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   Synopsis:
 
   She rocks my world.
 
   He sets my soul on fire.
 
   We’ve traveled down a bumpy road, but we’ve finally found the balance.
 
   It’s time to bring a new little rock star into our lives.
 
   I’m Tommy Blade, the Prince of Punk Rock, and this is the next chapter in our story.
 
    
 
   Loving two people is never easy, and Tommy Blade fights every day to ensure that his wife and his lover know that he loves them both equally.  A commitment ceremony solidifies their pledge to one another and brings them closer together.
 
    
 
   Jessi Blade is a lucky girl.  With animosity behind them, she and Angel share a more intimate relationship and their lives flourish.  She has everything she ever wanted – except a baby.
 
    
 
   Angel Garcia never thought he’d share his life with a woman, no less marry one in a commitment ceremony.  When a baby joins their family, it makes him realize how much Jessi really means to him.
 
    
 
   The road Tommy, Jessi and Angel travel is never an easy one.  Just when they’re at their happiest, an accident may very well change the course of their lives.
 
    
 
   Warning:  This book is for mature audiences only.
 
    
 
   Copyright and Disclaimer:
 
   This book is not transferable.  It is for your own personal use.  If it is sold, shared, or given away, it is an infringement of the copyright of this work.  No portion of this book may be transmitted or reproduced in any form, or by any means, without permission in writing from the author or publisher, with the exception of brief excerpts used for the purposes of review.
 
   This book is for ADULT AUDIENCES ONLY.  It contains material which may be considered offensive by some readers.
 
   This is a work of fiction.  Names, characters, places and incidents are solely the product of the author’s imagination and/or are used fictitiously, though reference may be made to actual historical events or existing locations.  Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, or yet to be born, is purely coincidental and entirely unintentional.
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   Tommy Blade tugged at the tight-fitting collar of his starched, white shirt and fidgeted with his bow tie.  He hadn’t worn a tuxedo since his own wedding day.  He eyed the rows of white folding chairs strung together by a garland of cream-colored roses and the white silk runner that stretched down the center aisle.  The pergola above him was weaved with fragrant magnolias that cascaded down the four columns at each corner.  Central Park had never looked so pristine.
 
   The grass was exceptionally green against the bright white décor, and the clear, blue sky let the sun bathe the atmosphere in a warm glow of pale yellow.  Tommy spanned the array of 300 guests, all dressed in their best formal attire.  The affair was an extravaganza far beyond anything he imagined.
 
   “Why do you look so nervous, mi amor?  You’re not the one getting married.”  Angel Garcia looked like he had just stepped off the runway in his perfectly-fitted Dolce & Gabbana tuxedo.
 
   “The head of every major record label is here.  Security blocked off two major entrances to the Park.  I had no idea this was going to be such a high-profile ceremony.”
 
   Jimmy Wilder and Audra Abelman’s wedding was a long-awaited event.  As the heir to a wealthy record empire, Audra was a socialite worthy of front-page news.  Marrying Immortal Angel’s drummer, one of the most notorious rock star bachelors in America, pitted their wedding as the go-to event of the season.
 
   Jimmy’s foot bounced on the ground with a hard thump.  He alternated between stretching his neck down the long aisle, impatiently waiting for Audra, and drumming his fingers against the leg of his slacks.  The poor guy was a nervous wreck.
 
   Tommy leaned forward, past Jimmy’s two brothers.  “Relax.  You’re marrying your dream girl.  You have no reason to be uptight.”
 
   Jimmy exhaled a deep breath and some of his tension disappeared.  “You’re right.  I’ve been waiting for this day for a long time.  Thanks, man.”  A smile radiated across his face, and he rested his hands on his son’s shoulders.  “Still got the rings, little man?”
 
   Mason straightened the small velvet pillow he held at chest level, serious about his job as ring bearer.  “Right here, Daddy.  When are we gonna marry Audra?”
 
   Jimmy chuckled.  “Any minute now, Mase.”
 
   The six-piece band came to life, and the familiar sound of the Wedding March echoed through the stately oak trees.  Rows upon rows of guests rose to their feet, and all heads turned in unison.  They let out a series of soft exclamations as Audra and her father slowly made their way down the center aisle.  Jimmy’s eyes never left her, and his foot and fingers rested without the slightest bit of apprehension.
 
   Audra stepped onto the floor of the pergola, glowing with an effervescent smile that she could barely contain.  Mr. Abelman kissed her cheek and shook Jimmy’s hand.
 
   Mason’s excited squeal broke through the silence.  “Audra!  You look pretty!”  He dropped the pillow and wrapped his arms around her legs, lost in the chiffon of her flowing gown.  A low rumble of laughter followed, accompanied by several murmurs of “Aww” from the guests.
 
   Audra laughed and cupped the crown of his head in her hand.  “Thank you, Mason.  You look very handsome.”  She gazed at Jimmy.  “Just like your daddy.”
 
   Damien retrieved the pillow, along with the little velvet pouch attached to it that contained the rings, and handed them back to Mason.  “Careful, little dude.  You don’t want to lose these.”
 
   Mason let out a tiny gasp when he realized he had absentmindedly discarded the pillow and quickly took it from Damien.  He stood back in line with the groomsmen and held the pillow in front of him, steady as a rock.
 
   “The kid just tossed Audra’s diamond wedding band on the floor,” Damien whispered to Angel.  He let out a small chuckle.  “It was fifty grand.”
 
   Angel bit back a smile.
 
   As Tommy watched Audra and Jimmy exchange their wedding vows, memories of his own wedding day transported him back in time.  He was standing in a church in Brooklyn with the most beautiful woman in the world in front of him, dressed in an Alexander McQueen wedding gown that probably cost more than she made in a month.  Her hot pink hair was a striking bolt of color beneath the stark white veil.  The sparkle in her eyes was a mere glimmer in comparison to the fireworks going off inside Tommy’s heart.  He had never been happier.
 
   Jessi caught him staring at her, and his thoughts returned to the present.  Her bare shoulders were two mountains of velvet over her strapless, floor-length bridesmaid’s gown.  The ruby red roses in her hand mimicked the bouquet she held on their wedding day.  He mouthed “I love you” to her, and she puckered her lips in a kiss and silently said “Love you” back to him.
 
   Tommy was never really a sentimental guy.  He loved Jessi and Angel with all his heart.  They were his world, but he wasn’t a mushy, teary-eyed, lovesick kind of guy.  That’s why the lump in his throat and the heat that spread from under his collar and up to his forehead took him by surprise.  The love that surrounded him amplified his feelings for his wife and his lover, and he fought the pure emotion that ticked at his jaw.
 
   He turned his head toward Angel, who was absorbed in the ceremony with a soft-hearted smile stuck on his strikingly handsome face.  Tommy slipped his hand into Angel’s palm, and Angel turned toward him with love overflowing from his dark brown eyes.  Angel’s soft lips brushed across Tommy’s cheek before he returned his attention back to the nuptials.
 
   Tommy reflected back to the time when the three of them decided to embark on a committed relationship.  It was a risky union, but love conquered all of the obstacles their relationship presented.  Their life was cemented as a triad.  Tommy’s eyes drifted back to Jessi and fell to her wedding ring, which picked up the glare of the sun with a starburst of light.  He fingered his own ring with his thumb.  Although he had given Angel an exact duplicate, their commitment was never marked by a ceremony or celebrated with a reception.  It was unfair.  Just because the law didn’t allow three people to be married, it shouldn’t preclude them from celebrating their love and acknowledging it to the world.  That was about to change.  Tommy slowly nodded to himself.  Tonight he would ask Angel and Jessi to partake in a commitment ceremony.
 
    [image: ] 
 
   Angel placed the diamond cufflinks in the small, black velvet box and watched the light reflect their brilliance.  He cherished them, not only because they were exquisite, but because they were a gift from Jimmy – a thank you for serving as a groomsman.  He closed the lid with a snap and placed it in his dresser drawer.  When he looked up, there was a shadow behind him, and a cool piece of cloth covered his eyes.  He smiled into the blackness.  “What are you doing, mi amor?  Is this your way of telling me you want a spanking?”
 
   “It’s not your prince,” Jessi whispered in his ear.
 
   The small hairs on the back of his neck stood up, and he remained perfectly still.  Jessi didn’t initiate playtime with the flogger, and there was an eagerness in her voice that alerted his senses.  He tried to lift the scarf from across his eyes, but she pulled it tighter and tied it behind his head.  A shiver ran down his back, all the way to his toes.  Another set of hands unbuckled his belt and pulled his slacks down to his ankles.  He kicked off his shoes, and someone helped him step out of his pants.  These two had something in store for him, and he entertained a few possible scenarios in his head.  His imagination traveled down paths that weren’t in his comfort zone.  Although he loved to dish out a little rough play, he was rarely on the receiving end.  “What are you two up to?”
 
   “Shh.  No talking.”  It was Jessi, which somehow made him more nervous.  He knew Tommy’s boundaries, but Jessi was a risk taker.  Jessi delved into new experiences without the fear of the unknown to hold her back.
 
   A hand on each of his upper arms guided him to their bed, but he needed no direction around the room.  He could easily navigate freely on the darkest of nights.  Every piece of furniture was mapped into his memory, from the four-poster bed to Tommy’s guitar stand in the far right corner, and Jessi’s slippers that were always strewn on the floor next to her side of the bed.
 
   He crawled across the mattress on his hands and knees and someone snatched his briefs, leaving him with just his white dress shirt held together by a lone button.  A firm hand – Tommy’s – came down on his bare butt cheek without warning.  It lit up Angel’s cock with an arousing start.  Two smaller hands – Jessi’s – took hold of his shirt and yanked it off his shoulders.  The sole button popped from its thread and hit the floor with a ting before it scuttled away.
 
   The spike of a high-heeled shoe hit him in the center of his back and flattened him against the mattress.  It stabbed at his spine.  He wasn’t sure he liked it, but his cock grew thicker.  “What are you doing?”
 
   “Don’t talk back to my wife.”
 
   Angel loved Tommy’s bossy mouth, and he relaxed under the pressure of Jessi’s foot.  She gave him one final poke in the ass with her heel before she kicked her shoes over the side of the bed.
 
   “Front or back?” she asked.
 
   “Front.”  Tommy answered before Angel had a chance to answer the question.  “I want to see his face when we have fun with him.”
 
   Four hands rolled Angel onto his back and tugged him into position.  Another pillow was placed under his head, and then there was quiet.  He listened behind the darkened blindfold.  A drawer opened and contents shuffled.  The bed dipped as someone stepped onto it.  Jessi?  Tommy?  He couldn’t tell.  Both of his arms were simultaneously pulled above his head, and a clang secured them to the railing.  Handcuffs.  He pulled to test their strength.  When they didn’t show any signs of giving way, he yanked his wrists.  The headboard shook, but he was still imprisoned.  His heart rate increased and blood pumped through his chest with a momentary rush of panic.
 
   “Stop fighting,” Tommy said in a firm voice.  Then Tommy’s lips were at Angel’s ear.  “I’m just playing around,” he whispered.  “If you want us to stop, just tell me.  You know you can trust me, A.”
 
   The words soothed Angel’s escalating pulse.  He nodded and relaxed once again.  There was no one he trusted more than Tommy.  He wasn’t exactly sure how far to trust Jessi, though.  She had a wild streak.  “What are you going to do to me?”
 
   “Talking back again?”  Tommy’s in-command voice returned.
 
   “Maybe we should gag him,” Jessi suggested.
 
   “We have no choice.  This one’s very defiant.  We need to stuff that mouth so he can’t speak.”
 
   Angel’s pulse sped up.  He didn’t want a gag, but he didn’t protest.  He would play along until it got too—–
 
   Two tongues pushed their way into his mouth and filled it.  He almost laughed at the surprise, but the swirling wetness demanded to be reciprocated, and his tongue countered every movement.  He was unable to ascertain which tongue was Tommy’s and which one was Jessi’s.  They were both moving in circles, twisting and turning over each other and catching his tongue in between.
 
   Naked bodies pressed against him on either side and pinned him in the middle.  He wanted to touch them both.  He wanted to feel the curve of Tommy’s strong, round shoulders and capture Tommy’s cock in his hand or in his mouth.  He wanted to kiss Jessi so hard that she would beg for air.  But he couldn’t do either.  His hands were secured to the bedpost and the blindfold hid the curves of Tommy’s beautiful muscles from view.
 
   The massive tongue invasion vacated Angel’s mouth and left a wet trail down his neck.  One set of lips settled just below his ear and suckled gently.  It was Jessi, and her perfume filled his nostrils with a floral scent.
 
   Tommy’s mouth was rougher, more demanding.  Sharp teeth traced a line down the center of Angel’s chest.  One of his nipples was the victim of a massive tongue lashing.  It tightened into a pointy nub, aroused by the friction.  Then teeth came down and clamped the sensitive tip.  Angel sucked in a deep gust of air from the surprise pain that ripped into him.  It only lasted a second before it turned into a healthy tug that set his sensory receptors up high.  A tingling sensation ran down his body like tiny footprints, stamping their mark and kicking up his adrenaline.
 
   Jessi was still nibbling on his neck while Tommy’s mouth made its descent.  It settled low on Angel’s abdomen, on his right side just above where his thigh met his torso, but still a few inches away from where Angel wanted Tommy’s mouth to be.  Angel’s cock twitched and begged for Tommy’s warm lips to envelop it, but its pleas were ignored.
 
   Tommy was engrossed in licking and sucking the same area low on Angel’s abdomen, much like Jessi was relentless on the glorious attack on the sensitive spot below his earlobe.  The two of them worked in unison to send chills of pleasure through his body.  They bit down at the same time.  Unexpected pain, where pleasure had been only seconds before, made Angel gasp and jerk.  Adrenaline shot through him like an arrow and spiked his arousal.  Every nerve ending was jumping inside him, and his cock was tingling with a thousand invisible feelers searching for some kind of physical contact to bring release.
 
   Jessi’s nip was softer, but still held the tender erogenous zone on his neck in a fierce grip while she nursed on the flesh.  Tommy’s teeth were like a vice and imprisoned a chunk of the vulnerable flesh on Angel’s lower belly.  Tommy fed on the skin and muscle with a strong suction.  Angel was suspended somewhere between pain and pleasure, unsure whether to cry out to go easier, or beg for more.
 
   Tommy’s hand traveled up Angel’s chest while Jessi’s hand traveled lower, and they each grabbed onto one of Angel’s nipples.  They squeezed and pulled on his areolas and rolled his nipples until they were pointy projections that picked up every sensation.  Mouths sucked and bit at his neck and groin.  His nipples were ready to explode from friction, and he was about to combust from over-stimulation.  He had never been the center of Tommy and Jessi’s gratification before.  It was enlightening.  Uplifting.  It awakened a new level of heat and arousal inside of him.  His cock was a heavy mallet.  It was a mighty oak.  The weight of his erection strained the muscles in his lower abs, or maybe it was from the relentless pull of Tommy’s mouth on his flesh.  There were so many pleasurable reverberations coursing through his body, he couldn’t keep track of where they stemmed from.
 
   Angel let out a long moan.  It was the first real sound he had made since Tommy and Jessi assaulted him.  Their breathy sighs had filled the room from the start, but Angel had been alternating between holding his breath and quivering from the multitude of sensations that traveled throughout his body.  The darkness that shielded his vision amplified every touch, every lick and every kiss.  “Tommy.”  His voice was a raspy whisper.  “Jessi.”  He moaned and rolled his head to the side.  “God, you’re both driving me crazy.  I’m so full with passion my blood is boiling inside me.  My cock is about to burst.  Please suck it, my prince.”  Tommy ignored him, and Angel groaned with frustration.  “I can’t take any more.  You’re driving me crazy.”  His cock pulsed, and he moaned again.  “Mi amor, you’re killing me.  Touch me.  Please.”  When Tommy still didn’t respond, he begged Jessi.  “Jessi.  Sweetheart.  Jerk me off.  Go down on me.  Please make me come.”
 
   Her mouth finally released the delicate flesh on his neck and moved to his chest.  “What are you saying?” she asked, between twirling her tongue around his nipple.
 
   “That’s right.”  He yanked at the cuffs around his wrists, but they were unyielding.  “Lower,” he begged, but she stayed on his nipple and Tommy still completely ignored him, that sadistic tease.  “Jessi.  Please help me.  My cock is crying out for your mouth.  Please take it.  Please Jessi.”
 
   “I don’t understand what you’re saying.”
 
   “Why don’t you understand?”  He whimpered, desperate for release.  “I’m ready to come.  Someone please touch me.  I can’t take—”
 
   He suddenly became aware that he had been speaking in Spanish.  The entire time he had begged for one of them to suck him off, he hadn’t been speaking in English.  He let out a sad laugh at the irony.  “I’m so overwrought with desire, I didn’t realize I was speaking Spanish.  I was begging you to blow me.”
 
   Tommy finally unlatched his teeth and mouth from Angel’s belly.  “Are you trying to proposition my wife?”  There was a scolding tone to his voice.  “Didn’t I tell you not to talk back?  I guess I’m gonna have to gag you with something bigger than my tongue this time.”
 
   The bed quaked as Tommy crawled across it, and Angel feared a punishment was in order.  He didn’t want a ball gag or a tie in his mouth.  He didn’t want to play with pain anymore, he just wanted to come.  “Tommy, I—”
 
   A cock in his mouth cut off his words.  He was so surprised that a muffled laugh escaped him.  A cock gag – it was perfect!  He lifted his head and stretched his neck to capture every last bit of Tommy’s shaft and sucked it so deep that his lips met Tommy’s balls.  Angel made a yummy noise and bobbed his head back and forth.  He was on a rampage, channeling his overexcited hormones into the power behind the suction of his mouth.
 
   Hands were between Angel’s legs, and then a warm mouth encapsulated his cock.  He didn’t need the laws of deduction to know that it was Jessi.  The silver ball on her tongue was her calling card.  And it was ringing all of Angel’s bells.  She slapped the round, hard piercing relentlessly against the most sensitive part of his cock.  The harder she sucked him, the harder he sucked Tommy.  He pulled against the restraints that held his hands prisoner, but the cold steel only dug deeper into his wrists.
 
   He hung onto Tommy’s cock with his lips, while the bed shook and bounced underneath him.  Angel bucked repeatedly off the mattress and pumped his hips toward Jessi’s mouth.  She massaged his balls between her fingers with enough pressure to make him let out a muffled cry.  Her technique was so different from Tommy’s – and from his own.  She had a concentrated rhythm that honed in on the underside of his cock with the tongue stud.  It was hot steel.  He thought he’d come the second she touched him, but he didn’t.  He was enjoying the sensations, prolonging his orgasm.
 
   It was an odd feeling to be touched and worked into an erotic frenzy, and not being able to touch back.  The lack of reciprocation left him free to experience every bit of pleasure that his lovers bestowed upon him.  And at this moment they were both his lovers, male and female alike.  The blindfold that masked his sight didn’t render him helpless.  It piqued his senses, opened his mind and fed his curiosity.
 
   Jessi’s wet finger parted his butt cheeks and tested the perimeter of his anus.  He let out a quivering sigh and puckered an invitation.  She pushed inside and Angel grunted from the welcomed intrusion.  Jessi was well-versed in ass play and went straight for the ball of muscle that pushed Angel over the edge.  Her fingers danced around inside him, while her mouth drove him to ecstasy.  Vibrations of pleasure shot through him.  His arms and legs went rigid, and he thrust his hips upwards as all of his muscles contracted.
 
   Angel’s mouth clamped around Tommy’s cock and created a seal.  His hollowed-out cheeks pulled all saliva and seepage down his throat.  There were so many sensations traveling through Angel’s body – Tommy in his mouth, Jessi at his bottom – he couldn’t concentrate on one or the other.  He experienced them as a whole, as one massive explosion of sensory overload.  Euphoria held him in a semi-catatonic state while he rode the wave of bliss that blinded him more than the black mask that covered his eyes.  His juices pulsed into Jessi’s mouth and she drank them, never slowing her hand.
 
   Tommy exploded onto Angel’s tongue while Angel’s cock still throbbed and sputtered into Jessi’s mouth.  He swallowed Tommy’s cum while Jessi swallowed his cum.  It was a collection and an expulsion.  Intake and discharge.
 
   Angel gave one last thrust of his hips and sucked until his cheeks hurt – until all of Tommy’s cum was in Angel’s belly where it rightfully belonged.  Tommy pulled free, but Angel didn’t want to let go.  He searched blindly for Tommy’s cock with his open mouth, like a baby bird begging for a morsel.  Heat covered his face and a warm pair of balls brushed against his lips.  Angel nipped at them with his lips, but Tommy’s sac was just out of reach.  Angel opened his mouth wider and offered the orifice.  He was rewarded with a brief taste before Tommy pulled away once again.  Tommy dipped and bobbed his balls in and out of Angel’s mouth, but never gave him the chance to latch on.  Oh, the torment!  Angel didn’t want to be teabagged, he wanted to suck on those cojones!
 
   While Tommy teased Angel with his balls, Jessi finally released Angel’s cock from her mouth, but her hand was still buried deep inside him.  Was it two fingers . . . or three?  His bottom was stretched and welcoming.  He rotated his hips and pushed himself toward Jessi’s fingers, while he still blindly searched for Tommy’s sac with an open mouth.
 
   The bed rocked as Tommy crawled away.  His delicious musky sac was no longer within reach.  Angel clamped his mouth shut and grunted with frustration.  “I will get those huevos when you least expect it, Tommy Blade!”
 
   Tommy’s laughter mocked him with playfulness.
 
   Smooth wetness brought Angel back to the probing of his bottom.  Lube was smeared around his hole, probably by Tommy.  It was getting warmer with each second and grew hot.  It was menthol and set his ring ablaze.  Another finger – or was it two? – stretched its way inside.  He recognized Tommy’s touch.  Skilled by the guitar, Tommy’s controlled fingers plucked at Angel’s interior in a steady rhythm.  Together with Jessi’s in-and-out movements and the heat of the lubrication, Angel was burning up from within.  His lower half was alive with sensations.  His body tingled, and his cock twitched.
 
   All of the fingers inside of him vacated at once and left him with a wave of disappointment.  It was too cruel.  How could they tease him mercilessly and then—–
 
   A wet . . . something . . . breached the tip of his hole.  It was stiff, but soft and rubbery.  And wide.  Whatever it was, he wanted it inside him and pulled his knees up to his chest in order to open his bottom.  The object pushed deeper, an inch at a time, and stretched him farther than both of Jessi and Tommy’s hands had a few moments ago.  The menthol lubrication was localized and intensified by the slow insertion.  Angel’s bottom was on fire.  He rocked his hips.  “Shove it in,” he whispered.  “You two are tormenting me.  Fuck me with that thing already.”
 
   “Are you sure you want it?”  A smile infiltrated Tommy’s voice.  “It’s a huge fucking dildo.”
 
   A dildo?  They were fucking him with a dildo?  He imagined the large phallus-shaped implement in his rectum.  Normally, he wasn’t on the receiving end of anal insertions, but he wanted to be fucked by the giant dildo that Tommy and Jessi wielded.  “Yes!”  He rocked his hips again.  “I want it all!”
 
   Fingers, both Tommy’s and Jessi’s, massaged the passageway as they inserted the dildo deeper.  Angel thought he was going to be ripped open for a moment, but it was an exquisite pain that he relished.  He took several deep breaths to relax.  One final push and the dildo bottomed out.  He let out a long moan that was accompanied by a hefty sigh.  The dildo came to life with vibration and reverberated through his bottom.  It was a quivering mass of rubber that they pulled and pushed in and out of his body.  It hit all of his nerve endings, and he was ready to explode again.
 
   The bed dipped and swayed, and Tommy’s firm grip took hold of Angel’s cock.  The bed shook again as Tommy straddled Angel.  He positioned Angel’s cock right on his bottom, while Jessi still worked the vibrator.
 
   Jessi held Angel’s cock with one hand to steady it, but Tommy could have sat on it without any support.  It was an immovable rod, standing tall from its thickness.  Tommy’s entrance was already open, probably prepared by Jessi, and Angel’s cock slid inside with ease.  Tommy sat on it with his full weight to maximize penetration.  Their balls slapped together as Tommy thrust himself up and down.
 
   The same burning menthol lube that was on Angel’s bottom had been smeared on his cock.  The heat from the thick rubbery vibrator inside his bottom met the heat from above and turned Angel’s lower half into an inferno.  Flames shot down his legs, and he shook from his navel to his knees.  Nerve endings jumped and quivered from sensory overload.  He was sandwiched between the enormous dildo Jessi operated like a master and the downward, relentless thrusts of Tommy’s hips from above.  Ecstasy took Angel’s breath away, and he gasped for air.  An intense orgasm sealed his lungs.  No oxygen moved in or out.  His mouth gaped open like a fish while his body shook and writhed.  Spots swam behind his masked eyes.  He was floating on a cloud of bliss so euphoric he didn’t need air.  The pleasure coursing through his body was sustenance.  Neither Tommy nor Jessi showed any signs of slowing their rampage on his body.  Angel’s muscles quivered with fatigue, his shoulders jerked off the bed, and his wrists pulled at the restraints above his head.  Air finally infiltrated his lungs with a deep, gasping breath.  He panted with harsh grunts as his body slowly floated back down to earth, and he collapsed with sexual exhaustion.  His body went limp.  He had no strength left.  He had no idea how long Tommy and Jessi continued their assault.  They fucked him until he was numb and incapacitated.
 
   Light returned with a blinding, bright haze when the blindfold was suddenly lifted.  Angel squinted and shielded his eyes with his forearm, too weak to move anything else.
 
   “Are you okay?”  Tommy and Jessi hovered over him.
 
   All he could do was smile.
 
   They took him by the arms and pulled him to a sitting position.  He wasn’t even aware that they had released the handcuffs.  He rubbed the dark red half-moons that slashed across his wrists and the back of his hands.
 
   “I’m sorry.”  Tommy inspected Angel’s wrists.  “I didn’t know they were so tight.  Why didn’t you say something?”
 
   The dreamy smile remained on Angel’s face.  “I could barely breathe.  Words weren’t even an option.”  He took hold of Tommy’s chin and placed an invasive kiss on his mouth, and then he grabbed Jessi and did the same.  “I don’t know where you learned such things, sweetheart, but I’m glad you have an innate talent for probing the male anatomy.”
 
   She held up an enormous dildo.  “I can’t believe you took this whole thing in your ass.”
 
   Angel stared at it with disbelief.  It was the size of his forearm, and Jessi’s hand didn’t fit around its circumference.  She flipped the switch and it came to life with a buzz.
 
   Tommy chuckled.  “She bought it for me, but I told her it was too big.  You’re officially a bottom, A.”
 
   Angel’s eyes finally settled on Tommy’s naked body.  He was sprawled over the length of the bed with his head propped up on his elbow.  His cock was still raised, refusing to give up life.  His torso was nipped at the waist and accentuated the muscles that bulged over his pelvic bones.  Those were the muscles that drove Angel crazy.  Mouthwatering abs sat below Tommy’s pronounced chest.  That gorgeous mane of long, blond hair was tousled and fell over Tommy’s broad shoulders.
 
   Angel looked into the luminous blue eyes of the man he loved, and his heart soared.  He leaned over and drew Tommy in for a kiss.  It wasn’t his usual hard and possessive kiss.  It was gentle and filled with passion.  He ran his hands over Tommy’s shoulders, down the silhouette of his torso and over his slender hips.  After not being able to touch Tommy’s body while being restrained, he wanted to feel every muscle, every curve.  He took Tommy’s cock in his hand and sucked his balls into his mouth.  He finally got those babies between his lips.
 
   Tommy sighed and moaned and jutted his hips forward.
 
   Jessi leaned closer.  “Excuse me,” she whispered with a sly smile.  “I was the wielder of the sword.  Is someone going to get me off, or do I have to put on a show with this oversized fake cock?”
 
   Tommy’s head snapped in her direction, and he gazed at her with seductive half-closed eyes.  “I want to see a show.”
 
   She shook her head.  “Another time.  I want you to fuck me with the same wild force you just fucked Angel.  No foreplay.  Just fuck me so hard that I won’t be able to walk.”
 
   Angel still had Tommy’s cock in his hand, and it grew harder at Jessi’s words.  Reluctantly, he released Tommy’s balls from his mouth.  “Go pleasure your wife, while I watch.”
 
   Tommy went for Jessi like an animal pouncing on his prey.  He took her by the waist and pushed her back on the bed.  His mouth was on hers, and his tresses fell like a curtain of golden silk.  It prevented Angel from seeing the expression on their faces.  It was one of the things he loved most about watching them.  He tucked Tommy’s hair behind one ear so the silhouette of their faces was visible.  Tommy’s lips covered Jessi’s, and his chest swelled with passion.  There were little wrinkles between his brows which grew deeper when he pressed his mouth harder and turned it in a slow circle.
 
   Jessi sighed and threw her head back as Tommy kissed his way down to her breasts.  A hard nipple, bright pink and pointy, stared back at Angel before Tommy sucked it into his mouth.  Tommy ran his hands over her slender torso and kissed her waist.  Jessi shuddered when his lips hit the area just below her navel.
 
   Tommy abruptly sat back on his knees and yanked Jessi toward him.  His cock was rigid, parallel to the bed, and aimed straight at Jessi’s pussy.  Her legs were open wide, on either side of Tommy’s hips, and Angel could see the glistening juices in the folds of her deep pink skin.  Tommy’s cock probed at the entrance, and it opened like a flower.  There was no hesitation or resistance.  His shaft simply disappeared with one quick lunge, which made Jessi inhale deeply and arch her back.  Tommy gripped her hips and dug his fingers into her pelvis.  He thrust himself deeply, over and over.  Skin against skin slapped together with a loud thwack, thwack, thwack.  His hair bounced and fanned his face.  Glimpses of pouting, slightly-parted lips and a furrowed brow were visible between the flaxen strands of his long hair.
 
   Jessi’s arms flailed wildly, and she bounced on the bed underneath Tommy’s hard thrusts.  Her breath came in heavy gasps, and her irises rolled up into her head every few seconds.  Bliss and ecstasy were clear across her face.  Angel wondered what it was like for a woman to have an orgasm and if all women enjoyed them as much as Jessi.  But, then again, other women weren’t being sucked and fucked raw by Tommy Blade.
 
   The bed shook vigorously and heavy moans filled the room.  Jessi’s hands were tightly latched onto Tommy’s forearms, and her legs were wrapped around his back and hooked at the ankles.  Her head fell back, and she cried out with a long moan.
 
   Tommy had his head down and his chin tucked into his chest.  He watched his cock as he pounded it in and out of Jessi’s body.  He panted and grunted, and then shoved his hips forward and lifted his chin to the ceiling.  His quivering lips and pinched, raised brows exposed the pure emotion in his face.  It was a look Angel knew well.
 
   Tommy slowly withered and fell on top of Jessi, spent from two rounds of intense love making.  His hair shrouded his face, so Angel pulled it back into a ponytail.  The root was moist with sweat, and heat radiated from Tommy’s scalp.  He placed a kiss on Tommy’s cheek and a kiss on the side of Jessi’s head, and got up to retrieve three bottles of water from the kitchen.
 
   His bare feet padded down the marble steps and echoed softly in the quietness of the house.  He passed through the living room and clicked on the stereo.  The house came alive with music.  Social Distortion blared through the sound system with loud, quick beats.  That was more to his liking.  With the constant activity and go-go-go in their lives, a silent house seemed empty.
 
   He retrieved the water from the fridge and hopped up the stairs two at a time, anxious to return to Tommy and Jessi.  They were both strewn on the bed, staring at the ceiling, still out of breath.  He handed them each a bottle and settled onto his side of the bed with his back propped against the headboard.  His butt was still sore from the invasion of the massive vibrating dildo, and he shifted to get comfortable.
 
   Tommy sat up, took a long gulp of water, then leaned over and gave Angel a quick kiss.  “Thanks, A.  Next time we take you prisoner, I’ll be sure to bring water so we don’t all die from dehydration.”
 
   “So it was a planned attack?  Let me guess.  It was Jessi’s idea?”
 
   Jessi sat with her legs folded open in front of her.  Her pussy was dripping with Tommy’s juices.  The folds of skin were bigger now and a deeper shade of pink.  “It wasn’t my idea,” she said.  “It was Tommy’s.”
 
   Tommy wore a devious smile.  “You and Jessi double-team me all the time.  We’ve both double-teamed Jessi, but me and Jessi never double-teamed you.  You were long overdue.”
 
   Angel chuckled and rested his head on Tommy’s shoulder.  “It was well worth the wait.  Thank you both for an incredible experience.”
 
   Tommy sealed his water bottle and tossed it on the bed.  He took Angel and Jessi’s hands and held them in his lap.  When he spoke, his voice was low and tender.  “I love both of you so much.  We’ve had our ups and downs, and we’ve conquered a lot of obstacles that most relationships couldn’t survive.”  He paused and lowered his eyes in deep thought.  After several long seconds, he turned to Jessi.  “Jessi, I don’t think it’s possible to explain how much I love you, how much I need you.  You’re like the air I breathe.  Thank you for loving me and for being the most selfless person on the planet.  You’re the strongest woman I know – a go-getter.  Nothing stops you or stands in your way.  You made a name for yourself and made a mark on the world with your designs.  You’re independent and feisty and you have so much love to give.  Without you, half of my heart would die.”
 
   Tears filled her eyes and she smiled.  “I love you so much, baby.”
 
   Tommy gave her a soft kiss, then turned to Angel.  “I don’t even know where to begin to describe how much I love you, A.  You see inside me.  You saw the real me from the first moment we met, and you’re responsible for the person I am today.  You gave me the strength not to be afraid of who I am.  Your talent on stage continues to amaze me.  You’re smart.  A real businessman.  And you’re sexy as fucking hell.  You bring so much completeness into my life.  Without you, the other half of my heart would die.”
 
   Warmth spread through Angel’s chest, and his eyes moistened.  “You are my prince.  The center of my existence.”
 
