouldn’t you be just a little bit happy that
Angel was out of the picture and now you could have Tommy all to yourself?”


“No.”  Jessi shrunk back in her seat. She put her
hand to her chest and her face was covered in grief.  “I would be devastated if Tommy and Angel
broke up.  I would be heartbroken.  I love Angel.  I can’t imagine my life without him, any more
than I can imagine my life without Tommy. 
Angel is just as much part of my life as Tommy is.  I love him with all my heart.  He’s like my other husband.  Tommy and Angel are everything to me.”


Angel was
genuinely touched by the heartfelt sincerity in Jessi’s declaration.  He knew she was in love with him, but he
didn’t realize that the depth of her love compared to the love she had for
Tommy.  He only wished he could love her
back, in the same way she loved him. 
Giant tears pooled on the edge of his lower lids.  As he wiped his eyes, Tommy comforted him
with an arm around his shoulder and those miraculous fingers rubbing the back
of his neck.


Jessi
leaned over Tommy and put her hand on Angel’s knee.  “You had to know how much I love you, Angel.”


“I
know.”  His voice was jittery with
emotion.  “I love you, too, but hearing
you say it out loud just now . . . comparing it to how much you love Tommy . .
.”  he was too choked up to finish his sentence.  He smiled through teary eyes and patted his
heart.  He pulled her in for a hug and
the three of them shared a long embrace.


The
camera went to a commercial and Marissa ran out onto the stage. “That was
brilliant!  It was beautiful! 
Touching!  Moving!  It even brought a tear to my eye!  It was genius!”


The three
of them looked at her with surprise and mouths agape.


“It
wasn’t genius,” Angel said. “It was real.”





After the television interview, the
band’s popularity skyrocketed.  The fans
embraced their relationship and enjoyed the play between Angel and Tommy on
stage.   And Jessi became some sort of heroine
to the fans.  They screamed for her, and
she was enamored by the attention.


Closed-minded bigotry still
persisted and hawked one of their concerts with a picket line.  Fans, ready to fight and defend their rock
idols, nearly caused a riot and scared away the protesters.  It made the headlines and the local
news.  Videos surfaced on social media
sites.  Luckily, support from the general
public was strong, and the controversy intensified and broadened their fan base
even more.


 


Chapter Forty-Three


Shortly after the band’s initial
tour ended, their first single hit number one, and the money started pouring
in.  The first thing Tommy and Jessi did,
were buy flashy new cars, but Angel was happy with his Lexus.  It wasn’t the latest model, but it sufficed.  He had larger plans in store for his
money.  He wanted the big house, with the
full recording studio that he dreamed about since he was a teenager.


He pulled a flyer from the open
house out of his pocket, and unfolded it. 
It didn’t take long for the realtor to find what he was looking
for.  The modern five bedroom house was
perfect.  It had an attached three car
garage, with a long driveway and large entry gate for privacy – in case they
ever got famous enough to need it.  The
house had a full finished basement that he planned on converting into his
studio, but the state of the art kitchen was what really sold him.  It had Wolf appliances, marble countertops
and a substantial sized breakfast bar. 
The over-sized Sub Zero refrigerator could hold enough food to last a
year.


The location was incredible.  It was in a town called Long
 Beach, on Long Island, and the
property was on the water.  Small bars
and clubs inhabited the area, offering a variety of local music.  There was as much, or as little, night life
as you wanted to enjoy.


Angel loved Tommy and Jessi’s
house, but it was small, and the kitchen didn’t afford him the space he needed
to properly prepare a grand meal for their families when he invited everyone
for a holiday dinner.  The new house was
enormous and offered them plenty of room to entertain, especially since the
band would be over frequently to utilize the new recording studio.  It didn’t matter that the label paid for
studio time, now.  It was a luxury, not a
necessity.


Tommy and Jessi had no idea he was
house hunting.  It would be a
surprise.  He found them at the kitchen
table and put the flyer down in front of them. 
“What do you think of this house?”


Jessi picked it up right away and
studied it for a long time.  Her eyes
were glued to the photo of the grand entrance foyer that accentuated the
cathedral ceiling and crystal chandelier. 
“It’s gorgeous.”  She smiled up at
him.  “Why do you have this?”


“Because, I want to buy it for us.”


Tommy grabbed the flyer out of
Jessi’s hand and immediately shook his head. 
“No.  It’s too much money.  It’s too expensive.”


That was the precise reaction Angel
expected.  Tommy was the responsible one
when it came to finances.  “Stop worrying
about money.  I can afford it.  I have some savings put aside.”


“I don’t care how much extra money
the label throws at you.”  Tommy tossed
the flyer on the table.  “That’s a big
note for the three of us to carry. I don’t want to get backed into a
corner.  I’m sorry, A.  It’s a generous offer, but it isn’t a good
idea.”


“Well, I was thinking  . . . we got that big check for the interview
we did about our relationship.  If we use
that, plus the money I have saved, it would be a nice down payment.  The mortgage would still be high, but I think
we could afford it.”


Jessi, who had been silently
watching the banter between Angel and Tommy, stood up from her chair.  “We could sell this house, combine all the
money and have an affordable mortgage!”


“I wasn’t suggesting you sell this
house, Jessi.  That wasn’t my intention
at all.”


“Why not?  It’s a great idea.”


“Because this is your house.  Your’s and Tommy’s.  You built a life here.  Selling this house is a decision that’s
between you two.  I don’t want to have
anything to do with it.”


Jessi jumped in Tommy’s lap.  She put her arms around his neck and folded
her legs over the arm of the chair. 
“Please, Tommy.   You can have
that studio you and Angel always talked about. 
What do you say, baby?”


The corners of Tommy’s mouth curled
up.  “OK. 
It’ll be nice not to have to fight you and Angel for the bathroom all
the time.”


Angel knew that Tommy would cave as
soon as Jessi was on board.  He never
could say no to her, and Angel wouldn’t buy the house without Tommy’s
consent.  It needed to be a unanimous
decision.  He didn’t want to force them
from their home.


Jessi picked up the flyer
again.  “I can’t imagine living in a
house this big.  Can we go see it? We
need to put a bid in before someone else snatches it out from under us.”


“I already did.  We just need to sign the paperwork.”


 


Chapter Forty-Four


It took less than two months to
sell Tommy and Jessi’s house and move into the new one.  Jessi fell in love with it right away and
Tommy was in awe of the studio they had built in the basement.  And they finally got a custom made bed, large
enough to fit the three of them comfortably. 
It was the width of three twin size beds, but they still gravitated
toward the center and smothered poor Tommy. 
Angel got very sentimental about leaving the old house.  It held a lot of memories for him.  Some of the happiest moments of his life were
spent in that house with Tommy when they first got together.  But, the new house was fresh and waiting to
be filled with new memories.  In time, it
would know the love they shared, first hand. 
It would hear and contain every intimate thought and secret that
transpired within its walls.  It would be
their safe haven.  It would be their
home.





Jessi
watched Tommy and Angel, asleep in each other’s arms, on the first night in
their new home.  Content showed brightly
in the blissful curl of their lips.  She
loved to watch them sleep.  She stroked
both their cheeks and kissed them each lightly on the lips.  Neither stirred.  She clasped her fingers around Tommy’s hand
and brought it to her breast, and then to her lips.  Her eyes were drawn back to Angel.  Her body ached to be next to his, but she
didn’t know how to seduce him.  She felt
Tommy’s hand tighten around hers, and he pulled her down next to him.


“Why are
you awake?” he whispered, checking to see if Angel was asleep.  “Is something wrong?”


“No. I
was just thinking about how much I love you and Angel.”


His hand
traced the profile of her face and his lips went to her neck. She exhaled a
long, deep breath and dissolved under his touch. His mouth, on her breast, caused
her to sigh loudly.  Tommy glanced at
Angel, still deep in slumber.


“Aren’t
you going to wake him?” she asked.


Tommy
kissed Angel, but he didn’t respond.


“How
could he possibly sleep through one of your amazing kisses?”


“He took
his sleep medication.”  But Tommy was
persistent.  He sucked at Angel’s neck
and rubbed his nipples, but was only greeted by a short, inaudible mumble.


“Let me
try.”  Why should Tommy be the only one
allowed to fondle Angel in his sleep?


Tommy
laughed.  “Go ahead.  Suck his dick.  I want to see his face when he wakes up and
sees you’re the one giving him head, and not me.”


The
opportunity was probably the last in her bag of tricks.  She was starting to realize her efforts of
getting Angel interested in her sexually were hopeless, and she was tired of
the rejection.  She pulled the thin sheet
from Angel’s waist and stretched the band of his briefs down below his
crotch.  “He’s already hard.”


“He
always gets a hard-on in his sleep.  He’s
the one who starts our late night antics. 
Too bad he’s too out of it most of the time to remember it in the
morning.”


Maybe
Angel would be too groggy to realize who was getting him off, and he would
enjoy it long enough to reach an orgasm. 
She took Angel’s cock in her hand – both hands.  He was a monster in the middle of the night.
She didn’t realize that she was staring at Angel’s erection in her hand until
Tommy began to coax her.


“Jerk him
off a little. Then lick it under the tip, all the way down to his balls.  He likes that.”


It was
strangely erotic to hear Tommy tell her how to suck another man’s dick.  She did as she was told, tasting Angel’s
scent, and moaning as she put him all the way in her mouth – as much as would
fit, anyway.  He moaned a little, but he
still didn’t wake.  Tommy was giving her
direction, but she wasn’t listening to him. 
She was engrossed in the idea that she was giving Angel a blow job.  Angel’s cock was in her mouth – that’s all
she could think about.  She was
pleasuring him, and he was enjoying it. 
It didn’t matter that he was asleep. 
She began to moan as her mouth and her tongue got acquainted with the
unattainable man who occupied her bed every night.  She cupped his sac in her hand and gently
massaged it.  She grabbed a small bottle
of lube that was on the dresser, lathered up her middle finger and slid it down
between Angel’s cheeks.  His butt hole
was really tight, but the tip of her finger slowly found its way inside,
meanwhile, Tommy was busy nursing Angel’s nipples.  Once her finger was all the way inside, Angel
slowly started to regain consciousness. 
He grunted and groaned, lifted his hips toward her mouth and opened up
his bottom.  As she sucked him, she
inserted a second finger, which made him spring to life.  He grabbed Tommy by the back of the hair and
kissed him.  He suddenly seemed confused
about how Tommy’s mouth could be in two places at once, and practically jumped
off the bed.  Her fingers slipped out of
his bottom so quickly that they were still held out in front of her, wondering
what happened to the warm glove of Angel’s body.  She looked up at him with a sheepish grin.


“What the
hell are you doing?”  His tone was a
mixture of surprise and shock.


Thank God
Tommy answered, because she was too scared to speak.  “We were trying to wake you up. I guess it
worked.”


“You’re
damn right it worked.  Jessi, please keep
your fingers the fuck out of my ass and your mouth off my dick.  Those are strictly off limits.”


Even
though he said it with a smile and hint of laughter, she knew he was
serious.  He didn’t want her between his
legs.  He liked to make out with her, and
not just after Tommy came in her mouth. 
He often told her that she tasted like cinnamon and that kissing her
made him hungry.  He kissed her out of
affection and from passion.  Anything
else was obviously a turn off, evidenced by the way he practically crawled up
the headboard when he realized that she was the one sucking his cock.  She was embarrassed, and slinked to her side
of the bed.


She was
through trying to get Angel to sleep with her. 
She was done trying to make Angel fall
in love with her.  He loved her.  He didn’t need to be in love
with her.  Tommy was the only one that mattered anyway, but the tears that
stung her eyes, and the pain in her chest, told her differently.


“Get over
here.” Angel grabbed her arm and pulled her next to him.  He kissed her, deep with affection.  “You know, you’re really good.”  He gave her a charming smile that could win
over the hardened of hearts.  “Not as
good as Tommy, but good.”  He put her
hand on his still hard erection.  “Go
ahead.  Finish.”


She
stared at him with surprise, but quickly moved her mouth down to his cock.  She sucked it the way Tommy told her Angel
liked it, only more enthusiastically. 
Meanwhile, Tommy sucked at Angel’s nipples, then his neck, then claimed
his lips.


Angel
began to moan.  She recognized it as the
same moan he let out before he came when he made love to Tommy.  She sucked him harder and slipped one of her
slicked fingers into his ass and massaged the same spot that drove Tommy
crazy.  Angel jerked and an abundance of
hot liquid filled her mouth, choking her and making her gag.  Tommy grabbed her by the back of the hair and
pulled her off Angel.  He ravenously
sucked Angel’s cum from her mouth and licked her lips.


She knew
the only reason Angel let her blow him was because he felt bad that he hurt her
feelings, and that he was fantasizing it was Tommy between his legs the whole
time.  It didn’t matter because this
would be the last time Jessi ever touched him.


 


Chapter Forty-Five


Jessi’s
new workroom was on the second floor and faced the lush garden in the back of
the house.  Two work tables afforded her
ample space to cut fabric, instead of sprawling it out on the floor like she
used to do in the old house.


The label
hired her to design new merchandise for the band.  It meant her designs would be for sale in
high traffic retail outlets, but her name wasn’t on the label.  They were only paying her to create the new
logo.


She sat
at the work desk and went through her sketches. 
She was happy with the final design that the band picked.  She liked the new logo.  The words Immoral Angel were stacked in a
bold font. Angel wings flanked either end and a black splotch of ink permeated
the background to make it gritty and dirty.


She was putting
the sketches away in her desk drawer when she heard the doorbell, followed by
voices coming from downstairs.  It was
Jimmy and . . . Kendall?  What the fuck
was Kendall doing in her house?  She abruptly pushed her chair back and
marched down the stairs. She followed the sound of voices into the kitchen and
found Jimmy and Kendall sitting at the breakfast bar with Angel and Tommy.  The heat of anger lit a fire in her
belly.  Kendall
was unwelcome in her home.   Why
the fuck did Jimmy bring her here and why the fuck was Jimmy hooking up with her?   Jessi stepped between Tommy and Angel
creating a protective barrier and claiming possession of her men.


Jimmy
looked confused by her stance and she shot him a look that almost knocked him
off his chair.


“Well,
look who decided to join us,” Kendall
drawled.  “I had these three gorgeous men
all to myself before you showed up and wrecked my good fortune.”


“Showed
up?  This is my house.”


“I’m just
kidding.  Don’t get all uppity.”


Jessi
didn’t answer.  She should have just
tossed Kendall out on her ass, but she was almost shocked into silence by Kendall’s sitting in her kitchen.  No one spoke. 
Everyone was uncomfortable, except Kendall.  Nothing fazed her.


“Considering
I’m a guest in your new home, when do I get the grand tour?  Or at least a sample of some of the great
Angel Garcia cuisine I hear so much about.”


Angel
fidgeted, like he always did when she made him feel uncomfortable. “I’m sorry,
I wasn’t expecting company.  I’ll gladly
get you a drink, but I don’t have anything prepared and I really don’t have
time to start cooking.”


Jessi
wished he wasn’t always so damn polite. 
She wasn’t going the let him serve Kendall
a damn thing.  “You are not a
guest in this house. I want you to leave.”


“I was
expecting that.  You’re not exactly Miss
Congeniality.  Let me use your rest room
and them I outta here.”  Kendall hopped off the stool and looked around, unsure of
which way to go to find the bathroom.


“That
way.” Jessi pointed toward the dining room. “Around the back of the
staircase.  And hurry up.”