   Tommy placed a deep kiss on Angel’s lips.  “I love you, Angel.  I try my hardest to make you feel equal in this relationship.”  He turned to face Jessi.  “You too, hon.  It’s a constant battle for me to make sure you both know I love you equally.”  He turned back to Angel.  “That’s why I want you to marry me, Angel.  I want the three of us to be married.”  He touched the platinum band on Angel’s left hand.  “I know I gave you this ring as a symbol of my commitment to you, but I want it to be official.  I know that polyamorous marriages aren’t recognized by the state or government, but that shouldn’t stop us from having a ceremony.  I’m sure we can find someone to officiate.  Will you marry me and Jessi?”
 
   The question caught Angel off guard.  It was a romantic fairy tale, a dream come true.  “Where is this coming from, mi amor?  Is it because of Jimmy and Audra’s wedding today?”
 
   “Yeah.  It reminded me of the day I married Jessi.  It was one of the happiest days of my life.  I want to share that same happiness with you.  It’s not fair that we got to stand up in front of everyone and vow to love one another forever and you don’t.  I want everything to be fair between us.  I want everything to be equal.”
 
   Marriage?  A wedding?  Angel wanted to explode with happiness, but he didn’t know how Jessi felt about the ceremony, and he didn’t want to detract from her wedding day with Tommy.  She had been silent, which could be an indication that she wasn’t as happy as he and Tommy were about the idea.
 
   Angel tried to tone down his smile and put his exuberance on simmer.  “Jessi, how do you feel about this?  Are you bothered by the idea?  I need you to be honest.  You won’t hurt my feelings.  I promise I won’t be mad.”
 
   She sighed and cocked her head to the side.  A tiny smile appeared on her lips.  “After all this time together, are you still questioning whether or not I truly want you in our lives?  I love you, Angel.  I want to marry you just as much as Tommy.  This wedding will be for the three of us.”
 
   “You knew about this proposal?”
 
   “Yes,” she nodded.  “Tommy spoke to me about it before we decided to abduct you.”
 
   Nothing sounded more perfect to solidify their commitment to one another than a ceremony.  It would be an amalgamation of hearts, a fusion of their love.  It didn’t matter that their union wouldn’t be sanctioned by law.  It was a personal vow to be shared with friends and family and each other.
 
   Angel had often fantasized about marriage before he met Tommy, but once they fell in love he knew that it wasn’t a possibility because Tommy was already a married man.  He never resented Jessi, never wished she wasn’t part of the equation.  She was always a part of their love and brought support and happiness to their relationship.  She was an integral part of the trio.  They each had their role to fill and if one fell short, they all tumbled.  Now the proposition of a polyamorous wedding brought Angel’s long-gone dream to life.  He was getting married!
 
   “You never answered my question, Angel.”
 
   “Of course I’ll marry you, my prince!  And you too, Jessi – mi princesa!”  He threw his arms around Tommy and stretched them to include Jessi.  “I love you both so much.  This calls for a celebration!”  He ran downstairs, found two bottles of Cristal in the wine fridge, and returned to the bedroom without bothering to grab glasses.
 
   He jumped onto the bed, shook one of the bottles of champagne and positioned it at his crotch.  He aimed it at the ceiling, thrust his hips forward and popped the cork.  White foam shot through the air, sprayed across the bed and showered Tommy and Jessi.
 
   Jessi shrieked with laughter and held her hands in front of her to protect her freshly-dyed hair.
 
   Tommy crawled toward Angel on his hands and knees with his adorable butt swaying in the air.  He stood on his knees, took hold of Angel’s thighs for support, and opened his mouth to catch the champagne spray.  White foam dripped down his chin and splashed onto his magnificent chest.  Angel eyed a lone streak of champagne that traveled down Tommy’s torso and disappeared into his dark blond pubic hair.  He fell to his knees and sucked the champagne foam from Tommy’s mouth and chin.  He pushed Tommy down on the bed and licked the wetness from his chest.  It was mixed with the delicious salty flavor of his body.  Angel splashed more champagne onto Tommy’s chest and it collected in the gully between his pecs.  Angel lapped it up and sucked on Tommy’s nipples.  Then he splashed some champagne onto Jessi’s belly.  It pooled in her navel, and he sucked it out.
 
   She rolled with laughter and covered her waist with her arms.  “That tickles!”
 
   Angel took a long draw from the bottle.  “I’m so excited!  I want to shout it from the balcony!”  He handed Jessi the bottle so she could drink, jumped off the bed and rushed to the terrace.  He threw open the French doors, stepped into the chilled night air and leaned over the railing.  “We’re getting married!  Everyone, wake up!  We’re getting married!”
 
   Somewhere in the distance a dog barked back at him.
 
   Laughter from Tommy and Jessi came from the bedroom.  “What the hell are you doing?”  Tommy called to him.  “You’re naked!”
 
   Angel ran inside, grabbed them both by the hand and pulled them onto the balcony.  They protested, but he dragged them out anyway.  He wanted everyone to know how much they loved one another.
 
   He took another swig of champagne from the nearly-empty bottle and resumed his exclamations into the night sky.  “I love Tommy and Jessi Blade, and we’re getting married!”
 
   Tommy laughed and took the bottle from Angel.  “I think you had a little too much champagne.”
 
   Jessi grabbed the bottle.  “He’s just having fun.”  She tipped it back to her lips and finished it.  “I love Tommy Blade and Angel Garcia, and we’re getting married!” she yelled from the balcony.
 
   Tommy shook his head and laughed.  “You’re just as bad as he is.”
 
   “It’s fun!  Where’s the other bottle of champagne?”  She retrieved it from the bedroom and handed it to Angel to open.  This time the cork dislodged with a short twist, and a soft plume of smoke rose from the mouth of the bottle.  Jessi took another gulp and handed it to Tommy.  “It’s your turn.”
 
   Tommy took a short sip.  “My turn for what?”
 
   “Your turn to tell everyone how much you love us.”
 
   “I just did.  In bed.”
 
   “No.  Not us.  We know you love us.”  Jessi motioned to the ocean behind the house.  “Tell the world.”
 
   Tommy’s shoulders slumped, and he resigned to her coaxing.  He took another gulp of champagne and leaned over the railing.  “I love Jessi Blade and Angel Garcia, and we’re gonna have a kick ass wedding!”
 
   “Shut the hell up before I call the cops!  It’s 3:00 in the morning!” someone yelled back.
 
   “Great.”  Tommy laughed.  “I’m gonna get us all arrested.”
 
   “I don’t care.  We’re celebrating.”  Angel said.  “We’re going to have a beautiful wedding and Jessi is going to be a gorgeous bride.  Are you going to design and construct your own wedding gown?”
 
   “I didn’t think that far ahead, but I like the idea.”  She was quiet for a few seconds, lost in thought, and Angel imagined her fabricating designs in her head.
 
   “Do you have any suggestions or preference on where you want to get married?” he asked.
 
   “I love this house, and the ocean is a beautiful backdrop.  Why don’t we get married right here in our backyard?”
 
   “I love it.”  Tommy turned to Angel.  “Is that okay with you?”
 
   It was a wonderful suggestion.  This house was where their relationship blossomed and grew.  “It’s perfect.”  Now they just needed to set a date.  “How quickly do you think we can put together a wedding?”
 
   “I’d fly to Vegas right now,” Tommy said, “but I think we should wait for Jimmy and Audra to get back from Bora Bora.”
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   Angel pushed Tommy against the wall and pressed a kiss onto his mouth.  Without the constraints of his usual painfully-tight jeans or leather pants, Angel’s erection freely filled the loose-fitting slacks.
 
   “Are you two at it again?” Damien asked, while he struggled to button the cuffs on his shirt.
 
   “I can’t help it,” Angel spoke against Tommy’s lips.  “I’m not used to seeing Tommy in a tuxedo.  I can barely keep from ripping it off of him.”
 
   “Save it for the honeymoon.  Isn’t it bad luck to see the groom before the wedding, or some shit like that?”
 
   “You mean the bride,” Tommy answered.  “That’s why we’re holed up in the downstairs guest room and the girls took over the master bedroom.”
 
   Damien squirmed uncomfortably in his tuxedo.  “I can’t believe you got me to wear this monkey suit twice.”
 
   Jimmy, tanned from two weeks on the French Polynesian Island of Bora Bora, slugged Damien in the arm.  “We can’t all get married wearing a leather jacket.  You’re the only one who can pull that off.  But you look damn good in that tux, man.”  He squatted down to Mason’s level and adjusted his little tuxedo jacket.  “Isn’t that right, Mase?  Doesn’t Uncle Damien look good in his tuxedo?”
 
   Mason studied Damien, and then nodded really fast.  He pushed his fingers through his hair and pulled it up toward the ceiling.  “Do mine like Uncle Damien.”
 
   “You want a mohawk?”  Jimmy’s eyes widened and he shook his head.  “Not today, buddy.”
 
   Mason pouted and folded his arms across his chest, clearly disappointed.
 
   There was a brief knock before Angel’s mom entered the room.  She quickly shut the door behind her, silencing the flurry of voices that trickled in from the rest of the house.  “Everyone looks so handsome!” she exclaimed, with her hand to her chest.
 
   Angel was surprised at his mother’s entrance into the room.  “Mamá, what are you doing in here?  We’re getting dressed.”
 
   She was as poised and elegant as ever.  Her peach-colored gown was striking against her olive skin, and her dark hair fell in soft waves just past her shoulders.  “Is that any way to greet your mother?”  She offered her cheek, which he promptly kissed.  It was as smooth as silk.  “You are my son, and this is a splendid occasion.  I needed to greet you upon my arrival and extend you my very best wishes.”
 
   She stood back and looked at him from top to bottom.  Her face glowed with pride.  “Bello, mijo.  I have waited for this day for many years.  You have done many things in your life.  You have achieved success and riches.  You have found not one but two people who love you and to share your life with.  It gives me great pleasure to know that you have found happiness.”  She embraced him in a hug.  “O te quiero mucho.”
 
   It was one of the few times he heard her voice waiver.  Angel swore he wasn’t going to cry today, but his mother’s gracious words brought his emotions to the surface, and he fought to keep that promise.  He wiped the corner of his eye.  “I love you too, Mamá.”
 
   When they broke their embrace, Tommy was standing next to them.  “You look beautiful, Angelita.”  He kissed her cheek, and she smiled at him warmly.
 
   “Gracias, mijo.  You are very kindhearted.”  She smoothed down the length of Tommy’s hair.  “Always so handsome.”
 
   “Mrs. G!” Jimmy flashed her an enigmatic smile as he approached them and gave her a quick hug.
 
   “Ah, the newly-married man.  You look very happy.  Where is that adorable son of yours?”
 
   “He’s right—–” Jimmy looked around the room for Mason.  “Where’d that kid run off to now?  He was right here a minute ago.  Mason?”
 
   Her hand went to her cheek, and a musical laugh flowed from her mouth.  “Dios mio!  Look at his hair!”
 
   Mason was standing in front of the bathroom door holding Damien’s hand.  His hair was slicked down on the sides with the center spiked up into a mohawk just like Damien’s, except Mason’s wasn’t blue.
 
   “Oh, man.  What did you do to the kid’s hair?”  Jimmy knelt beside his son and inspected the new do.
 
   “Sorry, dude.  Hope it’s okay.  The kid begged me, and you know I can’t say no to him.”
 
   “Damien.”  Angel’s mom went to him and patted his cheek with affection.  “How are you, mijo?  You look very elegant today for my son’s wedding.”
 
   “Thanks, but these clothes don’t really fit my image.”
 
   “What image?  You are a sweet man.  Look how this little one looks up to you.”  She smiled down at Mason, then leaned over and squeezed his cheeks between her thumb and forefinger.  “You are such a cute boy.  I have a little present for you after the ceremony.”
 
   “You spoil him, Mrs. G.”  Jimmy flashed her another brilliant smile.
 
   “A little remote control airplane won’t spoil the child.  Today will be filled with adults.  He needs something to keep him busy.”  She winked at Mason.
 
   Mason promptly responded by bouncing on the balls of his feet, excited about the new toy.  “Thanks, Mrs. G!”
 
   A soft laugh escaped Angel’s lips.  That little boy was so precious.
 
   “I must leave now and check on the girls.  I can only imagine how beautiful Jessi will be in her wedding-day gown.”  Angel’s mom turned to him with a sentimental hue in her eyes.  “I have a little gift for Jessi, also.  It is your abuela’s ring.”
 
   Angel’s hand went to his chest, stunned at the gift, but his grandmother’s ring should rightfully go to his sister, and he didn’t want any animosity.  “Shouldn’t Abuela’s ring go to Maria?”
 
   “Her wedding rings, yes.  I am giving Jessi her jade ring.”
 
   “Angelita . . .”  Tommy was floored at the gift.  He had heard Angel’s family refer to the jade ring in the past as some kind of sentimental family heirloom.  “That’s beyond generous.  Jessi will love it.  Thank you.”
 
   She smiled at Tommy and patted his chest.  “You are welcome.  My husband has something for you as well.”
 
   “Where is Papá?” Angel asked.
 
   “Where is he always?”  His mother waved her hand.  “The kitchen.  Always in the kitchen.”
 
   “I hope he’s not cooking.  He’s a guest today.  The staff at the restaurant was supposed to cater everything.”
 
   “Yes, but when does your father not oversee every last detail?  Every morsel needs to be perfect.”  She gave Angel and Tommy a kiss on the cheek.  “I will see you at the ceremony.”  She stared at Angel with a soft smile, and a watery sheen slowly covered her eyes.  “Mijo,” she whispered.  “You have made me a very proud mother.  You have brought nothing but happiness to my life.  I could not have asked for a better son.”
 
   It was as if her hand reached inside Angel’s chest and squeezed it, for the second time today.  She had always stood by him, proudly.  She had always supported him, whether or not she agreed with his choices.  She was the matriarch of their family.  Elegant and beautiful.  Oh, God.  The tears were back and emotion stole his voice.  “Mamá . . .”
 
   “Hush.”  She placed her hand on the left side of his chest.  “You don’t have to say anything.  A mother knows what goes on in her son’s heart.”  She wrapped her arms around him.  “It’s time to get married.  Everyone is waiting.”
 
   Butterflies crashed in Angel’s gut.  “Already?  I thought there was still time.”
 
   Tommy slung his arm around Angel’s shoulder.  “You’re not getting second thoughts on me now, are you?”
 
   “Never, my prince.”
 
   Tommy took his hand.  “Then let’s get married.”
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   Angel stood in the center of the gazebo, now draped with snow white lilies.  The light breeze blew their fragrance across the yard.  He looked out at the ocean, and the rolling waves in the distance calmed his rampant heartbeat.  There was no reason to be nervous, he told himself, but his fear laid in containing his emotions.  The union between himself, Tommy and Jessi was already established.  There was no adjustment period or uncertainty for the future.  It was the wedding that he never thought would materialize that had him teetering on the edge of losing control of his emotions.  “I never thought we’d have this day,” he whispered to Tommy.  “Thank you for making all of my dreams come true.”
 
   “You’re the one who made my dreams come true, Angel.”  The blue of Tommy’s eyes mimicked the sky, and they glistened.
 
   In the background, the orchestra played Bach’s Prelude in C, followed by Shostakovich’s Romance.  The moment had arrived.  Jessi’s sister Maggie and Tommy’s brother Robert walked the white silk carpet, followed by Jessi’s other sister Ella and Angel’s brother Nesto.  Maria, Angel’s sister, and her husband walked next.  Damien and Alyssa followed, with Jimmy and Audra behind them.  Lastly, little Mason stomped down the aisle holding the velvet pillow, just as he had done at Jimmy and Audra’s wedding a few weeks ago.  Soft comments of “Adorable” and “How cute!” were heard from the guests.  Mason flashed them a smile that looked more like Jimmy’s every day.
 
   A silent pause stirred anticipation.  Angel and Tommy clasped their fingers together and waited for Jessi.
 
   Wagner’s Bridal Chorus from Lohengrin rose from the orchestra.  Angel was the one who had insisted on a full orchestra, but the arrangement was Jessi’s choice.  She wanted something other than the traditional Wedding March, and the piece brought the ceremony to a higher level of elegance.
 
   Jessi was a vision of beauty.  She glided toward the gazebo on her father’s arm in a sheath of ivory silk.  Its understated simplicity was refined and chic.  She held a small array of hand-tied roses which matched the color of her hair.  A flash of hot pink peeked out from beneath her gown with each step.  Her shoes, the flowers and her hair were the same shade.
 
   When she reached Tommy and Angel, her father kissed her cheek and shook Tommy’s hand.  Jessi’s father had never really embraced the three-way relationship, but he had learned to accept it.  In the past, he had been cold to Angel, and his handshakes were lackluster and forced.  But today, Jessi’s father pumped Angel’s hand with vigor and looked him in the eye.  It was a welcoming gesture that didn’t go unnoticed by Jessi.
 
   Tommy’s eyes dropped to Jessi’s feet and back up to her face.  “I’ve never seen you look so beautiful.  You’re even more beautiful than the first time we married.”
 
   “You’re ravishing,” Angel whispered with his lips to Jessi’s ear.
 
   Her smile broadened.  “Thank you.  You both look so handsome!” she whispered back.
 
   Tommy and Angel both kissed Jessi’s cheek, and the three of them joined hands to form a triangle.
 
   Angel was vaguely aware of the minister’s voice officiating the ceremony, and he wasn’t sure if Tommy or Jessi were paying attention either.  The three had their eyes locked on one another.  Silly smiles were plastered on their faces, and they gazed at one another like lovesick teenagers.
 
   “I love you both,” Tommy whispered.  He brought Angel and Jessi’s hands to his lips and kissed them at the same time.
 
   Tears touched Jessi’s eyes, and she blinked them away.  “I love you both so much.”  She left a faint kiss on their hands, one at a time.
 
   Angel was too choked up to speak.  He smiled at Tommy and Jessi and whispered a barely audible, “I love you.”
 
   They each exchanged an “I do” but basically just stared at one another with their love bouncing from one to the other, encased in their little circle.
 
   “I now pronounce you husband, husband, and wife,” the minister announced.  The orchestra erupted into a fast-paced rendition of Beethoven’s Ode to Joy, and the guests applauded with gusto.
 
   Angel, Tommy and Jessi wrapped their arms around one another and commenced a three-way kissing extravaganza that bordered on obscene.
 
   A flurry of emotions ran through Angel’s body:  joy, excitement, sentiment, fulfillment.  There was so much going through his head, but one feeling stood out in his heart more than anything . . . love.
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   The beauty of the unspoiled shores of Fiji was only surpassed by the sun-drenched turquoise water that surrounded it as far as the eye could see.  It was an island paradise.  Jessi breathed in the salted air and let the sun warm her back while she stared at the hypnotic view.  The surf at her feet reminded her that it was real instead of a dream.
 
   Cool lotion dripped on her shoulder and Tommy massaged it into her tanned skin.  “You still need sunscreen, hon, even though you’ve got a golden-brown tan.”
 
   She smiled at him.  With his fair complexion, blond hair and light eyes, he was constantly swathed in sunscreen, but the sun found its way in and graced him with a warm glow.  The blue-green ocean around them lit up his eyes which were pronounced against his honeyed skin.  She ran her fingers across the two-week-old, short beard that covered his cheeks, unused to the soft facial hair.  It was slightly darker than his flaxen hair, which was now painted with platinum streaks from the scorching rays of the sun.  It was as brilliant as spun gold and as luxurious as white mink.  He had never looked sexier.
 
   He continued to massage the lotion into her shoulders, now warmed by the heat of her body.  He stood behind her and worked his way down her back with his hands.  She tingled at his touch.  He pulled at the strings of her bikini top, and it fell to the sandy shore.  Her arms covered her breasts, and laughter flowed from her mouth, while she watched the tide wash her top into the ocean and float away on a wave.  “Are you going to get that for me?”
 
   “No.”
 
   “But it’s part of my new swimsuit.”
 
   “I’ll buy you another one.  I’m busy right now.”  He rubbed the tanning lotion up and down her back and then moved to her butt cheeks, which were completely exposed by her skimpy thong.
 
   “Frozen margaritas with fresh lime!”  Angel carried a tray with a pitcher and three salt-rimmed glasses.  He gave her a crooked smile when he saw only the palms of her hands covering her nipples.  “Topless?  How risqué!”
 
   “I really didn’t have a choice.”  She jutted her chin toward the surf.  The strings of her bikini top were pulled in all directions across the top of the ocean like a giant starfish.
 
   Angel looked at it, then down at Tommy still working lotion into the muscles of her buttocks.  “Why do I get the feeling you were responsible for that mishap, you naughty boy?”
 
   “First of all,” Tommy answered without missing a rotation of his hands, “she’s not topless unless she stops covering herself.”  He pulled her arms away from her body.
 
   Jessi resisted slightly, before she gave in to freedom and let her nipples soak in the heat of the sun.
 
   “That’s better,” Tommy said.  “I don’t want you to get any tan lines.”
 
   Angel set the tray down in the sand, but not before taking a healthy gulp of his freshly-made margarita.  “Well, if you’re worried about tan lines, she needs to nix these too.”  He pulled at the strings on either side of her bikini bottom and tossed it into the ocean, where it promptly drifted away.
 
   Jessi let out a surprised laugh, and her hands went to the slit between her legs.  “Angel!”
 
   Tommy bellowed with laughter and pulled at her hands.
 
   She struggled, and they both fell into the sand.  A wave rolled in and surrounded them in a bath of white foam which infiltrated her naked body.  The combination of the air, the sun and the surf on her flesh made her feel uninhibited and carefree.  She jumped to her feet and pulled Angel’s swimsuit down to his ankles, not that it covered much to begin with.  She didn’t know why she was surprised that his cock was hard and standing at an upward arc.  This honeymoon had the three of them as horny as pubescent teens.
 
   Angel stepped out of his swimsuit and kicked it aside.  “Thank you, sweetheart.  That thing was crushing my balls and stifling my cock.”
 
   Tommy, now also naked, sauntered over to join them.  “I don’t know why we were wearing clothes.  We have a private villa on a secluded part of the beach.  No one’s around.”
 
   Jessi picked up one of the margaritas and enjoyed the fresh cocktail.  The sun was just beginning to set, and the sky was a pale shade of lavender.  She walked to the water’s edge and let the tide cover her ankles.  The seascape was breathtaking.  The water reflected the sky and painted its surface with a kaleidoscope of pastels.
 
   A soft moan caught her attention, and she turned to find Tommy and Angel embraced in each other’s arms, kissing passionately – which was the only way they knew how to kiss.  It was rarely a quick peck between the two, always a rush of lips on lips, mouth covering mouth, filled with steam hot enough to keep a girl’s hormones on edge.  She watched from the shore.  Angel had Tommy’s head pulled to the side by a fistful of his hair.  Angel’s other hand was clamped on Tommy’s hip and held their bodies together.  Both of Tommy’s hands covered Angel’s butt cheeks with a slow caress.  Their cocks were visible between them, doing battle like two swords in the midst of a duel.  She was tempted to step between them but decided that she would much rather watch.
 
   A warm breeze blew Tommy’s hair off of his shoulders.  The muscles in his back twisted and clenched as he embraced Angel, and it made Jessi’s body tingle.  There was no fighting it any longer, and she went to her two husbands.  “Let’s go into the water.”
 
   “The water?”  Tommy gave her a crooked smile.  “The two of us have hard-ons the size of baseball bats, and you want to go swimming?”
 
   “I think it’s a wonderful idea,” Angel agreed.
 
   The three of them walked into the tepid water.  They glided through the ocean, occasionally disturbing the small fish that inhabited the vast pool.  “Let’s swim to the platform,” Jessi suggested.
 
   Angel dove under the water and swam like an Olympian.  He emerged about twenty feet ahead, only a few strokes away from the free-floating platform that was tethered to the ocean floor.  He pulled himself onto the platform and stood like a Greek god with his face to the sun.  He was tanned a deep bronze, and the water glistened off every muscle of his naked body.
 
   He raised his hand to shield his eyes against the glare of the sun.  “Hurry up!”  He motioned to his crotch.  “I’m all alone out here!”  The swim did nothing to diminish his erection, which swayed on the unsteady platform like a mast in the high sea.
 
   Tommy kicked up a spray of water and swam to the platform.  It rocked when he pulled himself up and sent Angel tumbling into the water.  The two of them laughed and splashed each other before lifting themselves onto the stationary float.
 
   Jessi watched Tommy and Angel emerge from the ocean like twin titans – one fair, the other dark.  Their wet bodies shimmered in the blaring sun.  Each streak of water that cascaded over their taut muscles was highlighted by a glint of light.  For the last two weeks she had thought it was the salted breeze that had made her body tingle day and night.  Now she realized it was the constant sight of these two insanely gorgeous men flaunting their tanned bodies.
 
   She leisurely floated along the surface of the water.  She stretched her arms to the side and let the gentle water run through her fingertips.  She bent her knees and extended her legs one at a time like a graceful ballerina.  She was in no hurry.  Her two men would still be waiting for her when she reached the platform.  She was enjoying the languid tranquility and the colorful fish that swam by.
 
   When she reached the platform, Tommy and Angel weren’t in the midst of a sexual encounter.  Angel was rubbing suntan lotion on Tommy’s back.  Did they finish already?  How long had she been lolling in the water?
 
   Tommy extended his hand to help her onto the float.  Her eyes went to the bottle of sunscreen in Angel’s hand.  “Where did you get that?”
 
   “We must have left it here the last time we swam out.  I found it on the platform.”
 
   “It’s a good thing, too,” Tommy said.  “I didn’t reapply before I hit the water.”  He stretched his arms out in front of him.  “I need another coat.”
 
   “Heaven forbid he should freckle,” Angel replied, with a mocking smile.
 
   “We’re not all as lucky as you, A,” Tommy teased back.  “I’d love to turn deep brown, but my skin can’t handle the sun, especially since I’m standing here naked.”
 
   Jessi took the lotion from Angel’s hand and squeezed a dollop between her palms.  Tommy’s sensitive skin gave them an excuse to swath him from head to toe.
 
   The platform rocked and dipped, and a fresh layer of salt water covered it.  “We’d better sit down,” she said, before the three of them ended up back in the water.
 
   With Tommy flat in the center of the float, she and Angel covered him with a thin layer of suntan lotion.  They mimicked each other’s movements.  They started with his face.  Tommy closed his eyes while they each dotted a small amount of sunscreen into his cheekbones and forehead, even over his scruffy, rugged jaw.  Tommy raised his chin so they could encompass his neck, and then they moved to his shoulders.  They were round and muscular, hard and broad.  Jessi loved caressing them, as did Angel, evidenced by the care he took in ensuring that every inch of Tommy’s skin was covered with lotion to shield it from the harsh sun.  They smoothed the lotion down Tommy’s arms and the back of his hands.  Jessi kissed each fingertip on Tommy’s right hand, and Angel kissed each fingertip on his left hand.  Angel smiled at her with Tommy’s fingers at his lips.  She smiled back and took the tip of Tommy’s middle finger into her mouth.  He did the same.  Long gone was the little game they shared where they vied for Tommy’s attention – where they tried to outdo each other with sexual prowess.  Now they worked together, in unison, bestowing their combined attention on the man they both loved.  They were true equals without reservation.  She missed their fun game, but it was better as allies.
 
   They moved to the arc of Tommy’s chest and each traced his nipples with one finger, which caused Tommy to sigh.  They outlined each one of his ab muscles and placed a kiss on either side of his torso at the same time.  They were in sync, and she realized they were beginning to share the same mental connection that she and Tommy had always shared.
 
   Tommy took each of their hands from his body and brought them to his lips.  “I’m so happy.  I could stay right here on this float in the middle of the ocean forever, as long as the two of you are with me.  I’m so happy the three of us had a wedding ceremony.  My wife.  My husband.”  He held their hands against his heart, and they automatically shifted into position so their palms were stacked on his chest and their wedding rings were aligned.  The sun glinted off the highly-polished metal like the light that shone in their hearts.
 
   The rings took on a new meaning since the ceremony.  They were bonded together by their vows.  “I have two husbands,” Jessi said aloud.  She had always referred to Angel as her other husband, but now the statement took on credibility.
 
   “You polygamist,” Angel teased.  “What’s even more surprising is that I have a wife, and one as beautiful as you.”  He leaned across Tommy and placed a small kiss on her lips.
 
   She smiled back at him, then at Tommy.  She was probably the envy of millions of women, with two of the most gorgeous men on earth as her husbands.
 
   Her thoughts drifted to their wedding and the elegant ceremony.  The only thing more uncharacteristic than seeing Alyssa in a flowing, strapless gown was Damien in a tuxedo for the second time in a month.  She smiled at the memory.  All of them were handsome in their tuxedos, even little Mason, who was growing up so fast.
 
   The three of them cuddled together under the warm glaring sun.  Jessi was filled with content.  Their lives were full.  Calm.  Settled.  Harmonious.  She had been waiting for this day for a long time . . . since she had that conversation with Angel when the band returned from their tour in Asia.
 
   She looked over at Tommy and was never filled with more love for him.  “I want to have a baby,” she said softly.
 
   Tommy popped his head up from the platform.  The lazy haze left his eyes, and they widened with surprise.  “What did you just say?”
 
   “I want to have a baby.  We’ve talked about it.  Briefly.”  She put her hand to his cheek.  “The time is right, Tommy.  Please say yes.”
 
   “Yes?”  He bolted to a sitting position, and his smile turned into a short laugh.  “Of course I’m saying yes!”  He pulled her into his arms and held her in a tight embrace, then kissed her.
 
   She still didn’t know how to balance touring, designing, and running a business, but they would figure it out.  She let out a giddy laugh, cupped his face in her hands and pressed her forehead against his.  “I didn’t expect you to get on board so quickly.”
 
   “Are you kidding?  Hon, I’ve been thinking about the same thing over the last few months, ever since Mason showed up.  It made me see how much love and happiness a kid would bring into our lives.”
 
   Jessi suddenly became aware that Angel wasn’t part of the conversation.  She looked past Tommy at Angel, who was sitting quietly with his arms around his knees.  He had a heartwarming smile on his face, though he looked left out, sidelined from participation.  She grabbed him by the wrist and pulled him in for a hug.
 
   Tommy wrapped his arm around Angel’s neck, and the three of them shared an embrace.
 
   “A baby!” Angel exclaimed.  “I’m so happy!”
 
   Jessi hugged them both a little tighter.  “We’re going to be a family.”
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   Tommy ran his hand across his freshly-shaven jaw and stared out at the beach from the deck of the villa.  The sun beat down from above and blinded him.  It was their last day on the beautiful island of Viti Levu, and he didn’t want to leave.  The honeymoon was their first real vacation since the band skyrocketed to fame, and he cherished the solitude away from the constant recognition and lack of privacy.  “I don’t want to go home yet.”
 
   Jessi wrapped her arms around his waist.  “Neither do I.”  She brushed her cheek against his and made a purring sound.  “I loved how sexy that little scruffy beard looked on you, but this baby-soft skin is irresistible.”
 
   The word “baby” in her description made him smile.  Since their decision to start a family, it was a constant thought in Tommy’s head.
 
   “What do you think, Angel?” Jessi asked.  “Do you like Tommy better with the beard or without?”
 
   Angel tilted his head and studied Tommy’s face with a smile behind his deep onyx eyes.  “I honestly can’t decide.  That small bit of golden-blond facial hair accentuated his rugged exterior, and it made his eyes glow like hot, blue flames.”
 
   Jessi sighed.  “I agree.”  She ran the back of her hand over his jaw.  “I loved the way his beard tickled my inner thighs when his mouth was between my legs.”
 
   “Ditto, sweetheart.”
 
   Tommy broke out into a wide smile.  “Are you two trying to seduce me again?”
 
   “Heaven forbid,” Jessi said with a demure bat of her eyes.
 
   Normally, he would have pulled Jessi and Angel into the bedroom, but they didn’t have much time before they needed to leave for the airport, and he wanted to feel the warmth of the ocean again.  “Let’s have one more swim before we have to go.”
 
   The three of them ran down the length of the beach and shed their clothes along the way.  When they reached the shore, they were completely naked and dove under the crystal-clear water.  They ended up on the platform again, flat on their backs, soaking up the sun.  The brief swim left Tommy with more reservations about leaving their secluded hideaway and returning to civilization.  He shielded his eyes with his forearms and let out a contented sigh.  “I wish we could stay here forever.”
 
   “We can always come back,” Angel said.
 
   “Or take a later plane,” Jessi suggested.
 
   Tommy propped himself up on his elbows and stared across the horizon.  The water was a sheet of cobalt glass.  He shifted to the edge of the platform and looked down into the aqua water.  He had a clear vision all the way to the ocean floor.  A stingray floated by like an underwater angel, and a giant starfish sat spread-eagled on the sandy bottom.  “This place is magnificent, but there’s so much more to see in Fiji.  We’ve been on this one island the entire time.”  He shielded his eyes with his hand and searched the horizon.  “Let’s stay an extra two days on one of the other islands.”
 
   Angel smiled back at him.  “What a wonderful idea!”
 
   “We’re really going to stay an extra two days?” Jessi asked.  “I was only joking about taking a later flight.”
 
   “Yep.  It’s settled.  We’re staying another two days.”
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   Tommy watched the clouds drift slowly by like white fluff suspended in the air.  After two weeks in paradise alone with Jessi and Angel, and now with plans to start a family, he was on top of the world – literally.  He pushed his hair behind his ears and laced his fingers through Jessi’s hand.  She was on his right and Angel sat across from them in one of the large captain chairs in the private jet.
 
   Jessi leaned across to join his gaze at the sheet of white clouds floating across the skyline.  “It’s beautiful, isn’t it?”
 
   “Gorgeous.  This part of the world is heaven.”
 
   Angel turned from the small window to face Tommy and Jessi.  “I’m not sure which I love more, the clear, blue water that rivals the color of your eyes, or the deep blue of the sky that mimics their intensity.”
 
   Angel, the hopeless romantic, always had a prolific vocabulary in which to profess his love.  It set Tommy’s heart, and his crotch, on fire.  The small private plane they chartered to take them from Viti Levu to Taveuni offered enough privacy for an erotic encounter with his wife and husband, but he resigned himself to wait until they landed and checked into their private cottage.  They had been in enough trouble recently with an impromptu rendezvous that took place during the Australian tour, in a bathroom stall at the Sydney Kingsford Smith airport.
 