As soon
as Kendall was out of site Jimmy
apologized.  “Look, I didn’t know you two
didn’t get along.  She told me you were
friends.  I’m sorry Jess.”


“Friends?  Aren’t you aware of the history we
share?  Maybe if you weren’t too busy
getting laid in the bathroom, you would’ve noticed.  She tried to steal a top from the merch table
when I first met her.  She ruined one of my
garments.  Tore it at the seams! She
leers at Tommy and you know she practically stalks Angel.  She’s obsessed with him.  That’s why she wanted to come here.” She
leaned forward with her hands on the counter. 
“And, really, Jimmy?  You
can have your pick of any girl in the room, and you pick Kendall?  Lowering your standards these days?”


He
shrugged.


“Well, I
suggest you get yourself checked out, because the way I hear it, she’s fucked
three quarters of the neighborhood.”


“So have
I.  It was only a matter of time before
we hooked up.  It was bound to happen
sooner or later.”


He was
being a jackass.  They deserved each
other.  If she wasn’t so pissed off, she
would have laughed.


“Hasn’t
she been gone a long time?” Angel pointed out.


“I’ll
find her.  I want her the fuck out of
this house.”


The
bathroom was empty.  Jessi listened for
any telltale signs of where Kendall might
be.  Nothing.  She cautiously tiptoed down to the family
room.  Also empty. She was about to head
back to the kitchen, but saw the door to Angel’s office slightly open and she
knew he always kept it closed.  She found
Kendall in Angel’s office staring up at the
bookshelf that contained his vintage record collection.


Jessi
pushed the door open.  “What the fuck are
you doing in here?”


“I was
just admiring the house.”  Kendall wasn’t disturbed or flustered. She was causal in
her answer.


“This is
Angel’s private office.  Who the fuck do
you think you are coming into my home and intruding into Angel’s personal
space?  I know that door was
closed.  Get the fuck out of my house!”


“Relax.  I’m going.” 
Kendall snarled her lip at Jessi as she
walked passed.


Jessi was
following her right out the front door. 
Angel, Tommy and Jimmy met her on the way.


Kendall put
her arm through Jimmy’s and continued walking. 
“I’m ready to go, now.”


Few
people unnerved Jessi as much as Kendall.
Luckily, she knew that after tonight, Kendall and Jimmy would be done with each
other.  Kendall was only using Jimmy to
get close to Angel and Kendall was nothing
more than another notch in Jimmy’s well-worn belt.


 


Chapter Forty-Six


The band’s first full-fledged
national tour was six months long and it would take them to 17 different
states.  Angel always knew this day would
come.  He had envisioned it in his head
since he was a little boy.  He wanted
dancers and creative control over the show, and the label gave it to him.  It was beyond surreal.


With the four band members, plus
Jessi and Alyssa, and the dancers, the bus was crowded, but they were
adjusting.  The tour bus was amazing and
beyond Angel’s expectations.  It was
nothing like the run down outdated bus they shared on the small local
tour.  This was a rock star’s tour
bus.  Once you walked through a curtain
that sectioned off the driver, the bus transformed into a three room luxury
apartment.  The first section contained
the main living area.  It had rounded
black leather couches along the walls, a large flat screen TV, a stereo and a
fully stocked bar. Adjacent was the kitchen/dining area. There were two booths
on one side and a small kitchenette on the opposite side.   There was laminate flooring, recessed
lighting and window treatments. A door led into the sleeping quarters where
bunks were stacked two high and two across. 
They didn’t offer much privacy, or much room, but they had plump
mattresses as well their own personal TVs and stereos.  Beyond that, a door led to the back
bedroom.  That’s where Angel was staying
with Tommy and Jessi.  The large bed took
up the entire width of the bus. It was much smaller than the custom made bed
they shared at home, but at least they could fit in it fairly comfortably.   They had a mini fridge in their room and
their own private bathroom.  A plush
carpet added warmth and built in closets made it seem more spacious.  It was much different from where the rest of
the band and the dancers were staying. 
He felt bad for Damien and Alyssa, staying in separate bunks with zero
privacy, but he didn’t ask for elaborate separate, sleeping quarters.  He didn’t ask for special treatment, but the
label always gave it to him.


He watched the road glide by
outside the window and wondered how long it would be before they hit Ohio.  The band already performed their first few
gigs in the tri-state area to sold out crowds. 
They were booking larger venues now and he wondered if the other shows
across the country were sold out as well. 
Stress and pressure always ate away at him when they performed outside
the comfort zone of the band’s east coast fan base.


Tommy joined him at the window and
studied his face.  Tommy always
recognized his anxiety and tension. There was no hiding it.  Tommy led him to the bed and began massaging
his shoulders.  Angel rolled his head
from side to side and the knots began to disappear under Tommy’s touch.


Angel pulled his shirt over his
head and lay face down on the bed so Tommy could straddle him.  The muscles in his back were hard and
taut.  The pressure from Tommy’s hands
hurt, but the tension was slowly disappearing.


Tommy’s hands were magic.  They were the medication he needed and he
started to relax.  He closed his eyes and
let the pressure of Tommy’s hands knead him into submission.  Even though he was drifting off to paradise,
he was still worried about the show. 
“What do you think about the dancers? Are they in sync?”


Tommy dug his fingers deeper.  “Stop thinking.”


Angel took a deep breath.  He cleared his head, and concentrated only on
the warm pressure penetrating his muscles. 
All thoughts slowly evaporated and were replaced by serenity.  Tommy always took away the burden that he
carried with him.  He surrendered to
Tommy’s touch and let Tommy take control. 
He let out a deep, blissful breath and closed his eyes.  “What would I do without you, my sweet prince?”


He rolled
onto his side and supported his head with his hand.  “Sometimes I think it’s all a dream.  Can you believe we’re here, on this amazing
tour?  Can you believe we finally made
it?”


“I don’t
know why you’re surprised.  I knew you
were destined for stardom the minute I met you. 
What I didn’t know was how you were going to change my life.  Remember how embarrassed I was about my
sexuality?  Now, I’d go on TV tomorrow
and say, I’m Tommy Blade and I’m in love with my gorgeous singer, Angel
Garcia.”


Angel
chuckled.  “I remember it well.  I cared about you so much, but you wouldn’t
let me in. You used to have these little lines in between your brow.”  He traced his finger across Tommy’s forehead,
brushing a few stray blond hairs out of the way.  “I wanted to kiss those lines and make them
go away. Now they’re gone.”


Tommy
lowered his eyes and kneaded the blanket between his fingers.  “I’m sorry. 
I hated that person.”


“I fell
in love with that person.”


Tommy
took Angel’s hand and entwined his fingers through it.  “Why don’t you speak to me in Spanish
anymore?”


“Because
now I can tell you how much I love you in English.  My heart was bursting.  I wanted to tell the world how strong my love
for you was, but I couldn’t even tell you how I felt. I was afraid it
would send you running in the opposite direction.”


“Or right
into your arms.”


Angel
picked up Tommy’s hand and kissed it. 
“Maybe I should have tried that.”


“You never
told me what those beautiful things you said to me in Spanish meant.  What were they?”


There
were so many things he said to Tommy in Spanish.  He strained to remember a few.


“You used
to say one thing to me a lot.  I looked
it up on the internet.”


“What was
that, mi amor?”


“Bes . .
. something. I forgot how to pronounce it, but I remember it meant I want to
kiss you.”


“Ah yes,
besar means kiss.  Deseo besarte
means I want to kiss you.  I must have
said that to you a hundred times.  You
know, the first time I told you that I loved you was in Spanish. It was in my
kitchen, in my old apartment in Williamsburg.  It was that day we went shopping and we
almost kissed.  Te amo.  I thought you knew what it meant and that’s
why you ran out of the there so fast you forgot your shopping bags.  Do you remember that day?”


“Of course I remember that
day.  I remember every minute of every
day we’ve spent together.  But I didn’t
know you told me you loved me.  Everything
sounded so beautiful and romantic. What else did you say?”


“I told you that you were my life.  Eres mi vida. And you are.”


“What about that night at The
Quadrangle?  The night I finally listened
to you and you told me you never slept with that guy.  You said a whole bunch of things I didn’t
understand, and then you just said it meant that you’d wait for me.”


“I said I needed you. You are the
love of my life and I wanted to be with you forever. Te necesito. 
Eres el amor de mi vida. Quiero estar contigo para siempre.  That was the night before we first made
love.”  Angel’s heart was radiating in
his chest and he could feel the warmth spreading underneath his skin.  He brought Tommy’s hand to his lips and
offered a loving kiss. “Such memories you and I share and we’ve only been
together a short time.  Can you imagine
the memories we’re going to accumulate in 20 or 30 years?”


“I’m looking forward to them.  How do you say I love you, again?”


“That’s easy.   Te amo.”


“Te amo.”


Listening to Tommy speak Spanish
was the sexiest thing in the world.  “Te
amo, mi príncipe.  That means I love you,
my prince.  It may not be as romantic in
English, but at least now I can tell you how much joy you bring to my life.”  He smoothed back Tommy’s hair and glided his
hand down the perimeter of Tommy’s cheek. 
“Now I can tell you that you’re golden hair glows under the stage
lights, as brilliant as the sun.  Your
eyes are the color of the ocean and every time you look at me, I’m in
paradise.” Angel touched Tommy’s cheek with the back of his hand.  “Your skin is as smooth as silk and as supple
as the petals of a freshly bloomed flower, kissed by the morning dew.  Everyday I wake up next to you, or in your
arms, it makes me wonder why I’ve been granted such good fortune and happiness
in life.”


Tommy’s soulful eyes began to
mist.  “I love you, Angel.”  He clung to Angel and they held each other
without the need for words to convey the love they shared.


The door creaked open and Jessi
stepped inside.  She stopped and watched
their embrace.  They still didn’t move.
Tommy’s head was still pressed against Angel’s chest and his arms were still
tightly around Angel’s waist.


“Am I interrupting?”


“Never, sweetheart.  I was just telling Tommy how much I love
him.”  Angel held his hand out to
her.  “Come. Join us.  You’re part of this too.”


She crawled onto the bed and took
his hand.  “Part of what?”


“Part of my happiness.  Part of my life.  I never thought I’d share my man with anyone,
no less a woman. I never thought I’d share my life with a woman.  Now I can’t imagine it without you.”  He kissed her tenderly on the lips.  “Thank you for letting Tommy love me.”


“Do you think I could stop
him?  Nothing could stop Tommy from
loving you. Not even his own stubbornness. 
No one can resist you, Angel.  I didn’t
want to fall in love with you.  I wanted
to hate you in the beginning, but I couldn’t. 
I fell for you just as quickly as Tommy did.  I couldn’t hate you no more than I could hate
him.”  She put her arms around Tommy,
closed her eyes and rested her head against his shoulder.  “And you know how much I love this man.”


Tommy’s eyes glazed over with
affection and he kissed the top of her head. 
“I love you.  You’re too good to
me.  You give me everything and you don’t
ask for anything back.”


“I love you, baby.”


“Yeah?  Why don’t you show me?”  Tommy looked over at Angel.  “Why don’t you both show me how much you love
me?”


“We’re gonna love you all the way to Ohio.” Angel zipped off his jeans.  When he turned back around Jessi was already
naked, but Tommy lay with his hands behind his head, still in his jeans,
staring at the ceiling.  Angel exchanged
a puzzled glance with Jessi.


“I’m waiting,” Tommy picked his head up from the pillow.


“Waiting for what?”


“I’m waiting for you to undress me.” 
He put his head back on the pillow and stared back at the ceiling.  “The two of you are supposed to be showing me
how much you love me.  So far, I don’t
think you love me at all.”


Jessi ripped at Tommy jeans and the zipper growled at her
impatience.  She took his underwear and
socks along with his jeans, in one swipe, leaving nothing for Angel to
remove.  He smirked at her and she
laughed back at him.  


“I think my wife loves me more than you do.”


Angel’s mouth fell open. “Is that the game we’re gonna play, Mr.
Blade?”  He grabbed Tommy’s already hard
cock in his fist and tighter his grip. 
The head swelled from the dense pressure.  Angel tugged on it, hard, and then bent down
and wrapped his mouth around it.


Tommy lurched and grunted.


Jessi went to Tommy’s nipples, like a baby seeking nourishment.  Her hand tried to squeeze its way between
Angel’s mouth and Tommy’s crotch, but Angel pushed it out of his way.  The prime real estate between Tommy’s legs
was leased to him right now.  If this was
a competition, he figured he had the upper hand.  He had first hand knowledge of the male
erogenous zones, and by the way Tommy was moaning, he was hitting every single
one of them.


Jessi was using her breasts now, pushing them together and offering
them to Tommy’s mouth, one at a time, then both at once. She was playing dirty,
using tricks that he didn’t possess. 
Damn her woman parts!


He sucked harder and deeper until Tommy’s cock bounced off the soft
tissue in the back of his throat, blocking off his oxygen intake every tenth of
a second.


Jessi’s tongue was on the move and trying to take over.  Angel gently pushed her away, while Tommy’s
cock muffled his giggle.


Tommy was watching, enjoying their game of keep away.  “If you want my cock, take it from him.”


Jessi tried to shove Angel, but her little 105 pound frame was no match
for his 180 pounds of muscle.  He mocked
her, staring at her while flicking his tongue as fast as he could on the head
of Tommy’s cock.


“Instead of fighting over my cock,” Tommy grunted, and his legs shook,
“why doesn’t someone take my ass?”


Tommy’s ass was Angel’s territory. 
He would have gladly relinquished Tommy’s cock for his sweet ass, but
Jessi wasn’t about to let Angel win. Before Angel had a chance to react, she
slid her hand underneath Tommy and covered his crack, claiming it as her
own.  Angel should have known that Jessi
would never lose a game when Tommy was the prize.


She turned Tommy on his side so she could access his bottom, making
sure not to disturb Angel’s mouth.  They
were no longer rivals.  They were
teammates working for the same common goal, pleasuring the man they loved.  Angel sucked Tommy in the front, while Jessi
licked him in the back.  She inserted two
fingers and watched Angel.  She moved her
hand in symphony with Angel’s mouth.


Tommy could barely catch his breath. 
He pulled at the sheets in his fists. His moans were surely loud enough
for the bus driver to hear all the way in the front of the bus, over the roar
of the engine and the traffic outside. 
His body shook and trembled as he came with a series of loud grunts and
cries.  Angel lapped up the tepid juices
that filled his mouth but Tommy’s hand grabbed a chunk of his tousled hair and
stopped him.


“Don’t be greedy.  Share it. Kiss
her while its still in your mouth.”


Angel loved Tommy’s naughty and authoritative side.  He sucked whatever else he could from Tommy’s
cock and deposited it by way of his tongue into Jessi’s waiting open mouth,
like a momma bird feeding her young. 
Their tongues twisted together while their lips remained parted, so
Tommy had a direct view of his semen rolling between their mouths.


Tommy moved to his knees and slid his hand along each of their lower
backs.  He pulled them to him and brushed
his lips against their shoulders.  “Now
it’s my turn.  I’m gonna show each of you
how much I love you.”


He took Jessi by the hand and guided her down onto the bed, fluffing
the pillow underneath her head, and lay on top of her.  Angel waited to see what position Tommy would
take or to see if he would give direction, but he was lost in Jessi’s breasts.


Angel sat on the bed next to them and put his hand to Tommy’s
back.  He slowly caressed the sleek
texture of Tommy’s unspoiled flesh.  His
hand traveled down the curve of Tommy’s lower back and over the mounds of his
buttocks.  Tommy perked his ass upwards,
asking for deeper contact.  Angel knelt
between Tommy’s legs and ran his tongue through the center of Tommy’s ass until
he found the magic button that made Tommy’s legs quiver.  Licking deep circles and listening to the
moans from the man he loved made Angel swell with desire. He grabbed Tommy’s
hips and pulled them up, closer to his mouth. 
There was no need to spread Tommy’s butt cheeks, they were already
parted and offered a perfect view of the prettiest pink ring Angel ever saw.  He leaned in and placed a kiss on its rim and
it puckered back at him.


Tommy shuffled backward on his knees so his mouth was between Jessi’s
legs and his beautiful bottom was high in the air waiting for Angel.  A dollop of lube and Angel’s finger slid
inside.  He always loved inserting the
first finger best.  The warm spongy
membrane squeezing around his finger was prelude to the glory that was in
store.  Another finger slipped next to
the first, and they both found the knot, just past the entrance, that made
Tommy groan.


Tommy looked back over his shoulder at Angel.  “Hurry up and stop teasing me.  I want you inside.”


“As you wish, my prince.”  Angel
stepped back so his feet were on the floor and he was standing at the foot of
the bed.  Tommy inched back and planted
his knees firmly into the mattress, all the while nose deep in Jessi’s
pussy.  Angel often wondered why the hell
he spent so much time down there.


More lube and Angel’s cock was finding its way into paradise.  No matter how much he stretched Tommy out
with his fingers, when it came time to stick his cock inside, Tommy always
closed back up.  It was tight and he
needed to ease his way inside.  His cock
was halfway inside enveloped by the warmth of Tommy’s body, but the other half
of his cock was left outside, cold and begging for a way in.  Tommy’s muffled grunts accompanied his
backward impatient thrusts.  Angel didn’t
need to push himself inside. Tommy was doing it for him.  He held onto Tommy’s hips and slowly pressed
himself forward.  Tommy always cried out
when the last push gave way to full penetration, but this time Angel joined him
in an impromptu chorus of a loud moan.


The bed shook and rocked the bus. 
It took a few seconds for Angel to realize it was mostly coming from
Jessi. She had her hands alternately behind her head or clutching Tommy’s wrist
and was bouncing off the bed.  He
couldn’t see what Tommy was doing, but his face was no longer causing Jessi’s
cries.  Tommy was putting something
inside her, probably a dildo. The movements of the bed made Tommy bounce into
him with an onslaught of hard jolts, jerking his cock.  Orgasm overtook him with unexpected force and
he spasmed into temporary blindness. 
When his legs couldn’t hold him up anymore, he leaned into the bed and
fell over Tommy’s back for support.


Jessi was still bucking, harder than she’d ever done before.  He stretched his neck around Tommy to get a
better look.  Tommy had most of his hand
inside Jessi.  A few more inches and he
would be fisting her.  Angel wasn’t aware
that men fisted women.  Sharing his bed
with a woman was a constant lesson in heterosexual education.


Angel fell onto his side of the bed. 
He wiped himself with someone’s shirt and tossed it onto the floor.
Jessi’s groans were almost deafening. 
She was up on her elbows now, watching Tommy’s hand practically
disappear into the opening between her legs. 
So was Tommy.  So was Angel.


She grabbed Tommy’s arm with both her hands. “Stop. No more.” She
panted and her eyes rolled back into their sockets. “I came twice already.  I can’t take anymore.”


Tommy’s mouth bowed down. “I wanted to get my whole hand inside
you.  I’m so close.”


“No.”  Jessi let her head loll
backward between her shoulder blades and gasped for air.  Her hair was wet and matted to her
forehead.  “I’m done. I can’t.”


Tommy pulled his hand out, wiped his glistening fingers on the sheet,
and then stared down at Jessi’s pussy with intense interest.  Curiosity got the better of Angel and he got
up on one elbow to see what Tommy was staring at.  He wished he never looked.  She was gaping open, dripping fluid between
her thighs and onto the mattress.


Tommy bent down and licked the juices off her body.  He resumed his mission between her legs,
sending Jessi on another bought of hyperventilation.  Tommy didn’t stay down there long.  After a minute or two he came up for air,
licking his lips and wiping his mouth. 
He saw Angel watching and broke out into a smile.


“Did you enjoy watching that?”


“It was . . . interesting.”


Tommy leaned in for a kiss but Angel jerked his head backward and away
from Tommy’s vagina soaked lips.  Tommy
unexpectedly grabbed Angel’s face in his hands and placed a hard kiss on his
mouth.  Angel struggled and broke free.  It was a closed mouth kiss and he didn’t
taste anything, thank God, but he frantically wiped his mouth with his hands.


Tommy and Jessi both mocked him with laughter.


He scowled back and Tommy’s playfulness, but couldn’t keep the giggle
out of his voice. “You, Tommy Blade, are an evil man.”


“The night’s not over yet.” 
Tommy pounced on top of Jessi and she cringed and braced her hands
against his chest.


“What are you doing?  No more.”


“More.” Tommy nodded with a devious glare.


He entered Jessi and began pounding his hips into her.  Her chest was heaving with heavy breaths, but
the rest of her body laid limp underneath Tommy, and her eyes barely fluttered
open.  It didn’t take long for Tommy to
unload, and luckily, Jessi was still with us. 
For a few minutes, Angel though she would meet her demise by way of
Tommy’s cock.


Tommy crawled up to Angel with a mischievous smile.  It made Angel wary.  He knew that deliciously sinister thoughts
lurked behind the impish face Tommy wore.


“Why are you looking at me like that?”


“It’s your turn.  On you knees,
Garcia.”


“What?”


“I want your ass.”


Angel could count the number of times he bottomed in his life on one
hand.  And still have a few fingers to
spare.  It wasn’t a place he frequented,
and his reply was a slightly panicked giggle.


“What’s the matter?” Tommy had a taunting glimmer in his eyes.  “You never bottomed before?”


“I’ve bottomed.  What about
you?   Have you topped before?  How do I know you know what you’re
doing?”  He hoped his teasing response
hid his inexperience.


“I have a wife.  I top every
night.”


He had a point.  Angel was losing
this game on all fronts.  The Blades were
ruthless players.  Tommy’s unyielding
erection caught his attention.   It was
sky high and solid.  The thing refused to
surrender.  “But you just . . . how can
you?” 


“I’m far from done, A.  You know
me. I can go all night.”  Tommy pointed
to the bed.  “Enough stalling.   On your knees.  I told you, I’m gonna love you like you’ve
never been loved before.”


That’s exactly what Angel was
afraid of.   He gave a short laugh.  The man was truly a god, on stage and in
bed.  Mortals didn’t possess the stamina
given to one Tommy Blade.


He moved closer to Tommy. “I wouldn’t do this for just anyone, you
know.”


Tommy cradled Angel’s face in his hands.  “I know, but I’m not just anyone.  I’m the love of your life, remember?”


Tommy’s kiss was softer than usual and the slow, precise movement of
his tongue as it graced Angel’s mouth with its delicate presence put him at
ease and filled him with anticipation. 
He didn’t expect the idea of bottoming to turn him on, but it did.  He eagerly positioned himself on his hands
and knees, then dropped to his elbows and covered his face in a last minute
bout of angst.


Tommy slowly ran his hands up Angel’s back and caressed his
shoulders.  The roughness on Tommy’s
fingertips, from his calling as a guitar player, contrasted with the mildness
of his touch.  The hands that always
brought Angel relaxation and contentment didn’t disappoint, and his nerves
quickly vanished.  Only expectation and
excitement remained.


“Turn over.  I want to look at
you when I make love to you.”


Angel rolled onto his back and Tommy propped a pillow underneath his
hips.  He was aware of movement from
Jessi lying on her side of the bed, and glanced in her direction.  She resurrected and was watching them with a
hunger.  She clearly had no interest in
participating, but she was an eager voyeur. 
All she needed was a tub of popcorn in her hand.


Angel took a couple of deep breaths, but it was Tommy’s lips that
calmed his nerves.  Tommy deposited a
series of kisses on the ticklish flesh of Angel’s belly.  His tongue led a trail up Angel’s torso and
through the gully in the center of his chest. 
Tommy’s mouth detoured to take a pointed nipple between his teeth. The
sharp unexpected pain sent a shot of adrenaline through Angel’s body, and he
gasped.  Tommy looked up with the nipple
still clamped between his smiling teeth, blond strands falling over his sky
blue eyes.


“My prince,” Angel whispered. “Your touch delivers waves of pleasure
straight to my heart.  Hurry.  I want to feel you inside me.”


Tommy sat back on his heels. He rested his hands on Angel’s thighs,
sending deliberate bolts of energy through the thick muscles of his legs.  Tommy circled his fingers tightly around the
base of Angel’s cock and a small bubble of cum seeped out the tip.  Tommy diligently sucked it off.  He licked Angel’s dick, from base to tip,
like a lollipop.  Each stroke of his
tongue circled a path around Angel’s cock until its circumference was bathed in
Tommy’s sweet saliva.


Tommy slicked his fingers and slid them down the little highway between
Angel’s sac and his hole.  One finger
rested on the rim and tested the entrance with gentle pressure.  It made Angel sigh and pucker, calling Tommy
inside.  A single finger poked in, and
then another followed.  Angel moaned at
the welcomed arrival.  The slow circular
motion of Tommy’s fingers pressed against the knotted muscle deep inside.  Tingling sensations flourished and drew out a
long moan.


Tommy removed his hand and pulled Angel’s legs up, one at a time, so
they rested on Tommy’s shoulders.  He
teased Angel’s bottom with his cock. Touching his hole, but not entering it.


Endorphins collided and made Angel dizzy. The anticipation was
overwhelming.  He waited impatiently,
longing for Tommy to be inside him like a virgin awaiting penetration for the
first time.


The tip prodded its way in.  It
was fat and round.  Filling.  Tommy was being slow and gentle, easing his
way inside and checking Angel’s facial expressions. Angel nodded under half
closed lids and deep breaths.  He pulled
at Tommy’s hips, but Tommy restrained himself. 
Slowly, Tommy thrust his hips and finally his length was swallowed
inside.  Angel grunted and froze at the
short burst of pain, but Tommy’s hands, caressing his legs, relaxed him.  Another deep breath and he was ready to continue.  Slow thrusts became massive lunges.  Pain and discomfort transformed into
euphoria.  The slamming of their bodies
against one another sent Angel’s dick waving in the wind.  The pressure of the air moving around him
threatened to bring him to orgasm.


Angel’s throat was dry and raspy from panting and moaning and Tommy was
breathing so heavily it looked like he might pass out.  Tommy’s knees were shaking and Angel could
feel the fatigued muscles of Tommy’s thighs twitching.


Tommy took Angel’s cock in his hand, squeezed it slightly and stroked
it with the same fervor in which he thrust his hips.  Sensations from Tommy’s hand and from the
cock in his ass, reverberated inside Angel and became one.  Everything shook.  White light blinded him as he was lost in the
throws of a powerful orgasm. A second later, Tommy collapsed on top of him,
sweat glistening off his peaches and cream complexion.  He squeezed Angel in a tight embrace and
whispered in his ear, “That’s how much I love you.”


 


Chapter Forty-Seven


In all the years that she and Tommy
shared their bed with other men, Jessi never saw him top before.  Even though he liked to orchestrate the
performances taking place in the bedroom, he was definitely a bottom, and Angel
was definitely a top.  The two of them
were the perfect match.  They were in
sync with one another.  They were kindred
spirits.  Tommy’s game of role reversal
was just as surprising and exciting for Angel as it was for her.  But last night, caught up in one of the most
intense sexual experiences they ever shared, no one realized that the entire
bus was privy to the audio version of their entire encounter.


Breakfast was comical, and a bit
embarrassing.  She knew Alyssa would be
the first one to say something.


“Really, you guys?  Like it’s not bad enough I have to listen to
Jimmy behind his curtain every night with the groupies he brings on the bus, I
have to listen to an entire reprise of Deep Throat and Caligula coming from
back there?”


Angel and Tommy shared a laugh, but
Jessi just smiled at her friend.


“Maybe we should give them
an earful.” Damien slung his arm around Alyssa’s neck.  “If they knew the things we did in the
bedroom, I think we’d shock the hell out of everybody, even the three orgy
queens.”


Tommy snorted.  “Did you just call me a queen?”


“If the rhinestone covered crown
fits, buddy.”


Jessi’s phone interrupted their
banter.  It was her mother again.  She shut the phone off and put it in the back
in the pocket of her jeans.


“Where are we anyway?” Damien
pulled the curtain back from the window.


Alyssa joined him.  “A rest stop in Dayton, I think. We should do something.  We have the night off.  Are there any good tattoo shops around here?”


Damien shrugged. “Look on the
internet.”


Jessi turned her phone back on and
started browsing.  A tattoo was great way
to commemorate the band’s first tour. 
She didn’t know what Alyssa had in mind, but she thought everyone should
get the band’s new logo inked into their skin. 
She scrolled through the list of local tattoo shops nearby, but another
incoming call from her mother interrupted the screen.  She silenced the phone and watched the call
go to voicemail with a deep frown.


Eight unanswered calls.  Eight new voicemails.  She was successful at hiding the truth about
Tommy and Angel and their relationship from her parents, but early this morning
Maggie called to warn her of their parents’ enlightenment.  Jessi knew she should have told them a long
time ago, but her parents lived in a cocoon, sheltered from the media and she
thought she could hide it from them until she worked up the strength to handle
their judgment and reproach.


“Who keeps calling you?”  Tommy tried to look at her phone, but she
pulled it away.


“It’s not important.”


“If it’s not important, why do they
keep calling?”


This time it was Tommy’s phone that
chimed.  “Why is your mother calling me?”


Jessi snatched the phone out of his
hand before he could answer it.


“Why are you avoiding your mother?”


She closed her eyes and took a deep
breath.  “I’m sorry, Tommy.” She tried to
figure out a way to make him understand. 
“I haven’t exactly been telling you the truth.”  Another deep sigh.  “I haven’t been entirely honest.”


“Jessi, what the fuck is going on?”


“I never told my parents about
Angel.”


His eyes fired at her.  “You said you told them!”


“Not really.”  She wrung her hands. “I just implied
that I told them.  I’m really sorry,
baby.”


“I don’t understand.  Why didn’t you tell them?”


“Because, I was afraid of their
reaction.”


“You mean you’re embarrassed.  After all the shit you always gave me for
caring about what other people think, you’re the one who couldn’t tell your
parents.”


Angel leaned closer to them.  “Maybe we should discuss this in our room.”


Jessi didn’t care that everyone was
listening.  She only cared that Tommy was
disappointed in her.  When she made no
move to continue the conversation in private, Angel slid in the booth next to
her.


“Why didn’t you tell your parents,
sweetheart?  Tommy’s parents were
accepting.  His father’s still not
exactly warm and fuzzy towards me, but it gets better every time I see him.”


“It’s different.  Tommy’s their son.  They had no choice.”


“Your parents will feel the same
way.  You’re their daughter.”


“It’s not me I’m worried about.
It’s Tommy.  And you.  My parents are so different than yours,
Angel.  Even Tommy’s conservative parents
are so much more liberal than mine.  I
know I should have told them, but whenever I talk to them, they’re on my back
about something or other.   And they’re
always harassing me about going back to FIT and getting my degree.  They don’t recognize that I got this great
position with Falcon Records.  They don’t
understand that I don’t need my degree. I have a job designing merchandise for
the band.  I have my own line of custom
made guitar straps that I’m trying to get off the ground.  They don’t see any of that.  They think I’m just a gopher for the band and
that the only reason I got hired was because I’m Tommy’s wife.  I couldn’t handle another lecture on the mess
I made of my life.”