   The small plane dipped and Tommy felt Jessi’s hand tighten around his fingers.  She looked pale, which surprised him, because she wasn’t usually a nervous flyer.  “You okay, hon?”
 
   Her throat moved.  “Yeah.  My stomach just flip-flopped.  I’m not used to flying in a plane this small.”
 
   Angel reached across and patted Jessi’s knee.  “We have an experienced pilot who came highly recommended.  It’s a short flight.  Try to relax.”
 
   The plane dipped again, erasing the confidence and reassuring look on Angel’s face.  Tommy couldn’t suppress a lighthearted laugh.  “Look at the two of you.”  He clutched Jessi’s hand a little tighter and touched Angel’s leg.  “You act like you’ve never hit turbulence before.  Remember the flight over Vegas?  We joked that it bounced up and down more than Jimmy’s bunk on the tour bus.”
 
   Both Jessi and Angel smiled back, a little more relaxed.
 
   “Let’s think about our extended honeymoon.”  Despite his own suggestion, instead of envisioning the next few days on a sunny beach, Tommy reflected on the last few years of whirlwind tours, promos and writing music.  Riffs and chord progression automatically started forming in Tommy’s head.  There was no restraining the creativity once it blossomed, which is why he always took a guitar with him.  He left his seat to retrieve his Les Paul from the storage compartment above, in order to bring life to the melody singing in his head.  The plane rocked just as he opened the latch, and his guitar case flew out and landed in his arms.
 
   The flight attendant was at his side to assist him.  “Get back to your seat, Mr. Blade.  We’re experiencing a bout of excessive turbulence.  The pilot has instructed everyone to wear their seatbelts.”
 
   “No problem,” Tommy answered.  “As long as I’ve got my guitar on my knee, I can sit for hours.”
 
   The flight attendant shook her head and attempted to take the case from Tommy, but he pulled it away.
 
   “I’m sorry.  All items must remain stowed away when the seatbelt sign is on.”
 
   Now Angel looked more worried than Jessi.  “Is something wrong with the plane?”  He glanced out the window.  “The weather’s clear.  Why the turbulence?”
 
   “Please just sit quietly, sir.  The pilot will update us as soon as there’s more information.”  She waited for Tommy to return his guitar to the overhead bin and didn’t leave until he was seated and their lap belts were secured.
 
   Tommy looked at the worried faces of his spouses and tried to reassure them.  “We’ll be back on the ground in a little while, and you’ll—–”
 
   The plane jerked violently, and the back of Tommy’s head hit the headrest.  “Ugh!”  A sharp pain shot up the back of his neck.  “What the—–”  The floor rumbled and the seats shook, blurring his vision.  At first, he thought he was dizzy from the blow to his head, but as soon as the black smoke shot past the window, he knew they were in trouble.
 
   The pilot’s frantic voice echoed through the small plane.  “We lost the engine!  Prepare for impact!”
 
   Tommy’s breath stopped, and the color drained from his face.
 
   Angel groaned, “Oh my God,” and Jessi gasped.
 
   The interior lights flickered like a dying flame and then gave up life.  The nose of the plane dipped toward the ground, and it spiraled out of control.  Tommy’s vision twisted like a cyclone.  Flashes of Jessi’s hot pink hair and Angel’s dark eyes morphed into a bizarre blur, like a mirror at an amusement park.  Fear gripped at Tommy’s throat, and his heart pounded against his ribs.  He put his face to the small window, but there was only black and grey smoke.  There was no sign of the blue sky or if they were headed into the ocean or toward land.
 
   Jessi was crying and Angel was praying in Spanish, but Tommy barely heard them over the booming sound of his heart beating like a gong in his chest.  He grabbed Angel’s and Jessi’s hands.  “I love y—–”
 
   The plane lurched and rattled.  The floor vibrated under Tommy’s feet and grew hot.  Branches scratched at the windows with a high-pitched screech.  The plane fell on its wing and catapulted Tommy into the side wall.  A sharp pain shot through his head like a gunshot.  Then everything went black.
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   The acrid smell of burning jet fuel filled Angel’s nostrils, and he forced his eyes open.  A blanket of smoke enveloped him and poisoned his lungs with toxic air.  Charring heat lashed at him from every angle.  He coughed, but the sharp pain in his side silenced him.  He squinted through his stinging eyes and frantically searched for Tommy and Jessi.  He buried his mouth and nose in the corner of his arm in order to filter the smoke, but it still choked him.  “Tommy!  Jessi!”  He barely got their names out before he coughed violently.
 
   “Angel?”  Jessi’s trembling voice came from behind him.
 
   He spun around, and his heart jumped when he saw her.  He took her face in his hands and ran his thumb across her cheekbone.  She had a small scratch under her eye, but otherwise looked unharmed.  “Thank God you’re okay.”
 
   “Where’s Tommy?”
 
   Panic tore through Angel, and he shouted into the smoke-filled interior of the plane.  “Tommy!  Tommy!”
 
   Jessi was on her hands and knees, crawling with her face to the ground.  “Tommy, where are—–?”  She choked, and it cut off her sentence.
 
   A hand grabbed Angel by the shoulder and pulled him from the plane’s carcass.  It was the pilot.  He had a small gash on his forehead and blood ran down the side of his face and dotted across his collar.
 
   Angel shook the pilot’s hand off of his arm.  “I have to find Tommy!”
 
   Jessi was struggling in the flight attendant’s grasp.  She pulled free and dove into the body of the burning plane.
 
   Angel dove in after her.  “Get out of the plane!” he yelled.  “I’ll find him!  Go!  Now!”
 
   She ignored him and continued to call for Tommy.
 
   Angel had no choice.  He needed to get Jessi to safety.  He picked her up and tossed her out of the plane and onto the sand next to the waiting pilot and flight attendant.  “Hold her and don’t let her back in here!”
 
   It was too dark to see inside the dying aircraft.  Clouds of black smoke blanketed the interior and choked the air from Angel’s lungs.  His eyes watered and burned, but he pushed through the debris.  He had to find Tommy.  He blindly felt his way around the disemboweled plane, identifying objects with the touch of his fingers.  He burned his hand on the metal buckle of a seat belt.  He pushed aside a seat cushion and a piece of luggage.  Wait.  It was too big for a suitcase.  It was Tommy’s Les Paul!  Angel hurled it through an opening in the side of the plane.  It was a small victory, but somehow he knew Tommy would be close by.  “Tommy!  Tommy!”  No answer.  He gagged and heaved at the lack of oxygen in his lungs, but continued through the rubble.  He leaned the palm of his hand on a pile of crushed glass and winced.  The sharp pain in his side, most likely a broken rib, hampered his movements, but he forced himself onward.
 
   An unhinged seat blocked his path.  It was too heavy to move.  He used his shoulder and all of his strength to push it out of the way, and a boot hit him in the chest.  It was Tommy!  He was still strapped in the seat, but he wasn’t moving.  Angel ripped the seat belt off, freeing his husband.  Adrenaline surged though him, and he lifted Tommy in his arms.  The air was dense, so he crouched down as far as he could without falling.  He stumbled over debris and almost twisted his ankle but followed the steady beam of light that lead to safety.  Jessi’s hysterical cries grew louder, and her silhouette slowly appeared in the distance through the smoke.
 
   Tommy hung lifeless in Angel’s arms, with his blond hair strewn across his face.  Tommy’s weight grew heavier, but Angel fought the nagging pain in his ribcage.  He forced himself to move forward, one foot in front of the other, until the smoke cleared his lungs and he emerged from the demolished wreckage of the plane.  His knees buckled, and he landed on the sand with Tommy still cradled in his arms.
 
   Jessi rushed toward them.  “Tommy!”  She pushed the hair from his face and wept.
 
   Dark red blood matted the side of Tommy’s hair from a gash on his scalp.  He was unconscious but alive.  Relief washed over Angel and a sob invaded his throat.  Both he and Jessi clung to the man they loved, overwhelmed with their brush with death and petrified about Tommy’s condition.
 
   “Move away from the plane!” the pilot shouted.  He limped toward them along with the flight attendant, and the two of them hauled Tommy, Angel and Jessi away from the blazing aircraft.  They were all still hobbling away when a blast knocked them to the ground.  Searing pain tore through Angel’s right side as he landed on his folded arm.  He pushed himself up and fell toward Jessi.  “Are you all right?”
 
   “I’m fine.”  Scorching heat made them both turn toward the remnants of the plane.  It was a fireball of bright orange and blue flames.  Dark, black smoke rose high into the unsuspecting sky and plumed toward the billowy white clouds above – clouds they had been staring down at less than ten minutes ago.
 
   Realization hit.  They had barely made it out of the plane before it exploded.  Tears were streaming down Jessi’s cheeks.  Then she turned and wrapped her arms around Angel’s neck.  “You saved his life.  If you didn’t pull Tommy out of the plane, he would have died.”  She clung to Angel and sobbed on his shoulder.  Angel held her and soothed her with a gentle but shaking hand on her back.
 
   Death nipped at their heels.  They could have all perished, but they survived the crash.  Angel clung to Jessi just as hard as she clung to him.  If they all had died, they would have been at peace, but if any one of them didn’t make it, their lives would have been irreparably marred.  He shuddered as he held Jessi and gazed at Tommy over her shoulder.  He was grateful, but it was hard to find solace.  The man he loved more than anything in the world was lying unconscious on the ground with a head injury.
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   Jessi held onto Angel while he squeezed her tightly.  She felt his body trembling, but quickly realized that she was the one who was shaking.  She needed to control her emotions.  She needed to check on Tommy.  He was hurt.  Still wrapped in Angel’s embrace, she slowly turned her head to face Tommy.
 
   The flight attendant was taking Tommy’s pulse.  “I have EMS training,” she explained.  “His pulse is rapid, but that’s expected.”  She was calm and in charge.
 
   Fear gripped Jessi’s heart like a vice.  She wanted to cradle Tommy in her arms, but she was afraid she would somehow hurt him.  No one knew if he had suffered internal injuries.  She and Angel exchanged the same worried glance and moved closer to Tommy.  Deep red blood seeped through his hair and flooded his blond tresses with color.
 
   The flight attendant examined the wound and searched the ground nearby with her eyes.  “I need a clean cloth.”
 
   Angel pulled his T-shirt over his head and turned it inside out.  “Can you use this?”
 
   “It’ll have to do.”  The flight attendant scrunched the shirt into a ball and placed pressure on Tommy’s scalp to stop the bleeding.
 
   Jessi stared into Tommy’s blank face, void of expression.  His happy smile was gone, and his closed lids hid his electric blue eyes.  She glanced down at his chest and saw dots of blood splattered across his AC/DC T-shirt.  He loved that shirt.  Flashes of their life together played in her head.  She remembered the first time she had laid eyes on him on the football field in college.  A flutter of excitement filled her chest as she recalled their first kiss.  She remembered the first time she had heard him play the guitar and still felt the thrill of watching him perform every time he played.  She had no idea how much he would change her life when she had first met him.
 
   Angel had Tommy’s hand pressed against his lips, and he was mumbling in Spanish with his eyes closed.  Tears glistened on Angel’s dark lashes.  Her heart hurt, not only for Tommy, but also for the pain that masked Angel’s face.  She knew he loved Tommy just as much as she did.  She took Tommy’s other hand and also brought it to her lips.  It was lifeless, but his fingers were warm, and the peace across his face made it seem as if he were only resting.  The deep red stain strewn through his blond locks reminded her that his condition was far from benign.
 
   The flight attendant lifted pressure from Tommy’s wound, which seemed to have finally stopped bleeding.  She asked the pilot for his shirt, ripped it into strips, and wrapped it around Tommy’s head to form a bandage.  “That’s the best I can do.  Hopefully he’ll wake up soon.”
 
   Worry and anxiety gnawed at Jessi’s heart.  “Tommy,” she called softly.  “Wake up.”
 
   “Please wake up, mi amor.”  There was a tremor in Angel’s voice.
 
   They each still held one of Tommy’s hands, and it connected the three of them like a lifeline.  She brushed her fingers across Angel’s worried cheek.  “He’s going to be fine,” she tried to reassure him, or herself.
 
   “He has to be.  Otherwise, I don’t know if either of us could bear it.  I love you, Jessi.”  He suddenly hugged her.  “I’m so glad you’re okay.  I could never handle it if both of you were injured.  I feel so helpless.  I wish there was something I could do to help him.”
 
   “You did the most important thing, Angel.  You saved him.”
 
   They slowly broke their embrace and resumed holding Tommy’s hands.  Jessi’s eyes went to the blood-stained bandage around his head.  She took one of the bottles of water that the pilot scavenged and washed some of the blood out of Tommy’s hair.  Angel ripped off another section of the pilot’s shirt and helped clean the blood.  Together, they rid Tommy’s golden locks of the offending crimson stain, and he looked peaceful again.
 
   “That wasn’t a smart idea,” the pilot stated.  “We don’ know how long it will be before a rescue plane arrives.  It’s hot.  We may have needed that water.”
 
   Jessi looked at their surroundings for the first time.  They were isolated in the middle of the South Pacific.  Beyond the shoreline, the island was covered with dense trees.  A new wave of fear and apprehension washed over her.  She was so absorbed in worrying about Tommy that she never comprehended their whereabouts or that they were in need of rescue.
 
   “Do either of you have a cell phone?” the pilot asked.  “I notified air traffic control that we were going down, but I have no idea how long it will take before they find us.  This is an uninhabited island.  A working cell phone could provide a GPS signal for tracking.”
 
   Angel pulled the shattered remnants of his cell phone from his pocket.  Jessi’s handbag had been in the overhead compartment of the plane.  No one’s cell phone survived the impact.  Tommy needed medical attention, and they were cut off from civilization.
 
   Jessi stood and stared up into the desolate sky.  She knew it was too soon for a rescue plane, but perhaps a passing aircraft would see the fire and smoke and radio their location to ground control.  Angel’s arms were suddenly around her, and she fell into the hard muscles of his chest.  She hugged him with all her might, grateful for his bravery.  She would be forever indebted to him for not only saving Tommy, but for ensuring her safety as well.  “I love you, Angel,” she whispered, before she leaned up and kissed him.  She only expected a soft closed-mouth kiss, but his tongue dipped inside and bathed her mouth with his love and affection.
 
   “I love you, too,” he whispered in her ear, still holding her in his arms.  They both glanced down at Tommy.  It was unfair.  There were five people on the plane, and four escaped unscathed.  Why did Tommy have to endure a significant injury?  Why couldn’t he be standing between her and Angel right now, sharing their love?  A tear slipped from her eye.  Before she had a chance to wipe it away, Angel’s loving hand brushed her cheek.
 
   They both returned to Tommy and sat on the ground on either side of him.  With his hair washed clean, he looked content.  There was still a smudge of black soot on his cheek, so she used the last drop of water in the bottle to wash it away.
 
   Tommy moaned and turned his head slightly.
 
   “Tommy!  Tommy!” she called with her heart reeling.
 
   His eyes flickered, and she was able to see their beautiful color for a moment before he closed them and moaned again.  In that fleeting instant, Jessi swore they made eye contact.  Maybe she imagined it, maybe it was only wishful thinking, but his eyes seemed focused.
 
   Angel leaned over Tommy.  “Please open your eyes.”
 
   Tommy moaned once more and turned his head from side to side, but never opened his eyes.  “Angel?  Jessi?”
 
   “We’re here,” Jessi’s voice squeaked.
 
   Angel was too choked up to speak, but his quivering lips smiled across his face.
 
   Then Tommy was still.
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   There was a rapid fire machine going off inside Tommy’s head.  A spotlight blared down at him and blocked his vision.  He shielded his eyes with his forearm and turned his head to the side.  He moaned at the pain.  He was disoriented, unsure why he was on the floor of the stage and why his head felt like it was about to split open.  The arena was strangely quiet.  The only voices he heard were Jessi’s and Angel’s.  Why wouldn’t the techs turn off that damn spotlight?
 
   He moved his arm from his eyes a few inches, and white, blinding light glared down at him with a prismatic glow.  He squinted from its brightness and suddenly both Jessi and Angel blocked its path.  He could see clearly now.  Something was wrong.  He wasn’t on stage.  He was outside on the ground, and the stench of smoke scorched his senses.
 
   Jessi had a small bruise under her eye.  Angel’s face and forearms were covered in soot, as if he had been fighting a fire.  They both had tears streaming down their cheeks, but they wore broad smiles.  It was bizarre.  He tried to move, but a sledgehammer knocked on the inside of his head.
 
   “Don’t try to get up yet.”  Angel’s hand on Tommy’s chest was a lead weight.  “You have a head injury.”
 
   That explained why it felt like someone was trying to kick their way out of his skull.  The shoulder of Jessi’s top was ripped, and Angel was bare-chested.  In the background, smoke billowed up to the sky like a black funnel.  It all rushed back to him at once – the turbulence on the plane, spiraling in the air, and then pummeling toward the ground.  They were in a plane crash.  “Oh my God!”  He jolted up at the waist.  “Are you two all right?”
 
   The quick movement made his head throb and a bout of dizziness made everything spin.  He held his aching head in his hands and slumped forward.  Jessi and Angel were on either side of him, simultaneously holding him up and hugging him.
 
   He slowly regained his focus and wrapped his arms around Jessi and Angel.  He pulled them close and squeezed them as hard as he could.  His lips went to Jessi, then to Angel, and relief washed over him when he realized they weren’t injured.  One of them could have been killed.  He could have lost one of them – or both of them.  The horrific thought made his body tremble, and he held them tighter.  He never wanted to let them go.  He never wanted to be more than a foot away from either one of them again.  “If anything would have happened to either of you . . .”  He couldn’t even finish the sentence.
 
   “We’re fine, baby.”  Jessi gazed at him with large tears hanging on her lower lids.  “Are you hurt anywhere else, besides your head?”
 
   He paused to assess his pain.  There was mild bruising on his arms and legs, but he was otherwise uninjured.  “No.  I think I just hit my head.  What about the crew?  Did they make it?”
 
   “They’re fine,” Angel answered.  “Everyone made it out of the plane before it exploded.”
 
   “Angel saved you,” Jessi announced.  “He ran back into the burning plane to find you, after he carried me out and made the pilot and flight attendant hold me back.  I was frantic.  I thought I wasn’t going to see either one of you again, and then Angel comes walking out of the smoke carrying you in his arms like a hero.”
 
   Tommy was overwhelmed.  “A, you could have been killed.”
 
   “I don’t care,” Angel was quick to reply.  “There was no way I was exiting that plane without you, and I needed to make sure Jessi was safe.”
 
   “You risked your life for me?  Angel . . . thank you.  I can’t believe you did that.”
 
   “What’s not to believe, mi amor?  You are my heart and my soul.  My love and my life.”
 
   Angel placed the palm of his hand on Tommy’s cheek and leaned closer.  His usual possessive and commanding kiss was gentle and tender.  It was a slow brush of his lips, followed by a soft twirl of his tongue and a silky caress of his hand on the back of Tommy’s neck.  There was such powerful emotion emanating from Angel’s touch that it made Tommy melt into his husband’s arms.  He pulled Jessi into their embrace, and he held them both in a tight circle.  It was still hard to comprehend everything that had happened, and he needed to feel them under his touch just to confirm that they were still here with him.  He would never make it without either one of them.
 
   The pilot and flight attendant returned with a first aid kit.  “You’re awake,” the flight attendant said.  “There wasn’t much left after the explosion, but at least this was salvaged.”  She knelt down and opened the small square case.  “The antiseptic will—–”
 
   “My guitar!”  Tommy’s heart ached for his beloved instrument.  It held so many memories that spanned his lifetime.  He should have sent it back home with the rest of their luggage, but he never let anyone transport it.  His Les Paul was always at his side, an extension of his fingertips.  He had hoped to one day pass it down to his son or daughter and teach them to play on the same instrument that harbored all the joys of his life.  Now that dream would never pan out.
 
   He quickly realized that the loss of his Les Paul was trivial compared to everything else he could have lost.  Another cold shiver ran down his spine.  He ignored the flight attendant’s attempt to check his head wound and wrapped his arms around Jessi and Angel.  “I don’t care about my guitar.  The two of you are all I care about.  It can be replaced.  You can’t.”
 
   Jessi buried her face in his shoulder, and he felt her silent whimper.  She loved the Les Paul as much as he did.
 
   Angel gently patted Tommy’s back.  “It may not be lost.  I tossed it out of the plane when I was first searching for you and Jessi.  Maybe it survived the explosion.”
 
   Tommy abruptly pulled back to look at Angel.  “You did?”
 
   “The moment my hand touched it, I felt like I had found a piece of you.  I hope it’s salvageable.”
 
   Tommy’s jaw dropped open.  He was too flabbergasted to speak.  Angel had not only saved his life, he saved Jessi and quite possibly his Les Paul.  “I owe you everything, Angel.  Thank you.”  He scrambled to his feet, against everyone’s protests, and fought the nausea and vertigo that caused him to stumble.
 
   Jessi was there to steady him and support his arm.  “Careful.  You shouldn’t get up.  You probably have a concussion.”
 
   The worry and concern in her eyes made his heart swell.  He loved her so much.  The small scratch on her otherwise unblemished cheek jumped out at him.  He cupped her jaw in his palm and ran his thumb over her cheekbone.  “Were you hurt?”
 
   “No.”  Her hand went to her cheek.  “Do I have a black eye?”
 
   He smiled at her.  “No, hon.  Just a little scratch.”
 
   “It’s barely noticeable,” Angel reassured her.  “I’m sure there won’t be a scar.”
 
   She smiled back at both of them.  “I don’t care, as long as you’re both okay.  Let’s go find Tommy’s Les Paul.”
 
   The flight attendant insisted on washing Tommy’s wound with antiseptic and made him drink water before he set out in search of his guitar.  Whether or not they found it in one piece really didn’t matter anymore.  He planned on creating a mountain of new memories, and if it was with a new guitar, so be it.  They would be the best memories of his life.
 
   Jessi and Angel supported him with their arms around his waist as they walked back to the smoldering plane – what was left of it, anyway.  The sand was uneven beneath his feet, and he was thankful for their physical support.  The flames from the wreckage had died down to a low ember, but the air was filled with horrendous fumes.  Tommy’s eyes began to water as they drew closer, and he squeezed them shut.
 
   “Maybe you should stay here and rest,” Angel suggested.  “I’ll search for your guitar.”
 
   Angel was probably right, but Tommy wanted to find his Les Paul or whatever pieces of it may be left.  He didn’t want fragments of it left behind to rot in the hot sun or end up washed away by the tide.  It deserved a proper burial.  “I can make it.  I’m okay.”
 
   There were hot shards of metal everywhere.  Clumps of the plane’s interior littered the beach and still burned with a low flame in places, but there was no sign of Tommy’s guitar.
 
   “Let’s move away from the plane,” Angel suggested.  “I hurled the case out the emergency exit, but I have no idea how far I threw it.  I was so pumped with adrenaline it could have landed in New Zealand.”
 
   They ventured a good distance from the crash site, but there wasn’t anything that resembled Tommy’s guitar or its case.  He had just about given up and accepted the demise of his Les Paul when Jessi called out.
 
   “What’s that?  Over there.”  She pointed toward a large hunk of metal that reflected the sun’s rays.  It was next to a small cluster of trees.  As they got closer, Tommy realized it was a section of the wing, but there was something underneath it.  He broke free from Jessi and Angel’s embrace and ran the last few yards.  He stumbled and dropped to his knees.  Sticking out from under the wing was the head of Tommy’s guitar case.
 
   Angel was quick to lift the debris so Tommy could rescue his guitar.  The case was nicked and dented.  More than half of it was charred, but the latches were still closed and locked.  A soft chuckle rose from Tommy’s throat as he recalled the conversation he’d had with the salesman who sold him the case and emphasized the strength of the locks.  At the time, Tommy thought he had been exaggerating, but opted to spend the extra money on the highly-secured case anyway.
 
   He found that his keys were still in his pocket.  He paused before he turned the lock, afraid to open the case and find that his guitar was smashed within.  He took a deep breath and turned the key.  The lid sprang open, and his Les Paul gleamed in the bright Fiji sun.
 
   Jessi wrapped her arms around his neck, and happy laughter trickled from her throat.  Angel smiled as wide as the ocean.  Tommy just stared down at the instrument and saw a huge chunk of his life.  The case took the brunt of the impact, but his Les Paul stood up to the test.  He slowly took the guitar from its case and cradled it in his hands.  He instinctually played the intro that signaled the start to one of Immortal Angel’s shows.  The throb in his head was suddenly forgotten.  Their situation didn’t seem as dismal.  That little bit of music from his Les Paul made everything all right.
 
   Jessi and Angel smiled back at him, and the joy in his heart was reflected in their gaze.
 
   “Thank you, A, for saving my guitar.  And my wife.”  He laughed softly.  “Not necessarily in that order.”
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   Tommy stared up into the setting sun.  Rescue planes should have been looking for them by now.  The only thing that had been in the sky had been commercial jetliners that flew way too high to notice them.  Jessi came up behind him and slid her hand around his waist.  “Anything yet?”
 
   “No.”  He turned his face to the sky again.  “It’s getting dark.  I doubt that anyone will come tonight.  Tomorrow.”  He tried to sound confident.  “Tomorrow they’ll come.”
 
   Jessi furrowed her brow and frowned.  “Do you think there’s a chance they won’t find us?”
 
   “Not in a million years,” Angel said, joining them at the water’s edge.  The charter company knows which island we were headed to.  Air traffic had our coordinates.  They’ll find us.  You have nothing to worry about.”
 
   Jessi pressed her lips together.  “Except Tommy.”
 
   Jessi and Angel both turned toward Tommy with worry in their eyes.  His head still felt like his brain was too big for his skull, but the bouts of dizziness were getting better.  He put his arms around Jessi and Angel and tried to sound positive.  “I’ll be fine.”
 
   They returned to the makeshift camp they had set up for the night.  The sun set under a ceiling of crimson and magenta and took the warmth of the day with it.  The air grew chilly, but all they had between the three of them was one blanket, and Angel still didn’t have a shirt.
 
   “I want you to take this.”  Tommy started to lift his shirt over his head to give to Angel, but the movement left him with another session of vertigo.
 
   Angel pulled Tommy’s shirt back down.  “I’m fine.  Feel the warmth on my skin.”  Angel moved closer and slipped his arms around Tommy’s waist.  His Latin flesh still radiated from the heat of the sun.
 
   Jessi snuggled next to Tommy’s right, and Angel snuggled to his left, all under the same blanket.  It was actually very cozy and romantic, but the weight of the day took its toll on Tommy, and his eyes grew heavy.  He pulled the blanket a little higher and Jessi and Angel a little closer.  His focus blurred, and he drifted off to sleep leaning against a rock on a deserted island with his wife and his husband.
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   Tommy woke to a loud clapping in the distance.  The wind whipped his hair across his face so he could barely see, but between the strands of gold he could make out the rescue copter stationed several yards away.  He leaned back and smiled with relief.
 
   The small group huddled together and waited for the co-pilot and a paramedic to approach.  The sun’s rays brought warmth and calmed the goosebumps that rose on Tommy’s flesh.
 
   “Is anyone injured?” the co-pilot shouted over the sound of the propeller.
 
   “My husband hit his head and was knocked unconscious,” Jessi was quick to answer.  “And my other husband hurt his ribs.”
 
   The co-pilot gave Jessi a sideways glance, but the paramedic didn’t flinch.  He unwound the bandage around Tommy’s head to assess the laceration.
 
   “It’s not a big deal,” Tommy protested.  “I barely have a headache anymore.”
 
   “We’ll let the doctors at the hospital determine that.”
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   “You have a concussion, Mr. Blade, but other than that, you’re stable.  “However, we’d like to keep you overnight for observation.”
 
   Tommy just wanted to go home.  Jessi was unharmed, but Angel suffered a cracked rib.  They were all lucky to be alive, and he wanted to get back to the United States and to his life.
 
   He flung the sheet to the end of the hospital bed and threw his legs over the side.  “I can rest at the hotel.  My family will be with me, so I won’t be alone.”  He looked into the worried eyes of his spouses.  “They won’t let me out of their sight, and they’ll bring me back if I show any symptoms.”
 
   “We can’t keep you against your will, but I recommend that you stay here for the night,” the doctor stressed again.
 
   “I think you should stay, baby.”  Jessi agreed with the doctor.  “I don’t want to take any chances.”
 
   Her wrinkled brow and the anxiety in her eyes hadn’t subsided.  Angel had the same worrisome expression.  Tommy hated that he was the cause of their grief, but he wasn’t staying in the hospital, and he slowly shook his head.  “I’m sorry, hon.”
 
   “We’ll hire a private nurse,” Angel said adamantly.  “That’s not negotiable, Tommy.”
 
   Tommy let out a deep breath that deflated him.  He didn’t have the energy to argue.  “Okay.  If that’ll make you feel better.”
 
   They returned, not to their private getaway, but to a two-bedroom suite at the Jean-Michel Cousteau Resort.  It was pretty friggin’ luxurious, except that a strange woman was hovering around, not really saying anything, but watching Tommy like he was going to drop to the floor at any minute.
 
   Tommy sat on the couch with his Les Paul on his knee, not playing, just holding her, and reflected on the fragility of life.  Jessi and Angel were on either side of him, where they had been stationed since the accident.  He could read everything in their eyes and in their faces – what would they do without him?
 
   It was a needless worry.  He wasn’t going anywhere.  He had a baby to make.
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   Sixteen Weeks Later
 
   “Are you ready to find out what color to paint the nursery, Mrs. Blade?”
 
   They had gone over whether or not to find out the sex of the baby a million times.  Jessi wanted to know, Angel wanted it to be a surprise, and Tommy couldn’t make up his mind.  “I’m ready,” she answered.  “But I’m not sure about these two.”
 
   Tommy and Angel both sat to her left, while the doctor poised with the ultrasound wand over her belly and the monitor turned away from them.  She didn’t know why the doctor hid the screen.  She could never see anything but a blur of gray shadows anyway, and she knew Tommy and Angel wouldn’t be able to decipher anything either.
 
   “Do you boys want to leave the room?”
 
   Tommy and Angel stared at each other for a moment and broke out into excited smiles.  “I want to know,” Angel answered first, squeezing Jessi’s hand.
 
   “I thought you wanted to be surprised?”
 
   “I can’t help it.  This is too exciting.  Is she having a boy or a girl?” he asked the doctor.
 
   The doctor gave a short laugh.  “What about you, Mr. Blade?  Are you as impatient as Mr. Garcia to know if you’re going to have a princess or a prince?”
 
   Tommy’s mouth fell open, and his head snapped in Angel’s direction.  “Did you tell her to say that?”
 
   “No!”  Angel bellowed with laughter.  The doctor looked at them both with a questioning squint to her eye, unaware of Angel’s pet name for Tommy.
 
   “I think we all want to know,” Jessi said.  “Right, Tommy?”
 
   “Yep!  So what’s the verdict, Doc?”
 
   She turned the screen so the three of them could see it.  “Say hello to your son, Mom and Dads.”
 
   A boy.  Jessi stared at the small curve of her belly and imagined the tiny life growing inside her.  She pictured a blond-haired, blue-eyed miniature version of Tommy – another musical genius with a thirst for knowledge.  She cupped the small swell of her body, still covered in warm gel from the ultrasound, and she was filled with immense love for the child.  There was an immediate bond that was strengthened now that she knew it was a boy.  He was no longer just a baby.  Now he was her son.
 
   Tommy and Angel’s hands settled on her belly, and their lips landed on her cheeks.  Tommy’s eyes sparkled, and then slowly warmed over.  His throat moved.  “We’re going to have a son,” he whispered with a crack in his voice.
 
   Jessi’s eyes filled with happy tears.  “I couldn’t be happier, Tommy.  I love you so much.”
 
   He pressed his lips against hers and wrapped his arms around her neck.  He was humbled, and his love spilled out from every pore in his body.  When their lips parted, and she saw the slight sheen of moisture covering his eyes, it was all she could do to hold back her own tears.  She turned to Angel, who was also overwhelmed with happiness.  There was a light mist over his ebony eyes and his smile twitched.
 
   “Congratulations, Mami.”  He covered her mouth in a kiss, and Tommy’s arms circled them both in a tight hug.
 
   “I’ll just leave the three of you alone, now,” the doctor said before she left the room.
 
   Tommy and Angel both gently wiped the gel from Jessi’s belly with slow, tender strokes.  Their hands glided across her body with sleek movements.  Each brush of their fingers against her skin sent a shiver through her and made gooseflesh rise on her arms.  Her hormones had been spiraling for the last few weeks, and the simplest touch made her ache for more.
 
   Unaware of the mounting wetness between her legs, Angel and Tommy kept up their diligent strokes to cleanse her body.
 
   She let out a deep sigh and spread her thighs.
 
   Tommy froze with a paper towel in his hand and turned toward her with a crooked smile on his lips.  He emitted a soft, seductive chuckle.  “Don’t tempt me, hon, because I will fuck you right here, right now.”
 
   Jessi was thankful that she was the last appointment of the day and the staff would be tied up with paperwork for the next hour, because it was really kind of too late to turn back now.  She raised her knees and spread them wide open.  “Maybe you should examine me, Dr. Blade.  I have this insatiable itch between my legs.”
 
   “You naughty girl!” Angel exclaimed.
 
   She threw the paper drape that covered her legs to the floor, so her naked lower half was exposed.  The gust of air that it created hit her like a feather and tickled her pussy.  She was turned on by the slightest touch and aroused by the smallest grain of friction.  If this is what pregnancy was going to be like, she may not survive the next few months.
 
   Tommy’s hand immediately went to her crotch, and she let out a quivering breath.  Her body shuddered from the bolt of energy that lit up her clit.  Tommy looked up at her, surprised at her oversensitivity.
 
   “You have no idea how horny I’ve been this past month.”  She was ready to climax with just one touch.
 