“You’re life isn’t a mess,” Tommy
said.  He was adamant.


“According to them it is.  I dropped out of a prestigious college and
threw away a chance at becoming a famous designer.”


“Why don’t you go back to FIT then,
and get your degree?  I know your want
to.”


“And who’s going to assist the
band?”


“I don’t know.  Maybe Alyssa can do it or Marissa can hire
someone.”


“Do you hear yourself, Tommy?  No one else is taking care of the band.  That’s my job.”


“I think you’re getting a little
off track here,” Angel said.  “You need
to talk to your parents.  Do you want us
to fly down to Florida
in a few days?   We have another day off
coming up.”


She shook her head.  She knew she had to deal with her parents,
but she had no intention of allowing them to unleash their wrath on Tommy or
Angel.





Jessi knew she should have called
her parents this morning instead of letting them fester all day long, but she
didn’t want to ruin everyone’s day off. 
Or maybe she was just stalling and putting off the inevitable wretched
confrontation.


The bus was parked in a rest stop
off a three lane highway.  The sun was
setting and there was an evening chill in the air.  She grabbed her sweatshirt before she left
the bus and pulled the hood over her head, so no one spotted her hair.  Even if no one recognized her, she wanted to
attract as little attention as possible. 
She stuffed her hands into the pockets of her jeans and walked to the
far end of the parking lot.  She passed
transients filling up their gas tanks, parents bringing their restless children
into the food complex and pet owners taking their dogs on a much needed
bathroom break.  She stopped at the
entrance ramp that led back to the highway. The noise of the traffic would
provide a buffer in case she ended up in a screaming match with her
parents.  Every time she talked to them
they always reduced her to a 13 year old girl, rebelling for her independence.


The instant she turned her phone
on, it rang.


“Don’t say anything, Mom.  Let me explain first.”


“Explain?  There’s nothing to explain!  I saw everything on the television!  Tommy kissing that singer in his band, and
you were kissing that queer too!”


She clenched her teeth. “Don’t call
him that.”


Her father’s voice boomed into the
phone.  “What the hell are you doing with
your life?”  Both of them were on the
phone, so they could berate her at the same time.  Her parents were probably the only people
left on the planet who still had land lines.


“Dad, I know it’s not something
you’re used to seeing, but—”


“But nothing!  Divorce that faggot husband of yours and let
him and that queer spend the rest of their lives together.  Don’t let them poison you with their filth.”


“Filth?”  The blood surged through her veins, but she
tried to remain calm.  She reminded
herself that her parents were old fashioned and out of touch with today’s
world. “We love each other.  There’s
nothing filthy about love.  Didn’t you
see how much we genuinely care about each other in the interview?”


“What interview?” her mother
asked.  “We only saw the newsman showing
clips of the three of you and he said that you were in a poly, poly-something,
relationship.”


“Polyamorous.  It means—”


“We know what it means!”   Her father’s voice boomed through the phone.


They didn’t see the loving
interview on the cable talk show.  That’s
why they didn’t understand.  The news
probably painted an ugly picture. 
“You’ll understand if you watch the interview we did for–”


“We’re not watching anything!  We didn’t raise you to be some whore tramping
around a tour bus sleeping with the whole band!”


“I’m not sleeping with the band,
Dad!  I’m only sleeping with my husband!
He just happens to be bisexual and—”


“I don’t want to hear any more of
this nonsense!”


“Your father’s right.  You’re an embarrassment to this family.  We’re so ashamed of you!”


Anger unleashed hot tears on her
cheeks.  “How can you say that to
me?  How dare you call me a whore?  I’m your daughter!”


“You make the wrong decisions.  Decisions that affect other people.  How can your mother and I walk down the
street and face our neighbors when they know that our daughter is sleeping with
a bunch of fags?”


“Oh my God! You’re horrible
people!  I’m embarrassed of you!  You’re not my family!  Tommy and Angel are my family!  And Ella and Maggie!  Not you people who only know how to hate and
judge things you don’t know anything about! 
How dare you say such terrible things about Tommy? And about Angel, who
you never met!  I . . . I don’t ever want
to speak to you again!”


She threw her phone onto the ground
and collapsed to her knees.  She buried
her head in her hands and pulled at her hair. 
She sobbed into her hands until her gut ached from retching.  Someone touched her shoulder and she
jumped.  It was Jimmy.


“Are you alright?”


She shook her head.  “No. I’m not. 
Did Tommy send you out here to look for me?”


“No. I was in the mini-mart.  I heard you yelling and then saw you
crying.  I’m … I’m sorry, Jess.”


Out of everyone on the bus, it had
to be Jimmy who witnessed her meltdown. 
It’s not that he was insensitive. 
It’s just that he wasn’t someone who had close personal relationships.  He was with a different girl every night and
never showed an attachment to anything except the band.  She didn’t know which one of them felt more
uncomfortable. She wondered how much he heard, how much everyone in the parking
lot, heard.  People were gawking at her
as the walked by.


She wiped her face with the sleeves
of her sweatshirt, smearing black eyeliner and salted tears across her
cheeks.  She straightened her back and
hacked the last sob from her throat.  She
scratched her face raw with the cuffs of her sweatshirt, even though she knew
she’d never be able to hide that she’d been crying.


She found her phone in the
grass.  The glass was scratched, but it
wasn’t broken, and it missed the pile of dog poop it landed next to.   She pulled the hood down over her face a
little more and kept her head down as she walked back to the bus, with Jimmy’s
arm on her shoulder.


She ignored Tommy and Angel and
went straight to their private bathroom. 
She had streaks down her face and her eyes were blood red.  The cool water felt soothing on her swollen
eyes, but nothing would ease the emotional abandonment of her parents.  She told herself it didn’t matter anymore.  She took a deep breath and put her shoulders
back.  She stood tall and held her head
up.  She stared at herself in the mirror
and projected an air of self confidence.


She knew Tommy and Angel would be
waiting for her as soon as she opened the door. 
Tommy wrapped his arms around her and held her tightly.  She almost crumpled at his embrace, but
locked her knees before they buckled.


Angel’s arms circled her from
behind and his lips touched the back of her head.  “Are you OK, sweetheart?”


She loved when they held her like
that.  She was crushed that her parents
couldn’t support her, or at least make an attempt to understand her, but in the
arms of Tommy and Angel, her strength and dignity were restored.  This wasn’t the life she chose.  It was the life that chose her.


One deep swallow digested the
unjust humiliation she suffered at her parent’s rant.  “I’m fine.”


Tommy looked deep into her
eyes.  “You’re not fine, hon. What did
they say?”


She planted her feet firmly on the floor
and looked him straight in the eye. 
“They want me to divorce you.”


“They really said that?”


She could hear the shock in his
voice and didn’t want to imagine his reaction if she told him everything.  “They said a lot worse, but I won’t repeat
their hateful words.  I don’t care what
they said about me.  I don’t care that
they called me a whore and think I’m some kind of deviant.  I care about what they said about you.  And about Angel.  And I will never forgive my parents for
that.”





Later that night Ella and Maggie
both called and vowed to make their parents understand and apologize, but the
damage was done.  It’s not easy to
recover from the despicable insults hurled at the people you love most in the
world, especially when they came from people who claimed to care about you.


Tommy sat on the bed next to her
and rubbed her shoulder.  He didn’t need
to say anything.  The empathy and
understanding written across his face was all the support she needed.  She leaned into him and rested her head on
his shoulder.  He put his lips to the top
of her head and smoothed her hair down with his hand.  It only took a few minutes before his touch
brought her serenity.


Some things were unforgivable.  Maybe, in time, when the evil things her
parents said to her weren’t so fresh and hurtful, she could think about
forgiving them.  But first they needed to
apologize and it had to be sincere.  They
made no attempts at an apology, and if that’s how they really felt about Tommy
and Angel, she needed to sever ties.


 


Chapter Forty-Eight


North Carolina, Georgia, Florida,
Louisiana.


They hit Bourbon Street after last night’s
show.  Hand Grenades, served in their
comical green plastic containers, proved to live up their reputation as New Orleans’s Most
Powerful Drink.  Jessi’s head was about
to explode.  Aspirin and black coffee
were an immediate necessity.  She glanced
over at Tommy and Angel, still in their clothes and unconscious, before
crawling out of the cramped bed that was beginning to feel like a prison.


One of the dancers was sitting at the booth in the kitchen. It was
Courtney, Angel’s friend.  Courtney was
beautiful, talented and successful. 
She followed her dream and made it a reality.  Jessi admired her.


As soon as Courtney saw Jessi, she
brought her hands from her lap and placed a garment on the table.  “I was waiting for you.  I split the seam on my top.”  She unfolded the material, exposing the
frayed stitching at the side of the bodice. 
“Can you fix it?”


“Sure.” Jessi examined the raw edge
of the material.  “Is it too tight?  I could let the seam out a little if it's
restricting your movement.”


“Maybe.  Should I try it on?”


“Go ahead.”  As she waited for Courtney to change into the
black studded top, she grabbed the pin cushion from her sewing kit in the
bedroom.  When she got back to the
kitchen, Alyssa was in the booth drinking a cup of coffee.


“I made coffee.  You look like you could use some.”


It was exactly what Jessi
needed.  The sight of her garment in need
of repair, made her forget that her head was about to split open.  Jessi made the outfits for the dancers, and
the record company paid her for them. 
They were her first commissioned designs. They were the first garments
that ever bore her name on the label.


 Jessi slid into the booth next to Alyssa.  “What was all that noise out here last
night?”  Drunken laughter woke her
sometime around 5:00 a.m.  At first she
thought it was the TV, but she recognized Jimmy's slurred speech.


“Jimmy had another groupie on the
bus last night. I don't know how anyone gets any sleep around here.  We got Jimmy and his groupies who don’t know
how to control the volume, you three in the back bedroom rocking the bus so
hard I’m surprised it hasn’t tipped over yet, oh, and now the two male dancers
are hittin' each other.  This place is a
fuck fest.”


“You forgot to include you and
Damien.  I don’t know what the hell you
guys are doing behind that curtain – and I don’t want to know.”  The noises coming from their bunk were
mechanical and crackling, probably some kind of sex toys and by the groans
coming from Damien, it sounded like Alyssa was torturing him with them.


“So how's operation ‘Get in Angel's
Pants’ going?”


“Shhh!  Someone’ll hear you!”


“I didn't know it was a secret.”


Alyssa was a prankster.  Don’t let her find out your weakness or your
sore spot, because she will tease and harass you mercilessly for her own
enjoyment. “I've given up on that fantasy. 
It’s not going to happen. But I came close a few times.”  She almost told Alyssa about the double
penetration, but knew it would be like giving her a loaded machine gun.


“Too bad.  I thought you were going to be the first
woman on the planet who turned a gay man straight.  You’d be famous.”


“Must you fuck with me when I have
a hangover?”


Alyssa sipped her coffee.  “That’s when it’s the most fun.”


A naked pair of tits shuffled past
them.  It was obviously Jimmy’s groupie
who decided clothing was optional today. 
She didn't look at anyone either. Her face was camouflaged by a tangled
mass of red hair and she didn't bother to cover herself as she walked by.  She had no shame.  She tried the bathroom door, but Courtney was
in there trying on the top that needed alterations.  The girl waited, without making eye contact,
tapping her bare feet on the laminate floor, dancing to abate her bladder.


Courtney stared at the massive fake
breasts and pillow hair that brushed past her and into the bathroom, as soon as
she opened the door.


“Who the hell was that?”


“Jimmy’s latest conquest.  Let’s look at the top. Hold your arms above
your head so I can see how much room you need.” 
Jessi pinched the fabric and secured it with a straight pin.


“You know, Jessi, I've worn clothing
made by some of the country's top designers and you're right up there with
them.  Why don't you have your own line?
Why aren't you selling retail?”


She was still making custom guitar
straps, but it was hard to keep up with the orders.  She tried to teach her sister Ella how to
make them, but there wasn't enough time before the tour.  “I plan to. I just need a few months to get
my degree first.”


“Look at this.” Alyssa called from
the booth.  “There’s another pair of tits
on parade.”


A second silicone-breasted groupie
walk passed them.  This one was a little
more modest.  She wore a thong.  She mumbled something through the bathroom
door and it creaked open and she stepped inside. They came from the living
area, not the sleeping quarters.  Jimmy
must have moved the party to the couch last night instead of trying to cram
three people into his bunk.


“You don't need a degree,” Courtney
said.  “You name is recognizable.  People know who you are and you can afford to
open your own shop.”


“I know. It’s more a matter of
principal.  Plus, I always promised Tommy
I’d go back and finish college. 
Education is important to him.  He
was really upset when I dropped out.”


Jimmy’s two groupies exited the
bathroom together, holding hands and looking awfully chummy.  They still didn’t bother to cover their
perfectly round breasts, or anything else that might catch a breeze.


“Here come the silicone sisters,”
Alyssa commented.  “Put some clothes on,”
she fired at them as they walked by, but they both ignored her.


Jessi went back to adjusting Courtney’s top.  She imagined what it would be like to design
full time, to create a full line of rock and roll inspired clothing with her
name on the label.  It was her dream,
before she was lured in by the excitement of the stage.  She needed people like Courtney around to
remind her to go after her dreams. Courtney was right.  She didn’t need her degree.  She already learned construction.  She was skilled at putting together intricate
designs and working with a variety of textiles. 
She just needed the time to open a store so she could finally be able to
break into commercial sales with the guitar straps, and design the clothing
line that was already making its way down the runway in her head.


 


Chapter Forty-Nine


Texas, Arizona, Vegas, Los
  Angeles.


The iconic Sunset Strip, with its
legendary rock clubs and oversized billboards, was a place Angel fell in love
with.  If New York
weren’t his home, Hollywood
would be his address.  Los Angeles – it called him by name.


They would be in Southern
 California for six days. They had another show later in the week
at the Orange County Fair in Costa Mesa, but
Angel wasn’t leaving Hollywood.  He booked a suite at the landmark Chateau
Marmont, infamous for its history of rock star and celebrity residents behaving
badly.  It was a fortress that sat high
above the city, the ultimate in luxuries. 
They had the rest of the week to explore La-La Land
and Tinseltown.


Tonight’s show, at the renowned
House of Blues on Sunset, was electrified.  
The crowd wouldn’t let the band leave the stage. A five song encore and
they still wanted more. Immortal Angel would have played all night if security
didn’t shut them down.


Angel was still waiting in the
dressing room for Jessi and Tommy. They were getting some things together from
the tour bus and then they would take a taxi down the Strip to Chateau Marmont,
where they would make their own shameful memories.


Someone knocked on the dressing
room door.  It swung open and Kendall stood in the doorway.  She had a twisted smile on her face. It was
smug and arrogant.


“Kendall?  What the hell are you doing in L.A.?”  He hoped she wasn’t here at Jimmy’s
invitation.  It would cause nothing but
trouble.


Kendall
leisurely walked through the dressing room and inspected everything.  She picked up the complimentary bottle of
champagne and read at the label.  She
fingered the champagne flutes and held them up to the light.  She ran her hand across the back of the
leather couch, as she casually strolled behind it.