   Tommy’s lips went to her bikini line, and his gorgeous blond hair, still full with pale highlights from their honeymoon in Fiji, spilled over her waist.  His fingers teased her and hovered on the outer rim of her opening but never ventured inside.  He purposely avoided her clit, circling it with a wet finger until she whimpered.  He knelt in front of her and sucked the pulsating little nub into his mouth and nibbled it with his lips.  A shockwave rang through her like a million jolts of electricity.  She gasped and bucked on the padded recliner.  Angel was standing next to her, watching with a voyeuristic eye.  She grabbed a fistful of his T-shirt and pulled him in for a kiss.  She ran the other hand through his dark hair and pressed her mouth onto his.  Her tongue invaded his mouth, and he kissed her back with equal fury as she hung onto his neck and released a warm rush of juices onto Tommy’s tongue.  Her muscles contracted, and she went rigid while she rode through an orgasm that was intensified by her overproduction of hormones.
 
   Tommy lifted his face, still glistening with her wetness, and peered at her through a veil of blond strands.
 
   “Good Lord, woman!”  Angel straightened his T-shirt.  “You’re an animal.”
 
   Jessi smiled up at him, still panting and flushed.  “Excuse me, Dr. Garcia.  Maybe you can treat my husband for this glandular problem he’s been having.”
 
   “Glandular problem?” Angel raised his brow with intrigue.
 
   “Yes,” she answered in a breathy voice.  “It’s deep in the back of his throat.  And I think he’s due for a prostate exam.”
 
   Angel was eager to play along.  He found the box of plastic exam gloves and pulled a pair free.  He slipped them on his hands, slowly, and pushed each finger down to the knuckle to ensure they fit snugly.  He picked up the bottle of gel from the warmer and inspected it briefly before he replaced it in the holder.  “This will come in handy.”  He retrieved a white doctor’s coat from the hook on the back of the door and put it on.  It was too tight and pulled across his shoulders.  He looked like a cross between a sexy doctor and a mad scientist – a sexy, mad doctor.  He rummaged through drawers in a cabinet against the wall.  The rustle of cellophane and muffled clink of metal rang through the room as he sorted through items.  He held a clamp, still encased in sterile plastic, up to the light.  He ripped it free and opened and closed the clamp.  His other hand returned to the drawer and pulled out a fistful of clamps in assorted sizes.  The gleam in his eyes looked more “mad doctor” than “sexy scientist” right now.
 
   “We may have created a monster,” Jessi whispered in Tommy’s ear.
 
   “There’s no need to be frightened, Mr. Blade,” Angel said in an eerie voice.  “I’ve done this thousands of times.  If it’ll make you feel any better,” he motioned to Jessi with his chin, “my assistant can hold your hand while I conduct my examination.”
 
   Tommy shifted his eyes between Jessi and Angel, unsure about the instruments Angel held tightly in his fist.
 
   Angel lowered his chin and glared at Tommy with an evil grin.  He advanced toward him, still brandishing the shiny metal clamps in his hand.  His eyes kept shifting to Jessi.  Her heart jumped when she realized she was going to be the recipient of one of the implements.
 
   Tommy moved closer to her side, and she took his hand and held her breath.
 
   “Strip from the waist up,” Angel commanded.  “Now.”
 
   They both obeyed.
 
   Angel flexed various sized clamps, testing their grip.  He deposited the pile of instruments on the ultrasound table and selected one.  “Who wants to be first?”
 
   Jessi’s eyes immediately went to Tommy.
 
   Angel nodded.
 
   Tommy backed up.  “What?  No.  Ladies first.”
 
   Angel’s evil grin grew wider, and he shook his head.  “You were always my first choice, Mr. Blade.”  He grabbed one of Tommy’s pecs and squeezed it so the nipple was isolated between his thumb and forefinger.  With the other gloved hand, he opened the clamp and slowly fit it around Tommy’s pointed nipple before clipping it closed.
 
   Tommy sucked in a deep gust of breath and closed his eyes.  He exhaled and panted a few times while Angel waited for him to recover.  A silent exchange passed between them before Angel proceeded with the next nipple.
 
   He examined the instruments again and selected a larger clamp and a smaller clamp.  He tore off the plastic wrapping, and they caught the light with a bright slash of white.  He stared at both, contemplating which to use.  More pain or less pain?
 
   Tommy followed each movement of Angel’s hands.  His eyes grew wider when Angel selected the larger clamp and discarded the smaller one.
 
   Jessi held her breath as she watched Tommy grimace and squeeze his eyes shut.  Wetness dripped onto her inner thighs as Angel meticulously fit Tommy’s nipple into the jaws of the clamp and sealed it closed.
 
   Tommy jumped slightly and stared down at his chest.  Both clamps now hung freely off of each nipple.  His stomach was tucked in, which accentuated his abs, and his nipples were bright red and swollen from the harsh steel.  He kind of laughed and shuddered at the same time.
 
   Angel turned to Jessi with another sinister grin.  He kept opening and closing another clamp with a loud snap.
 
   She retreated to the back of the chair and clutched its arms.  The hair on the back of her neck prickled and sent a shiver down her spine.
 
   The evil doctor advanced.  “It’s time to take your medicine, young lady.”
 
   Jessi’s nipples were already rock hard, eager to feel the cold metal.  She stood perfectly still while Angel tested one nipple by pinching it lightly and releasing it.
 
   “Do you need some help, Doc?”  The enthusiasm was keen in Tommy’s voice.
 
   Angel handed him a clamp.  “I could use some assistance.  Thank you, Dr. Blade.”
 
   Now both Tommy and Angel toyed with her nipples.  They each squeezed the clamp, but quickly released it before it closed.  They were testing her tolerance, which was surprisingly high.  The soft pinches were like tiny love bites, and they sent another surge of wetness between her legs.  She gasped and breathed heavily as they experimented with different depths of her areolas.  The tip of her nipple, clamped between the vice-like instrument, offered the most stimulation, and she hoped that’s where they settled on placing it.
 
   A rush of pain shot through Jessi as the clamp bit down on the point of her nipple.  It was a spear of adrenaline that hit her clit like a lightning rod and shook her body.  The next clamp, the one in Tommy’s hand, grabbed a chunk of her areola.  She inhaled deeply and quivered from the sharp hold on her breasts.  Pain and pleasure were interchanged.  Her clit throbbed from the rush of sensations, and she fought the urge to touch herself.
 
   Tommy twirled another cold, metal instrument in his hand and traced a line down the center of her chest, past her navel and over the small bump in her belly.  He stopped and paused with the clamp poised at the mound between her thighs.
 
   “You’re not—–”
 
   The implement touched her clit and she gasped, fearful of the tight grip in a place too sensitive for such harsh pain.  The tongs weren’t open, but apprehension still made her hold her breath.  Fear was a powerful aphrodisiac, and she shuddered from the tingle that coursed through her core.  Tommy teased her by pretending to grab her clit between the jaws of the clamp, but holding it too far away to accidentally catch it.  He held the clamp up and opened it so she could see the sharp teeth, greedy and menacing.  He pulled open the folds of her flesh so that her clit was fully exposed.  Her heart raced as the open clamp slowly made its descent between her legs.  It took hold of her clit lightly, without any real pressure, but it was snug enough to make her bolt upright.  Tommy tugged on it, gently, and a burst of sensations exploded inside her like a grenade.  Her body twitched and convulsed.  The clamps on her nipples swayed heavily and sent a wave of euphoric impulses across her chest that collided with the electricity that ignited her lower half.  She arched her back and hung onto the arms of the chair with a grip hard enough to turn her knuckles white.  When her heart rate settled and the orgasm finally calmed enough for her to breathe at a normal rate, Angel and Tommy were looking down at her.
 
   “I thought we’d have to perform mouth-to-mouth resuscitation for a minute,” Angel said.  “Is the patient stable, Dr. Blade?”
 
   “I think mouth-to-mouth might be in order.  Just for good measure.”  He took her chin in one hand and tilted her head back with the other.  His mouth came down and claimed hers.  Instead of a breath of air, his tongue invaded her mouth and circled its circumference.  She kissed him back with intensity.
 
   “I think the patient will live,” he told Angel with a smile.
 
   “Perfect.  Now, Dr. Blade, if I remember correctly, you need a prostate exam.”
 
   “That’s correct, Doc.”
 
   Angel retrieved the warmed gel from its holder and poured a generous amount on the gloved fingertips of his right hand and held it up.  The large round light on the ceiling reflected the glob of gel as he approached Tommy.  “I promise not to be gentle.”  He tugged the belt buckle on Tommy’s jeans until it became free, then yanked Tommy’s briefs and jeans down to his knees, all one-handed.
 
   “Kindly bend over, Dr. Blade.”
 
   Tommy propped himself up on the palms of his hands, which were stationed between Jessi’s thighs.
 
   She pushed his mane of hair out of his eyes.  “Just relax and do what the handsome doctor says.”
 
   She watched the serious consternation that passed across Angel’s face as he took on the role of prostate doctor.  With his lube-covered hand still held in front of him, he cupped Tommy’s balls with the other hand and shuffled them in his palm.
 
   Tommy inhaled a deep breath and tensed, but a haze covered his eyes.
 
   Angel groped Tommy’s sac harder.  “How does that feel, Dr. Blade?”
 
   Tommy swallowed hard.  “Like you’re crushing my nuts – in a good way.  How do they feel to you?”
 
   “They feel nice and round, and I think they’d fit perfectly in my mouth.  We’ll have to experiment with that later.  The lubrication on my fingers is thinning.  If I don’t conclude my examination, I may be forced to penetrate your bottom dry.”
 
   Tommy’s eyes widened.
 
   Jessi couldn’t really see what Angel was doing, only the concentration in his eyes.  He played the role well.  She watched Tommy’s face as Angel prodded him from behind.  He was doubled over with his mouth slightly open.  His eyes grew hooded as Angel continued his exploration, then he grunted loudly, and the blue of his eyes disappeared behind his lids for a brief moment.  Angel grabbed a handful of Tommy’s hair with his free hand and jerked Tommy’s head back, which caused him to emit another loud grunt.
 
   Jessi shifted her position so she could see Angel better, yet still watch the bliss that was displayed across Tommy’s face.  Angel plunged his fingers in and out of Tommy’s bottom with a slight rotation, and she imagined his fingers seeking the spot that made Tommy shudder and stroking it relentlessly, the same way she often did.  Tommy jerked and the recliner shook.  The clamps tugged on Jessi’s nipples with a ferocious bite.  It ignited another trail of fire inside of her.  Tommy must have been experiencing the same bout of painful pleasure because he reached up and licked one of her nipples.  It was a soothing lick of warm wetness around the cold steel.  She ran her fingers through his hair and pulled him up for a kiss.  The clamps on his nipples collided with hers.  Metal on metal.  She wiggled underneath him until his cock was pressed against her pussy and rubbed herself against him.  She was ready to come again and wanted Tommy inside her, while Angel was inside him.  She brought her knees up so her pelvis offered him a wet, waiting receptacle.
 
   Angel ripped off his gloves and threw the too-tight doctor’s coat on the floor.  He dropped his pants and thrust himself inside Tommy, which pushed Tommy’s cock right inside Jessi’s pussy without resistance or guidance.  The feeling of finally being penetrated made Jessi groan like an animal.
 
   Angel was always the driving force behind their love-making, and their little role play of doctor/doctor/patient set him off on a tangent.  He thrust himself into Tommy, hard and deep, which drove Tommy inside of Jessi with a hammering force.  Both she and Tommy hung onto the armrests of the chair while Angel pummeled them both into a writhing, heaving, sweating frenzy.  The clamps on her nipples clanged against Tommy’s.  Everything tingled and her nerve endings were ablaze.  Tommy came first and covered her insides with a layer of warm fluid.  He buried his face in her neck and grunted with each thrust from behind, but otherwise remained lifeless.
 
   Every membrane of Jessi’s body was shuddering with ecstasy.  She couldn’t remember the last time her body felt so many different sensations gnawing at every pore.  One last thrust from Angel, and she exploded at the same time he did.  Tommy flailed between them like a rag doll, while Angel pummeled him from the back and Jessi thrust her hips into him from the front.  Gradually, her moans quieted, Tommy’s grunts ceased, and Angel’s panting abated.  The three of them remained connected, body and soul.  All was quiet.  There was silence.  They exchanged uneasy glances with one another as they all suddenly remembered they had been in the doctor’s office for an indeterminate amount of time.
 
   There was a knock on the door.  “Um, excuse me.  Mrs. Blade?  We’re waiting to lock up for the evening.  When you’re . . . um . . . finished, we’ll be waiting at the front desk.”
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   Angel gazed at Jessi’s silhouette in the full length mirror and ran his hand over her growing belly.  The transition of her body was amazing.  The only knowledge or experience Angel had with the birth process or pregnancy was in the movies.  Living it on a day-to-day basis was like watching a miracle unfold.  He was amazed by the changes in her body.  Her belly was getting bigger and rounder each day.  Her breasts were fuller and harder.  And she glowed with happiness.  They all did.
 
   He left her with a small kiss and walked across the hall to the nursery.  It was still under construction, and he wanted to go over the design plan again.  Actually, he wanted to add a mural on the wall above the baby’s crib.  It would make a nice backdrop to the elaborate mobile he had designed.  What was once a simple nursery was turning into a playground.
 
   Jessi left construction of the nursery in Angel’s hands and gave him free rein.  She asked him to handle it under the pretense that she was overwhelmed with designing a new fall line of outerwear, and preparing for Immortal Angel’s North American tour.  But he knew it was her way of directly including him in the birth of the baby.  Naturally, he would be in the delivery room, but she knew he felt left out at times.
 
   The hearty congratulations and doting on the parents-to-be didn’t include him.  The unintentional secondhand felicitations felt like an afterthought rather than those befitting a parental figure.  It broke his heart because he loved that baby as if it were his own son.  Although there was no biological connection, there was a spiritual one that tied them together with bands of steel that could never be broken.  The commitment ceremony that he, Tommy and Jessi shared didn’t carry an ounce of legality, and technically left him without any rights to the baby, and Jessi knew that it weighed on his mind and on his heart.  That’s why she tasked him with the intimate details of the baby’s room.  She was an extremely perceptive person, especially when it came to the people she loved.
 
   He felt a presence behind him and turned to find Tommy watching him from the doorway.
 
   “What are you up to now?  Are you sketching a carousel in the corner?”
 
   Angel rolled up the design plan and returned it to the work bench, still covered with bits of fabric samples and power tools.  “More like sketching a diamond crown for our new little prince.”
 
   Tommy stepped closer and circled his hands around Angel’s waist.  There was apprehension and worry behind his soulful blue eyes.  “I’m worried about being a good father.  I’m worried about Jessi working too hard and doing too much.  I’m constantly trying to get her to slow down.  I’m worried about the upcoming tour and spending so much time on the road, before and after the baby is born.  I’m scared about the birth and—–”
 
   “Shh.”  Angel silenced Tommy with a kiss.  “Every new parent is scared.  Don’t you think Jessi is worried, too?  And me?”
 
   “I know every parent makes mistakes, but I want to do the right thing.”  He sighed and rubbed his forehead with his fingertips.  His brow wrinkled, and his hands balled into fists.
 
   “Are you okay?”  The pained look on Tommy’s face was more than just worry.
 
   It took a few seconds before Tommy pulled his hands away from his forehead and nodded.  “I’m thinking about everything too much, and it gave me a headache.  I need to take some aspirin.”
 
   “We could cancel rehearsal if you’re not feeling well.”
 
   Tommy smiled under his pained brow.  “Don’t worry about me, A.  I’ll be fine.  We’re leaving for the tour in a few days.  Gotta rehearse.  The guys are on their way over.”
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   “Who keeps turning down my amp?” Damien complained.  “And why is everything so low?  This place is soundproof.”
 
   It was Angel who kept the volume down.  Loud music accompanied by a headache wasn’t a good combination.  “I turned it down.  Tommy wasn’t feeling well earlier.  I thought we’d lower it a decibel tonight.”
 
   Damien jutted his chin in Tommy’s direction.  “He looks fine to me.”
 
   Tommy actually did look much better, and he wore his usual happy-go-lucky smile.  “He had a headache before,” Angel explained.
 
   Damien snorted and chuckled.  “Maybe he was just looking for an excuse because he didn’t want to fuck you.”
 
   “Hey!” Jimmy shouted.  “Watch the language in front of the kid!”
 
   Everyone’s eyes shifted to Mason, who, luckily, was wearing a set of hearing protectors and banging away on the pint-sized drum kit he kept at the home studio.
 
   “Sorry, dude.  I forgot he was here.”  Damien pulled the headset from Mason’s ears.  “Whattaya working on?  Sounds like the start of a hit song.”
 
   Mason’s drumsticks came to rest, and he looked up at Damien.  “I’m makin’ a song.”
 
   “You’re making a song?  You writing for Immortal Angel now?  It sounded pretty good.  It got a name?”
 
   Mason scrunched his brows together in deep thought.  “It’s called Tantrum.”
 
   A genuine smile spread across Damien’s face.  “Tantrum?  That’s cool.  How’d you come up with that name?”
 
   “Aunt Mary said I play drums like I’m a tantrum.”
 
   Jimmy laughed.  “Like you’re having a tantrum.  It means . . . It means you play good.”
 
   “Like your old man,” Damien added.  “Let’s hear whatcha got so far.”
 
   Everyone waited while Mason adjusted himself on the stool and readied himself to perform his new song.  He clacked his sticks together, just like Jimmy always did to count off the start of a song, and the boom of Mason’s drums filled the studio.  It was a complex beat for a child to put together, and his talent blew everyone away.  He pounded on the drums with enough force to reverberate inside Angel’s chest.  Mason exerted so much effort and force behind his drumming that his little arms were muscular and toned.
 
   Mason paused to catch his breath and scratched his head with a drumstick.  “I don’t got any words yet.  Maybe Uncle Angel can help me make some.”
 
   Angel threw his head back and laughed.  “I’d love to help you write lyrics, Mason.”
 
   “That’s my kid.”  Jimmy looked on like the proud father.  “Already writing music.”  He gave Mason an approving nod.  “Good job, Mase.”
 
   Angel slung his arm over Tommy’s shoulder.  “Isn’t he so goddamn adorable?”
 
   “Sure is.  That could be our boy one day, but with a guitar instead of a drum set.”
 
   “Playing side by side with Mason and jamming along with Immortal Angel.”  Angel’s heart filled with so much pride at the mere thought of the new baby that he couldn’t imagine how big his heart would swell once the baby actually arrived.
 
   Mason was an amazing kid and a constant reminder of what was to come in the near future.  Angel’s thoughts drifted back to the nursery.  The North American tour was short, only three months, but it would take them across the country.  They would start in St. Louis, go west, and then backtrack to New York.  Once complete, it would put Jessi at 31 weeks, which meant that the baby’s room needed to be completed by the time they finished the tour.  He didn’t want Jessi’s last few weeks of pregnancy to be stressful because the baby’s room wasn’t ready.  “How’s renovation at your place?” Angel asked Jimmy.
 
   “All done.  It wasn’t pretty living there while construction was going on, but I didn’t want to uproot Mason and move into a hotel or rent a house.”  Jimmy flashed a wide smile.  “Me and Audra are now the proud owners of a duplex at Trump Parc.  You’d never know they were once two separate apartments.  How’s the nursery?  Did you blow out the side of the house yet?”
 
   Jimmy was joking, but it was something Angel was seriously considering.
 
   “You’re not thinking about knocking down the wall and combining two bedrooms, are you?”  Tommy asked.
 
   “Actually . . .”  Ideas were ping-ponging around Angel’s head.  It would provide a nice-sized play area for the baby.  A suite.
 
   “I don’t want to lose a bedroom, A.  It decreases the value of the house.”
 
   That was Tommy, the finance major, always analyzing dollars and cents.  He was right, but Angel wasn’t dismissing the idea.  “How about we add a playroom off the back of the house or off the great room?  We can’t exactly have a baby playing on the marble floors.  We can have a nice, soft carpet in the playroom with all of his toys downstairs.”
 
   Tommy just smiled and rolled his eyes.  “Let’s get back to rehearsal.”
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   The familiar rush of adrenaline hit Jessi the moment she set foot on the tour bus.  It had been almost a year since the band went on the road.  The time at home had been well spent.  She got to watch Immortal Angel record their next album, and she was able to spend her days at her shop interacting with customers.  She even commissioned several custom-made garments.  She loved spending time in their home, but she missed the thrill of the live performances and the culture of the various cities they visited.
 
   Jessi navigated through the narrow corridor of the bus and didn’t get past the first section before she had to climb over Jimmy’s feet.  He pulled his legs up onto the couch to let her pass.
 
   “Sorry, Jess.”
 
   She let out a small laugh.  Maybe life on the road wasn’t as glamorous as she remembered.  She slid into the dining booth in the next section and waited for the bus to head out.  She had about an hour to adjust to seven people occupying the same small space before they reached the hotel and could check in for the night.
 
   The bus started with a jolt, signaling the official beginning of the North American tour.  Damien howled and clapped his hands.  Jimmy shouted and beat his drumstick on the leather couch.  Tommy and Angel high-fived and let out a “Woo hoo!”
 
   A smile widened across Jessi’s face as she watched them.  Beer bottles passed between them.  They had a contest to see who could toss their bottle cap the furthest and hurled them toward the front of the bus.  One of them flew into the driver’s cab and Jimmy took credit.
 
   “I win!” he shouted with both hands raised.  “You guys owe me twenty bucks each!”
 
   “No fuckin’ way, dude.  That was my beer cap,” Damien challenged him.
 
   “In your dreams, Diamond.  My cap sailed through the air like one of my drumsticks into the crowd.”  He threw an imaginary drumstick toward the front of the bus with a smooth motion of his arm.
 
   “Bullshit.”  Damien socked him in the shoulder.
 
   Jimmy pretended it hurt more than it really did.  He recoiled and clutched his arm.  “Ow!  Man, what the fuck?”  He grabbed Damien in a headlock, but Damien’s mohawk poked Jimmy in the eye and temporary blinded him.  The two tussled together on the couch, still holding onto their beer bottles in their free hands, which spilled and splashed all over the previously-unblemished couch and floor of the bus.
 
   Jessi laughed at their antics.
 
   “Would you guys knock it off?” Alyssa called from the booth across from Jessi.  “We’ve been on the road for ten minutes, and you guys are already trashing the place.”
 
   Damien picked up one of the couch pillows and tossed it at Alyssa, but it landed on the floor halfway between them.
 
   She rolled her eyes with a playful smile.  “And just think, we have three more months of this.  They don’t ever grow up.”
 
   The tour was going to be grueling, 46 shows in 36 cities, but they timed it so Jessi would be back home before her pregnancy would leave her too uncomfortable to travel.  At least that was the plan.  She would hate to leave the tour, but if she needed to, her sisters would stay with her until Tommy and Angel returned.
 
   “Where’s Mason?” she asked Audra.  She knew he was accompanying them for at least part of the tour.  Jimmy wasn’t going to be separated from his son for three months.
 
   “Mary is going to meet us next week in Oklahoma City with Mason, and then we’re going to drive along with them in an RV.  I’m not sure how long the two of them are going to last, though.  Mason is over-the-top excited at joining the tour, even though he really has no idea what it’s all about.  All he knows is that his daddy is going to be playing the drums in a bunch of different cities, and he gets to watch.  His aunt is less enthusiastic about the idea.  I told her there’s no pressure.  If they need to fly home for a week or two or more, we’ll accommodate them.  We’re just going to play it by ear.”
 
   The tour would serve as a test run for Mason.  Although he had accompanied the band to Australia, this tour was three times longer and didn’t offer the gorgeous South Pacific Ocean to keep him entertained.  It would also serve as an indicator to Jessi of what to expect for the next tour, when they would have another tot along with them.  They would probably all ride together in the RV next time.  She smiled at the thought of exchanging the tour bus for a child-friendly recreation vehicle.
 
   “Any word from the kid’s mother?” Alyssa asked Audra.
 
   The question took Jessi by surprise, because no one ever mentioned Kendall.  She wasn’t sure if it was because everyone was afraid Mason would overhear and be reminded that his mother had abandoned him, or because no one wanted to poison their tongue with her filthy name.  The thought of Kendall made Jessi’s blood boil, but she kept her anger on simmer.
 
   Audra was quiet for a long time and stared down at the table.  She exhaled a saddened sigh and dabbed at the corner of her eye.  “Mason called me Mommy last week.  It was after I read him a story and kissed him goodnight.  It was just a slip of the tongue.  I saw the realization pass across his face as soon as he said it.  His happy, energetic smile disappeared in a fraction of a second.”  She placed her elbow on the table and rested her chin in her hand.  She seemed deflated.  It was so different from her normal bubbly personality.  “I didn’t even know how to respond to that, so I just tickled him until he laughed so hard that tears streamed down his cheeks.  He seemed to forget about it and never mentioned her again.  Jimmy tried to call Kendall that night, but the only number he had for her was disconnected.  Mary didn’t have any other number, either.  The poor woman cried.  I don’t know if it was because she had no way to get in touch with her niece, or because Mason had no way to contact his mother.”
 
   “He’s better off,” Alyssa said flatly.  “You’re the mother he needs.  Not her.”
 
   “As much as I despise Kendall, I don’t want to take her place.  I honestly wish she was in Mason’s life, but I know it’s better this way.  She would never give him stability, and I know she’d just break his little heart.”  Audra looked up and displayed a sarcastic smile.  “Then I’d have to kill her.”
 
   The girls laughed softly, and it broke the somber mood.  Jessi assessed the two girls across from her – one her best friend, the other a close second.  They couldn’t be more opposite from one another.  Audra never failed to see the bright side of things and was a constant ray of positivity.  Alyssa was snarky and sarcastic and had a dark, off-beat sense of humor.  She loved them both so much.
 
   The guys’ loud and boisterous shenanigans from the living area overpowered their conversation.
 
   “Oh my God,” Alyssa complained.  “I forgot what it was like when those four got together and were amped up about the tour.  Welcome to three months of testosterone-filled hijinks.  Just shoot me now and get it over with.”
 
   The girls retreated to the back bedroom, where Jessi promptly dropped onto the bed and kicked her shoes off.  She rubbed her foot and cast a sullen glance down at her spiked stilettos.
 
   Alyssa picked them up from the floor.  “How long are you going to fight it?  You can’t shove your swollen feet into these awesome shoes anymore.”
 
   Jessi’s aching feet had rebelled for the last two weeks, but she pushed through the pain.  Her waistline outgrew her tight jeans and forbade her from wearing anything that exposed the skin on her midriff.  She was holding out on giving up her stilettos, but it was time to admit defeat.  She silently chuckled at the play on words.
 
   She got up to put her heels away in the closet and retrieve her slippers, but Alyssa had discarded her signature thigh-high boots and wore Jessi’s stilettos as she posed in front of the mirror.
 
   “Excuse me.”  Jessi folded her arms across her chest and playfully smirked at her friend.  “What do you think you’re doing?”
 
   “We’re playing dress up.”  Alyssa tossed her boots at Audra.  “Put these on.”
 
   The long, dominatrix-styled leather boots couldn’t be more opposite of Audra’s aesthetic.  Audra wore designer clothes with a rock and roll edge, while Alyssa could swap outfits with Catwoman and no one would ever notice.  To Jessi’s surprise, Audra slipped on the thigh-high boots and strutted around the room with her hands on her hips like she was headed down the runway.
 
   That left Jessi with Audra’s Christian Louboutin studded heels to wear.  Sweet.  She forced her sore feet into the shoes but they hurt too much to stand.  That sucked.  “Now what the hell am I supposed to do, wear my slippers while you two get to prance around in designer shoes pretending to be fashion models?”
 
   Alyssa pulled her long, dark hair back out of the way and ruffled through one of the duffle bags in the room.  She held up Tommy’s Doc Martens with a satisfied grin.  “You can play the cool hipster chick.”
 
   “Awesome.”  Jessi’s feet floated inside the oversized boots.  The minimal heel left her several inches shorter than she was used to, but her feet were in heaven.  She stomped around the room and picked up Tommy’s Fender from its stand in the corner.  She slung the strap over her shoulder and swung around to face Alyssa and Audra like they were members of the audience.  Excited about the tour and giddy from girl-time, she pretended she was Tommy.  Her left hand ran up and down the neck of the guitar simulating chords, and her right hand skipped over the strings.  She steadied her feet on the floor of the bus and rocked her head back and forth hard enough so that her shoulder-length hair flew in front of her face, à la Tommy Blade.  She was full of adrenaline.  No wonder Tommy couldn’t sit still on stage.  The power of the guitar was uplifting.
 
   Rolling with laughter and on the verge of losing her balance from shaking her head like a rock star, she leaned her back against the wall to steady herself and catch her breath, but she couldn’t stop laughing.  When she finally calmed down, all four guys were standing just inside the doorway staring at her like she had lost her mind.
 
   “What the fuck are you doing, you crazy girl?”  Tommy took his Fender from her shoulder.  “That’s my guitar.”  His eyes dropped to her feet.  “And my boots.  Were you pretending to be me?”
 
   Damien snorted with laughter.  “Dude, your ol’ lady just nailed you.”
 
   Jessi’s cheeks flushed red hot.  They were probably as pink as her hair.  An embarrassed laugh slipped from her mouth.  “I was just messing around.  We all were.”  She motioned to the other girls in the room.
 
   Jimmy went straight to Audra and never took his eyes off the thigh-high boots that covered her legs.  His eyes flashed as bright as his smile.  “Baby, you’re hot as fuck in those boots.”  He placed his arm around her shoulder and walked her out of the room.
 
   “Hey!” Alyssa called after them.  “Whatever you plan on doing, you’d better not cheese on my boots!”
 
   “I’ll do my best,” Jimmy called over his shoulder, “but I’m not making any promises!”
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   Angel stood at the side curtain with his bandmates and listened to the familiar chant that rose up from the audience.  It was the same at every show.  The impatient mantra of “Imooortal Aaangel” had become the song of the crowd.  A white drape hung from the rafters and shielded the fans from view.  The circulation of air puffed out the curtain every few seconds like a static heartbeat and made the band’s winged logo appear as if it was about to take flight.
 
   Anticipation had Angel’s foot bouncing on the floor, and he fought the urge to peek at the crowd.  There was an itch to be back on the stage.  The entertainer inside him wanted to perform.  It needed to break free and deliver the uninhibited, spontaneous havoc that could only be unleashed in front of a live audience.
 
   Tommy came up next to him with his fingers poised over the string of his Les Paul.
 
   “It’s been too long, my prince.  The stage beckons to us and demands our presence.”
 
   “Stand a little closer to me without a shirt and I’m gonna demand your presence in the back room.”
 
   Angel was already hard.  He didn’t need the seductive musings of his husband to turn his dick to steel.  The rush of adrenaline that fueled his soul already had every fiber in his body standing on end, but Tommy drove his arousal over the top.  He pushed Tommy against the wall.  “Don’t tease me.  You know I can’t control myself around you when the energy of the stage has me riled up.”  Tommy’s slightly parted lips called for Angel’s tongue, and he responded with a deep, penetrating kiss.  “I’ll fuck you against this wall right now if you’ll let me,” Angel said, and he meant it.
 
   A haze of lust covered Tommy’s eyes and turned them a dark sapphire.  “Uh . . . my guitar is in the way.”
 
   “Knock it off, you two,” Damien said as he walked by.  “Curtain time is in five.”
 
   Angel groaned with frustration.  “I can be done in three!”  He was only partly joking.
 
   “Save it.  Your designer is looking for you.  Something about a jacket.”
 
   Angel almost forgot that Jessi was fixing a loose stitch on his jacket.  The clap-clap of her boots grew louder as she raced toward him with it in her arms.
 
   “Slow down.”  Tommy retrieved the jacket from Jessi.  “Careful, hon.  No need to rush.”
 
   Angel pulled his erection into a more comfortable position.  The quickie he was hoping for would have to wait.  The audience beckoned.  He slipped his arms through the sleeves of the jacket, and Jessi adjusted the fit.
 
   She stepped back to admire it.  “Perfect.  Don’t worry if you lose some of the rhinestones.  It’s inevitable, especially the way you grind on everything, including Tommy.”
 
   The lights went down and Angel’s heart rate skyrocketed.  Jimmy slapped him on the back.  “It never grows old, man.  The first show of the tour is always the same for me.  It feels like the first time we ever played an arena.  My insides are a jumbled mixture of nerves and excitement.  My stomach is a tight ball of anxiety, yet I’m ready to bust onto the stage and rip down the curtain so I can beat the hell out of my drums for the fans.  What’s it like for you, man?”
 
   Angel listened to the crowd and let their voices infiltrate his soul.  “It’s like my heart is beating outside my body.  I hear the crowd call my name, and it exhilarates me.  It makes me feel like I can fly.  I want—–”
 
   “Whoa, man, don’t you dare stage dive again.  Audra almost shit her pants when you did that last time.”
 
   A hearty laugh rose from Angel’s throat.  Nothing he did on stage was planned, other than the set list.  Once he stood in front of the crowd, they transferred their energy into his veins, and he responded with pure instinct.  From the first note to the last, the show was a blur of hands in the air and loud beats.
 
   Tommy’s signature guitar solo rang through the arena.  “Ready or not, it’s show time!”  The curtain came down, and Tommy sailed across the stage, his Les Paul leading the way.
 
   Normally, Angel was last to set foot on stage.  He loved to taunt the crowd and heighten their anticipation.  It usually gave him the extra high to push his performance to the next level, but tonight he ran on stage right after Tommy.  The crowd hollered with surprise at Angel’s unexpected entrance and pumped their fists to punctuate their screams.  A banner dropped over the side of the balcony that read, “Immortal Angel 4Ever.”  It was their own personal flag, and fans saluted it with rock and roll horns.
 
   “Hello St. Louis!  I hope you’re ready to rock!”  Angel turned back to make sure Damien and Jimmy were in position.
 
   Jimmy raised a drumstick above his head.
 
   Damien stood with his bass on his shoulder, cool as ever.
 