“This is very nice, Angel.  You finally hit the big time.  I always knew you would.”  She had a strange self-righteous smile
plastered across her face.  “We’re not
all as lucky as you are.”


“I’m fortunate, yes, but I worked
my butt off to get here.”  He didn’t need
to defend himself.  Not to her.  He didn’t want her in his dressing room.  “I hate to cut you short, but I need to make
a few phone calls.”


“No you don’t.”  She finally stopped smiling.  “Don’t think you can dismiss me so easily.”


“What do you want?  Why are you here?”


“This.”  She stretched her arms out to the side and
turned in a semicircle.  “I want all
this.  I want in.  I want to be part of Immortal Angel.”


“What the hell are you talking
about?”


“I can be a backup singer, or maybe
a dancer.  I don’t care.  I just want to be on that stage.  I want the fame and the glory.  Just like you.”


It was so absurd he almost
laughed.  “Have you lost your fuckin’
mind?  Get the hell out of my dressing
room.”


“Wrong answer.”


“There is no way in hell I’m
letting you anywhere near my band.  Who
the hell let you backstage anyway?”


“Don’t underestimate me.  I know how to get what I want.”


“Get the fuck out, before I call
security.”  He should have told her off
years ago, instead of worrying about being rude.


“I wouldn’t do that if I were you.”
She reached into her handbag, pulled out a DVD and waived it at him.


“What the fuck is that?”


“You mean you don’t know?”  She laughed, loud and maniacal.  “I guess you could say it’s my insurance
policy.  My ticket to fame.”


“Do you want to get to the
point?  I don’t have all night.”


She let the DVD swing between her
thumb and index finger.  “I found this in
the middle of your record collection.  I
didn’t even know what a goldmine I had when I picked it up.  Your little wifey caught me snooping in your
office that day Jimmy brought me to your house. 
I was just looking, envious of the riches the world threw at your
feet.  I just happened to spot this DVD
conspicuously misplaced in the middle of neatly arranged vintage records.  She startled me so I tucked the DVD in my
bag.  I didn’t want her to know I touched
anything.  I had it for a month before I
even watched it.”


He lunged for it, but she pulled it
away and laughed at him.


“Don’t think this is my only
copy.  I’m not stupid.  If you don’t want this all over the internet,
you better reconsider my request.”


“Why would you do this to me?  I thought you liked me.”


“Liked you?  I was in love with you.  I didn’t care that you kept turning me
down.  But then you started avoiding me
and running in the opposite direction whenever you saw me.  And as soon as that little bitch shows up you
fell all over her.  I see the way you
look at her.”


“She’s like my wife, Kendall.  We’re building a life together.”


“It could have been me.  It should have been me.  I don’t take rejection lightly.  How many times do you think a person can get
rejected before they turn bitter?  I
looked for anything to get back at you, but you would never let me get close
enough.  My plan was to bring you down at
the Battle of
the Bands.  I was supposed to win.  It was supposed to be me at America Rocks.
But your fans rallied for you.  You were
the clear winner. An upset would have been too conspicuous and my co-conspirator
didn’t hold up to his end of the agreement.” 
She held up the DVD again. “And then this little treasure fell into my
hands.  I’m being very modest, you
know.  I could ask for a lot more than a
spot on the stage.  I could demand
something a lot more personal. 
Something that might involve your gorgeous boyfriend.”


Anger boiled in Angel’s gut at the
mention of Tommy’s name.  “Leave him out
of this.  I’m warning you, if you—”


“You’re warning me?”  Kendall
laughed like a mad woman.  “I’m calling
the shots, here.  I’m the one who says
what—”


Tommy and Jessi walked into the
dressing room and Kendall immediately stopped
talking and put the DVD back in her bag.


“Congratulations,” Kendall said. 
“Things worked out real nice for you, didn’t they, Princess?”


“What are you doing here and what
the fuck is that supposed to mean?” Jessi narrowed her eyes.  “And stop calling me Princess.”


“Look around.  You got everything.  Fame. 
Money.  You’re the heiress to the
punk rock throne.  You got Angel in your
bed.  You got that hot piece of ass next
to you. Like I said, you got everything – everything I want.”  Kendall
smiled at Tommy and sauntered up to him.


“Get the fuck away from my
husband.” Jessi’s eyes blazed like fire.


Kendall
ignored her and glanced back at Angel before taking a step closer to
Tommy.  “Maybe it’s time to up the ante.
I wouldn’t mind borrowing this boy toy sometime.”


Jessi exploded.  She yanked Kendall away from Tommy by the
back of her hair, so hard that Kendall
stumbled and almost fell to the floor. 
“Get the fuck away from him! Don’t you dare ever come near my husband
again, you fuckin’ bitch!”


Kendall
rubbed the back of her head and scowled at Angel.  “You better call off your girlfriend.  Tell her that she better be a lot nicer to me
from now own, especially since she’s going to be seeing a lot more of me.”


While Jessi yelled for an
explanation, Kendall ducked out of the dressing room, most likely to avoid
Jessi’s wrath when she found out what Kendall
really wanted.


The situation left Angel in an
upheaval of emotions.  His head was still
reeling about the DVD.  He was shaken and
didn’t know how to explain it to Jessi. 
He was too upset to answer.


She marched up to him, eyes dilated
with anger.


“Answer me!”


He flinched at her harsh tone.


Tommy put his arm around his
shoulder in a protective embrace.  Thank
God, because Angel thought he might have a heart attack right there in the
dressing room.


“Stop yelling at Angel and let’s
find out what’s going on.”  Tommy
tightened his arm around Angel’s shoulder. 
“Take a deep breath, A.  Calm
down, and tell us what she was doing here.”


Angel’s breathing was erratic, and
he could barely get a few words out before he had to stop to catch his breath.
“She has the DVD . . . our DVD. 
She said she accidentally found it that day Jimmy brought her to the
house.  She was snooping when she was supposed
to be using the bathroom.”


“What kind of DVD are you talking
about?”  Jessi asked.


Concern was riddled across Tommy’s
face, shadowed by guilt. “I didn’t want you to find out about it, hon, but I
want—”


“Just tell me what’s going on. No
bullshit.”


Tommy pushed his fingers through
his long locks. “Me and Angel recorded this clip of us in bed . . . doing some
. . . stuff.  And we saved it on a DVD.”


Jessi leaned back.  “Why didn’t I know about it?  Why wasn’t I involved?  Why didn’t you ever show it to me?”


“Because. I knew you wouldn’t
approve.  There was some rough stuff.”


She shifted her eyes suspiciously
between Tommy and Angel.  “What exactly
was on this DVD that was so bad that you didn’t want me to see it?”


“I don’t want you to get
upset.  It wasn’t that bad.”


“Tell me.”


“It was just some flogging and some
rough sex.”


“Flogging?  Who was getting flogged and what kind of
rough sex?  Did someone get hurt?  Is that why you didn’t want me to see it?”


“No one got hurt.”


“Are you sure?”  She searched Tommy’s face, felt his chest and
his back and tried to lift his shirt. Her eyes canvassed every inch of his
body.


He brushed her hands away.  “I’m fine. 
There’s nothing to worry about. 
Relax, hon.”


“I’m not going to relax!  Kendall’s
out there trying to ruin you and I’m just now finding out that you two are into
kinky sex acts!  I don’t know what to
think!”


“I’m so sorry, sweetheart.”  Angel was panicked.  He couldn’t think straight.  Kendall was
out to destroy him.  Jessi was
upset.   Tommy was implicated and caught
in the middle.  “Please, can we talk
about the DVD later?  What are we going
to do about Kendall?”


A look of concern passed over
Jessi’s face.  “Is she trying to
blackmail you?”


“Yes.”


“What does she want?”


“She wants to be part of the
band.”  Angel needed to sit down.  His head was spinning.  It was like a bizarre nightmare.  His whole body was trembling.  They came so far in the music industry. It
couldn’t be taken away by exposure of something as commonplace as a sex
tape.   He thought about telling Marissa.
She would know how to proceed.  After
all, she was the band’s publicist. He leaned forward and held his head in his
hands.  Tommy would be humiliated.  The DVD would violate the morality clause in
the contract and the label would pull the record deal. All their hard work
would be destroyed.  Their lives would be
ruined.  The room started to spin and
white spots covered his vision.  He
started to black out, but cool water on his forehead brought him back to
consciousness.


Jessi and Tommy were sitting on
either side of him, staring at him, filled with worry.  Jessi held a wet cloth to his head, while
Tommy’s strong arm supported him and offered a glass of water.


“It’s over.”  Angel’s voice cracked.  “I’m done. 
I’m sorry.  It’s all my fault.  I ruined everything for us.  I’m so sorry.”


Jessi shook his arm a little.  “Hey,” she said, softly.  “We’ll figure it out.  Don’t get upset.  I’ll find a way to fix it.  I promise.”


“You can’t fix it.  Maybe we should just give her what she
wants.  Let her be a background dancer or
something.”


“Yeah,” Jessi smirked, “and maybe
we should let her fuck Tommy, too.”


“It’s not funny.”


He was quiet for a long time while
he desperately tried to figure out a way to salvage their record deal.  Jessi patted his leg to get his
attention.  “I want to make something
perfectly clear to the both of you.  You
shouldn’t have kept this from me, and we will deal with it later.  Right now, that’s not what’s important.  Right now, I need to take care of Kendall – once and for all.”


 


Chapter Fifty 


Jessi
knocked on Kendall’s hotel room door.


“What are
you doing here?”  Kendall
looked down the hallway.  “Where’s
Angel?”


“Angel’s
not here.  I wanted to talk to you
alone.  Are you going to let me in?  I’m not going to talk out in the hallway.”


Kendall
hesitated before opening the door.  “What
do you want? And make it fast.  I don’t
want you here.”


“Believe
me,” Jessi glanced at the messy hotel room, “I don’t want to be here a minute
longer than necessary.  I want the DVD.”


“There’s
only one way you’re getting it and that’s when I’m on stage, performing with
the band, and getting my share of the profits.”


Jessi
pressed her lips together and shook her head. 
“Not going to happen.  Let’s be
realistic, Kendall.  You being part of the band would only be its
downfall.  I’ve seen you perform.”


“If you
came here to insult me, you can leave.  I
don’t have to put up with this bullshit.”


“I’m not here to insult you.  I’m just being truthful.”  Jessi paused. 
It was more for dramatic effect, but she needed to take a deep breath to
control her hostility, and her anger. 
She needed to be calm and collected. 
And it took every ounce of strength she had to do so.  “Look, I’m a smart business woman.  I managed Tommy for five years before he met
Angel, and I’ve learned a lot working by Angel’s side.  I’m not leaving here without that DVD.  What do you want?  What do I need to give you, in order for you
to hand it over?”  Jessi held her hand up
and rubbed her thumb and index fingers together – the international sign for
money.


A light
when on behind Kendall’s eyes and it didn’t
take her long to reply.  “I want
$2,000,000.  I’ll give you all the copies
of the DVD, and I’ll go away.  You’ll
never hear from me again.  I’ll forget I
ever heard of Immortal Angel, if you give me $2,000,000.”


Jessi
smiled sarcastically.  “Don’t be
ridiculous.  We don’t have $2,000,000, Kendall.”


“Oh
really?  Because I heard you got a
multimillion dollar record deal.”


“Look at
us. Do we look like we have millions of dollars?  Besides, the deal was for the entire band,
not just Angel.”


“Well,
get it from them, then.  I want
$2,000,000.  That’s my price.”


“I can’t
do it.  It’s too high.”  She tapped her finger against her chin,
pretending to contemplate a number. 
“Maybe, if Jimmy and Damien were to agree to kick in some money, we
could come up with . . . mmmm . . . $1,000,000. 
Maybe.  But that would be the
absolute most, not a penny more.”


“I’ll
take it. You have 24 hours to get the money.”


Kendall
didn’t even hesitate.  She fell right
into Jessi’s hands.  Jessi was grinning
on the inside, but on the outside, she remained wary. “What guarantee do I have
that you’re not going to extort more money from us?  That’s a lot of money
to hand over.”


“I won’t
need to extort any more money from you.  As long as you pay me $1,000,000,
I won’t broadcast Angel and Tommy’s sex tape all over the internet.  I’m
not going to blackmail Angel with anything else.  You give me $1,000,000,
I give you the DVD.  It’s that simple.”


Jessi
pursed her lips to the side, folded her arms and tapped her foot. 
“OK.  But how do I know you’ll leave us alone?  I don’t want you harassing us anymore.”


“Like I
said, you’ll never see me again.  I’ll leave town.  Just as soon
as I get the money.  I can live very nicely on a million dollars.”


Jessi
tried to express defeat by letting out a long sigh.  “OK, but I want one
copy, right now.  I’m not leaving without it.”


“Why?
What for?”


It was
the first intelligent thing Kendall
said.  “I want it as a sign of good faith. 
I’ll show some, too.” Jessi pulled an envelope out of her bag.  “Here’s $200. 
I’ll be back in a few hours with the rest.”





When she
got back to the hotel room at Chateau Marmont, Tommy and Angel weren’t
there.  Maybe they were down by the pool
trying to relax.  They were upset that
she wanted to confront Kendall alone, but it
was a necessary part of her plan.


She took
the DVD from her bag and stared at it. 
The reality that Tommy and Angel were sneaking around, doing God knows
what, started to unravel her.  She had no
idea what they did behind her back, but this little DVD would tell her
everything.


It took a
few seconds to load, then it opened up onto the computer screen.  Tommy was face down on the bed, naked.  His hands were cuffed to the headboard and he
struggled to get free.  He had a ball gag
in his mouth.  It looked invasive and suffocating.  She shuddered and her hand went to her mouth.


Angel
came into view wearing nothing except a pair of black leather chaps, with his
ass cheeks hanging out the back and his dick standing at attention.  He
had a small whip in his hand. It was a cat o’ nine tails.  He let it skip down Tommy’s back, and tickled
him with it.  He lightly let the tips of
the leather hit Tommy’s flesh.  The next
strike was a little harder. By the time the third blow hit Tommy’s baby-soft
skin, Angel was no longer holding back. 
He repeatedly whipped Tommy’s bottom.  
Angry red welts raised on Tommy’s bare flesh with each sadistic
blow.  Tommy struggled and cried out, but
the ball gag in his mouth muffled his pleas. It was brutal.  Jessi pressed both hands over her lips to
suppress her cries, but nothing stopped the tears from pouring down her cheeks
or the anger that burned inside her heart.


Angel
tossed the flogger aside, knelt between Tommy’s legs and pulled him up on his
knees.  He squeezed out a generous amount
of lube and shoved two fingers deep into Tommy’s ass.  Tommy lurched, but Angel didn’t slow his
hand.  He moved it in and out and then in
a circular motion, opening Tommy’s bottom wider with each repetition.


Angel
pulled his hand out and Tommy whimpered. 
His body went limp, and he hung lifeless by the handcuffs that shackled
him to the headboard.


Angel
produced a rubber dildo.  It was the size
of his forearm.  He covered it with lube
and tried to insert it in Tommy’s ass, but it didn’t fit.  Tommy squired and let out a shriek.  Angel shoved his fingers back inside and
twisted them around before attempting to reinsert the dildo.  This time it went in, but not very deep.  Tommy’s yelping turned to moans as the dildo
was repeatedly thrust into his bottom. 
As soon as Tommy started to enjoy it, Angel pulled it out and threw it
across the room.


Angel
returned his fingers to Tommy’s butt, this time all four of them.  After a few probing twists, Angel’s hand
disappeared inside Tommy.  He pushed
deeper and then retracted his fist, thrusting it repeatedly until he was arm
deep inside of Tommy.  Tommy struggled
and writhed on the bed.  A few more
punishing thrusts and Angel removed his arm and wiped it down with a towel.


Tommy was
on his knees again and Angel shoved himself inside. Tommy let out a surprised,
painful scream.  Angel grabbed the back
of Tommy’s hair – his beautiful long golden tresses – and wrapped it around his
hand.  He held the length of Tommy’s hair
in his fist while he started pumping, fast hard thrusts, almost knocking Tommy
down on the bed.


Jessi
closed the laptop.  She didn’t want to
see anymore.  She was still wiping the
tears from her cheeks when Tommy and Angel entered the suite.  They didn’t know she was in the hotel room,
and they lingered in the vestibule just inside the door.  They were expressing their concern about
letting her negotiate with Kendall.  Angel was sweet and sympathetic.  He expressed remorse about the DVD.  That was the Angel she knew and loved.  She didn’t recognize the savage animal she
just saw on the video who practically molested Tommy. And it took place in their
bed.  A vessel that housed their
intense love was now tainted with violence.


The sound
of the stinging slaps of leather on bare skin reverberated in Jessi’s
ears.  Tommy’s pathetic, woeful cries
echoed in her heart – a heart that was now broken by brutality.


“How
could you?” she spat at Angel. “How could you hurt Tommy like that?”


Angel was
confused and cocked his head.


“I saw
the DVD.  How could you do that to
Tommy?”  Hot angry tears streamed down
her face.  “You’re a fuckin’ animal!”


“He
didn’t hurt me, hon.”


“I saw
it, Tommy.  I saw the marks.  The red welts.  The pain on your face.  In your eyes. 
Now I know why you didn’t want me to see it.  I didn’t know you could be so cruel, Angel.”


“Sweetheart,
I’m so sorry.  I only did what Tommy told
me to do.”


She
couldn’t stand the sight of him right now. 
“Don’t blame Tommy.  He was tied
up, with a gag in his mouth.  You’re the
one who abused his body.  You’re the one
who–”


“Stop
it,” Tommy interrupted.  “Angel’s telling
the truth.  I orchestrated everything in
the video.  It was my idea.”


He tried
to put his hand on her shoulder, but she brushed it off.  “Don’t touch me!  My heart is broken because you cut me out and
because you took part in something so heinous. 
I don’t fit in with that lifestyle. 
I don’t know who either of you are anymore.  Do you know how betrayed I feel?  You and Angel have a life that doesn’t
include me.  And it’s disgusting! Is our
marriage a pretense?”


“No!  Why would you think that?”


“Because I didn’t’ know anything
about this side of you.”  She paced the
room.  Her mind was jumbled.  Her heart was reeling.  Her stomach lurched.  She took a deep breath.  She needed to get it together.   She still had to finish negotiating with Kendall.  “I can’t
deal with this right now.  We have to go
through with the plan.  Kendall’s
expecting us in a few hours.”


 


Chapter Fifty-One


“She hates me, now.”


“Jessi doesn’t hate you, Angel.”


“Didn’t you see it in her
eyes?  She blames me.  She thinks I hurt you, mi amor. Did I?”


Tommy placed a soothing hand on
Angel’s chest and tried to relieve some of his concern.  “You didn’t hurt me.  Not once. Jessi’s sensitive, that’s all.  She doesn’t understand that we were having
fun.”


Angel tried to explain it to
her.  Even Tommy tried to explain, but
Jessi wouldn’t listen to either one of them and the loathing in her eyes made
Angel feel abysmal.  He questioned if she
could forgive him and what would happen if she didn’t.  Too many thoughts were reeling inside his
head and they still had to see Kendall.  First, he needed to enlighten Damien and
Jimmy about the DVD, just in case things backfired.





As soon as Angel saw the hardened
look in Damien’s eyes, he wished he never said anything about the DVD.


“You two again?  How many times do you think Ableman’s gonna
deal with your shit?  You’re gonna get us
thrown off the label.  And I don’t care
how many other labels want to pick us up. 
Anywhere besides Falcon is a step down. 
Get your fuckin’ lives together. 
Stop tryin’ to ruin it for everybody else.”


Damien was telling him to
get his life together?   When did
their lives take a 360 degree turn?


Tommy was seething, staring at
Jimmy like a wolf ready to devour its prey. “This is your fault.  You brought Kendall
to our house.  Do you have any idea how
pissed off Jessi is about the DVD?”


“I told you, man.  I didn’t know they didn’t like each other.”


“Everybody fuckin’ knows they hate
each other!  If you weren’t so busy
getting your dick sucked in the bathroom or getting laid in the back room every
ten minutes, maybe you would’ve noticed and my wife wouldn’t be crying in the
bathroom right now.”


“That’s not my fault. You’re the
one who made that fuckin’ DVD.”


Tommy puffed out his chest and
eradicated the space between him and Jimmy with one quick stride, so they were
ribcage to ribcage. “Pay more attention to what’s going on around us.  Since we got the record deal, all you’re
interested in is bangin’ every piece of ass that crosses your path.”


“That’s my business.  And get outta my face.” Jimmy shoved Tommy,
but he didn’t budge.  He had the rigid
stance of a football player.


Palms facing outward, Tommy’s hands
landed on Jimmy’s chest and sent him reeling backwards.  Jimmy charged at him and the two grappled,
pushing each other against the wall.


“Stop it!” Angel yelled.


Damien forced his way between them
and grabbed each of them by the front of their shirts and pulled them
apart.  “Knock it the fuck
off!  We got enough problems.”


Angel was rattled.  Everything was a mess. His personal life and
his band were falling apart right in front of him.  He pulled at his hair.  “I can’t take this. Everything’s a fuckin’
disaster.”


Tommy’s arm was across his back, in
the comforting embrace that always brought his anxiety under control.


“What’s done is done.  Let’s just hope Jessi’s plan works.”  Tommy shot Jimmy a menacing stare.  “Otherwise me and you are gonna finish this
shit.”


“Take it easy,” Damien said.  “We’re gonna settle this shit with Kendall. 
Today.  I’m coming with you.  So’s Jimmy. 
We’re in this together.   We rise
to the top together.  We take the fall
together.  Shit happens.  We deal with it.  Together.”





Jessi stopped in front of the door to Kendall’s
hotel room.  “Do you want to do the
honors?”


Angel nodded.  “But you do the talking.”


Kendall
answered right away.  She was probably
waiting at the door.  “You didn’t have to
bring the whole band.  Come in.”


“We wanted to be here,” Damien
said, harshly brandishing his ice cold eyes at her.


It made Angel uneasy.  He didn’t want any trouble.  He wanted things to go as smoothly as
possible.


“Is that my money?” Kendall eyed the duffle bag in Tommy’s hand and stepped
toward him.


Jessi blocked her path and scowled
at her.  “I told you once to stay the
fuck away from my husband.  Don’t let me
have to repeat myself, because I won’t be so nice this time.”


Angel held his breath.  It wasn’t Damien who was going to be a
problem.  It was Jessi.


Kendall
took two DVDs off the end table and handed them to Angel.  As soon as they were in his hands, a sense of
relief washed over him.  His erratic
heartbeat settled, and it resumed a normal, steady rhythm.  He put the DVDs inside the pocket of his
jacket, and pressed them close to his chest. 
He guarded them with his hand. 
Someone would have to kill him to get them away from him.


“That’s it?” Jessi asked.  “You only made two copies?”


“Yeah.  These two and the one I gave you this
morning.”


Jessi walked over to the desk
against the wall.  “Why is your laptop
here?”


“I can’t bring my laptop on
vacation with me?”


“Is that what this is?
Vacation?”  She pointed to the
laptop.  “Open it.”


Even if Angel noticed the laptop in
the room, he wouldn’t have thought to check the hard drive.  He closed his eyes and let out a deep
breath.  Thank God Jessi was handling the
situation.


While Jessi was engrossed in the
computer, hunched over, nose poised inches from the computer screen, fingers
tapping away on the keys like mad, Kendall
strolled up to Angel and broke out into a smile. He didn’t want to have a
conversation with her.  He wanted to
leave as quickly as possible.  He wished
Jessi was there to shoo Kendall away, but she
was frantically searching the computer.


He wouldn’t look at Kendall. He looked past her, at the ceiling, across the
room, anywhere, except directly at her. 
And he wasn’t taking his hand off the DVDs in his breast pocket.


Alyssa came to his side. “Leave him
alone, Kendall.  Haven’t you done enough?”


Kendall
snarled at her.  “It doesn’t concern you,
so stay out of it.  Mind your own
business.”  Then, she smiled back at
Angel.  It was like someone flipped a
switch.  Kendall
growled at Alyssa, and then turned back to Angel with a provocative smile.


“What do you want?” Angel finally
asked.


“I can’t get these images out of my
head.” Kendall laughed a little.  “Dark, sadistic, images.”


She saw the video.  Angel’s cheeks burned with
embarrassment.  He fidgeted in place and
looked away, but she remained steadfast in front of him, with that same wicked
smile.


“I keep thinking about black
leather and hand cuffs.”  Kendall leaned toward him and lowered her voice to a
whisper.  “If you wanted to play rough,
why didn’t you invite me?”


Alyssa stepped closer.  “You need to back the fuck off.”


Kendall
ignored her.  “You could have done all
that stuff to me.  Or you could have
watched while I let your lover–”


Jessi slammed her hands down on the
desk so hard that Angel felt the floor shake beneath his feet.


“What the fuck are you doing?”  she screamed.


“I’m nowhere near you husband,” Kendall sneered back at her.  “Take it easy.”


“They’re both my husbands!”
Jessi ran toward Kendall, kicking the chair to
the floor behind her.


Tommy caught her around the waist.
“Let’s just finish what we came here to do. 
Please, honey, let’s not make this any worse than it already is.”


It took Jessi a minute to calm
down, and Tommy wouldn’t let her go until she did.    “The computer’s clean.”  She shot an evil look at Kendall.  “You better not be hiding any copies anywhere
else.”


Kendall
put her hands on her hips.  She was full
of satisfaction, claiming a false victory. 
“Now, can I have my money?”


Jessi’s face contorted into a mask
of disgust and loathing.  “Stupid, stupid
girl.  Did you think I would let you
blackmail Angel?  Did you think I would
let you fuck with my family?”


“We had a deal! I can still tell
everybody what was on that DVD!  I’ll
tell the record label the sick disgusting things that were in that video!”


“Well, it won’t do you any
good.”  Jessi pulled a tiny tape recorder
from her pocket and pressed the button.  Kendall’s voice filled the room.  “I won’t need to
extort any more money from you.  As long as you pay me $1,000,000, I won’t
broadcast Angel and Tommy’s sex tape all over the internet.  I’m not going
to blackmail Angel with anything else.  You give me $1,000,000, I give you
the DVD.  It’s that simple.”


“Last I remember,” Jessi said,
“extortion’s a felony.  Say one word to
the press, or anyone else, or if another copy of that DVD mysteriously
surfaces, I swear Kendall, I’ll have you
fuckin’ arrested.”


Kendall
lunged at Jessi and they fell to the floor. 
Tommy and Damien tried to pull them apart, but they were hard to
control.  Jessi and Kendall rolled on the
floor like two wild cats, arms and legs flying everywhere.  Tables got knocked over. Lamps fell and
shattered.  Anything within reach was
hurled through the air.  Jimmy and Alyssa
had to intercede before they were able to restrain Jessi and Kendall and keep
the two of them apart.  It was like a
scene out of a college girl fight.  At
one point Angel caught Damien and Jimmy exchange a smile, obviously amused by
this girl on girl action, but Angel didn’t find it amusing at all.  He was frazzled and upset.


Damien held onto Kendall,
so she didn’t get into another altercation with Jessi, while the rest of them
searched the hotel room for any hidden copies of the DVD.  Angel felt bad for her.  Even though Kendall
wanted to ruin his life, he didn’t want to ruin hers.  He threw $2,000 on the table.  “Take this, and go somewhere and start
over.  Make something of yourself, and
don’t’ burn everyone along the way.”





Everyone thought everything was OK
now.  It was far from OK.  Tommy and Angel’s secret sex life gnawed at
Jessi.  It wasn’t the secrecy, everyone
was entitled to a certain level of intimacy, it was the content that disturbed
her. She questioned whether or not they would have told her about their little
trysts if Kendall hadn’t exposed it.  Of all people, Kendall
had to be the one to enlighten her about Tommy and Angel’s sadistic bedroom
antics. It was difficult to be in the same room with them, even in the grand
hotel suite.


Tommy and Angel walked into the
bedroom just as she finished packing a duffle bag.  It was the same duffle bag that housed the
fake blackmail money. She slung it over her shoulder and met Tommy and Angel’s
stare with resilience.


“Where are you going, hon?”  Tommy was blocking the door.


“I can’t sleep in this room with
the two of you after what I saw on that DVD.”


“I told you I was sorry.  We weren’t deliberately hiding anything from
you.  I know you’re not into anything
like that.  Why shouldn’t we play?  That’s not fair either.”


“You made a sex tape without
me.  Don’t you see how unimportant it
makes me feel?  If you wanted to make a
sex tape, I should have been part of it. 
You made me feel left out.”


“Jessi, sweetheart, please listen
to me,” Angel said.  “It was
unintentional.  I swear.  Tommy found this old flogger I had.  We started playing around with it, as a joke,
then it got sexual, and we thought it would be fun to record it.  We didn’t intentionally plan on excluding you
from the DVD.  We made it for fun.  We only watched it a couple of times and then
forgot about it.  We didn’t even know Kendall had it.”


“Really?  Or was it your plan all along?  Were you trying to get me out of the way so
you could have Tommy all to yourself?”


“No!”


“Was this your idea?  Were you trying to entice him with something
that you knew I wasn’t into so he’d rather have sex with you instead of me?”


“Don’t talk to Angel like that.”


Tommy was defending Angel, when it
was obvious that she was threatened by him. 
“I should have expected some kind of ruse from Angel, but from you,
Tommy?”  She threw the duffle bag on the
floor. “I feel like he’s more important!”


Tommy tried to put his arms around
her, but she backed up beyond his reach. 
She didn’t want him to touch her.


“I love you, Jessi. I don’t care
more about Angel.  I love you both the
same.”


“The same?  Even though I don’t fulfill your fantasies?”


“Don’t say that.  You’ve been fulfilling my fantasies every day
since the day I met you.  I’m the
luckiest man in the world to have you for a wife.  I’m nothing without you.  You forget that this relationship isn’t so easy
for me either.  I’m stuck in the middle,
trying to please the both of you.  I
struggle to maintain balance so something like this doesn’t happen.  I’m sorry if I screwed up.  I’m sorry if you thought we were deliberately
trying to hide anything from you.  We
weren’t.  I know how much rough play
upsets you.  So we just did it when you
weren’t home.”


She thought back to the memory of
the one time they tried it with one of the men Tommy brought home.  It was months before they met Angel.  She literally tackled this guy who was
walloping Tommy’s behind, while he was tied to the bed.  She threatened to call 911 and aimed a
canister of pepper spray directly at his face while she chased him out of the
house.  After that incident, she told
Tommy she never wanted to see anyone do anything like that to him again.  But someone did.  And it was Angel.


She wiped the hot tears from her
face.


“Seriously, Jessi, would you have
let Angel tie me up and paddle me?”