   Angel nodded at Jimmy, and he counted off four beats on his sticks.  The arena exploded with the sound of Immortal Angel’s latest number one hit, Hysteria.  It was the first single off their soon-to-be released upcoming album.  Angel gyrated his hips and slid his hand over his still-hard cock.  His leather jeans were exceptionally tight, and his massive erection pulled at the seams.
 
   The crowd was shoulder-to-shoulder bouncing to the beat of the music.  By the third song the crowd was already in an uproar.  The rebellious lyrics of Punk Rock Revolution incited the manic crowd, and they pushed and shoved each other to get closer to the stage.  Damien stepped forward onto the small platform at the apron.  He shielded his eyes from the light, and an evil grin spread across his face.  Everyone knew exactly what was about to happen.  The audience stilled for a brief moment until Damien yelled “CIRCLE PIT!” into the mic.  The crowd exploded into an unruly mosh of bodies slamming against bodies.
 
   The security guards between the stage and the railing turned and glared at Damien, expressing their disapproval, which was the wrong thing to do.
 
   Damien leaned into the mic.  “What the hell are you people doing out there – holding hands and skipping?  I said, CIRCLE PIT!  I want to see blood!”  Shouts rose up from the audience.  The center of the crowd became a whirlpool of flying bodies that smashed into one another.  Colored lights circled the audience and highlighted faces in the shadows.  An open mouth shouted toward the ceiling.  A couple kissed heavily amidst the mayhem.  Two guys argued, ready to brawl.
 
   Several songs later, Angel was still sporting a raging hard-on.  He jumped on the amp, rubbed his crotch and thrust his hips to the beat of Jimmy’s bass drum.  He squatted down to project his vocals into the audience, and the back of his pants split from the crotch to the waistband.  He laughed his way through the lyrics and stepped down from the amp.  The cool wind from the fan hit his bare butt cheeks with a refreshing breeze.  He turned his back to the audience and shook his naked ass to the crowd.  They roared back at him.
 
   Tommy stepped forward to look at Angel’s exposed butt.  “Angel!  Cover that shit up!  Your nut sac is hanging out!”  He placed his hand over the crack of Angel’s ass and ticked his butt hole with one finger.
 
   Angel jumped and grabbed Tommy by the chin.  “You fucking tease.  Wait until I get my hands on you after the show.  His tongue invaded Tommy’s mouth and left its mark, and then he pushed Tommy away with a jerk of his hand and ran off stage.  “Wardrobe malfunction!”
 
   Jessi laughed and helped him out of his leather pants, which sent his erection flying high.
 
   “Oh my God, Angel!” Alyssa commented.  “How big is your dick?”
 
   It was one of the few times Angel was shy about his nakedness.  He shielded himself with his hand.  “Stop staring at my junk.”
 
   “As if I can help it,” Alyssa replied, still focused on his crotch.
 
   “You can look in the other direction, I have to—–”
 
   “Who the hell cares?” Audra exclaimed.  “Hurry up and get changed.  We can’t afford to run over time again on this tour.”  She held up a towel to act as a barrier for privacy from Alyssa’s probing eyes.
 
   Audra peeked over the towel and her eyes widened, then she silently mouthed something to Alyssa and both girls giggled.
 
   “You girls are so bad,” Angel needled them.  He zipped up his jeans and ran back on stage.  Damien had picked up with the lyrics, but he wasn’t singing them correctly.  He made up a limerick about Angel splitting his pants.
 
   Angel took his mic from the stand and smiled at Damien.  “It looks like we have a comedian in the group.”
 
   “Only because you give me such great material to work with,” Damien replied.  “Are those jeans gonna contain your nuts, or are they gonna spontaneously combust like the last pair?”
 
   The audience hollered and laughed.  A guy at the front row sprayed beer over the barricade, unable to contain his laughter.
 
   Angel checked the crotch of his jeans.  They were still painfully tight from his erection.  He looked into the audience, and the energy of the crowd had his blood soaring.  “I hope so, but I don’t know how strong the stitching is on these jeans, and there are some really hot guys in the crowd tonight.”
 
   Tommy was suddenly at his side, eyes wide and brows raised high.
 
   Angel winked at him.  “None as gorgeous as you, my prince.”  They finished Jump Start where they left off before he tore his pants.
 
   When the song was over, Tommy brought Jessi onto the stage.  As soon as the crowd saw her, they shouted her name, and whistles permeated the arena.  A bouquet of roses landed at her feet, along with several teddy bears.
 
   Someone in the crowd screamed, “BOY OR GIRL?”  There hadn’t been a formal announcement about the sex of the baby yet, so this would be the perfect forum to deliver the news.
 
   Tommy took the mic.  “It’s a boy!”  He said something else after that, but it was indecipherable over the cheers of the crowd.  They welcomed the impending new little prince with an insane amount of elation.
 
   A smile lit up Jessi’s face.  She turned to the side and ran her hand over her growing baby bump with pride.  Tommy bent down and kissed her belly.
 
   More stuffed animals were tossed on stage.  The fans jumped up and down and hollered so loud the band needed to wait several seconds before they started the next song, which was Toxic.
 
   The room quieted down when the song started.  Jessi watched from the side of the stage with Alyssa and Audra.  The fans’ reaction to the announcement about the baby fueled Tommy’s adrenaline.  A blur of blond hair flew past Angel from one side of the stage to the next.  Tommy jumped on the drum riser next to Jimmy.  He took one of the drumsticks from the stick holder and ran it over the strings of his Les Paul.  The eerie pitch of the slide on the neck of the guitar sailed through the song with Tommy’s distinct style.  He jumped off the riser, bounced to the front of the stage and tossed the drumstick into the crowd.  Angel watched it fly, end over end, while hands reached and stretched to capture the memento.
 
   Tommy leaned toward the crowd and flipped his hair back and forth like a whip.  The strands of his long blond hair fanned out to the four corners of the room like the golden rays of the sun.  It wasn’t the beauty of Tommy’s flaxen tresses that held Angel’s stare.  It was his tight little bottom.  The audience was focused on Tommy and the wail of the guitar, but Angel was captivated by Tommy’s back end.  Angel leaned forward and wiggled his tongue only inches away from Tommy’s butt.  While Tommy delivered one of his iconic guitar solos, Angel’s tongue swirled behind Tommy and delivered a mouth-watering rim job in the air.  He reached out to squeeze Tommy’s butt, but Tommy bounced away.  Angel picked up with the lyrics and projected his frustration into a raw and gritty snarl of his voice.  Fans howled in return.
 
   Tommy came up behind Angel, and they leaned their backs against one another.  Angel’s voice took on a raspy growl as the two rotated their hips into each other.  Just when the fire in Angel’s pants threatened to burn through his crotch, Tommy ran away again.  That sly, blond fox wasn’t getting away.  Angel chased Tommy to the other side of the stage, but Tommy only laughed at him and retaliated with an exaggerated twang of the guitar.
 
   By the time the last song of the night rolled around, Angel’s hormones were a frustrated mess.
 
   Mortars went off at the side of the stage and colored the audience in a spray of bright white light.  Flashes lit up the crowd.  Leather-covered hands pumped to the beat of the bass drum.  The banners that hung from the balcony waved a final salute.  The screams of the fans captured Angel’s heart, and he was humbled by their loyalty – until Tommy sauntered by and threw a handful of guitar picks into the audience.  Suddenly, the only thing in Angel’s field of vision was Tommy’s perfect ass, and his eyes wouldn’t release their hold.
 
   “Goodnight!  You fuckin’ rock!” Angel yelled into the mic, then threw it down on the floor and followed Tommy off stage.  His eyes dropped to the slight sway of Tommy’s ass tucked inside his tight, black jeans.  He was horny as fuck.  The erection that Angel carried throughout the show never waned.  Now, watching Tommy from behind made it ache and throb.  He took several quick steps to catch up to Tommy and spun him around.
 
   “The next time you shake that white hot ass in front of me all night long again, I’m gonna fuck you right on stage in front of everyone.”  Angel’s mouth came down on Tommy’s with a possessive force.  He held Tommy’s face between his palms and jutted his pelvis forward.  Their tongues tangled, and their erections rubbed against one another.  Tonight’s show started with Tommy pressed against the wall, and it ended the same way.
 
   “You two at it again?” Damien asked as he walked by.
 
   “Again?” Jimmy answered.  “They’ve been going at it all night, man.”
 
   Angel ignored them both.  His mind and body were occupied with the gorgeous man in his hold.
 
   “You’re crushing my guitar,” Tommy managed to say between twirls of his tongue.
 
   “Heaven forbid we scratch your Les Paul.”  Angel had no idea how either of them spoke without disengaging their mouths, but he wasn’t letting go.  The constant rotation of Tommy’s cock provided the right amount of friction to bring Angel to the edge of ecstasy.  He only needed a few more seconds.  He was only vaguely aware of the flurry of people that were moving around them.  The roadies and stagehands went about their business of rolling the equipment back to the loading dock and clearing the stage, unconcerned about Angel and Tommy having a heavy make-out session a few feet off to the side of the main corridor.
 
   Tommy’s breath grew heavier.  “You’re gonna make me come right here.”
 
   Angel couldn’t answer.  He was too consumed by the sensations that were traveling through his lower half.  He blocked out everything except the burn of Tommy’s cock as it rubbed against his erection and ignited his body.  Angel rotated to the right while Tommy rotated to the left.  They were in sync.  Their tongues followed the gyration of their hips, and their cocks fit together like the pieces of an erotic jigsaw puzzle.
 
   Angel moaned into Tommy’s mouth.
 
   Tommy moaned back.
 
   More pressure.  Harder.  Faster.  Tommy started to thrust his hips forward with short, quick jerks.  He was coming.  Angel was a split second away.  He changed his momentum to match the spasms coming from Tommy pelvis, and a hot throb ignited Angel’s cock like a pulsating flame.  Liquid spurted inside his jeans and covered him with a warm bath.  He rotated his hips and smeared his juices against his cock and his lower abs.
 
   Slowly, their bodies stilled and their lips parted.  They clung to each other, still pressed against the wall, with Tommy’s Les Paul pinned between them.  The voices in the background were still audible, but further away.  “Do you think anyone saw us?” he whispered.
 
   “I don’t care,” Tommy whispered back.  “You can fuck me against the wall like that after every show.”
 
    [image: ] 
 
   Jessi sat in the dressing room in front of the monitor that broadcasted the show from the stage.  Her bare feet rested on the coffee table.
 
   Tommy pulled at the sticky mess inside his jeans, but he was more concerned about why Jessi had left the side of the stage.  “Why are you back here?  Are you feeling okay?”  He placed his Les Paul on the couch and brushed his hand against her forehead.
 
   She laughed and pulled away.  “I’m fine.  Unless you’d like to play doctor again.  My back started to hurt standing for so long, and then I couldn’t get comfortable in the hard chair.  So I came back here to watch the rest of the show.”  She cocked her head.  “What took you two so long?”
 
   Tommy exchanged a sly smile with Angel, and they both burst out laughing.  Dry humping off the side of the stage was a first for them.  “The show got a little heated between me and Angel—–”
 
   “I saw, but doesn’t it always?”
 
   “Yeah, but we ended up making out in the hallway off the main corridor.”  Tommy pulled at his hardening briefs through his jeans.  “It got a little messy.”
 
   Jessi let out a burst of laughter, and then she shifted her gaze to Angel.  “You too?”
 
   Angel tugged at his crotch.  “He was running away from me all night on stage.  Once I got my hands on him, I practically exploded in my jeans.”  Angel pointed at Tommy.  “He came first.”
 
   Tommy bellowed with laughter.  “Don’t pin this on me.”  He pointed back at Angel.  “It’s all his fault, hon.”
 
   She narrowed her eyes and pretended to be mad, but the smile broke through the corners of her mouth.  “You two had a quickie behind the stage without me?  You hid under the bleachers and screwed around and didn’t call me?”  She got to her feet and grabbed Tommy’s crotch.  His balls retreated, and he almost yelped at the force behind her grip.
 
   “You’re a sticky mess down there, aren’t you?”
 
   He nodded.
 
   She cupped Angel’s balls in her other hand and squeezed.
 
   Angel jumped and his eyes widened.
 
   “Everything is all gooey in there, isn’t it?”
 
   “Don’t hurt us,” Angel squeaked through a crooked smile.  “We’re sorry.  Do you want us to go outside and do it again while you watch?”
 
   Jessi broke out into a sexy grin.  “That would be fun, but I think we should take this back to the hotel.”
 
   Tommy let out a sigh of relief, and his balls inched back down.  “Let me just take a shower first.”
 
   “No shower.  We’re going.  Now.”  She waved her hand toward his guitar.  “Pack up.”
 
   “Can I at least change my pants?” Angel asked.  “You know I’m not wearing any underwear.  The denim is rough.”
 
   Jessi shook her head and laughed.  “No.  And why weren’t you wearing underwear?  You know you have wardrobe changes at the side of the stage in front of everyone.  Alyssa enjoyed it, but Audra turned bright red.”
 
   “Were you flashing girls at the side of the stage, A?”  Tommy teased him.
 
   “Oh, yes,” Angel teased back, “I really get off when women see me naked, especially my friends’ wives.”
 
   Tommy stalked him, ready to pounce with a hard kiss, but Jessi intervened.
 
   She separated them with a firm hand in the center of their chests.  “Not until we get to the hotel.”
 
   Tommy quickly packed up his Les Paul, grabbed his duffle bag, and they all headed to the bus.  They had to wait fifteen minutes before the rest of the band boarded, and Tommy’s underwear started to solidify.  He shifted in his seat to find a comfortable position, but his pubic hairs were stuck to his underwear, and they pulled painfully every time he moved.
 
   “Why can’t you sit still?” Alyssa asked.  “You’re worse than Jimmy.”
 
   Tommy hung his head, because he knew Alyssa would see right through his smile.
 
   “He’s got jock itch,” Jessi answered.
 
   Alyssa cackled.  “Well, scratch your balls.  Don’t suffer on my account.  If Damien didn’t need to eat, his hand would never leave his crotch.”
 
   Damien, who had been quietly watching TV, slowly turned in her direction.  “You pickin’ on me?”
 
   “Just stating the truth.”
 
   Damien contemplated her answer, gave a slight nod of his head, and returned his attention back to the flat panel.
 
   While Jessi’s attention was diverted to Alyssa and Damien’s conversation, Angel tried to sneak off to the bathroom, but she caught him.
 
   “Where are you going?” Jessi grabbed his arm and pulled him back down to the couch.
 
   “I was just getting a drink, do you—–”
 
   “No.  You stay right here.”  Jessi gave him an evil smile.  “I’ll get it for you.”
 
   “No, you’re pregnant.  I’ll—–”
 
   Jessi was up and on her way to the kitchenette before he could finish his sentence.  Tommy hadn’t seen her move that fast in weeks.
 
   “Our wife is the devil,” Angel whispered to Tommy.
 
   “Every time I move, my short hairs get ripped out.”  Maybe Angel’s decision about going commando turned out to be in his favor after all.  Splitting his pants and exposing his balls to 20,000 people was a small price to pay.
 
   Jessi was back with several bottles of water and set them down on the side table.  She sat on the end, closest to the bathroom, in case Tommy or Angel tried to escape.
 
   Luckily, it was a short drive to the hotel.  But by the time they reached the parking lot, Tommy’s underwear had just about turned to cement.  He was the first one off the bus, but never bothered to wait for security, and a crowd of fans rushed at him.  He needed to stop and acknowledge their well wishes on the new baby and sign autographs.  Jessi and Angel joined him, and they posed for photos.  It was like they were on the red carpet, lined up in front of a group of people snapping photos from every angle.  This time Jessi was in the middle instead of Angel.  They each had their arm around her and one hand on the growing baby.  Her smile was wider than the day they got married – both times.
 
   “Thanks for the love,” Tommy told the fans, “but my wife is tired.”  He just wanted to check into the hotel.  Standing in the parking lot and posing for photos with a pants-load of dry cum was more uncomfortable than sitting on the bus with your closest friends and a pants-load of cum.
 
   Jessi met his eyes with a teasing smile and raised her brows.  “I’m not tired at all.  We can stay a little longer.”
 
   Tommy exchanged a glance and a small laugh with Angel.  Jessi was needling him relentlessly tonight.  Pregnancy apparently made her extremely mischievous.
 
   “How about the entire band get together for a photo?” she suggested to the fans.
 
   They responded with enthusiastic shouts of “Yeah!” and “Thanks!”
 
   Jessi lined them up like she was a photographer’s assistant and stood to the side with Alyssa and Audra.
 
   “I’m gonna get her for this,” Tommy whispered to Angel.
 
   “Don’t poke the lioness with a stick,” Angel warned.
 
   He was gonna poke her with a stick all right, as soon as they were upstairs in their hotel room.
 
   Another crowd of fans surrounded them, and the small group increased to an uncomfortable size.  Security huddled them together and only let them stay outside for a few more seconds before they were escorted into the hotel.
 
   Tommy immediately put his arm around Jessi’s shoulder and squeezed her into the crook of his arm.  “You little prankster.”
 
   She laughed.  “You’re even more fun to tease than Angel.”
 
   “Wait till we get you upstairs,” Angel warned with a playful scowl.
 
   The elevator doors closed and Jessi gazed at each of them with a sultry smile.  “Wait until I get the two of you upstairs.  I’ve been thinking about your punishment for not waiting and letting me watch you jack each other off.”
 
   Tommy froze and his heart thudded.  Her bossy and adventurous side always made his blood soar.  He reached for her, but the elevator doors opened onto their floor and an older couple was waiting in the hallway.  He held the doors open for Jessi and Angel and allowed the older couple to board the elevator before he stepped off.  He briskly led the way to their room and fumbled with the card key, impatient to receive his due.
 
   As soon as the door was closed, Jessi locked it.  “Since you didn’t allow me to watch before, you’re going to put on a little show for me now.  Undress each other.  Slowly.”
 
   Angel took a step closer and tugged Tommy’s T-shirt free from his jeans.  “I like this game.”
 
   They pulled each other’s shirts over their heads and tossed them to the floor.  Angel’s dark mauve nipples stared at Tommy, hard and pointy from the cool air conditioning in the room.  He fingered one lightly.
 
   Jessi brushed his hand away.  “Did I say you could touch each other?”
 
   Angel groaned with disappointment.  “Are you going to make him tease me?  I don’t know if I can stand it.”
 
   “I’m going to make you tease each other.  And then I’m going to tease both of you.”  She pointed to their jeans.  “Pants.  Off.  One at a time.”
 
   Angel unbuckled Tommy’s belt.
 
   Tommy’s erection grew harder and scraped against the unyielding stiff fabric of his briefs.  He wanted them off, but he knew he was going to lose a chunk of his pubes in the process.
 
   Angel carefully peeled back Tommy’s jeans and pushed them down to his ankles.  He held his breath when Angel curled his fingers over the waistband of his briefs.  They were stiff with dried cum.  Angel carefully inched them lower, but Jessi told him, “Yank them off,” and Angel obeyed.  The caked-on cum cracked against Tommy’s lower abs and pulled out several hairs.  His eyes watered at the sting, but the rush of pain made his heart beat faster.  He kicked off his boots, and Angel freed each leg, discarding the last of his clothing.
 
   Angel stayed on his knees, with his hands on Tommy’s hips, and stared at the one-eyed slit that was ready to offer another spray of tangy fluid.
 
   “No touching until you’re naked.”  Jessi pulled Angel up by his hair.
 
   It was Tommy’s turn to disrobe Angel.  The zipper came down with a whir and set Angel’s hard cock free.  Automatically, Tommy’s mouth fell open and his tongue reached for it, but he paused and looked to Jessi for approval.  She was in charge.
 
   “Clean each other,” Jessi instructed.  “With your tongues.”
 
   His lips encased the tip of Angel’s cock and sucked on the mushroom head like a giant lollipop.  His mouth and saliva reconstituted the remnants of their rendezvous next to the stage, and it rekindled the thrill of the encounter.  He pushed Angel’s jeans down to his knees and ran his tongue over the shaft.  He held onto the cheeks of Angel’s ass and felt the muscles contract under the grip of his fingertips, while he lapped at Angel’s sweet flesh.
 
   Angel’s head fell back, and he moaned.  It was one of those long moans that drove Tommy crazy.  He cupped Angel’s balls, and he sighed.  They were perfect, dark and pebbly, like two ripe avocados.  Tommy sucked one into his mouth and gently bit down.  Another long sigh from Angel made Tommy join him in a harmonized moan of rapture.
 
   “That’s enough,” Jessi interrupted.
 
   Reluctantly, Tommy released the musky mouthful of flesh.  When he got to his feet, Jessi had a lustful haze in her eyes.  She was breathless and her cheeks were flushed.  Tommy laced his fingers through her hair and gave her a soft kiss.  She let out a tiny gasp and tilted her chin up to him, silently asking for the return of his lips.  She was so beautiful and sexy.  He pressed his mouth onto hers and pushed his tongue inside.  A quiver ran down her body, and she let out a small sigh.
 
   Her hand went to his cock.  “You’re still dirty.  I think Angel needs to clean you up.”
 
   Angel immediately got to his knees.  His cock stared up at Tommy.  The tip glistened and Tommy wanted to suck it again.  Touch it.  But he knew that was against the rules.  He stood with his hands at his sides and let Angel get to work.
 
   Angel’s hot, Latin tongue warmed Tommy’s flesh with a wet trail of silk.  His hands were like mitts of steel.  They claimed him.  Fingertips dug into Tommy’s flesh and left perfect dimpled indents in his hips.  Thumbs pressed into the cord of muscles just inside Tommy’s pelvic bones like two fingers on a pulse.  Long swipes of Angel’s tongue left a layer of heat across Tommy’s lower abs.  He pushed his fingers through Angel’s hair and held it away from his face.  Fuck the rules!  He needed to see the dark bristle of black lashes that lined the crescent of Angel’s half-closed lids.  He needed to see the plump lips and meaty, hot tongue that cleansed him.  Lavish swirls were etched into Tommy’s belly and created a paisley pattern of wet heat.  Tingles flickered through him like the flame of a torch.
 
   Angel grabbed Tommy’s cock with one hand to steady it.  He licked it with precision.  His tongue started from the base and traced a path to the tip.  Each stripe of wetness decorated Tommy’s cock with a glistening row of saliva that washed him.
 
   They moved to the bed.  Jessi made them lie face down, side by side.  Tommy’s cock was painfully pressed into the mattress.
 
   “Are you as excited as I am?” Angel whispered.  “I love waiting here not knowing what will happen next and imagining what Jessi will have us do to each other, or what she’ll do to us.  It has my heart racing.”
 
   There was a snap and the scent of sulfur burned Tommy’s nostrils.  Jessi shut off the lights and shadows swayed on the walls.
 
   “Candles?  How romantic!” Angel commented.
 
   Somehow, Tommy knew romance wasn’t what Jessi had in mind.  Her hand ghosted over his back, then over Angel’s.  It was soft and willowy, barely touching his skin.  She took the candle from the nightstand.  It hovered over the bed, illuminating them in a golden ray.  Scalding heat dotted Tommy’s lower back as the hot wax dripped along his spine.  He shuddered and let the burn infiltrate his nerve endings.  His muscles contracted, and he held his breath.  Another splatter of hot wax hit his buttocks, and he gasped.  The rush of pain was an arousing cocktail that turned his erection rock hard.  He let out a deep sigh mixed with a moan and turned his head toward Angel.  A hint of fear glared back at him.  He smiled at Angel to let him know it was okay, but he was too overcome with sensations to form words.
 
   The bed shifted and Angel froze, anticipating his turn.  Tommy brought himself up onto his elbows and twisted to watch Jessi.  She had a maniacal smile on her face and a crazy hunger in her eyes.  She licked her lips and poised the candle over Angel’s back.  Just before she tilted her wrist and let the hot wax hit Angel’s skin, she glanced at Tommy.
 
   The wax dropped between Angel’s shoulder blades, and he bucked and gasped.  His hand clenched into a fist, and he let out a deep breath and panted.  His cheeks flushed and glowed, and a haze of pleasure passed over his face.  Another pool of wax dripped steadily at the base of Angel’s spine.  He only sucked in a deep breath this time and held it a few seconds before he exhaled and shuddered.
 
   Angel grabbed Tommy by the back of the neck and kissed him, hard.  Another spray of wax splashed across Tommy’s side and hit Angel’s chest.  They both jumped and grunted, but neither broke the kiss.  The grip on one another tightened, and their tongues surged a little deeper into each other’s mouths.  Their cocks tangled and rubbed together.  They churned against each other’s body, just as they had done next to the stage.  Tommy wanted to recreate the same show for Jessi.  No hands, just the friction of each other’s body bringing them to orgasm.  Angel’s hand landed on Tommy’s butt and pushed their bodies closer together.  Skin on skin, mouths breathing into each other, and the voyeuristic eyes of Jessi upon them, was a powerful turn on.
 
   Another drizzle of hot wax across their bodies made them both jump and thrust harder.  Jessi dripped the candle across their buttocks and a tiny dot hit Tommy’s balls.  The scorching pain catapulted into a fire hose of pleasure.  He thrust himself harder and faster against Angel.  Angel gyrated back with equal force.  Their cocks slid against their stomachs and knocked together every few seconds which sent a surge of sensations through Tommy’s body.  Another drop of hot wax on his back made him cry out from the burn.
 
   Angel erupted and created a buttery lubrication between them.  Tommy’s cock slid in the slickness.  Angel’s throbbing cock was like a jackhammer, beating the orgasm out of Tommy.  He came with a heavy moan, and their cocks stirred the fluids together into a frothy mixture.  Overheated and out of breath, he finally disengaged his mouth from Angel’s and inhaled a deep breath.  He rolled onto his back, spread his arms and legs wide on the bed and closed his eyes, while he caught his breath and let his heart rate return to normal.
 
   “You are such a naughty, naughty girl,” he heard Angel tell Jessi.  There was some noise and breathing, which he recognized as the sounds of them kissing.
 
   “Was it too hot?” she asked Angel.
 
   “A little, but it hurt so good.”
 
   An erotic laugh flowed from Tommy’s throat, and he popped up to a sitting position.  Jessi was completely naked and sitting on her legs.  The sight of her body sent a fresh tingle through him.  “Did you enjoy yourself?”
 
   She tucked his unruly hair behind his ears before she pressed her lips against his.  “I could come just from watching the two of you together.”
 
   He put his hand to her cheek and kissed her, then cradled her in his arms and positioned her so that her head was on the pillow.  He sat back and looked at her body.  She was so extraordinarily beautiful.  Her hot pink hair was vivid and alive.  It was longer now and fell over her shoulders.  Her blue-gray eyes were soft and bright.  He ran his hand down the length of her arm.  He loved the way her body was changing.  Her skin had become softer and more luxurious in the last few months.  Her breasts were full and robust.  Her nipples were larger and darker, and he loved to suck on them.  He took one in his mouth and played with the other.  His lips moved to the curve of her belly.  It was so different from her usual flat stomach.  He loved to caress it.  The round curve was arousing to the touch.
 
   There was lotion on the nightstand, and he added a dollop on his fingertips and rubbed it into her belly.  Angel added cream to his hands and massaged it into Jessi’s shoulders.  She sighed at the attention of their touch.  Tommy put his lips to her belly, and she parted her legs.  He needed no prompting.  His tongue slid straight down to her clit, and he tickled it.  She let out another sigh and brought her knees up.  His finger parted the folds of her skin and it slipped inside.  He added another, and her pussy swallowed it.  His tongue kept a steady flick on her clit while his hand worked inside her.  She clenched her muscles around his fingers and arched her back so he hit the spot that made her pant heavily.  He sucked on her clit and pulled on it with his mouth.
 
   Angel’s lotion-covered hands were on his back and pulled him to his knees.  Angel’s mouth landed on the small of Tommy’s back, and his fingers spread Tommy’s cheeks apart.  Angel flicked his tongue in a clockwise motion over Tommy’s hole.
 
   Tommy flicked his tongue clockwise over Jessi’s clit.
 
   The faster Angel licked him, the faster he licked Jessi.  She grabbed a chunk of his hair and pushed his face into her body.  He nibbled on her clit with his lips and gently took it between his teeth.
 
   
  
 

She gasped, and her shoulders lifted from the bed.  She threw her head back and rocked it from side to side.  He sucked harder and squeezed a third finger inside her.  She drew in a long breath and exhaled a loud moan.  Her limbs went rigid, and her juices flowed into his mouth.  It was delicious, salty and flavorful.  He licked every drop and continued to lick her clit until she begged him to stop.  She finally pulled him up by his hair.  “God, I fucking love you.”
 
   “I love you too, hon.”  He rolled onto his side of the bed still covered in two rounds of sexual release, but he was too exhausted to get up to clean himself.  Angel started to head to the bathroom, but he grabbed his arm.  “Don’t go.  Stay in bed with us.”
 
   “I just want to wash up.  I’ll be right back.”
 
   “I don’t want you to go.”
 
   A tender smile covered Angel’s lips, and his eyes glazed over.  He crawled back into bed and nuzzled his face into Tommy’s neck.  “I want to stay in bed like this forever.”
 
   Tommy let out a contented sigh.  “Me too.”
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   Tommy stared out the window at the moving pavement.  The dotted white line that separated the lanes sped by faster than his eyes could follow.  It reminded him of the mileage they had covered over the last few weeks.  It was hard to believe they were almost halfway through the tour already.  The velocity of it was astounding.  It was exhausting, but it was the only way to complete the tour before the baby was born.
 
   His eyes shifted to Jessi.  She sat across from him, sketching on her Tablet with a stylus.  She looked tired.  There were shadows under her eyes that were never there before, and he knew she wasn’t sleeping well on the road.  Constantly on the go, there weren’t many nights that afforded them the luxury of a hotel stay.  He worried, not just about Jessi on tour, but about touring once the baby was born.  Mason handled it well, but he was older and captivated by the music and the stage.  A baby was fragile and fussy.  There were so many questions and uncertainties about the future that weighed on his mind.  He tried to rub some of the tension from his forehead.  His constant worry gave himself another headache.  “Why don’t we turn in, hon?  You should get some sleep.”
 
   She didn’t bother to look up from her sketch.  “I’m almost done.  You can go to bed if you’re tired.  I’ll join you in a little while.”
 
   She was working feverishly on a design.  There were little lines between her brows, and her hand moved freely across the surface of the Tablet.
 
   “What are you making?  I thought you finished the fall line before we left.”
 
   “I did.”  She rested her hand on her growing belly and reviewed her sketch.  “I had this idea when I saw the merch loaded into the trailer tonight after the show.”  She turned her Tablet around to show him.  It was an Immortal Angel motorcycle jacket.
 
   “A jacket?  Don’t we have jackets already?”
 
   She moved to the seat next to him so they could both look at the sketch at the same time.  “It’s a baby’s jacket.”
 
   Tommy looked closer.  The metal studs were gone and replaced by braids, but otherwise, it was identical to its adult-sized counterpart.  It was pretty fuckin’ awesome.
 
   Jessi scrolled through her Tablet.  There were baby onesies, T-shirts, blankets, bibs, and beanies.  All proudly displayed the Immortal Angel logo on a pale pink or baby blue background.  Some had the logo transformed into a child-friendly cartoony design, accompanied by an instrument or microphone.
 
   Tommy was astounded at her spur-of-the-moment creations.  “Did you just make these all right now?  Since we left the venue?”
 
   “What’d she make?” Angel asked as he entered from the kitchen area.
 
   Tommy handed him Jessi’s Tablet.  “A bunch of baby clothes.  Band merch for babies.”
 
   Angel scrolled through the designs.  A variety of excited facial expressions emphasized his approval.  “I love all of them!  I can’t wait for the baby to wear them!”  He knelt down next to Jessi and faced the Tablet toward her belly.  “Hey baby boy, look what Mommy made for you.”  He sang something in Spanish that sounded like a soft lullaby.  He dropped the Tablet on the couch and placed his hands on the circumference of Jessi’s belly.
 
   A smile warmed Tommy’s face as he watched Angel sing to the baby, now in English.
 
   Angel suddenly stopped singing and his eyes widened at the same time Jessi let out a startled laugh.
 
   “What happened?” Tommy asked.
 
   Angel’s eyes shot up to Jessi’s.  “Was that the baby?”
 
   “Uh huh.”
 
   Tommy leaned forward, thrilled by his son’s first movement.  “The baby just kicked?”
 
   “Yes,” Jessi wore a smile that spanned both cheeks.  She took Tommy’s hand and placed it on the curve of her stomach.  “Maybe he’ll do it again.”
 
   Tommy held his breath and waited.  The slight ruffle under his hand made him jump, but then he realized it was just Jessi’s breath.  When seconds passed and nothing happened, his spirits wilted.  “I guess it was just a one-time thing.”
 
   “Sing to him,” Jessi told Angel.  “I think he liked that.”
 
   “Really?  I don’t think he can hear yet.  Can he?”
 
   She shrugged.  “Maybe.”
 
   Tommy had a feeling she was just humoring Angel, but shortly after he resumed his soft song, the baby stirred under their hands.  It was a slight movement, but unmistakable.  It was his child, squirming or reacting to his tiny world.  Angel and Jessi laughed with happiness, but Tommy took it in another direction.  The life that was just starting, still forming inside Jessi’s body, was suddenly real.  This was his son.  Tears welled in his eyes, and his voice was stuck in his throat.  He bent his head and placed his cheek on Jessi’s belly.  “I love you, little baby,” he whispered, and pressed a kiss into the wall of flesh that separated them.
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   It was good to be back in L.A.  It was Tommy’s favorite city on the West Coast.  It was filled with sunshine and happy faces.  Life was less turbulent, at least outside the Staples Center.  Inside, it was pandemonium.  Immortal Angel just hit the stage, and the crowd was going wild.  It was a free-for-all of pushing, shouting and jumping.  Hands flew wildly in the air and seemed to grab at the purple and blue lights that swirled around them.  There was a line of fire on each side of the stage that pulsated in time to Jimmy’s bass drum.  It was sweltering.  Tommy tugged at his T-shirt and grabbed a bottle of water from his amp.  A flame shot up ten feet high like an angry volcano and nearly singed his hair.  He retreated to the back of the stage to escape the heat and jumped to safety on top of the drum riser.
 