Paddle?  Now there’s a paddle involved?  They probably had an entire closet full of
sex paraphernalia that they kept under lock and key.  “Who are you two?  What the fuck are you into?”


“It was all in fun,
sweetheart.  It’s not as harsh it
appeared on the DVD.”  Angel was
desperately trying to explain.  “It was just
a game.”


“What about the games we played in
bed?  Was it only a game when we vied for
Tommy’s attention, or were you seriously trying to get him to pay more
attention to you?”


“No! I love playing that game with
you.”


“All right, that’s enough.” Tommy said.  “Stop yelling at Angel.”


“Stop sticking up for him!”


“It’s not his fault. It’s mine. You
can be mad at me, but don’t take it out on Angel.”


They were banded together.  It was them against her.  They were no longer a trio.  They were divided.  “I don’t believe this fuckin’ shit!”  She grabbed her duffle bag.  “I hate that you made that DVD and I hate
what’s on it!”


Tommy tried to take the bag from
her shoulder but she pushed his hands away. 
“I need distance.  I need to
figure out if I still fit in this relationship.”


Tommy’s eyes burned into her.  “I love you, Jessi.  Remember how much I love you.  You’re everything to me.  Without you, I’m dead.  You take as much time as you need.  I know you’re just upset and I know you’ll
come back, but know that every second you’re gone, I’m gonna die a little more
inside.”


“Tommy, you can’t let her
leave!  Sweetheart, please don’t go!”


She glared at him.  “Get out of my way, Angel.”  She brushed past him, but paused in the
doorway and turned back around. “I’ll be at the show tomorrow night.  I already have a dozen calls to make to the
venue and I have to get wardrobe back from the cleaners.  I still have a job to do.  I just can’t be stuck in this room with you
two and I can’t sleep in the same bed with either one of you right now.”  She saw Tommy deflate at her last remark and
it hurt her, just as much as it did him.


Jessi left Chateau Marmont, the
historic hotel that saw the demise of the comedic talent of John Belushi, and
where Jim Morrison swung from a drainpipe off the roof and into his room –
incidents that Angel pointed out half a dozen times before they checked into
the hotel.  She took a room at The
Standard, further down on Sunset.  If she
would have remembered that it was the hotel the tour manager booked for the
band, she would have stayed elsewhere.





“Go back to Chateau Marmont and
talk to Angel and Tommy.  It’s not like
they were cheating on you,” Alyssa pointed out.


“I know it’s not the same thing,
but is it much different?  They have a
life that I’m not part of.  I’ve
sacrificed a lot so that Tommy and Angel could be together.  I’m not complaining. I don’t have any regrets
and I wouldn’t change anything, but they share a fetish that doesn’t include
me.”


Alyssa’s mouth softened under the
harsh ruby red lipstick.  “What are you
going to do?”


“I don’t know.  I’m angrier at Angel than I’ve ever been at
anyone in my life.  I resent him, Alyssa,
for offering Tommy something I can’t.” 
She leaned forward for emphasis. 
“And if I can’t get past that, I don’t know what’s going to happen to
us.”


“Don’t you still love him?”


She covered her eyes with her
hands. She had a pounding headache. Too many conflicting thoughts were
hammering inside her head and ripping her heart apart.  She let out a deep sigh.  “Of course, I still love Angel, but I don’t
like him very much right now.  He made me
feel threatened.  And he hurt Tommy,
physically.  It was awful, and I don’t
know if I can forgive him for that.”


 “Wait a minute.”  Alyssa flipped her long black hair back. “Are
they into BDSM?  Is that what this is
about?”


Jessi half shrugged. “Maybe.  I’m not sure what you call it.”


“Pain can be very exciting.  The rush of endorphins are a real turn
on.  What did he do?”


Jessi was hesitant about explaining
what she saw on the DVD and didn’t answer.


“Did he shove a urethral sound in
his dick?”


Jessi jerked back.  “What? No!”


“Did he use a ball vice?”


“No! I don’t even know what that
is.”


“What are you getting all worked up
about then, anal beads?”


Alyssa’s knowledge of hardcore sex
toys caught Jessi by surprise. Even though her friend walked around dressed
like a dominatrix on a daily basis, she never envisioned that Alyssa’s aesthetic
transcended into the bedroom.


Alyssa laughed. “You should see
your face.  I never knew that Jessi Blade,
involved in a steady ménage à trois with two of the hottest guys in rock and
roll, was so vanilla.”


“I just never heard of those things
before and I didn’t know my best friend was such an expert.  These last few days have been very
enlightening.  I didn’t know I was
sexually uneducated.”


“So what exactly did you see on
this DVD that was so bad, if it wasn’t anything hardcore?”


Compared to the things Alyssa just
described – nothing. “Angel hit Tommy.”


“You mean like, punched him and
beat him up?”


“No!  Nothing like that.  He was using that thing.”  She made a whipping motion with her wrist.


“A flogger?”


“Yeah.  A flogger. 
Angel hit Tommy with a flogger.”


“That’s it?”


“Well . . . yeah, but it was
difficult to watch.  There were bright
red marks on Tommy’s back.”  The memory
made her cringe.  “He has such beautiful
cream colored skin and it’s velvety soft. 
I wanted to jump through the computer screen and pull that thing out of
Angel’s hand.  And hit him with
it.  See how he liked it.”


“He might have liked it a lot. I’m
a piercer, Jessi.  I pierce a lotta
dicks.  Do you know what a Prince Albert is?”


Jessi heard of it, but she wasn’t
really sure what it was.  She gave an
unconvincing nod.


“It’s a piercing on the tip of the
penis, through the urethra and the sensitive underside of the head.  Sounds really painful, right? Well, every
once in a while a guy has an orgasm when I pierce it.  Damien did, practically the second the needle
hit his flesh.”


“Damien has his dick pierced?”


“Yeah.  And his scrotum and his nipples.  Damien likes pain.”  An evil smile spread across her blood red
lips. “And I like to give it to him.”


Jessi wondered how the hell they
got on the subject of Damien’s dick and balls. 
She covered her ears with her hands. “I don’t want to hear any more
about Damien’s penis.”


Alyssa crossed her legs and played
with the zipper on her leather boot. 
“Watch the video one more time.  I
bet you’ll find it’s not so bad after all, now that the initial shock has worn
off.”





Jessi told herself she wasn’t going
to play the video again, but she found herself popping it into her laptop as
soon as Alyssa left.


The sight of Tommy shackled to the
bed made her heart sink.  He looked
helpless, but maybe that was the point. 
Enter Angel, the man who made her life hell . . . and heaven.  She felt each stroke of the sharp leather
against Tommy’s perfect skin and winced as each welt rose on his flesh.  His beautiful long blond hair, yanked back harshly
in Angel’s fist, made her angry and she yearned to protect him.  She couldn’t watch anymore and hit pause.


She wiped the tears that streamed
down her cheeks, and wondered how she was supposed to get past the brutality.
She advanced the video, past the flogging. 
That damn ball gag was no longer in his mouth.  She didn’t notice that the first time.  Nor did she realize that Tommy was on his
back now, so he and Angel could make eye contact and watch each other. He was
still handcuffed and his arms, spread wide apart, accentuated his muscular
chest.


Angel had his fingers inside Tommy.  First one, then two.  He squeezed more lube and twisted his fingers
in a circular motion.  She envisioned
Angel’s fingers finding the spot that made Tommy weaken – the spot she knew
intimately.  A third finger tried to make
its entrance, but Tommy jerked.  Angel
was watching him and paused.  He waited
for Tommy to take a few deep breaths and nod, before he continued.  Angel’s hand was on the move again, plunging
deep into Tommy’s body.  His face had the
glow of ecstasy that she knew so well. 
His gorgeous hair was fanned out on the pillow around him like a
magnificent halo.  That was the scene her
fantasies were made of – Angel pleasing Tommy. 
This part of the video wasn’t violent. 
It was the first part that she couldn’t erase from her mind.  Rough sex was OK, pain wasn’t.


She closed her laptop and stared at
the painting on the wall.  It was a
landscape.  An English garden.  It looked like it was under water, blurry and
distorted.  Then the tears rolled down
her cheeks and they wouldn’t stop.





Jessi woke early the next
morning.  It was going to be a busy
day.  The band was performing at the
Pacific Amphitheater in Costa Mesa, about an
hour south of L.A.  It was a big show and everything went wrong,
which was probably a good thing.  It
meant she was busy and didn’t have time to hang around sound check or in the
dressing room.  She was purposely
avoiding Tommy and Angel.


Not only was she 30 minutes late
because she had to wait for the cleaners to find the dancers’ costumes, but the
tour bus driver had a case of food poisoning and she needed to get a
replacement at the last minute to drive the band to the venue.  By the time she got there and checked in with
Marissa and the production manager to firm up any loose ends, there was only
about an hour left before the show started.


The dressing room was busy with
people, so she kept herself occupied by having unnecessary conversations with
the stage hands and the production crew. 
She felt Tommy’s presence bearing down on her, but refused to look in
his direction.


His hand on her arm made the hair
on the back of her neck stand up. “I missed you, hon.  Why didn’t you take my calls?”


The piece of lint on the carpet
held her attention.  “I’m sorry. I . . .
I didn’t know what to say to you.”


“How about, I love you, or, I miss
you?”


She finally looked up at him.  The day old razor stubble on his chin made
its first public appearance.  It was a
shade darker than his fair blond locks and sexy as hell.  Her fingertips grazed the soft tidbits of
hair on his face.  Tommy pressed his lips
into the palm of her hand and left them there. 
She swallowed and tried to control the tremor in her lower lip.


Tommy took her hand from his cheek
and held it.  He caressed it in both his
hands.  He stared down at it and was
quiet for a long time.  “Did you get to
go to the fair at all today?”


That was the plan before the last
few days were shattered by the sordid content of the DVD.  They were supposed to spend the morning at
the Orange County Fair, known for its deep fried aberrations and bacon-covered
everything. “No. I was too busy.  Did
you?”


“Just for a little bit.”


Their conversation was contrived
and strained, but their eyes were glued on their interlocking hands.


“Are you all set for the show?  Do you have your guitar straps?” He was
always changing them and always misplacing them.


“Yeah. I just need one more
thing.  I need my wife back.”


She looked up at him.  His powerful gaze held her motionless.


“I want you to come back to Chateau
Marmont with us after the show.”


She slowly nodded.  “I was up all night thinking this
through.  We need to have a serious
conversation about our future.”





On the bus ride back to the hotel,
Jessi stayed in the living area on the leather couch in front of the TV.  She didn’t want to venture back into the
bedroom.  Tommy sat with her and Angel
joined them.  The rest of the band and
the dancers retreated to their bunks or the kitchen, aware of the tension
surrounding the three of them.


Jessi paid no attention to what
they were watching.  Television was the
last thing on her mind.  She and Tommy
barely spoke, and Angel didn’t say anything at all.  There was little traffic on the 405 this late
at night, and the bus pulled up to The Standard less than an hour later.


“Do you want me to tell the driver
to wait while you get your bag and check out?” Tommy asked.


“No.  That’s not necessary. He can bring us
straight to Chateau Marmont.”


They were eerily silent on the ten
minute drive down Sunset Blvd. and no one said a word on the elevator ride up
to their suite.


As soon as the door closed behind
them, Tommy took her in his arms.  She
tried to resist, but his touch was everything she longed for.  “I never meant to hurt you.  I’m so sorry. 
I knew you would’ve never participated in our playtime.  I wasn’t trying push you away.  I don’t want you to feel left out.  I’ll do whatever I need to do to make it up
to you. Just let me know, and it’s done.”


She pushed out of his embrace, even
though it tore her heart in half.  She
wanted to be in his arms.  She wanted him
to hold her.  “You’re right.  I would’ve never let Angel hit you with that
thing.”  Her hand went to her chest.  “My heart wrenched when I watched it.  I wanted to hold you and protect you.”


“Jessi,” Angel said, “I would never
hurt Tommy.  You’re making me feel so
bad, like I intentionally abused him. I really wasn’t hitting him that
hard.  It was all done at Tommy’s
direction.  He told me exactly what he
wanted me to do.  We maintained eye
contact.  We had cues that meant
stop.  It was consensual.  I love Tommy just as much as you do, you
know.  I love him enough to share him,
too.  This isn’t easy for me,
either.  That video was exaggerated.  We never did anything that extreme and I
never put a ball gag in his mouth before. 
It was only for effect.”


“It broke my heart to see you hit
Tommy.  I don’t know how you could do
that to him.  I was so angry at you.  I wanted to hate you, and for a little while,
I did.”


His eyes looked pathetically sad
and his mouth bowed down into a deep frown. 
Her heart went out to him and she felt bad for the terrible accusations
she flung at him.


“I watched the DVD again. Parts of
it.  It was too hard to watch the whole
thing.  I realized that you were only
playing along.  I know how much you love
Tommy.  I know you would never hurt him.  You could never hurt anyone, Angel.  You’re too kind-hearted.  I’m sorry I said those horrible things to
you.  I’m ashamed.  It was because I was angry.  I know you would never try to steal Tommy away
from me. I love you, Angel.”


She turned her gaze on Tommy.
“You’re right. I would’ve never let him hit you with that thing and bruise your
delicate skin.  I understand I can’t
change your sexual preferences or your sexual fantasies.  I would never ask you to change for me.  Like you said, that’s not fair, but doing it
behind my back isn’t fair either.  It’s
too grand.  I’d always be wondering if
Angel went too far, checking your body for bruises.  It’s not something I can deal with.”  She stared at the city lights through the
panoramic window.  “Things need to
change.  When the tour’s over, I’m going back to FIT and getting my
degree.  I’m opening a store.  I’m going to hire seamstresses and a
full time staff, everything I need to get a business off the ground.  I’m gonna sell my designs, just like I always
dreamed of doing.  I’m tired of taking a
back seat to everything and everybody. 
I’m putting myself first for once.”


“I’m happy, hon. I always told you
to finish school.  You know I always
wanted you to start your own clothing line. I always supported your work.  You’re very talented.”


“We need to come to a
compromise.  I’m going to have to get
used to this game the two of you love to play. 
It’s new to me.  You’re going to
need to be patient.  Ease me into it,
because it’s going to take some getting use to. If it’s part of your life, it
needs to be part of mine.”


She saw the relief wash over
Tommy’s face as he opened his arms.  “Do
you have any idea how much I love you? 
Your understanding and loyalty continually amaze me.”  He put his arms around her and held her so tight
she could barely breathe.


Angel came behind her put his
protective arms around the both of them. 
“This is more like it.  Our family
is whole again.  I was a wreck these last
few days, sweetheart, when you were angry at me.  I’m so sorry.  I don’t ever want to fall out of your graces
again.  And I’m so proud of you.”


Angel kissed the back of her head
and gave them a powerful squeeze.  “Let’s
enjoy the rest of the week. Let’s see what we should do tomorrow.”  He rifled through some papers on the coffee
table. “I have so many things planned for us. We still have a few days in this
wonderful city and in this glorious hotel.”


Tommy rolled his eyes.  “Today I learned that Led Zeppelin rode their
motorcycles through the lobby in the late ‘60s. 
I’m glad you’re back, hon, because if I have to listen to Angel rattle
off one more piece of rock and roll trivia about this hotel, I’m going
to jump off the roof.”


She chuckled.  “Then you’ll just give him more
ammunition.  I can see the headline
now.”  She looked in the distance and
spread the palm of her hand through the air. “The Prince of Punk Rock Leaps
From the Rooftop and Defies the Grim Reaper.”


Tommy laughed and she enjoyed the
way the corners of his eyes crinkled.


“I can hear the two of you making fun
of me, you know.”  Angel held up some
pamphlets.  “Tomorrow morning, we’re
going to start by having breakfast in the garden terrace. Did you see it,
sweetheart?  It’s magnificent!  Then we should take a helicopter tour of the
Hollywood sign and I want to visit the Grammy Museum.  They have an exhibit of Michael Jackson’s
wardrobe!”


Tommy folded his arms across his
chest.  “You see that spark in his eye,
that exuberance, it was gone when you weren’t here, hon.  I’m not the only one who missed you.”


Not long afterwards, Damien showed
up at the door with his bass over his shoulder and her duffle bag at his
feet.  “I don’t want to interrupt, but
I’m having a problem with the fuckin’ strings on my Ibanez again.  I want Tommy to take a look at it.  And Alyssa said Jessi needed her bag.”  He sat on the couch, turned the tuning peg
and plucked at his bass.  He pursed his
lips to the side and shook his head. 
“The D string doesn’t feel right.”


Jessi watched Tommy examine
Damien’s bass.  He was a master when it
came to instruments.  He was diagnosing
the problem, pointing to the bridge at the bottom part of the bass.


“And why don’t you use heavier
gauge strings?” he asked Damien.  “The
way you play this thing, you’re gonna break one.”


“I’ve never broke a string, dude.  Guitar players break strings, not bass
players.”


“I’ve seen bass players break
strings.  It can happen. Especially if
you slap the hell out of it the way you do. 
You’re aggressive.”


“Soft ain’t my style.”


Damien fussed with his bass for a
bit, and then shook it with frustration. 
“I hate this fuckin’ bass!  I’m
gonna throw it into traffic one day!”


Before he left, he stuck a tattooed
finger in Jessi’s face.  “You OK?”


She flinched.  Other than almost losing an eye, she was
fine, now.  She nodded at him. “I’m OK.”


He grabbed her chin in his hand,
rather roughly, and stuck a hard wet kiss on her cheek.  “Good. 
Let me know if you need anything.”


 


Chapter Fifty-Two


Colorado, Missouri, Chicago, Michigan.


The rocking of the bus often left Jessi wide awake.  She hated lying in bed and staring at the
confined space that made up their bedroom, but she didn’t want to disturb
everyone by turning on the TV.  Tonight
seemed to be the first quiet night in weeks.


Life on a tour bus was challenging for Jessi.  On the days when the band was performing, it
was exciting and energetic.  When they
had a day off they explored whatever city they were in, and enjoyed the local
night life. But when they were on the road and she was stuck in a cramped bus
with nine other people, she felt like she was going to lose her mind.  They were all shoe-boxed in together with no
privacy.


She missed her big house and the plush, over-sized bed that she always
teased Angel about because it was garishly large.   She flipped the covers off and crawled down
to the bottom of the bed.  It was her
only way out.  The bed was wedged in
between the walls of the bus.  She moved
slowly, so the bed didn’t shake.  She
didn’t want to wake Tommy.  Angel needed
to take his sleep medication in order to get any rest on the bumpy bus, and an
earthquake couldn’t disturb him.  She
tiptoed past the sleeping quarters for the rest of the band and dancers, and
noticed the curtain was drawn on Alyssa’s bunk and the bed was empty.  At least she would have someone to talk to
instead of sitting by herself in the living area.  But then she spotted Alyssa, sandwiched in
the bunk with Damien.


Whispers and moans came from behind the closed curtain of Jimmy’s bunk
and a naked leg fell out from underneath the draped fabric.  Ahh, the life of an unattached rock star.


Jessi made her way to the front of the bus and sat on the overstuffed
couch.  She curled her legs up underneath
her, and looked at the road that glided by. 
She could see the bus driver’s silhouette through the slit in the
partition.  He was a nice man, who missed
his family when he was on the road.  When
they started the tour he was a total stranger, and now he was like family.


Family.  It brought back the
nagging regret of the family she lost. 
Jessi’s sisters were pressuring her parents to apologize, but they still
wouldn’t give in.  Her parents were set
in their ways and closed minded.  Even if
they did apologize for the horrible things they said, she still didn’t
know if she could forgive them.  But they
were her parents and an apology would be a start to mending the relationship .
. . if they chose to offer one.


Jessi continued to watch the stark night glide by on the
expressway.  It was black, lit only by
the occasional lone car or tractor trailer. 
She couldn’t remember what city they were going to or where the band was
performing next.  No matter.  They would be gone by nightfall.  There was no time to meander around the city
tomorrow.  They had another show the
following day.  Was this the life she
longed for?  Long hours on an overcrowded
bus, all under each other’s feet, going from city to city without enough time
to enjoy or experience its culture?   She
thought about it, for a long time, before a smile spread across her face.  Those were only the downside.   The rest of it was what she strived
for.  The fame and the recognition is
what she craved, along with the attention of the people who called her name,
when their only connection was the rock idols they adored.  Nothing could replace the thrill of watching Tommy
and Angel perform on stage, in front of a sold out crowd.  And, of course, there was the money and everything
that went along with it.


Tommy finally bought her the engagement ring that she secretly yearned
for.  It was extravagant and grossly
overstated.  He couldn’t afford one when
they first got married.  She always said
it didn’t matter, until Tommy gave her that ring.  She touched the bottom of the band with her
thumb and looked down at it.   Even in
the dimly lit bus, its brilliance sparkled up at her.  She never took it off.  It meant the world to her, not only because
it was exquisite, everyone complimented her on it, but because after so many
years together it bothered Tommy that he never gave her a ring.  She loved him so much.  And she loved Angel.  They were happy.  The three of them.  She laughed at how nervous and apprehensive
she was about bringing Angel into their relationship.  Now, she couldn’t imagine life without
him.  She was secure in their
relationship.  Everything was crystal
clear.  The three of them were meant to
be together.


 


Chapter Fifty-Three


Boston was the last stop on the tour. It was
bittersweet.  The experience was
everything Angel ever dreamed of.  The
reception of the fans and the rising popularity of the band surpassed his
imagination, but he was looking forward to spending some time at home and
seeing his family.  They would only have
a short break before they needed to start on the next album and, hopefully,
there would be a world tour in the not too distant future.


The crowd was amped and supercharged. 
They knew tonight’s performance was the finale of the tour and it would
out do every other show they performed. 
Angel wasn’t nervous, but he was anxious as he watched by the curtain for
their cue to take the stage.


Tommy squeezed his shoulder. “Listen to them.  Feels good doesn’t it?”


“It feels divine, my prince.  I
could stand here all night and listen to their calls.”


The chant that rose from the audience was a deafening roar. It was a
warrior’s call, demanding Immortal Angel to do battle with their instruments on
stage.


Jessi fixed the collar on Angel’s leather jacket. “Does it fit better
now?  Is it pulling across the back?”


“It fits like a glove, sweetheart. Your workmanship is impeccable.”


“Thank you.”  She smiled at
him.  “You may be my only client, but
you’re my favorite client.”


“Please make sure you pick up the jacket once I take it off.  It’s very heavy and I don’t know how long
I’ll be able wear it.   I don’t want
anyone to accidentally step on it and ruin it.”


“With all that metal?  Someone’ll
break an ankle before they hurt this jacket. But, don’t worry.  I’ll keep an eye on you.  As soon as you take it off, I’ll grab it.”


The house lights dimmed, causing screams and whistles to echo
throughout the venue.


“Ready, A?”


He slowly turned toward Tommy. 
“Answer their call.”


Tommy curled his fingers around the neck of his Les Paul and picked off
their signature intro.


Screams blocked out the rest of the world as Angel walked to the center
of the stage.  The lights were still
down. Only a small spot illuminated him from behind.  He stood perfectly still, with his arms at
his side, as he looked into the crowd.


Horned fists pumped wildly in the air.


The light behind him projected an exaggerated shadow into the crowd.  It made him appear 20 feet tall, mirroring
the feeling in his heart.  The lighting
technician waited for his cue, but he paused to absorb the energy of the crowd.  Finally, he cued the lights by raising his
arms in the air and the stage was brought to life.  The thin silver chains that adorned his
sleeves from armpit to wrist hung to the floor in a dramatic curtain of
metal.  The jacket was a show stopper and
the epitome of modern punk rock.  The
audience gasped at its reveal.  The
lights reflected off the elaborate rhinestone covered microphone stand and cast
a kaleidoscope of blue, pink and yellow lights onto the audience.


Thunderous applause and foot stomping shook the stage.


Jimmy crossed his sticks four times, and Immortal Angel’s music rumbled
through the sound system.  Angel took his
rhinestone embellished microphone from its matching stand and strutted across
the stage.  The silver metal chains rang
and reflected the light as they trailed behind him.  He jumped between the two raised platforms on
either end of the stage and belted out the lyrics to their latest hit, Cardiac
Explosion.


The fashion forward jacket was his favorite piece in his wardrobe.  He swung his arms to accelerate the movement
of the heavy chains and they jingled around him. After he gyrated through the
first two songs, he strutted back to the center of the stage and put the mic
back on its stand.  He spread his arms
like an iron clad eagle and let the metal chains drop around him.  He lowered his arms, and his shoulders, and
the heavy jacket fell to the floor.  No
shirt, no jewelry, just bare chest, leather jeans and an invitation to anyone
who wanted to spend the next 90 minutes caught up in the heyday of sex infused
punk rock.


Bras littered the stage.  A furry
leopard jock strap practically hit Angel in the chest.  Satin panties sailed through the air and
landed on the drum platform.  The owner
was hoisted onto someone’s shoulders. 
She screamed Jimmy’s name and flashed two surgically-enhanced
breasts.  The crowd was insane.


Without You,
was their next song. It was the song Tommy wrote and the song that made them
famous.  Right before Tommy’s solo, he
chased Jessi on stage with his Les Paul. 
Every girl in the audience wanted to be the recipient of a Tommy Blade
guitar solo, but he only offered them to Jessi. 
She was flustered and covered her mouth with her hands while the twang
of the guitar strings filling the air. 
When he was done, he kissed her and resumed his jack rabbit bounce
around the stage.


Damien was having a problem with his Ibanez again.  He was tightening the tuning key and slapping
the strings, harder than usual.  Angel
could read the curses on his lips.  All
of a sudden, the D string snapped.  The
fan blew it up to Damien’s face.  It
hovered in the air like a deadly cobra waiting to strike.  He tried to dodge out its way, but its attack
was relentless.  It annoyed him and shook
the neck of his bass, but the movement infuriated the wild D string and it
retaliated by striking his mohawk.  It
would have been comical if there wasn’t an angry fire in Damien’s eyes.


He pulled his bass over his head, lifted it by the neck with both hands
and smashed it on the floor.  An
explosion of feedback screamed through the amp as the bass guitar exploded into
a heap of splintered black metallic-coated wood.


Angel was stunned into silence and retreated to Tommy’s side.  The crowd cheered as Damien continued to
swing his Ibanez to the floor until there was nothing left except the neck of
his bass in his hands like a headless body.


It was punk rock at its finest.


A stage hand quickly passed Damien his Rickenbacker and he picked up
with the bass line like he never missed a note. 
Angel jumped to the bridge to catch up with the lyrics and they finished
the song like it was a well choreographed stunt.


The lights were hot and Angel’s skin glistened.  His chest was covered with a light dew and he
stood in front of the fan as he sang.  He
chugged some water and placed the bottle down on the drum platform.  Jimmy was dripping under the hot lights and
heavy beats he brought to life on his drums. 
His T-shirt clung to his chest.


When the song was over, a pair of drumsticks flew past Angel and into
the audience.  Jimmy stood up, pulled at
the collar of his T-shirt and ripped it down the center.  Girls screamed at the sight of Jimmy’s
washboard abs and brightly colored tattoos that covered his chest.  He rubbed the sweat-soaked shirt on his
crotch and whipped it into the audience. 
It was torn in half by two over excited fan girls, fighting for a piece
of Jimmy’s DNA.


Sixty minutes later, the lights came down over a sea of screaming fans,
signaling the end one of the best shows Immortal Angel ever performed, and the
close of the band’s first national tour.


 


Chapter Fifty-Four


The tour bus rolled into New
  York at the end of September.  Six months away from home felt like an
eternity, yet it felt like just yesterday that they set out on tour.  Tommy slid open the window in their bedroom
in the back of the bus. He loved this time of year when the heat from the hot,
humid summer subsided and a crisp cool autumn breeze made its first
appearance.  He strained to look out into
the harbor.  She was still far away, but
even at a distance, Lady Liberty was impressive and inspiring.  He stood at the window while the bus swayed
and bounced through the pot holes of lower Manhattan, until she was close enough to see
clearly.  He called to Jessi and Angel
who were still packing.  They bought so
much stuff while on tour that they had to buy another suitcase last night before
they left Boston.  “Hurry up. 
You’re gonna miss it.”


Jessi groaned as she got to her feet. 
“What are we looking at?”


“The most beautiful lady in the world.” 
He held his hand out to her. 
“Make that the second most beautiful lady in the world.”


She slid her arm around his waist and stared out at the harbor.  A second later, Angel’s arm was on Tommy’s
shoulder and Angel’s lips were on his cheek. 
They stood with their arms around one another, watching the beacon of
hope grow larger in the skyline, standing proudly with her arm defiantly in the
air.


Tommy smiled at Angel.  Their
lives had been a roller coaster.  Love
blossomed.  Success and fame came
practically overnight. It was almost taken away just as fast because the world
wasn’t ready for their love, but in the end, love triumphed over all.


Jessi placed the palm of her hand against the window and the sun
reflected off the brilliant diamond on her finger.  Her platinum wedding band shined along side
it.  Tommy placed his left hand over hers
so their rings lined up.  Angel smiled at
them and added his ringed finger to the top of the pile.


Tommy brushed a kiss on each of their lips. This was just the
beginning.  He had no idea what lay
ahead, but whatever life threw at them, they could handle it, as long as they
were together.


Angel’s phone rang and he put it to his ear.  He listed for a few second then leaned his
head back and smiled as wide as his luscious lips would allow.  “I can’t believe it.  Thank you. 
Thank you, Marissa.  I’ll call Mr.
Ableman after we get settled at home. 
Bye.”


“Well, my prince, our first album just went platinum.  It’s confirmed.  We’re headlining a world tour in less than a
year.”


 


End of Book
One



 


Between a Rock and a
Hard Place


Radical Rock Stars,
Book Two


Coming Late Summer
2014


 


When Jessi Blade is forced to miss
the first leg of Immortal Angel’s world tour, Tommy Blade and Angel Garcia are
alone together for the first time.  Their
romance flourishes and brings them closer together, but time apart puts a
strain on Tommy and Jessi’s marriage. 
The demanding schedule of a world tour, pressure from the record label
and a wife who feels neglected, leaves Tommy under a blanket of anxiety.  He’s helpless as his perfect life slowly
falls to pieces.


When Jessi Blade finally catches up
to Tommy and Angel four weeks into their world tour, she begins to feel like an
outsider.  She’s not about to take a back
seat to Angel and she competes for Tommy’s attention.  Tired of the rivalry, she begins to wonder if
they’d be happier without her.


Angel Garcia is trying to hold
their relationship together, but Jessi’s animosity and Tommy’s nervous tension,
are a heavy load to carry.  Before long,
it becomes clear that their life, and the band, are doomed unless they work out
their differences.
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