   Jimmy barely noticed.  His chin was lowered, and he stared somewhere into his snare, focused on the beats he created.  He never shifted his eyes.  He knew exactly where his side toms were.  He knew how high his crash cymbal sat.  His arms moved like tentacles with lightning speed and created a back draft that blew Tommy’s hair off his shoulder.
 
   When Jimmy finally noticed that Tommy had joined him on the riser, a smile lit up his face in greeting.
 
   Tommy returned the salutation by pressing down the whammy bar and jutting his guitar forward.  Then he jumped down and snuck up behind Angel.  The flames had died down and were replaced by purple lasers that sliced across the crowd like an array of plum-colored swords.
 
   Back to back, Tommy and Angel pressed their bodies into one another – lead singer against lead guitarist.  Angel turned around, and they faced one another.  He barked the raunchy lyrics of Sex and Greed in Tommy’s face.  Angel’s black leather cat suit fit him like a second skin.  It was open from his neck to his waist in a large v-shaped slit that pointed to his crotch.  His bare chest expanded with each gust of breath that he took in.  His perfect abs contracted with every shake and twist of his body.  A row of spikes ran down the length of each arm and reflected the light in a prism of violet and indigo.
 
   Tommy was captivated by the abundance of talent and muscle that stood in front of him.  He stared into Angel’s penetrating eyes without blinking and worked the neck of his guitar.  Angel’s mouth moved closer, still projecting the lyrics into his mic.  When he got an inch from Tommy’s face, he ran his tongue across Tommy’s lips and strutted to the other side of the stage, leaving Tommy aching for another taste.
 
   Tommy followed.  His fingers worked the strings of his Les Paul.  They weaved through the complicated arrangement of chords with ease and familiarity.  He circled Angel, fell to his knees and smiled up at the man he loved.  The growing bulge at Angel’s crotch was now at direct eye level and tempting Tommy with its mountainous projection toward his mouth.  Oh, if only this were the old days at The Quadrangle.  A nip or a chomp on the tough leather at the center of Angel’s legs would have sent the audience into a passionate uproar, but Tommy was exercising restraint.  Their overzealous behavior on stage had landed them in hot water with the label too many times, and they vowed to be on their best behavior this time around.
 
   The mischievous twinkle in Angel’s dark eyes indicated that he was harboring the same erotic thoughts.  His hips started a slow gyration directly in front of Tommy’s face, taunting Tommy to take action.  Willpower was never exercised to such an extreme.
 
   Tommy’s cock hardened behind his Les Paul, while his eyes were fixated on Angel’s swollen crotch.  The stage lights accentuated the bulge in Angel’s pants every time he thrust his hips forward.  Tommy bit his lip instead of Angel’s teasing cock and responded with a long twang on his guitar.  He needed out of there before he lost all control and ripped open the slit in the top half of Angel’s outfit and exposed the rest of his body.
 
   Tommy jumped to his feet and bounded to the other end of the stage.  A stagehand carrying one of Damien’s bass guitars was suddenly in front of him.  He ducked to avoid a collision, but the head of Damien’s Ibanez hit him squarely in the temple.  White light blinded Tommy for several seconds, and he stumbled before a firm hand caught him under his upper arm.  When his vision cleared, Damien was next to him, still holding him by the arm.
 
   “Dude.  You okay?”
 
   It took another second for Tommy to focus.  He shook it off with a laugh, and his hands caught up with the next measure of Sex and Greed.  He bounced away from Damien and back to the front of the stage.  Out of the corner of his eye, he saw Jessi step forward at the side curtain.  He turned in her direction and gave her a comforting smile and nodded, but it didn’t ease the worried expression across her face.  One hand was on her swollen belly, and her brow was crinkled with concern, while her mouth held a slight frown.  He went to her with his Les Paul still howling from the assault of his fingertips.  It took more than a bump on his noggin to inhibit the melee of his music.
 
   Jessi immediately brushed his hair off his face to look at his head.  “Are you all right?”
 
   He gave her a quick kiss and nuzzled her cheek.  “I’m fine, hon.”
 
   “Maybe you should sit down.”
 
   “Got a show to do.  Stop worrying.”  He hoped his smile eased her tension.  It really wasn’t a hard hit, even though it sounded like a thunderclap inside his head.  He left her with another kiss and sprang back to the front of the stage.  Angel was on the amp next to him, engrossed in delivering a full body roll that matched the lusty lyrics, unaware of the crash between guitarist and bass.  It was a good thing, because Angel would have probably stopped the show to make sure he was okay.
 
   The amp was turned up too high.  Standing next to it, with the onslaught of Angel’s powerful vocals, was too much.  Tommy needed to step back and out of its path, but it didn’t offer much relief from the ringing in his ears.  Loud music had never bothered him before, and he chuckled under his breath.  Maybe he was turning into an old man.
 
   Not a chance.  He lived for the excitement of the crowd.  He paraded across the front row with his head back and let his long hair blow in the wind machine.  Girls screamed and guys shouted.  He stopped at the edge of the stage and rocked his head back and forth so all that he saw was a mass of his blond hair across his eyes.  He loved the blur of the audience through the strands of his hair which offered glimpses of rock and roll horns.  It was dizzying.  He sunk to his knees to keep his balance, but the room was still spinning.  Nausea twisted his gut.  He tried to get to his feet but almost lost his balance, when a sharp pain stabbed him in the side of the head.  Still on his knees, his hand went to his temple and encountered a warm wet spot.  He rolled the dark red substance between his fingers for a few seconds before he realized it was blood.
 
   Maybe the clunk on his head was harder than he thought.  His heart started to race and pressure inside his head made it feel like it was about to explode.  The pain was excruciating, and he clutched his head in his hands.  He no longer heard the music or Angel’s voice projected through the amps.  The crowd was silent.  Everything was blocked by the loud ringing that filled his ears.  Then, the colorful lights that had been swirling over the stage suddenly went black.
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   Jessi ran across the stage with fear gripping her throat.  Angel and Damien were already hovering over Tommy when she got to him.  The fright in Angel’s eyes scared her, and for a moment she thought Tommy was dead.
 
   Angel quickly jumped up and held her arm for support as she dropped to Tommy’s side.  “I don’t know what happened,” Angel gasped.  “He just fell over.”
 
   “Tommy!  Tommy!”  Jessi was frantic.  Tommy lay on the floor of the stage with his mouth slightly open and the whites of his eyes peeking through the seam of his lids.  He was unresponsive.  Motionless.  Lifeless.  Her heart was palpitating and panic was driving her blood pressure through the roof.
 
   Alyssa knelt next to Tommy and removed the Les Paul from across his chest.  She pressed two fingers against his throat to feel his pulse, and lifted one of his lids to peek underneath.  The unfocussed gaze of Tommy’s blue iris held a deadpan stare.
 
   Two paramedics barreled through and instructed everyone to step back, but Jessi and Angel weren’t moving from Tommy’s side.  They were both on the floor of the stage and held each other’s hand.  They alternated between listening to the remarks made by the paramedics and watching Tommy for any sign of regaining consciousness.
 
   Audra was next to them with her cell phone still at her ear.  “An ambulance is on the way.  They’ll be here any minute.”
 
   Jessi nodded, but she couldn’t take her eyes off Tommy.  She focused on his hands, hoping to see some kind of movement.  The tiny twitch of a finger offered her a bit of reassurance, but then they all started twitching.  His arms and legs jerked, and his chin stretched up to the ceiling.  Jessi’s shaking hands flew to her mouth.  Too many horrific thoughts filled her head, but she couldn’t stop them from multiplying.
 
   The wail of a siren grew steadily louder, and the next thing she knew Tommy was being loaded onto a stretcher.  His body had settled, but he remained unresponsive.  Jessi stepped back and watched two EMS workers administer oxygen and wrap a blood pressure cuff around Tommy’s arm.  Then they wheeled him away.
 
   “Wait!”  She ran after them.  “We’re coming with you!”  But they were already lost in the shadows behind the side curtain.
 
   A voice called through the darkness.  “Sorry.  No one is allowed to ride in the ambulance.  Meet us at St. Vincent’s Hospital.”
 
   Fear almost knocked Jessi off her feet.  She trembled uncontrollably and covered her mouth with a shaking hand to stifle her sobs.
 
   Angel wrapped his arms around her and held her close to his chest.  The baby kicked and turned, probably sensing her distress.  Her hand went to her belly, and she tried to calm her anxiety with a few deep breaths.
 
   Angel ran his hand up and down her back to soothe her.  “He’s going to be okay,” he whispered, but his voice trembled with uncertainty.  She felt the tremor in his touch and clung to him for security and hoped it also offered him some comfort, although she knew that neither would be at ease until they knew what had happened to Tommy and that he was going be okay.
 
   “There’s a limo waiting out back.”  Audra waved them toward the exit with urgency, and they all hurried out of the building.
 
   Even though they were shrouded with security, the shouts and cries from the fans and paparazzi were suffocating on the short walk from the back of the venue to the car.  Less than ten minutes had elapsed since Tommy fell to the stage, but there was already a large crowd of people outside, including photographers from the local gossip rags.
 
   Girls were crying.  Guys were shouting and calling out to Jessi and Angel.  Jessi appreciated the concern from the fans who were genuinely distraught at Tommy’s collapse on stage and feared for his wellbeing, but the intrusive questions from the paparazzi were disturbing.
 
   “Were drugs involved in Tommy’s collapse?” one paparazzo shouted.
 
   “Is the tour schedule and the pressure of a new baby too much for him to handle?” another one asked.
 
   Jessi ignored them, but Angel shot back, “Leave us alone!  This is a family matter!”
 
   The vehicle offered them protection from the media’s probing questions, but the worried look on everyone’s faces amplified Jessi’s anxiety.  She was lost in a fog on the ride to the hospital.  She saw her friends talking.  She saw the worry in their eyes.  But their words were silenced by her inner thoughts and the wail of the siren up ahead.
 
   When they reached the hospital, there was a group of fans and paparazzi already there.  It was as if they had been teleported from the venue to the hospital.  Angel draped his arm over Jessi’s shoulder for protection from the shouting crowd, and Damien and Jimmy sandwiched them together like bodyguards.  The group was immediately ushered into a corner of the Emergency Room where their security team shielded them from unwanted attention.
 
   They all waited.  No one had seen Tommy since the ambulance wheeled him off the stage.  The lack of information was killing Jessi.  It left her mind to wander, and she imagined the worst.  It was the unknown – the unanswered questions – that manifested into morbid details of what might be wrong with Tommy.  The same silent thoughts were shared by all.  No one spoke.  Angel held her hand and constantly rubbed her index finger with his thumb.  Jimmy sat on the opposite side of Jessi, bouncing his knee so hard it shook the entire row of plastic seats.  Audra fiddled with the strap of her handbag and fidgeted almost as bad as Jimmy.
 
   Jessi turned to Alyssa and their eyes locked.  Her best friend’s black rimmed eyes held a confident stare.  Alyssa sat straight in her chair and gave Jessi an assertive nod of her head without blinking.  It was the positive assurance that Jessi needed right now, although she was still terrified, not for herself, but for her baby.  Tommy’s baby.
 
   “It’s my fault.”  Everyone turned to Damien.  He had his long legs stretched out in front of him, and he stared at his boots.  His head was lowered, so all that Jessi could see was the top of his bright blue mohawk.
 
   “What are you talking about?” Angel asked.
 
   “I’m the reason Tommy’s here.”  Damien finally looked up and met Angel’s eyes.  “He ran into my bass.  Took a hit to the head.  I didn’t think it was that bad.  He seemed fine, and then he was on the floor.”
 
   Angel abruptly sat forward.  “I didn’t see that happen.”
 
   Damien pressed his lips together in a thin straight line and lowered his head again.  “You were at the front of the stage.  We were behind you.  I nodded to the stage guy to bring me my Ibanez, and he collided with Tommy.”
 
   “That’s not your fault.  It’s no one’s fault,” Angel told Damien.  “It was an accident.”
 
   Jessi had been watching Tommy run around the stage.  The collision happened so quickly, she never saw it coming.  It couldn’t be prevented, but the word “accident” sat heavily in the forefront of her mind, and she wondered if the blow to his head had triggered the injury from the plane crash.
 
   Two of the band’s bodyguards stepped aside, and a doctor penetrated their tight circle.  “Mrs. Blade?”
 
   Jessi shot to her feet, but the added weight from the baby slowed her momentum and distorted her balance, and she fell back into her seat.  Angel quickly grabbed her elbow and helped her rise.  She didn’t know what she would do without him right now.  “How’s Tommy?  Can I see him?”
 
   “He’s awake.  And he’s asking for you and . . . his husband,” the doctor replied.
 
   “Oh, thank God,” Angel sighed.
 
   A collective murmur of relief echoed in the background from the group.
 
   The doctor’s statement did little to ease Jessi’s tension.  There was a reason Tommy had collapsed, and until she knew what it was and the severity of his condition, she couldn’t relax.  “What’s wrong with him?”
 
   The doctor hesitated.  “Let’s discuss this in private.  With your husband.”
 
   She took a step forward, still holding Angel’s hand, but the doctor didn’t move.  He stood with a manila folder in his hand and scrutinized Angel behind his wire-rimmed glasses.
 
   “Why are we still standing here?” she questioned the doctor.  “We want to see Tommy.  We want to know what’s wrong with him.”
 
   “Uh . . .”  The doctor addressed Angel.  “I’m sorry.  The treatment area is for immediate family only.”
 
   Angel’s shoulders wilted.  “You can’t be serious.”
 
   “I’m very serious.  It’s hospital policy.”
 
   “That’s ridiculous!” Jessi snapped at the doctor.  “Angel is part of our marriage.”
 
   “I’m sorry Mrs. Blade, but you can’t both be legally married to the patient.”
 
   “The patient?” Angel said with a sarcastic influx to his voice.  “His name is Tommy, and he’s my husband.  There’s no way you’re stopping me from seeing him.  You’re gonna have to kill me to keep me out of that room.”
 
   The doctor paled slightly and pressed the manila envelope to his chest like a shield.  “I . . . um . . . you’re not supposed to, but I guess we can make an exception,” he mumbled.
 
   They followed the doctor through a set of double doors that led to the patient area.  There were people everywhere.  Doctors, nurses, hospital workers and family members crossed each other’s paths without much regard for anyone else.  All of the beds were occupied with patients.  Some were sleeping, and others were in various states of distress.  Monitors and machines beeped incessantly.  Jessi checked every bed they passed, hoping the next one would be Tommy’s, but the doctors kept leading them deeper into the hospital.
 
   They came to a long corridor that contained private rooms with glass walls, and Jessi quickened her pace.  She and Angel were leading the way now, frantically peering into each room for Tommy.  At last, the brilliant hue of his long, blond hair caught her eye.  “Over here!”
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   Brain surgery.  Those were the two words that haunted Tommy.  He stared at the fluorescent light above his bed and wondered how the hell this could have happened.  He didn’t hear much else after the doctor mentioned an aneurysm clip.  It was too much to comprehend, and he wanted the comfort of Jessi and Angel beside him before he heard any more details about the seizure he had suffered on stage.  He slowly shook his head from side to side.  Why?  Why did this have to happen?  Was his life too perfect?  Was a loving wife, an adoring man, and the blessing of a new baby too much happiness for one person?  It wasn’t himself he worried about.  It was his unborn son.
 
   The door to his room burst open and Jessi and Angel bolted to his side.  A soft smile spread across Tommy’s lips at the sight of the two loves of his life, and he extended his arms toward them.  They both clung to him.  Jessi began to whimper, and by the way the other side of the bed shook, he knew Angel was quietly weeping as well.
 
   Tommy fought the wave of emotions that were brought on by the relief of finally seeing Angel and Jessi.  He needed them – now more than ever.  He held them as tightly as he could and squeezed his eyes shut.  He was fucking scared.
 
   The door clicked, and the doctor stood before them.  Angel and Jessi slowly withdrew from Tommy’s embrace with red, watery eyes.  They each held one of his hands and settled next to him on the bed.  He was sandwiched in the middle, just the way he liked it.
 
   “How is he?” Jessi’s voice was still shaky.  “Why did he collapse?”
 
   “Well,” the doctor began, “He had a mild seizure which we believe was brought on by a minor head trauma.  His brain is still healing from the injury he suffered during the plane crash.”
 
   “So it was just a seizure?  Just an isolated incident because he hit his head?”  Jessi sounded hopeful.
 
   She had no idea what was coming.
 
   The doctor glanced at Tommy before he answered.  “Yes.  And no.  As long as he rests and allows his brain to properly heal, he should be fine.  But we saw something we didn’t like on the CT Scan.”
 
   Tommy felt the tension in both Jessi and Angel’s hands.
 
   “So we ordered an MRI,” the doctor continued.  “There’s a ballooning of the anterior communicating artery, and we need to put a clip on it.  It’s small and may never pose a problem, but we don’t want to play around with something as dangerous as an aneurysm.”
 
   The news sounded so much worse now that Jessi and Angel were here to react to it.
 
   Angel lowered his head, covered his eyes with one hand, and pressed Tommy’s fingers to his trembling lips.
 
   Jessi continually blotted the corners of her eyes.  Although she sat with her back straight and tried to put on a brave face, the tears were coming faster than she could wipe them away.
 
   The doctor was explaining the procedure, but Tommy wasn’t listening to him anymore.  He was concerned about Jessi and the baby.  “It’s okay,” he whispered.  “It’s a minor surgery.”
 
   “Brain surgery is never minor surgery,” the doctor said.  It was the last thing Jessi needed to hear.  She buried her face in her hands and wept.
 
   “Thanks a lot, Doc.  Can’t you see that my wife is pregnant?  Now you got her all upset.”  He wrapped his arms around Jessi and held her close.  “Shh, hon.  It’s gonna be fine.”
 
   Angel embraced them both in a suffocating hug.
 
   Jessi sniffled and found some tissues on the bedside table.  She wiped her eyes and her nose and steadied her emotion, although her voice still wavered.  “I’m okay now.  This is all so overwhelming.”
 
   The doctor stood silent at the foot of the bed while he waited to continue.  “We’ve consulted with one of the country’s top neurosurgeons at UCLA.  He can be here within the hour, and surgery can be scheduled as quickly as tomorrow.  Transfer to UCLA can be arranged—–”
 
   “Tomorrow?”  Tommy wasn’t expecting surgery so soon.  He wasn’t prepared for the reality of brain surgery.  He was trying to hold it together, for Jessi mostly, but there was poor Angel, distraught and internalizing his fear.  Tommy wanted to comfort them both, but he couldn’t.  He needed them to comfort him.  His heart rate shot up and tiny beads of perspiration broke out across his forehead.  “Isn’t that a little quick?  I might want a second opinion.  I don’t want to rush into anything.  I got a kid on the way, and he needs a father!”
 
   “You’re free to get a second opinion, Mr. Blade.  You can return home and have the surgery done on the East Coast.  But UCLA is ready, and they’re a renowned hospital.  The sooner this is taken care of, the sooner you can get on with your life without worrying about a potentially dangerous situation.  And you can concentrate on your family.”
 
   The doctor went through the details of the surgery, but Tommy was only half listening.  He was too worried about the future.
 
   “You’ll have a small section of your scalp shaved approximately—–”
 
   “What?”  Tommy turned his attention toward the doctor.  “You’re not shaving my head.”  On top of everything that was going on and the severity of the surgery, they weren’t shaving his head.  No fucking way.
 
   “It’s routine and imperative from a cleanliness standpoint.  Your hair will grow back, Mr. Blade.”
 
   Angel was smiling at Tommy through the tears that glistened in the corners of his eyes.  He ran his fingers through Tommy’s hair.  “No one loves your beautiful blond locks more than I do, mi amor, but it’s a small price to pay for your health.”  He placed a gentle kiss on Tommy’s lips.  “I love you, my prince, and I need you to be well.  We all do.”
 
   Tommy nodded, then turned to Jessi.  Tears hung on her lower lids, and she was struggling to smile, but her lips were quivering too much.
 
   Tommy placed his hand on her belly and envisioned his son sleeping securely inside.  Movement under his hand made him smile, and his heart filled with love.  Everything he did from now on was for that baby.  He would shave his head bald if needed.  He leaned down and kissed the mound of Jessi’s stomach.  “I love you, little baby.”  He cupped Jessi’s face in his hands and kissed her.  “I love you, hon.”  Then he reached for Angel.  “I love you, A.”
 
   Angel’s smile widened.  “When are you going to name that baby?  He’s going to be in nursery school by the time you find a name for him.”
 
   Tommy smiled back.  “I can’t help it.  I can’t commit to a name until I see him.  I’ve got some ideas rolling around in my head, but they keep changing.  When I see him, I’ll know which one suits him.”
 
   Angel just stared at him.  “I love you, Tommy.  You are my world.  I can’t envision one moment of my life without you.  Please get well.”  He hugged Tommy so tight it was hard to breathe, until Jessi’s arms joined Angel’s and they both encapsulated him in a suffocating bear hug.
 
   Unable to really maneuver in their close embrace, he sat motionless and let them hold him.  They squeezed him so tight it felt like the three of them were occupying the same body.  Emotionally, they were always in the same headspace.  Physically, they were as close as three people could possibly be.
 
   The doctor slipped out of the room and left the three of them alone together.  A short while later, a nurse popped in with a stack of written material about the surgery.  Tommy needed to read each pamphlet.  Words like death and brain damage stuck out and made a knot form in his stomach.  He knew it was a standard disclosure, but it was unnerving and sent a chill down his spine.  He wondered about the success rate of the surgery, but wouldn’t dare ask with Jessi and Angel in the room.  Either way, he wasn’t playing Russian Roulette with a vein in his head, not when he had a baby to raise.  Or two.  He chuckled softly to himself.  His son wasn’t even born yet, and he was already thinking about having another one.  His smile quickly faded as the reminder of his impending surgery filtered through his thoughts.  It was going to be a long night.  “Will you two stay with me tonight?” he asked Jessi and Angel.
 
   “Do you think I’m going anywhere?” Angel asked.  “They didn’t want to let me in, you know.  They had the God damn nerve to say I wasn’t immediate family, but an army couldn’t have kept me away from you.”
 
   Tommy knew that Angel had no legal rights in their marriage.  That’s why he and Jessi both had wills drawn up that left everything to Angel in case something happened to both of them.  But not being able to visit him in the hospital?  That was fucking bullshit.  Angel was an equal part of the marriage – one full third.  “How did you convince them to let you in the room?”
 
   Angel sat up a little taller.  “I told them they would have to kill me to keep me away from you.  And I meant it.  Seriously, they would have had to drag me away in cuffs to stop me.”
 
   Angel was just as headstrong as Jessi sometimes.  Those two were so much alike, which is probably why Tommy loved them both so much – so equally.  “I’m glad you did, because I would have moved my bed into the waiting room if they didn’t let you in to see me.”
 
   The nurse popped her head into the room.  “Can I get you something to eat, Mr. Blade?”
 
   Tommy’s stomach rumbled, which reminded him that he hadn’t had anything to eat in hours, and that he may only have a short window before he needed to fast, if surgery was to be done tomorrow.  He turned to Jessi.  “Have you eaten, hon?”
 
   She rubbed the curve of her belly.  “I had a snack earlier, but I was just about to suggest we get something substantial before it gets any later.  I’m starved, now that you mention it.”
 
   “We can get you something as well, Mrs. Blade.”  The nurse pulled another chair into the room.  It was larger than one of the visitor’s chairs and had a retractable foot rest.  “This is so you’ll be more comfortable.  I’ll have a cot sent up, too, in case you want to spend the night.  I don’t think transfer to UCLA will be done before the morning.”  The nurse handed Tommy a hospital menu.  “I’ll be back in a few minutes to collect your order.  Please feel free to order as much as you’d like for everyone.”
 
   Tommy wondered if all the patients were treated so well.  He picked up the menu, which had a large selection.  “What does everyone want to eat?”
 
   Angel took the menu from his hands and placed it on the side table.  “Hospital food?  We’ll order something from a restaurant.”
 
   Jessi rubbed her tummy and sat back in the reclining chair.  “I want a steak with roasted potatoes.  So does the baby.”
 
   Tommy couldn’t stop envisioning the day that his son would be born.  He must have played a fictitious scenario of the birth in his head a million times, a million different ways.  Tonight’s seizure and his impending brain surgery reminded him that he may never get to witness that day, and a cloud of sadness washed over him.  He wished he was done with surgery and the baby was born, but it felt wrong to wish time away.  He wanted to savor every minute.  There was no guarantee that he would make it out of surgery.  He needed to speak to his brother and his parents, and he wanted to see his friends.  He slid out of bed and stepped over to the window.  There was a group of fans outside in the parking lot holding up candles.  Geeze.  Did they think he was dead already?  Maybe that was the rumor floating through social media.  He banged on the window to get their attention, but they couldn’t hear him.  He pried open the lock and forced the window up a few inches.  “I’m Tommy Blade and I’m still alive!” he shouted into the small space.  A wave of cheers rose up from the parking lot and the candles were raised higher.  The crowd looked up toward Tommy’s voice, and he banged on the window with both hands and waved.  He doubted that they saw him, but they heard him, and they knew he wasn’t dead yet.
 
   Angel came up behind him with worry still creased in his brow.  “Are you sure you’re ready to have surgery so quickly.  Maybe we should wait.  Go back to New York and get a second opinion.  Have surgery on the East Coast like the doctor said.”
 
   Tommy already had accepted the idea of surgery.  He wanted it over with.  And he didn’t want to get on a plane with a ballooning artery in his head.  “No.  I can’t walk around waiting for this thing to explode.  I need it taken care of.  Now.”
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   Tommy rubbed the stress and fatigue from his brow and took a deep breath before he placed his cell phone on the tray in front of him.  He could still hear the sound of his mother sobbing in his head.  She had been hysterical on the other end of the phone as soon as he had told her that he was scheduled for brain surgery in the morning.  Even his dad, who never really showed much emotion about anything, had displayed a tremor in his voice.  Robert was the only one who had sounded confident and reassuring, although Tommy knew his kid brother had put on a front for his sake.
 
   He glanced at the clock on the wall.  He would be at UCLA for six hours and had been through a battery of tests.  He barely had any sleep last night.  He was actually looking forward to a day’s rest before the surgery, followed by a nice recovery at home.  They had been touring and working their asses off since insta-stardom took Immortal Angel by storm.  Now with the new baby coming, it was the perfect time to sit back and relax a little – enjoy the rewards of his fame.
 
   Angel and Jessi returned to the room, hand in hand.  They both looked better than they did yesterday – less distraught – and that’s the support Tommy needed, because he was pretty fucking terrified right now.  They were his rock.
 
   “How’d the call with your parents go?” Jessi asked.
 
   He shook his head, still upset about his mother’s hysteria.  “Not good.  Robert handled it better, but my mother was a wreck.  That’s why I wanted to wait and tell her myself.  I wanted her to hear my voice so she’d know I was okay.”
 
   Jessi sat next to him and ran her hand down his arm.  “It’s understandable.  She’s your mother.  I’ll call her.”
 
   Her empathy reminded him that soon she too would be a mother, and his eyes dropped to the curve of her belly.  He loved that baby so much.
 
   Angel circled to the other side of the bed and sat on its edge.  “Everyone’s been calling.  Especially Damien.  Even Mr. Abelman called.  Everyone’s worried about you, mi amor.  The fans have followed you here and banded together to set up vigil in the hospital parking lot.  They have posters and candles.  You’re loved by millions.  But if you bundled all of their love together, it would never equal the love my heart holds for you, mi amor.”  Sentiment and longing projected from Angel’s deep, dark eyes with an intensity that stabbed Tommy right in the heart.
 
   Jessi leaned forward and placed her head on Tommy’s shoulder.  “We both love you so much, baby.”
 
   Tommy draped his arms around the two of them and they nuzzled into his shoulders.  They stayed like that, all squished in the single hospital bed, for the rest of the day without saying much.  There really wasn’t anything left to say.  They had spent most of the night opening their hearts, professing their love, and now they waited for the inevitable trip to the O.R. in the morning.
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   A team of nurses wheeled a stretcher into Tommy’s room at exactly 7:00 a.m., along with the ghostly shadow of doom.  He would give his right arm, along with his Les Paul, to diffuse the bomb that lay ahead.
 
   Jessi knew what he was thinking.  “It’s just a bump in the road.  It’ll be over before you know it.”
 
   She was holding it together remarkably well, but Angel was misty-eyed and wore a quivering smile.  “We’ll spend the next few months in our home, mi amor.”  He placed his hand on Jessi stomach.  “Just the four of us.”
 
   Tommy nodded and bit back the growing lump in his throat.  He tried to give Angel and Jessi a small smile, but his lips were clamped shut.  Instead, he grabbed them both and pulled them to his chest.  He held his breath and fought like hell to hold back the sob that threatened to escape his lungs.  “I love you both so much.”  His voice shook.  “Whatever happens, I want you to know that you both brought me more happiness than any human being deserves.”  His emotion stole his voice, and he couldn’t continue.
 
   Tommy took a long look at Angel.  His lashes were wet with tears and one slipped down his cheek, but he still wore an adoring smile.  That man came crashing into Tommy’s life like a bulldozer and stole his heart.  Angel brought so much balance into Tommy’s life.  He had no idea how he got through the day before Angel showed him how to live freely.
 
   Tommy turned to Jessi, the mother of his child.  She wore a serious expression.  There was no smile, just extreme concern and love that beamed from her eyes.  She was his soulmate.  She had his heart from the moment they met and never let go.
 
   Tommy gave them each one last kiss, and they exchanged I love yous.  He cradled Jessi’s belly in his hands.  “I love you, little baby.  I’m doing this for you, so I can see you come into this world.”  When he looked back up at Jessi, a lone tear streaked down her cheek.
 
   He walked to the stretcher with a tightness in his chest.  It was so fucking hard to contain his emotions.  There were so many fears and what ifs swimming around in his head, it made him break out into a cold sweat.  As they wheeled him out of the room, he took one long, last look back at Angel and Jessi.
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   Angel watched the attendants push Tommy down the hallway until they turned the corner toward the elevator bank.  His heart was ripped to shreds, torn and splintered into jagged shards.  The deep, searing ache inside his chest made him bring both fists to his sternum.  He was filled with the overwhelming feeling that his chest was about to cave in and his heart would drop to the floor in a million pieces.  He pressed his lips together to steady the tremor that infiltrated them.  He squeezed his eyes shut to summon the image of his one true love being wheeled away toward the operating room.  It could be the last time he ever saw Tommy and now he wanted that image.  He called it back – burned it into his memory.
 
   Jessi’s soft sobs trickled from the hospital room.  Angel pulled himself together and drew on his inner strength.  He went to her, wrapped his arms around her and held her.  She hid her eyes in the crook of his neck and clung to him, while tiny sobs wracked her body.  He worried about the fragile state of her emotions.  His hand glided over her back in a soothing motion, but he still felt her quiver with each deep breath.  The tightness in which she gripped him reinforced the fears and doubts he had about the surgery.  It took all his willpower to withstand the aching sob that wanted to leap from his throat.  He wanted to scream at the top of his lungs.  He wanted to scream so loud that Tommy would be able to hear him yell that he loved him one more time.  But he had Jessi to worry about and pushed his own fears aside.  She and the baby were more important now.  “Shh, sweetheart,” he whispered in her ear and hoped she didn’t notice the tremor that rocked his voice.
 
   Her sobs slowly quieted down to soft sniffles, and she stepped back slightly so her forehead rested in the center of his chest.
 
   He tilted her chin upwards and placed a tender kiss on her lips.  “Let’s sit down.”
 
   They sat on the edge of the bed with their arms around each other, both drifting off into their own private hell where Tommy was no longer present in their life.  Angel spread his hand across the sheet where Tommy had been lying a few minutes ago, just to feel his presence.
 
   Jessi turned her face up to Angel, but he looked away.  He didn’t want her to see the pain in his eyes or read the array of fears that gnawed at him.
 
   She leaned forward so she could see his face, and he had no choice but to meet her eyes.  They mimicked every wicked fear that harbored inside his head.  They read each other’s thoughts:  What if Tommy didn’t make it?  What if Tommy ended up with brain damage?  What if the aneurysm clip didn’t hold?
 
   “Will you still stay with me if something happens to Tommy, and help me raise this baby?” she asked after a long pause.
 
   It was the one scenario he hadn’t pondered, because the answer was clear.  “I’m never leaving you, Jessi.  I love you.  We’re married.  You’re part of my life.  Forever.”  His eyes dropped to her unborn child.  “This is my baby, too.  I know I’m not a biological parent, but—”
 
   “Yes.  You are.  You’re just as much a father to this baby as Tommy.”  Tears quickly filled her eyes until they were two large pools of water, and she smiled through the blur.  “You’re Papi.”
 
   Papi.  That one little word pushed all the fears and doubts from his body and filled him with so much love that he could barely contain his smile.  He still had mild reservations about where he stood in his role as a parent – or if he even had one.  Now it was clear.  He was Papi.
 
   He pulled Jessi into his arms with a small laugh.  “I can’t wait to meet this baby.  Is it possible to love someone so much before they’re even born?”
 
   “It is.”  She looked him deep in the eyes.  “We both have so much love to give, Angel.  That’s why this works between us.  We’re unselfish when it comes to love, and we put the ones we love before our own needs.  Some might say that’s unhealthy, but it’s the only way I know how to love.  All or nothing.  And you’re the same way.”
 
   She was speaking about their mutual love for Tommy and explained it perfectly.  Not many people could share the man they loved and withstand the obstacles of a polyamorous relationship, but they persevered.  Nothing could tear their love apart.  Except . . . 
 
   His hands went to his forehead, and he pulled at the roots of his hair.  Burning fear gripped his heart and squeezed it until he thought it would explode.  This time, he couldn’t suppress the sob that broke through all his defenses.  It burst from his lips in a forlorn cry that startled him.  He covered his face in order to shield Jessi from witnessing the anguish that twisted his cheeks and mouth into a horrid grimace.
 
   Her arms enveloped him in a hug, and her sobs joined his.  They clung to one another, each bearing the same pain.  They were pinned together, harpooned through the heart, bleeding into each other.  Their fears fed off of one another.  Their trio was split.  Its core was missing, and they were left with two disjointed ends searching for their missing link so they could be whole once again.
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    “What the fuck’s taking so long?”  Damien’s pacing back and forth made everyone nervous.  The agitated slap of his boots on the tile floor, the gory tattoos, and his blue mohawk, sent several uneasy occupants to the outer edge of the waiting room.
 
   Angel was already stressed beyond his limits.  He didn’t need to be reminded that Tommy had been in surgery for over an hour longer than anticipated.  No one had offered any information or explanation.  He glanced over at Jessi and worried about her discomfort in the hard plastic chair.
 
   “Can we get a soft chair for Mrs. Blade?” he asked the nurse at the desk.  “She’s six months pregnant, and we’ve been sitting here all day.”
 
   After studying Jessi for several seconds, the nurse nodded.  “I’ll see what I can do.”
 
   “And please get an update on Tommy Blade.  We haven’t heard anything, and we’re starting to get frantic that something’s wrong.”  As soon as he said it, Angel wished he could take back the words.  They were all thinking it – wondering why surgery wasn’t over yet or why a doctor hadn’t emerged from the O.R. with any kind of reassurance – but no one dared say the words out loud.
 
   When he returned to Jessi and the others, Alyssa was sitting in his seat.  “Tommy’s tough.  He’s gonna pull through.  He’s got a lot to live for,” she reassured Jessi.
 
   Jessi pressed her lips together and nodded, but Angel didn’t know how much longer she’d be still before she exploded and demanded information on Tommy’s condition.  Or maybe Angel was prophesizing his own boiling point and Jessi was the rock she had always been.  He took a seat next to Jimmy and left Jessi to sit with her best friend.
 
   Jimmy was quiet, but his foot bounced on his knee like a jackhammer.  He wiped his face with his hand and looked up to the ceiling.  “Man, I can’t believe this is happening.  First the plane crash, and now brain surgery.”  He paused and quietly stared at his sneaker.  “I’ll never forget the first time I met Tommy.  He walked into the studio, and all I saw was this long-haired rocker and thought he’d never fit in with Immortal Angel.  Who knew he’d revolutionize punk rock by crossing genres?”
 
   His statement triggered a memory that Angel kept close to his heart.  It was the first time he laid eyes on Tommy Blade, guitar god.  Not the first time he found the video of Tommy on line, when he was searching for a replacement lead guitar player, but the first time he saw Tommy in the flesh.  With azure-colored eyes that lit up the room and flowing blond hair that cascaded down his back like spun silk, Tommy was white hot, and Angel fell fast and hard.  When their shoulders had brushed together for the first time, and when their backs had pressed against one another when they played their first song together, it was like a bolt of fire had set Angel’s body ablaze.  He had known right away that they were destined to be together.  Tommy Blade had walked into his life and stole his heart on the very day they met.
 
   He had lusted after Tommy for months, or was it just weeks that felt like an eternity because of the stumbling blocks that kept them apart?  Tommy was so inside his head back then, bottled up with emotions and bogged down with stereotypes, living a half-truth and afraid to be himself.  Tommy had changed in so many ways, but he still remained the man Angel fell in love with.  His heart ached for Tommy and for the closeness of their bodies and the touch of his hand.  He longed to feel the soft, silken texture of Tommy’s hair and the rough calluses on his fingertips from playing the guitar.  Why was surgery taking so long?  His stomach twisted with anxiety and his heart lurched with dread.  The pounding beat in his chest compounded with the knot in his gut and left him physically ill and emotionally drained.  His shoulders fell along with his last ounce of strength.  Would he ever see the man he loved again?
 
   When he looked up, Jessi stood in front of him.  Her face was pale and her eyes were wide with certainty.  “Something’s wrong with Tommy.  Surgery should have been finished two hours ago.  Come with me to the nurse’s station.”
 
   Jessi always had a sixth sense when it came to Tommy.  The affirmation in her voice made Angel’s heart race, and he jumped to his feet.  His legs shook as they briskly walked to the nurse’s desk several yards away.  Impending tragedy shrouded him every step of the way.
 
   “What happened to Tommy?” he blurted out as soon as the nurse was within earshot.
 
   She was started by his outburst.  “Excuse me?”
 
   “Something’s wrong with my husband.  I can feel it,” Jessi stated, with more calmness than Angel could possibly maintain.
 
   “I told you and your friend that a surgeon would be out to speak to you as soon as surgery was over.”
 
   Friend, now Angel was a friend.  “Someone needs to go into the O.R. and check on him!  You can’t just leave us sitting here without knowing what’s going on!”
 
   “Sir, calm down.”
 
   Jessi squeezed his hand tighter and tried to reason with the nurse.  “We just want reassurance.  I’ve got a really bad feeling.  Please.  Can you send someone to check on him?”
 
   The nurse assessed Jessi over her reading glasses, then threw them down onto the open chart on her desk.  “I’ll be right back.”
 
   When the nurse turned her back, Jessi wrapped her arms around Angel and fell into his chest.  She rubbed her face into his shoulder and let out several deep breaths.  She wasn’t crying, but her nerves where shot, and she was shaking.
 
   So was Angel.  He buried his face into the crook of her neck and held his breath.  Horrific images of Tommy on the operating table, helpless and lifeless, were plastered across his mind.  He knew Jessi was having the same thoughts by the way she clung to him and the terrified look in her eyes when she had first approached him.
 
   “Mrs. Blade?”
 
   They both jumped at the sound of the doctor’s voice.  The surgeon stood before them, complete with surgical cap and disposable shoe covers.  There was a dark red substance splattered across the top of his turquoise scrubs.  It was blood.  Tommy’s blood.
 
   The color drained from Angel’s face, and he felt a slight wave of nausea.
 
   “Let’s have a seat where we can speak in private,” the surgeon extended his arm toward a pair of doors that was at the end of the short hallway.  Angel eyed the ominous path that led to a small room.  There was a black and white sign that hung on the door.  It read “Private.”  He imagined countless families being led to that same room and hearing the news about their loved ones who didn’t survive surgery.  It was probably filled with ghosts of those who didn’t make it, haunted by lost souls who never had the chance to say a final goodbye.
 
   “Tell us right here,” Angel said, with impatience clear in his voice.
 
   “It’s a little complicated,” the surgeon began, “but I’ll try my best without my visual aids.”
 
   Complicated.  There was a complication, but both Angel and Jessi already knew that.  Angel glanced at Jessi, and she looked back at him with large, round eyes.  They grew shiny as tears filled them just enough to give them a watery sheen.
 
   “Surgery was proceeding as scheduled without remark.”  The surgeon made some kind of eerie clamping motion with his hands.  “However, the moment we isolated the aneurysm, it burst.
 
   Jessi’s hands flew to her mouth, but Angel was frozen with terror.  He was paralyzed with shock.  His heart pounded in his ears and drowned out the noise around him.  The general chatter in the waiting room was vaguely distant.  The doctor’s mouth moved and his hands continued their mechanical twists and turns, but there was no voice.  Angel refused to hear the words that Tommy was dead, and his mind silenced all sound to protect his heart.
 
   Jessi’s hands were still clamped over her mouth, but the tears never fell from her eyes.  She nodded her head, slowly, and listened intently to the doctor.  Why was the surgeon still speaking?  Why wasn’t Jessi crying?  Angel turned back to the doctor.  He was explaining something, apparently in elaborate detail.  Angel shook his head to clear the fog that silenced the doctor’s words.
 
   “ . . . stabilize the bleeding.  He’ll be in the neuroscience intensive care unit for the next 24 to 48 hours for observation.”
 
   “What?”  Angel leaned closer, his heart now raced out of control in his chest.  “Tommy’s in ICU?”
 
   “Just as a precaution.  We anticipate a full recovery.  He’s a young man, and he’s strong.”  The doctor gave them both a curt nod.  “If you’ll excuse me . . .” and he walked away.
 
   Jessi let out a mixture of sobs and laughter and flung herself into Angel’s arms.  “Let’s go see him!”
 
   “Is he awake?”  Angel was still comprehending that Tommy made it through surgery.  He had steeled himself for bad news to the point where he was rendered numb.  He should have been broken and then elated at the vast differences in what he had expected the doctor to relay about Tommy’s condition, but he was in shock.  His mind still wasn’t fully in the present.
 
   “I don’t know.”  Jessi pulled him toward the doors that led to the ICU.  “But I don’t care.  I need to see him.  I just need to hold him.  We need to be with him.”
 
   It finally hit Angel.  He was going to see Tommy.  Alive.  Well.  Free from the dangerous lesion in his head that threatened his life.  A quivering smile spread across his lips as he hurried down the hall with Jessi.  Pregnancy didn’t slow her down one bit, and Angel quickened his pace to keep up with her.
 
   Just as Jessi placed the palm of her hand on the swinging door to the neuroscience intensive care unit, a nurse intercepted them.  She looked directly at Angel.  “I’m sorry.  Only immediate family is allowed beyond this point.”
 
   It was the same nurse who tended to Tommy this morning.  “I am immediate family.”
 
   “I understand you have a special relationship, but if you’re not legally married, there’s—.”
 
   “Don’t be ridiculous!”  He couldn’t believe this was happening, again!  “I spent the night in his room.  You saw me!”
 
   “Yes.  I know.  But this is the NSICU.  We have very strict rules, and we need to adhere to them.  I’m sorry.”
 
   Sorry.  The man he loved – his husband – was lying on a stretcher, recovering from brain surgery – fucking brain surgery! – and she was fucking sorry.  Heat and anger burned deep in Angel’s gut.  His initial reaction was to plow through the doors and past the nurse, but he knew she would probably call security.  Jessi was arguing with the nurse, and she wasn’t doing anything except getting herself upset.
 
   Angel narrowed his eyes and swallowed his anger.  He stared at the nurse and spoke slowly and deliberately.  “I’m his brother.  Is that immediate family enough for you?”
 
   Both Jessi and the nurse stopped speaking and turned to face him.
 
   The nurse raised her brow with skepticism.  “You’re his brother?”
 
   “Yes.  I’m his brother,” Angel repeated.
 
   The nurse pursed her lips together and shook her head.  “I saw you sleep in his bed last night.  And now you’re his brother?”
 
   “Yes.”  The aggression and sarcasm was heavy behind Angel’s words, and he knew that anger colored his face.  “Unless you want me to take a DNA test, get out of my way and let me visit my brother.”
 
   The nurse hesitated before she stepped aside and let them through.
 
   “Quick thinking.”  Jessi smiled at him while they resumed their brisk walk down the hallway.
 
   He had no choice but to lie.  He needed to see Tommy.
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   Tommy struggled to open his eyes.  He heard voices, none familiar, and it left him feeling lost.  He knew he was out of surgery, and he expected Jessi and Angel to be at his side, just like they always were.  Their reassuring voices weren’t prevalent in the background.  He was alone.  He forced his lids open, and the blur of the room slowly came into focus.
 
   A nurse was at his side, checking the monitor next to his bed.  “Welcome back, Mr. Blade.”
 
   “Jessi . . . Angel . . .”  His voice was raspy and low, barely audible.  The raw scratch in his throat felt like he had swallowed sandpaper.  It hurt too much to continue, and the energy dispensed by the two words he uttered left him drained.  His eyes were weighted and sleep beckoned, but he pushed himself to stay conscious.  His arm felt like it was a hundred pounds, but he forced his hand towards his scalp.  Still under a semi-conscious haze from the anesthesia, he pulled at the surgical cap on his head.  His soft tresses fell against his shoulder and a relieved smile spread across his face, before sleep fell upon him.
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   The next time Tommy opened his eyes, he was in a private room with glass walls.  He couldn’t keep his lids open for more than a fraction of a second.  Only glimpses of his surroundings filtered in.  A nurse was stationed just outside the room.  Dozens of people walked back and forth behind her.  He pushed through the heaviness and strained to stay awake in order to search for Angel and Jessi.  He needed to see them and know that they were with him.  He needed them at his side.
 
   Too weak to do battle with the narcotics that floated through his system, his eyes closed.  The throb in his head sounded like a bass drum.  He winced at the pressure of each beat, and his hand went to his hair.
 
   “Don’t touch it, mi amor.  There’s a bandage.”
 
   The soothing sound of Angel’s voice brought a smile to Tommy’s lips, even though his eyes remained closed.  “A, you’re here.”
 
   “Of course I’m here, mi amor.  We both are.”
 
   “Hi, baby.”  Jessi’s voice shook, but Tommy could hear the joy behind her words.
 
   “Jessi . . .”  With sleep masking his vision, Tommy reached for her with one hand and for Angel with the other.  Their touch brought him comfort and calmness.  Their voices eased his sore and aching head.  It was always apparent how much Jessi and Angel needed him, but he needed them just as much.
 
   Tommy dipped in and out of consciousness every few minutes, long enough to smell Jessi’s perfume near his nose and feel Angel’s lips on his cheek.  He had no idea how long he remained suspended in limbo, unable to commit to neither sleep nor cognizance.  It was like a lucid dream where he could hear and feel Jessi and Angel in the room and at his side, but his mind wasn’t able to participate.  Eventually, he lost the fight with the anesthetic that still had a hold on him, and resigned himself to slumber.
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   The rolling consonants that infiltrated Tommy’s consciousness were musical and vivid.  He listened to Angel without opening his eyes and let the whimsical melody lull him back to consciousness.
 
   Angel was sitting on a small couch a few feet away with both of his hands on Jessi’s belly, singing lightly in Spanish.  Jessi watched him with a broad smile that was pure, and free from anxiety.  She had been a bundle of stress and nerves since Tommy entered the hospital.  Seeing her now, sharing an intimate moment with Angel, reminded Tommy of the abundance of happiness he had in his life and the most important thing in his life right now – that baby.  He quietly watched them while lurking in the shadows of his bed.
 
   The small gentle laughter that floated from Jessi’s lips was like the sound of a bird.  Angel’s soft song was joyous and heartening.  Tommy didn’t want to watch from afar any longer.  He wanted to join them.
 
   He cleared his throat, which was still raw.  Before he had a chance to call out to either one of them, they were both at his bedside.
 
   “How long have you been awake?”  Jessi kissed him softly on the lips.  “Do you want me to call the nurse?”  She smoothed the sheet down and brushed a strand of hair behind his ear.  She was doting on him, and he loved it, but there were little worry lines faintly visible between her brows.
 
   “I’m fine, hon.  Just a little tired.”  He was exhausted and drained.  His mouth was dry and his throat was on fire.  The surgery took his strength away, and it was an effort just to keep his eyes open.
 
   Angel gazed at him with a goofy smile.  “Te amo, mi amor.”
 
   “Te amo,” Tommy replied.  I love you were about the only words he could handle saying in Spanish, but he always wished he could learn more.
 
   Jessi and Angel both crawled into bed with him, one on either side, just where he needed them to be.  It was a narrow bed that wasn’t made for three people, but he reveled in the security of being tucked in between them.
 
   “I’m so glad you’re okay,” Jessi whispered against his collar bone.  “I love you so much, Tommy.”
 
   “I love you, too, hon.”  His hand slid over the bump in her belly.  A soft thud hit his palm and loving warmth spread through his body.  Your daddy’s here, little baby.  Nothing is gonna stop me from watching you grow up.
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   The nurse paused to study the remnants of Tommy’s breakfast on the tray in her hands.  “This is eggs benedict!  Where did you get eggs benedict?”
 
   “I wasn’t about to let his first real meal after surgery be bland, tasteless hospital food.”  Angel gave her a sheepish smile.  “No offense.”
 
   “He’s a chef,” Tommy explained.  His appetite still wasn’t back to normal, even though the gourmet breakfast Angel had delivered was heaven, especially after the broth and gelatin the nurse served him last night.
 
   Another nurse poked her head into the room.  “You have some visitors, Mr. Blade.  I know it’s early.  Can I send them in?”
 
   “Is it my parents?”  Their flight wasn’t due until this afternoon, and he perked up at the idea of seeing them sooner.  His life had been so hectic over the last few years that he really hadn’t seen them much, and the guilt was festering in his gut.  Now that he was given a second chance, he planned on making it up to them.
 
   “No,” the nurse replied.  “It’s that colorful couple that was with the group who was here yesterday.”
 
   A few minutes later, Damien stood in the doorway.  Alyssa stopped midway into the room and looked back at him.  “Aren’t you coming in?”
 
   Damien pressed his lips together and shifted his weight from foot to foot.  He hesitated before he finally entered the room and took Tommy in a bear hug.  It was an unexpected act of emotion from a man who really didn’t like public displays of physical affection, and it left Tommy choked up.
 
   Damien let out a deep sigh.  “You scared the fuck outta me, dude.  Take it easy from now on.  I don’t want a repeat of you passing out like that.”
 
   “I’ll try not to.  Maybe you can give me some lessons on how to be Mr. Cool on stage.”
 
   Alyssa gave him a quick kiss on the cheek.  “You’re already Mr. Cool.”  She examined the incision on his scalp.  It was only a 2-inch by 2-inch shaved square which would be easily hidden underneath the longer strands of hair above it, not that he really cared at this point.  His life took priority over his hair, but it was nice to know that the locks that had adorned his shoulders for over a decade were still with him.  Right now, the rest of his hair was pulled back in a ponytail to keep it away from the staples in his scalp.  It was foreign to him, since his hair was always wild and free.
 
   “That looks pretty fuckin’ cool,” Alyssa commented.  “Does it hurt?”
 
   The pounding in his head was reduced to a dull ache that was less noticeable each hour.  Instinctively, he reached for his scalp but stopped himself.  “Not really.  It’s tight.”  He clenched his fist together to fight the urge to touch it.  “It’s itchy and annoying as hell.”
 
   Alyssa gazed at him quietly, then smiled.  “I’m glad you’re okay.”
 
   Damien started to fidget.  He looked at the monitors behind Tommy’s bed, and an uncomfortable shudder ran through him.  “I fuckin’ hate hospitals.  They bring back some really fucked up memories for me.”  He turned to Angel, and they shared quiet eye contact.  Then he clapped his hand onto Tommy’s shoulder like a vice.  “I couldn’t rest until I made sure you were really okay.  I don’t trust doctors, especially when it comes to one of my brothers.  I had to see for myself.”
 
   There was a knock on the door and Jimmy and Audra joined them.  Now everyone was here, and Tommy felt the love of his closest friends.
 
   Jimmy stood at the side of the bed, unsure and apprehensive about embracing Tommy in a hug.
 
   Tommy extended an arm to his friend.  “I won’t break.”
 
   “Man, this is so fucked up.”  Jimmy took Tommy’s outstretched hand and gave him a one-shoulder hug.  “I can’t believe that a little bump on the head turned into brain surgery.  And look at you.  Twenty-four hours later, and you look like nothing happened.”
 
   “I’m ready to hit the stage!”  The statement couldn’t be further from the truth.  Tommy was shaky and weak.  He barely ate half of his breakfast before his stomach revolted and he needed to push the offending eggs away from his nose.  It was 9:00 in the morning, and he was ready for a nap.
 
   Audra slipped her hand in his.  “I think Immortal Angel can take a few months off while you recuperate.  I’ve cancelled the remainder of the tour.”
 
   It was a huge disappointment.  There were so many other what ifs and uncertainties bouncing around Tommy’s head that he hadn’t even thought about the rest of the tour.  His gaze dropped to his lap.  He had let his fans down and disrupted everyone’s lives.
 
   “Hey.”  Jessi stroked his cheek and lifted his chin.  “The fans will understand.”
 
   Angel was at the window.  “They’re still outside.  They’re still sitting vigil.  Everyone loves you, Tommy.  Your health is all we care about.  Fans included.”
 
   “Falcon released a statement that the tour was cancelled due to your illness and will be rescheduled,” Audra said.  “Concerned messages and well wishes are flooding all Falcon media sites.  The fans understand, Tommy.  It’s the last thing you need to worry about now.  Take care of yourself.  That’s all we care about.  That’s what’s important.”
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   Home.  It had never felt as welcoming as it did right now.  The limo rolled up to the gates and stopped behind the SUV that contained Immortal Angel’s security team.  Tommy dipped his head to look out the window.  There were scores of fans blocking the entrance to the long driveway.  Security cleared a path and formed a barrier between the crowd and the car.  There were bouquets of flowers, both fresh and wilted, tied to the wrought iron rungs of the gate.  Candles, teddy bears, and blow up guitars were lined up on the grass.  Fans held signs that read “Welcome Home” and “Get Well Soon.”  People were shouting his name and girls were crying.
 
   “How long have they been here?” Tommy wondered out loud.
 
   “Probably since the night you collapsed on stage,” Jessi answered.
 
   After the car drove through the gates, Tommy stepped out of the car and looked back at the fans.  They stretched their arms through the slats and called to him.  He waved, and they erupted into a round of cheers.
 
   Tommy stepped through the huge double doors and into the entry foyer of the house.  He looked up at the cathedral ceiling and into the living room.  In an instant, a half-dozen memories of their life together flooded his head:  the day they moved in and Angel insisted on adding a million cabinets to the already-oversized kitchen; the day they returned from the European tour and Angel sang Home Sweet Home by Mötley Crüe, and the three of them danced in the living room; the morning he and Angel returned from Asia and surprised Jessi in the bedroom.  The memories of the life they built here kept coming.  “I think we should do the extension.”  He finally conceded to the playroom Angel wanted to build on the first floor.
 
   “Really?”  Jessi was the first to comment.  “But you were so dead set against it.  We don’t have to go through the trouble and expense if you don’t want to.  This house is big enough for all of us.”
 
   “I know, but you both want it and I’m done trying to be sensible all the time.  Life’s short.  I know that now, and I’m not going to stop either of you from doing anything you want.  I don’t care if you want to blow out the back of the house or make it ten stories high.  Let’s go for it.”
 
   Angel laughed.  “I don’t think we need ten stories.  I just think we need that big playroom I talked about.  Jessi, what do you want?”
 
   “This house has everything I’ve ever wanted, but if I had to pick something to add, I want my own design studio on the first floor.  Off of the new playroom.  It could have French doors that open up to a covered patio.  That way I could sit outside and sketch and still be close enough to keep an eye on the baby while he’s napping.”
 
   Tommy nodded.  “I like that idea.”
 
   Angel draped his arm over Tommy’s shoulder.  “What do you want?”
 
   He didn’t need anything except his family.  “I have everything I want right here in this room.  You.  Jessi.  And our son.”
 
   “Splurge, mi amor.  Indulge yourself.  What do you want?  A room just for your guitars?”
 
   He basically already had that in the studio.  It was hard to come up with something their home lacked, but necessity wasn’t what he was looking for.  “An in-ground pool would be nice.”
 
   Angel’s chest puffed up with excitement.  “And we’ll get the biggest hot tub we can find!”
 
   Jessi’s laughter echoed off the 12-foot ceiling.  “I love how opposite the two of you are when it comes to luxuries.”  She wrapped her arms around Angel’s neck.  “You can convince him to be extravagant more easily than I ever could.  I always had to resort to sexual favors in order to get him to go along with purchasing something that was too expensive for us to afford.”
 
   Tommy slipped behind Jessi, brushed her hot pink hair off of her shoulder and kissed the back of her neck.  “That was just a ploy.  If I would have given in the first time you asked, I never would have gotten you to ravage my body.”
 
   She turned to face him.  “Maybe I was only asking so I had an excuse to ravage your body.  Maybe I wanted a reason to shove a 12-inch dildo in your ass.”
 
   Tommy’s cock jumped to attention.  It had been over a week since they last had any kind of sexual contact.  It was an abstinence record for him – for the three of them.  “Hon, you never needed an excuse.  You could have shoved anything you wanted up my ass, any time you wanted.”
 
   She raised her brows with intrigue.  “Well, let’s go upstairs and see what we can find.”
 
   “I love your dirty mind,” Angel said.
 
   Tommy followed Jessi and Angel upstairs and paused to survey the bedroom.  He let out a deep sigh at the sight of their oversized bed.  Part of him really just wanted to lie down on it and revel in its comfort, maybe even take a nap, but Jessi stood in the doorway to the bathroom in a silky baby doll with furry trim and high-heeled slippers, and his cock had other plans.
 
   Jessi never really wore lingerie before she was pregnant.  The worn out Immortal Angel T-shirt that she wore to bed every night was enough to get him hard.  He wondered if she was self-conscious about her body.  If she was, it was needless, because she was just as gorgeous as ever.
 
   He went to her and placed his hands on her smooth shoulders.  “You’re so beautiful, hon.”
 
   Her cheeks blushed a soft rose color, and her eyes dropped to his lips.  She slipped the thin straps from her shoulders, and the short, silk nighty fell to the floor at her ankles.  “I could use your assistance in getting out of these dreadfully-tight undergarments.”  She tugged on the elastic of her panties, which weren’t the least bit constricting.
 
   Tommy knelt in front of her.  He pulled at the elastic with his teeth and gnawed on it.  It gave way with a snap and left Jessi totally naked in front of him.  He loved to look at her body – all of it.  He loved the slender curve of her hip, the full globe of her breast, and the new circle of her belly.  Her skin was velvety smooth and a beautiful shade of cream.  Each segment was an aphrodisiac that called to his lips, but the folds of her pussy, constantly on display, demanded his mouth.  He buried his face in the soft mound between her legs and lapped at it.  It was already wet and offered him a taste of the delectable ambrosia that had eluded him for more days than he could remember.  He probed his tongue inside her and dug at her flesh.  Warmth bathed his mouth with a salty nectar.
 
   Angel’s hands landed on Tommy’s shoulders.  He lifted the hem of Tommy’s shirt and kissed his lower back.  It sent a hot tingle down to Tommy’s crotch.  He disengaged his mouth from Jessi’s pussy long enough to slip his shirt over his head, and then latched onto her clit with a forceful suction.
 
   Jessi hung onto the door frame with both hands and moaned.  She inhaled a quivering breath, and exhaled a deep gust of lust-filled air.
 
   Tommy’s hands hung onto her legs while his tongue danced over her clit.  He loved the little hard nub that made her cry out with pleasure, but it didn’t offer him the same delectable flavor as the inside of her pussy, and he missed the taste.  He stuck one finger inside her, which made her grunt and sigh.  He twisted it until it was coated with a rich layer of her fluids, and then sucked it into his mouth.  “Mmm,” he moaned.  It was the flavor of his wife, as unique as she was.
 
   Jessi lifted one leg and threw it over his shoulder.  She leaned against the door frame for support and panted.
 
   He smeared more of her fluids on her clit and dabbed his tongue against it to refresh his mouth with her essence.  He pressed a wet finger securely on her clit, held it tight and moved the bump in a hard circle while his tongue returned to the opening underneath just in time to catch a rush of zesty cum.
 
   Jessi bucked and moaned, and grabbed a fistful of his hair.  “Let’s move to the bed,” she whispered through raspy breaths.
 
   Tommy removed the rest of his clothing, and the three of them crawled into the massive bed.  He lay in the middle, his spot, supported by a mountain of pillows.  It was heaven, and he had two cherubs beside him.  They both stared at him with warm smiles.
 
   Angel brushed his fingers lightly down Tommy’s arm.  “I’ve missed touching your body.  Has it only been a week since I last felt your skin against mine?  It feels like a lifetime.  I want to feel every part of you.  I want to be inside you.  Consume you.  Be you.  I want to love you like I never loved you before.”
 
   Angel’s hands glided over Tommy’s chest.  He was soft and tender.  He was gentle.  Gone was the raw, out of control passion and the rough manhandling that was always part of Angel’s love making.  This was Angel’s gentle, sensitive side – the side he rarely displayed in bed.
 
   Angel’s supple fingertips skimmed Tommy chest, slid over his torso and down to his inner thigh, while Jessi rested her lips against his neck.
 
   Angel kissed Tommy one more time and let his lips linger.  He moved them to the opposite side of Tommy’s neck and very slowly drifted downward, kissing Tommy with his soft, warm lips.  Angel’s kisses were slow and deliberate, as slow and delicate as Jessi’s.  Each kiss made Tommy breathe deeper and sigh with mounting anticipation.
 
   Angel’s hot tongue bathed the tip of Tommy’s cock with wet heat, and he nipped it with his lips.  He engulfed it until Tommy’s cock hit the back of his throat and then slowly licked his way back to the tip.  His movements were slow and deliberate, soft and gentle.  It was unlike Angel’s usual forceful blowjob that sucked the fluids right out of Tommy’s body.
 
   The new, gentle touch was powerful and Tommy fought the fire that threatened to ignite a week-old pent up explosion.  He rolled on top of Jessi.  He formed a bridge over her, with his knees between her legs, his hands on either side of her face, and his lips against hers.
 
   He kissed Jessi, long and deep, while Angel rested his cheek against Tommy’s lower back and wrapped his arms around Tommy’s waist.  Angel caressed Tommy’s hips, lovingly, and pulled his butt cheeks apart.  He blew gently on the pink, round orifice that summoned him inside.  Warm lips and a fleshy tongue licked their way around Tommy’s bottom and covered every crevice.  A slicked finger tickled Tommy’s butt and dipped inside.  It filled him with an exquisite sense of fulfillment, and he moaned into the soft flesh of Jessi’s neck.
 
   One finger gradually became two, and then three found their way to paradise.  Tommy was groaning, begging for Angel to be inside him, but Angel was taking his time.  He wasn’t rushing their love making.
 
   Tommy leaned back on his knees, which brought his mouth in direct line with one of Jessi’s engorged breasts.  He sucked hard, and they both sighed at the same time.
 
   At last, Angel’s cock hit Tommy’s bottom.  He needed very little lubrication.  His tongue and his fingers took care of preparing the entrance, and Tommy was gaping with acceptance.  Angel slipped inside with ease but the sudden penetration, after days of emptiness and longing, made Tommy’s knees buckle from the jolt that catapulted through him.  He steadied himself, then lined his cock up to Jessi’s pussy.  Angel gave the final push that drove his cock inside her.  Again, Tommy and Jessi moaned at the same time.
 
   Angel’s momentum was still slow and purposeful, but both Tommy and Jessi wanted it harder.  Jessi wrapped her legs around Tommy and pulled at Angel’s thighs with her ankles.
 
   “Harder,” she moaned.  “It’s been too long.”
 
   Angel picked up speed and Tommy thrust himself deeper.  Jessi jerked and gasped.  She cried out and another round of juices covered Tommy’s cock.  He wished his mouth was between her legs to mop it up.
 
   “Look at me, mi amor,” Angel whispered in Tommy’s ear.  His voice was harsh and labored.  “Watch the love I have for you.  Watch me.  Look into my eyes.  Watch the pleasure in my face as I come for you.”
 
   Tommy twisted so he could see over his shoulder, while he still maintained a steady rhythm inside Jessi.
 
   Angel couldn’t return the gaze.  His eyes rolled under his lids with only the half-moon of his irises peeking through his bristly lashes.  His mouth hung open and his lower lip quivered with panting breaths.  His grunts grew louder, and his abs convulsed and contracted with each hard thrust.  He hung onto Tommy’s hips with a fierce grip.  One long hard thrust pushed Tommy’s cock deep inside Jessi so that he was pinned between the two of them, but his eyes never left Angel’s face.  Angel’s head fell back and his mouth opened wide toward the ceiling.  A silent cry left his throat, and he exploded in the depths of Tommy’s bottom with a hot spray of fluids.
 
   It was such an erotic show that Tommy wasn’t even concentrating on his own pleasure.  He fed off Angel’s.  Now that it was over, his body was flooded with impulses.  He was able to fully enjoy and appreciate the closeness of their bodies.  He closed his eyes and focused on the gentle rocking of Angel on his back and Jessi underneath him.  It was a euphoric rush of sensations.  He was smashed between the two people he loved, pleasing them both at the same time.  The endless reciprocation of love between one another brought peace and bliss.
 
   Jessi was long done.  She gasped for air and hung onto his neck.  Her legs were no longer extended up and around Angel’s hips.  They fell to the bed, lifeless.
 
   Angel was slowing down and getting soft.  The pressure in Tommy’s bottom weakened, reducing the sensations that filled him.  It was different, but still pleasurable.  It wasn’t the usual battering ram that bludgeoned him from the inside.  Now it was a sleek, slippery vibration that ground against him.
 
   While Angel pulsed and undulated Tommy’s back end, Jessi milked him from the front.  She clenched her muscles, and her insides fluttered around his cock.  Every movement, every thrust of his hips, made him breathe deeper and sent a reverberation down his legs and up his spine.  He felt every nerve ending tingle.  He had never felt so alive.  The sensations washed over him and set him on fire.  He came with a deep grunt, and his body went limp.  His arms and legs shook with fatigue like he had just been electrocuted.  He dropped to his elbows and rested his cheek against Jessi’s breast.  She kissed the top of his head and Angel kissed his shoulder.
 
   Slowly, Tommy and Angel tumbled onto the bed.
 
   The three of them were spent, yet their love making was gentle.  They were exhausted by the power of their love.
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   After eight months, three weeks and four days, Baby Blade wanted out.  Jessi’s hands went to her belly, and she felt the movement inside her.  Her nervous laughter was cut short by a sharp, stabbing pain.  Her body jerked, and she grunted.  All breathing and pain management techniques fled her mind at the intensity of the contraction.
 
   “What happened?”  Tommy dropped his Fender onto the couch in the great room and darted to the mantel where she stood with a puddle of fluid between her feet.
 
   It took another few seconds before the pain subsided enough for Jessi to take a breath and answer.  “The baby.”
 
   “Oh my God!”
 
   Angel already had his cell phone to his ear and was speaking to the doctor.
 
   “Was he programmed into your contacts?” she joked.
 
   “Of course.  And your overnight bag is all packed for the hospital.”  Now that the birth of the baby was imminent, Angel was serious and take-charge.  The consternation and solemn crease in his brow gave way to his worrisome thoughts.  His concern for . . . everything hampered his enthusiasm.
 
   “I’ll be okay, Angel.  People have babies every day.”  She wondered if she was trying to reassure herself with the statement.  With two men who were both nervous wrecks, she needed to stay centered.  Otherwise, the three of them would be a basket case by the time they reached the hospital.
 
   “I know,” Angel brushed his lips across her cheek.  “But those people aren’t you.”
 
   Tommy gazed at her with an incredible smile.  His eyes were lit up with an array of emotions: excitement, love, hope, anticipation and relief.  “We’re going to meet our son.”
 
   Happy tears infiltrated Jessi’s vision.  She brought her fingers to her lips to steady them, and nodded.  Her other hand covered the circumference of her belly.  The day was here.  She would finally get to hold her son.
 
   Angel returned with her suitcase and his keys in his hand.  He stopped and locked eyes with Tommy.  They exchanged an intimate gaze and a smile.  “You’re going to be a daddy.”  There was both envy and admiration projecting from the light in Angel’s eyes.
 
   Jessi watched the realization pass over Tommy’s face, and his smile weakened.  She knew his apprehension lied in his strained relationship with his father and the fear of failing his son.  “You’re going to be a wonderful father, Tommy.  I know you—”
 
   The pain made Jessi’s knees buckle and she doubled over, clutching her lower abdomen.  Her lips pulled back into a wide grimace while breaths puffed from her nostrils.  A few more deep breaths and it was over.  The pain subsided, but she knew it was only a mild contraction and they would intensify, both in magnitude and in frequency.
 
   Her suitcase was strewn on the floor and Angel’s arm was around her shoulder.  Tommy’s hand was coursing up and down her back with strong, soothing strides.  Now that the pain was gone, the attention was nice.  She wiped the beads of perspiration from her forehead and attempted to act unfazed.  “It wasn’t that bad.”
 
   Tommy was frazzled.  “Sit for a minute.  Do you want some water?”
 
   He tried to guide her back to the couch, but she resisted.  “I want to give birth to our baby in a hospital, not in the middle of the great room.”  She was joking.  The contractions were still too far apart, but it pushed Tommy and Angel into full gear.  They each took her by the arm and guided her into the car.
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   Lucas Angel Blade came into the world screaming like a rock star.  He wasn’t crying.  He hollered like a hellion and announced his birth.  Now that he was wrapped in a soft, blue blanket and resting in Jessi’s arms, he was content.  She couldn’t stop staring at the beautiful sight of her son.  He had his daddy’s flaxen hair and looked back at her with deep blue eyes.  Her heart overflowed with so much love and happiness that her giddy laugh turned into a happy sob.  “I love you, Lucas.”
 
   Tommy kissed the top of his son’s head.  “Hey little baby.  Do you like your name?  It was my grandfather’s.  It means light, and you are the light of my life.”
 
   Angel fingered the soft blond wisps of Lucas’s hair.  “He’s so beautiful.  So precious.”  He kissed the tip of his finger and touched it to the baby’s forehead.
 
   Listening to Tommy and Angel fawn over Lucas was more than Jessi’s heart could take, and she was unable to keep the happy tears at bay.  They streamed down her cheeks behind an emotional smile that bordered on a sob.
 
   After six hours of labor, Jessi was physically exhausted, and her arms trembled.  “Do one of you want to hold him?”
 
   Tommy carefully lifted his son with the awkward and clumsy movements of someone who had never held a baby before.  Lucas made a tiny noise and stretched his arms at the transition, and then he yawned and quickly fell asleep.  Tommy relaxed and a proud smile spread across his face.  “I have a son!”
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   A soft gurgle woke Jessi with a startle.
 
   “I got him.  You can go back to sleep, sweetheart.  You had a busy morning.”  Angel coddled Lucas in his arms and hummed softly.
 
   It had been a busy morning.  All three of their families had arrived before 10:00 a.m., eager to welcome the first grandchild.  Jessi was tempted to return to her nap, but she would much rather watch Angel rock the baby in his arms.  She admired the bond between the two of them, ignited by Angel’s constant singing to the baby for the past nine months.  Even an unborn child fell victim to the heavenly tone of Angel’s voice.  “Where’s Tommy?” she asked.
 
   “He stepped out for a minute.”  Angel sat on the bed next to her, shoulder to shoulder, so they could both gaze down at the miracle in his arms.
 
   She placed a gentle kiss on her son’s pale blond hair.  “Happy one-day-old birthday, Lucas.”
 
   “He’s a day old.”  Angel squared his shoulders, and his chest was robust.  He was so proud of this baby and held so much love for Lucas.  Her hormones must be running rampant because she started to tear up, and her smile quivered.  Angel didn’t notice, because he didn’t take his eyes off the baby.
 
   The door swung open, and an enormous bouquet of sky blue roses filled its frame.  Whimsical laughter flowed over Jessi’s lips.  “They’re beautiful!  Where did you get them?”
 
   With his vision blocked by the wide floral arrangement, Tommy teetered into the room blindly.  “I almost needed a hand truck for this thing.”  A nurse behind him wheeled an extra nightstand into the room and set it against the wall.  Tommy set the oversized floral arrangement down with a grunt.  “I didn’t know flowers could be so heavy.”
 
   Jessi slid her legs over the side of the bed and paused.  Everything down below was still sore and hindered her movements.  Tommy came to her side and supported her elbow.  She was going to miss this attention once she was back on her feet and recovered from pregnancy and birth.
 
   She went to the bouquet, stuck her nose in the center and circled her arms around them.  “They’re gorgeous.  Thank you, baby.”
 
   He slipped his arm around her waist and kissed her neck.  “Nothing’s too good for you, hon.  I wanted to fill the room with them, but I settled on six dozen.  They’re not just from me.  They’re from Angel, too.”
 
   She turned to Angel, who was putting Lucas down in the basinet.  “Thank you, Angel.  You two are too good to me.”
 
   “You’re welcome, sweetheart.”
 
   “They’re so beautiful.”  She pulled one free from the vase and admired the color, then traced it down Tommy’s cheek.  The flower was the exact color of his eyes.  “How in the world did you get flowers this blue?”
 
   “It was my special request,” Angel explained.  “We ordered them weeks ago.”
 
   Tommy’s cheeks flushed.  “I told him to get any color blue.  They didn’t have to match my eyes.”
 
   “Of course they did, mi amor.  Look how happy they made Jessi.”
 
   She nodded.  “I love them so much more because of the color.”
 
   Angel took another flower and also placed it softly against Tommy’s cheekbone.  “The way they resemble your eyes is like the ocean reflecting the sky.  Two beautiful images colliding to make one, the same way you and Jessi merged to make Lucas.  Your collective beauty and love made another human being.  Nothing is more beautiful than that.”  He traced the flower down the side of Tommy’s face and over his lips, and then he did the exact same thing to Jessi.  He placed one hand on the back of Jessi’s neck and the other behind Tommy’s head. He gently glided their faces together, and then leaned forward so the three of them shared a joint kiss.  Their lips met with a soft pucker.  One of their tongues, either Tommy’s or Angel’s, moistened their kiss, and then three tongues tangled together.  Arms circled each other’s waist and their bodies pulled closer together.  Jessi yearned for them, but she put the brakes on her overzealous hormones.  “We have to remember there’s a baby in the room.”
 
   Tommy squeezed her butt cheek.  “It was just a kiss, you horny girl.”
 
   She was horny.  Horny as hell.  But she had a restriction on sex for four to six weeks.  How the hell was she supposed to follow that rule?  Intercourse, she reasoned.  The restriction was on penetration.  There was no reason why she couldn’t enjoy Tommy’s magnificent tongue while Angel fucked him from behind.  Her body tingled at the picture in her head, and she felt a throb in her clit.  The burn between her legs reminded her why she needed to abstain from sex for the next few weeks, and she resigned to the doctor’s orders with a sigh.
 
   She shuffled back to the bed with her legs wide apart so her stitches didn’t rub together.  Sitting on the edge of the bed was uncomfortable, so she settled in the glider.  She was overrun with sentiment at the flowers and gifts that dominated the room: lilies from her sisters, chrysanthemums and daisies from her parents, an arrangement in the shape of a giant teddy bear from Tommy’s family, and a dozen Mylar balloons and a gourmet gift basket from Angel’s parents.  Her eyes drifted back to her favorite of the bunch – Tommy and Angel’s roses.
 
   She wanted to hold her son and struggled to get to her feet.  Sitting and standing was a chore.
 
   “Where are you going, hon?”  Tommy held her arm to assist her.
 
   “I want to hold Lucas.”
 
   “Stay.  I’ll get him.”
 
   Lucas cooed as his father lifted him from the basinet, now with ease and confidence.  The baby made another series of gurgles, and Tommy smiled at his son.  “I think we have another singer on our hands.”
 
   Jessi laughed.  “I don’t know if I can handle that.”  Angel still sang incessantly throughout the house, and the cathedral ceilings amplified his powerful voice.  She took her son into her arms and watched him.  He stared back at her with his father’s eyes.  She didn’t know if she would ever tire of holding him.
 
   The familiar rat-a-tat-tat on the door announced Jimmy’s arrival, and he stuck his head in the room.  “Okay if we come in?”
 
   “Of course.  He just woke up.”
 
   Jimmy clapped his hand on Tommy’s shoulder and pulled him in for a hug.  “Congrats, man.  Welcome to fatherhood.”  Jimmy turned to Angel and embraced him in a hug.  “Daddy number two.  What a lucky kid.  Congrats, my friend.”
 
   Mason was with them.  As soon as he saw Lucas, he ran to the side of Jessi’s chair.  He was in awe of the baby, with his eyes wide and curious.
 
   “Say hi to Lucas, Mason.”
 
   Mason slowly waved his hand, captivated by the tiny baby.
 
   Audra was full of her usual bubbly enthusiasm.  “Congratulations, you guys!”  She leaned over the chair to take a look at Lucas.  “What a gorgeous baby!  Hi Lucas!”  She let out a happy sigh.  “He really is beautiful.  Kira sends her love.  She wanted to come, but she didn’t want to bombard you with visitors.”  Audra rested her hand on Mason’s shoulder.  “Do you like the little baby?”
 
   Mason slowly nodded his head.  “Is he my brother?”
 
   Jimmy laughed.  “No, but he can be your cousin.  And maybe Uncle Tommy will teach him how to play the guitar, and the two of you can play music together.  Would you like that, Mase?”
 
   He nodded his head enthusiastically.  “Okay, but I still want a brother.”
 
   “We’ll get right on it for ya, kid.”  He flashed his famous smile at Audra before he leaned over to introduce himself to Lucas.  “Hey, little buddy.  I’m your Uncle Jimmy.”  He glanced at Tommy.  “You look just like your old man.  We have another lady killer on our hands, folks!”  He tickled Lucas’s belly, and the baby wrapped his little hand around Jimmy’s finger.  “Whoa, you’ve got some grip.  Maybe you’ll be a drummer.”
 
   “No chance.  My kid’s playin’ the axe.”  Tommy leaned over the edge of Jessi’s chair.  “Isn’t that right, Lucas?”  The baby gazed back at Tommy.  Baby blues meeting ocean blues.  “What?  You want a Les Paul?”  Tommy smiled proudly at his friends.  “That’s my son.”
 
   Angel joined them and knelt next to the other side of the chair, also smiling down at Lucas.  Jessi was enveloped by her little family.  It filled her with so much warmth she thought she would burst.
 
   “Well if that isn’t a Kodak moment, I don’t know what the hell is.”  Alyssa stood in the doorway with Damien.  She threw her handbag on the table next to the door and the heels of her thigh-high boots clicked across the tile floor.  She high-fived Tommy.  “Kudos, Daddy.”  Then she gave Angel a poke in the ribs.  “Congrats, Papi.”  She stood back with her hands on her hips, which made her leather vest spread open to expose her tattooed chest.  She made eye contact with Jessi, and they shared a silent moment of profound friendship.  Alyssa, usually filled with an array of saucy remarks, turned humble.  “Congratulations, Jessi.  I couldn’t be happier for you.”  Her humility washed away with a deep breath.  “Now let’s take a look at that little peanut.”
 
   “Meet your Aunt Alyssa, Lucas.”  Jessi stood and offered the baby for Alyssa to hold, but Alyssa backed up with panic in her eyes.
 
   “I don’t hold babies.”
 
   Jessi chuckled.  “I never thought I’d see someone as tough as you be scared of a little baby.”
 
   “I’m not scared!”  Alyssa pulled her long hair back into a ponytail and let it cascade down her back and opened her arms.  “Give him to me.”
 
   Jessi gently placed Lucas in her friend’s arms, careful that Alyssa was comfortable before fully letting go of the baby.  Alyssa was rigid at first and nervous, but there was a transformation that passed over her face as she looked down at Lucas.  The apprehension in her eyes and the shaky half-smile turned into a warm glow and a relaxed tilt of her head.
 
   “You are absolutely adorable.  I’d kiss you, but I’d leave a big, red lipstick smear on your forehead.  I’m gonna teach you to do so many bad things.”
 
   Jessi laughed.  “Thank you for reminding me not to ask you to baby-sit.”
 
   Damien came up behind Alyssa and put his hands on her shoulders.  “Hey, little dude.  Welcome to the world.”
 
   Alyssa placed the baby in Damien’s arms before he realized what had happened.  He held Lucas stiff as a board, looking incredibly uncomfortable.
 
   “What are you doing?  I never held a baby before.  I don’t know how to do this.”
 
   Tommy rested a hand on his friend’s shoulder.  “You’re doin’ great.  Look, he likes you.”
 
   “He does?”
 
   Jessi peeked over to take a look at the baby in Damien’s arms.  Lucas had his eyes wide open.  She knew he couldn’t see clearly yet, but he seemed to be staring at Damien’s mohawk.  She laughed.  “I think he likes your hair!”
 
   A smile spread across Damien’s cheeks and it lit up his face.  It was rare to see him so genuinely happy, and Jessi never realized exactly how handsome he was.  And was that a glisten of a tear in his eye?  What a big softie.  He continued to stare at the baby for a few more seconds, and then handed him back to Jessi.  “I love this kid already.  We got you flowers, but the nurse wouldn’t let us bring ‘em in.  She said you had too many already.  They’re lined up at the nurse’s station with a bunch more.  Fans are sending them up by the truckload.”
 
   Jessi strolled over to the nurse’s station to see the flowers that were delivered.  Her jaw fell open as soon as she reached the end of the corridor.  There must have been two dozen assorted bouquets, vases, balloons, and stuffed animals behind the desk and along the ledge.  They overflowed into the corridor.
 
   “I’m sorry, Mrs. Blade,” the nurse began, “we can’t have any more flowers in your room with the baby, and we have no more room behind our station.  The rest are being held in the lobby if you’d like to have someone bring them home.”
 
   Jessi was overwhelmed at the support from the fans and friends.  “Thank you.  This is unbelievable.”
 
   The nurse fanned her hand across the row of flower arrangements.  “In the twenty years that I’ve been a nurse, I’ve never seen so many flowers delivered to one person.”
 
   “Please give them to the people who could use some cheering up.  Maybe some elderly people who don’t get visitors.  But collect the cards for me.  I want to acknowledge and thank everyone.”
 
   Jessi tilted her arms to show Lucas.  “This is all for you.  Everyone loves you, Lucas.”  One arrangement stood out from the rest.  It was an enormous bouquet of exotic flowers with a blue balloon on a stick spiked in the center that read, “New Baby.”  There was a blue envelope that contained a card stuck to the base of the arrangement.  She motioned to it with her chin.  “Who’s that one from?  It’s beautiful.  We should squeeze it into the room or bring it home.”
 
   Tommy retrieved the card and read it aloud.  “Congratulations on the newest rock star.  Best wishes from the Falcon Records family.”  Underneath was the Immortal Angel logo.
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   Tommy rocked his son in his arms and stared out the back window.  The nursery overlooked the newly-constructed playroom below.  In the distance, the in-ground pool glowed from the purple lights beneath the water.  It was a 50-foot long in-ground pool in the shape of a guitar.  Tommy had only stated that he wanted an ordinary pool, but Angel had surprised him with the customized shape that struck a personal connection.  He was so flabbergasted when he had finally seen it completed that he didn’t even contemplate the cost.
 
   Jessi tip-toed into the baby’s room.  “Is he asleep yet?”
 
   “No.”  Tommy stared down at Lucas, who was content to watch the world around him, even at three o’clock in the morning.
 
   The baby let out a small gurgle at the sound of Jessi’s voice.  She leaned over Tommy’s shoulder and slipped her arm around his waist.  “Why are you awake, Lucas?  You’ve been sleeping so well these last few weeks.”
 
   Angel yawned from the doorway.  “I think he just wants company.”  He leaned over Tommy’s other shoulder and smiled.  “Hello, my little prince.  You look more like your daddy every day.”  He touched the baby’s feathery, blond hair with one finger.  “Do you want me to sing you a lullaby?”  Angel hummed something, and the baby cooed.  “Did he just smile at me?”
 
   “I think it was just gas,” Tommy teased Angel.  Lucas loved the melodic tone of Angel’s voice.  “Here.”  He placed Lucas in Angel’s arms.  “Maybe you can lull him to sleep with your voice.”
 
   Angel placed a tiny kiss on the baby’s forehead, and they watched each other while Angel decided what to sing.  He started humming the melody to an unknown song.  “Get your guitar,” he whispered to Tommy.
 
   They were trying to get Lucas to sleep, not rock out to his first jam.  Tommy shook his head.  “It’ll just make him more awake.”
 
   “Your acoustic guitar.”
 
   “I’ll get it,” Jessi offered.  She retrieved Tommy’s acoustic Fender from downstairs and handed it to him.
 
   “What do you want me to play?” Tommy asked.
 
   “Just follow along.”  Angel started humming again.  It wasn’t a tune Tommy was familiar with, and he wondered if it was another Spanish lullaby.  He pressed a few chords into the neck of his guitar and matched the rhythm of Angel’s tapping foot and inflections in his tone.
 
   “Rock.  Rock.  Rock-a-bye baby.  Rock.  Rock.  All night baby.”  They were rudimental lyrics, but both Tommy and Angel knew it was the inspiration for a new song.  They maintained excited eye contact while Angel added more lyrics.  The words were soft and melodic for the baby’s benefit, and there weren’t any dramatic riffs yet, but the melody was solidified.
 
   Jessi grabbed her phone and started recording.  “It’s your next hit song!”
 
   Angel put his index finger to his mouth and lowered his voice to a softer pitch.
 
   Lucas was dozing.  His tiny eyelids were struggling to stay open.  His long, pale lashes brushed against his cheeks with each heavy blink of his beautiful blue eyes.  Lucas fell asleep in Angel’s arms, and their song slowly came to a halt.
 
   “I’m afraid to move,” Angel whispered.
 
   Jessi waved him over to the crib and Angel gently deposited Lucas onto the mattress.  The soft breaths and suckling noises the baby emitted were serene and calming.  The three of them must have stood by the crib and watched him sleep for twenty minutes before either one of them made a sound.
 
   They quietly exited the room and left Lucas alone with his dreams.
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   Jimmy sat behind the drum kit in Tommy and Angel’s home studio and tapped on his cymbal just loud enough to create background noise.  “So let’s hear this new song you two have been working on.”
 
   Tommy plugged in his Les Paul and freed his hair from the strap.  He twisted the key on the head of the guitar and plucked the E string.  He waited until Angel set his laptop to record the session before he rattled off a heavy riff.  Angel growled into the mic.  After a few measures, Jimmy added hard, fast beats that brought structure to the song, and the deep purr of Damien’s bass provided a gritty substance to the rhythm.  The soft lullaby that Angel had crooned to Lucas evolved into a fast-paced punk rock manic burst of energy.  The “Rock all night, baby” lyric turned into “Rock me all night, baby” and was filled with sexual overtones.  They came to rest after the second chorus, and Angel played back the recording on his laptop so they could listen to it with a fresh ear.  It was pretty damn fucking amazing.
 
   Jimmy drove an excited beat into his snare.  “That shit rocked!”
 
   “It’s gonna be killer when it’s done,” Damien said.
 
   “Let’s celebrate!”  Angel retrieved a box from the cabinet.  It was a humidor.  “I have a little surprise for everyone.”  He opened the lid and the scent of woodsy tobacco overpowered the studio.  He took a fresh cigar from the box and placed it under his nose.  He inhaled deeply and closed his eyes, then held it up to the light.  “They’re authentic Vegas Robania Don Alejandro Cubanos.”
 
   Jimmy took a cigar from the box and clamped it between his teeth.  “Where the hell did you get these?”
 
   “They were delivered fresh from my Uncle Mario last night when he came to see the baby.”  He gave a sly smile.  “He, um, has connections.”  Angel took the cigar from between his lips and placed it between Tommy’s.  It was still moist from Angel’s mouth.  Tommy sucked on the end, and savored the taste of the fine tobacco almost as much as he savored his husband’s saliva.
 
   They headed upstairs and out onto the back deck.  No women, just the four of them. Tommy lit a fire in the stone pit, and they settled in wooden Adirondack chairs around it, smoking fine Cuban cigars.  Angel passed out bottles of beer.  Tommy’s eyes traveled between his two closest friends and his husband.  They were all an integral part of his life.  It was hard to believe he had only known them a few years, especially Angel.  He took a long drag from the cigar and blew the rich smoke up toward the darkening sky.  “I can’t believe how much my life has changed since I first met you guys.”  Hell, he couldn’t believe how much his life had changed in the last year.  He’d had two near-death experiences, had his life handed back to him – twice – and now he had a beautiful baby.  A son.  It was surreal.
 
   “All of our lives have changed, man,” Jimmy pointed out.  “I’m married.”  He shook his head, as if he still couldn’t believe it.  “Never thought that would happen.  Ever.”
 
   Damien rolled the cigar between his fingers and watched the tip smolder.  “I’m grateful for how much my life has changed.  I’ll never take it for granted either.  There was a time when I didn’t know where my next meal was comin’ from, or if I was gonna get caught in a shootout in the hallway of one of the shithole apartment buildings I lived in.”
 
   “That was a lifetime ago,” Angel told him.  “Look at you now.”
 
   “I know.”  Damien lifted his chin up to the sky, and the light from the fire illuminated the color of his hair.  “I’m not a religious guy, but got a ton of shit to be thankful for.  Someone’s got my back.”  He slugged Angel in the knee.  “Besides you.”
 
   “All of our lives have changed drastically.”  Angel puffed on his cigar.  “I guess that happens as we get older.  I don’t know if anyone is more surprised at the change in their life than I am, though.”
 
   “How so?”  Jimmy asked.  “I know you screwed around as much as me when you were single, but we all knew you just wanted to settle down with one guy and play house.  You had to know the same thing, didn’t you?”
 
   Angel turned and locked those deep penetrating eyes on Tommy, and Tommy’s heart just about stopped.  He wondered if Angel would still have the same effect on him 10 or 20 years from now.  He couldn’t imagine his dick not jumping to attention whenever Angel gazed at him with that sexy hue in his eyes.
 
   “I always knew I wanted a steady relationship,” Angel answered Jimmy, still looking at Tommy.  “That’s not what I meant.  I meant that I never expected to be in a three-way relationship.”
 
   “A three-way?” Damien teased.  “Are you finally gonna admit you swing both ways now?”
 
   Angel huffed out a frustrated sigh, and it turned into a laugh.  “Would you stop insinuating that me and Jessi fool around?”
 
   “Quit actin’ like you don’t.”  Damien leaned forward and rested his elbows on his knees.  “You tell us the truth, Tommy.  Is this guy in the closet or what?”
 
   Tommy threw his head back and laughed into the night air.  He knew Damien was only busting Angel’s balls, but he also knew that a lot of people wondered what really went on behind closed doors.  “I refuse to answer any questions that involve my wife’s sex life.  It would be unethical.”
 
   Damien pursed his lips to the side and sat back.  “Dude, you’re just avoiding the question, which is as good as admitting it.”
 
   Jimmy threw another log on the fire.  It ignited an array of sparks that flew above them like fireflies.  He snubbed out his cigar and placed it on the edge of the fire pit.  “It’s your turn, Dame.  When are you and Alyssa gonna add a little punk rocker to the crew?”
 
   Damien shook his head.  “Parenthood ain’t for me.”  He was quiet for a long time with deep thought reflected behind his pensive eyes.  “I love Mason, and Lucas stole my heart the second I laid eyes on the kid, but it’s too much responsibility.  I don’t want to fuck up my kid’s head.  I don’t know how to be a father.”
 
   “There’s no instruction book.  Look at me, man.  Kendall showed up on my doorstep and just dropped off Mason.  I had no idea what to do.  Instinct kicks in.  You learn how to be a parent.  You’d be a great dad, Damien.  Don’t sell yourself short.”
 
   Damien shrugged one shoulder and half-heartedly acknowledged Jimmy’s statements.
 
   “I’m brand new at this,” Tommy said.  “I’m scared too, but I’m not doing it alone.  I’ve got Angel and Jessi.  And you’ve got Alyssa.”
 
   Damien nodded.  “I know.  My girl’s always there for me.”  He stared into the fire, deep in thought.  “Maybe someday.  Alyssa never really talked about having a kid, but if she wanted one, I’d be okay with it.  I guess.  I’d do anything for her.  She’s my lifeline.”
 
   Jimmy and Angel were the two former playboys of the band.  Damien and Tommy were one-woman men.  They met the right girl early in life and never let go.  Tommy held a tremendous amount of respect for all three of their wives.  Jessi, Alyssa and Audra were strong, independent women who always stood their ground.  “Our women are something else, huh?”
 
   Jimmy flashed a broad smile and raised his beer.  “To our ol’ ladies.  They’re tough as nails and easy on the eyes.”
 
   The four of them nodded in agreement, clunked their beer bottles together with a ding, and downed a healthy gulp of beer.
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   Six months later
 
   There was nothing more heartwarming than watching a tough, gothic chick cuddle a baby.  The awkward, rigid arms and stiff posture that Alyssa had exhibited the first time she held Lucas were replaced with bouncing a baby on her hip.  Lucas loved Alyssa’s long, black hair and colorful tattoos.  His chubby little hands were either wrapped in her hair or trying to steal the ink off of her skin.
 
   Alyssa put her forehead to Lucas’s and let her hair tickle his face.  He giggled an adorable laugh and grabbed two fistfuls of her hair.  “Uh-oh.  Now you got me.”  Alyssa tried to pull away, but Lucas held her hair in a tight grip.
 
   Jessi laughed and pried his little hands free.  “Didn’t Daddy tell you no pulling hair?”  Either you or Tommy are going to end up bald,” she teased Alyssa.
 
   “This kid is aces.”  Alyssa stuck a big kiss on his cheek.  “Are you gonna have any more?”
 
   It was a thought that had been weighing on Jessi’s mind lately.  She watched Alyssa set Lucas down on the carpet, where he promptly crawled across the playroom and dove into a pile of toys.  “I’d love to have another baby.  I just don’t know how this is supposed to work yet, with the band and touring.”
 
   “You’ll figure it out as we go.  That’s part of the insanity of being married to a rock star.”
 
   Jessi sighed.  “In my case, two rock stars.”  So far, the band had picked up with the East Coast leg of the North American tour which only required Tommy and Angel to be away for one night twice a week, and that was hard enough on all of them.  The smile that lit up Lucas’s face whenever they had returned home should have made her joyous, but it ripped her heart out.  Lucas had missed his daddies.  She would never let them be separated for any length of time by a tour.  She didn’t want to be separated from Tommy and Angel either.
 
   The remainder of Immortal Angel’s North American tour was broken up into three short, mini tours – the East Coast, which the band had already finished, the West Coast, and the Midwest.  They would be on the road for three weeks at a time, with a healthy break in between.  Though apprehensive about the tour, Jessi was actually looking forward to it.  The tour would be short enough so it wasn’t too overwhelming, and they would hit as many arenas as physically practical.  Like Alyssa said, they would figure it out along the way.
 
   “How’s my little boy?”  Tommy bounced into the room, gave Jessi a quick kiss, and sat down on the floor next to Lucas.  Lucas greeted his daddy with a happy giggle and a big toothless grin.  He crawled into Tommy’s lap and pulled himself up.  The baby was full of smiles and laughter, but it was Tommy who projected more love and happiness than Jessi ever imagined.
 
   Angel entered the room and Lucas let out another happy squeal.  “Papi’s home, mijo.”  He picked up Lucas, swept him high in the air, and then cradled him in a hug.  “What have you been doing while we’ve been gone?  Were you a good boy for Mommy?”
 
   “He’s always a good boy,” Jessi answered.  She smoothed down Lucas’s unruly blond locks, and he propelled himself into her arms.
 
   Angel kissed her cheek.  “Were you okay by yourself with the baby?”
 
   “Um, excuse me,” Alyssa called from the sofa.  “Am I invisible or something?”
 
   Angel smiled and shook his head.  “Sorry.  You know what I meant.”
 
   “Yeah, sure.”  She came over and planted a kiss on the top of Lucas’s head.  “I gotta run.  Bye kiddo.  See ya in a couple of days.  I hope you’re ready for your first tour.”
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   The futuristic custom-built tour bus/recreational vehicle was a double-decker.  It was big enough so that everyone had their own bedroom and there was a playroom for Lucas and Mason.  It was ridiculously expensive, no doubt, but Audra had negotiated it with Mr. Abelman without disclosing the cost.  It was one of the perks of having the band’s tour manager and the boss’s daughter married to the band’s drummer.
 
   The band had flown to Chicago where they boarded the tour bus and would circulate around the Midwest before traveling south.  Then they would hop back on a plane to New York.  After a 30-day break, they would do it all over again on the West Coast.
 
   Jessi sat on the floor with Lucas in the playroom and entertained him with a Baby Einstein Octopus.  He laughed and bounced on his diaper, then made a beeline across the room for Mason.  Mason’s aunt sat in the large chair in the corner and also watched the boys play.  “I’m so glad you decided to join us, Mary.  I hope you like your room.”  She had been eyeing every inch of the bus with wide eyes since they boarded early this morning.
 
   “I can’t believe they fit all these rooms in a bus.  I’ve never seen anything like it.”
 
   Poor Mary.  She looked overwhelmed and out of place on a bus full of rock stars.  “Once we’re on the road, you’ll settle in, and it’ll be just like home.”
 
   “I’m not sure what to expect, but I needed to be here to make sure it was suitable for Mason.”
 
   “Don’t worry, Aunt Mary.”  Jimmy stood in the doorway with Damien.  “We’re all going to be on our best behavior.”  He elbowed Damien in the ribs.  “Isn’t that right?”
 
   Damien nudged him back.  “Whattaya pokin’ me for?  I’m an angel.”
 
   Aunt Mary laughed.  “You boys are worse than kids.  Look how well Mason and Lucas get along.”
 
   Mason was showing Lucas how to play an electronic drum pad.  Lucas was enthralled at the sounds Mason created, and he giggled.  Then Mason handed it over to Lucas so he could pound on it with his little hands.  They were like brothers, the elder teaching the younger sibling.  Jessi imagined it was Lucas as the older brother teaching his little brother or sister the same way Mason was teaching him, and Mason watching over the both of them.
 
   A daughter.  Jessi let the idea fester in her head.  A baby girl would be a little fashionista that she could dress up in custom-made clothing – frilly little skirts and pink bows in her hair.  She had been so focused on a son that she never entertained the idea of having a daughter.  Now it was all she could think about.
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   After the show, they all piled back into the bus and headed for Milwaukee.  Jessi checked on Lucas, still asleep in the playpen with Mary sitting next to him reading quietly.  “I’m sorry, Mary.  I would have come back from the show early if you were tired.”
 
   “It’s no trouble.”  She held up her book, the spine crackling from wear.  “I may finally have time to finish some of my stories.  These two boys wear each other out.  I tucked Mason into bed long ago, but I didn’t have the heart to wake up the little one.”
 
   “Thank you, Mary.”  She had been fighting the idea, but Jessi knew she would have to hire a nanny soon.  She couldn’t rely on Mary to watch Lucas once he started walking and needed constant supervision.  And her busy schedule at home necessitated a consistent babysitter.
 
   She picked up Lucas from the playpen, careful not to wake him.  He squirmed and settled on her shoulder with a soft sigh.  Her entire body filled with warmth at the tiny noise he emitted.  His little heart beat against her chest, and his silken blond hair tickled her nose.  He smelled like baby powder and freshness.  She loved him so much.
 
   She put Lucas down in the small room adjacent to the bedroom she shared with Tommy and Angel and waited to make sure he didn’t wake.  Lucas slept peacefully after playing with Mason all day.  She blew him a tiny kiss and slipped into the bedroom.  She turned the baby monitor on high just in case Lucas stirred, but he was a sound sleeper, just like his daddy.
 
   Tommy and Angel were already in bed when she got to the room.  Tommy flipped through the channels on the TV.  His hair was still damp from the shower and hung down onto his chest in darkened, matted strands.  Angel had his arm behind Tommy’s head and offered a pillow in the form of a profuse bicep muscle.
 
   “Is Lucas asleep?”
 
   She nodded.  “He’s knocked out from playing with Mason.”
 
   Tommy started to peel back the covers.  “I’ll just take a peek and—”
 
   “You don’t have to.  You can see him right here.”  She handed him the video monitor.
 
   Tommy sat back and leaned toward Angel so they could both share the display.  With a tilt of their heads, their faces softened and smiles covered their lips.
 
   “He’s a cherub,” Angel said, still watching the screen.  “Positively celestial.”
 
   Tommy clicked off the TV.  “I can just sit here and watch him all night.”
 
   Jessi changed into her favorite Immortal Angel T-shirt and crawled into bed with them.  She let out a contented sigh as she looked over Tommy’s shoulder and watched Lucas sleeping on the monitor.  “He’s beautiful.”
 
   “With parents as gorgeous as the two of you, was there any doubt?” Angel asked.
 
   “I’ve been thinking . . .”  She paused and they both turned to her and waited for her to continue.  “I think Lucas needs a little brother or sister.  I think we should have another baby.”
 
   Tommy’s smile widened.  “Hon, are you serious?  I’ve been thinking the same thing, but I didn’t know if you were ready yet.  Are you sure you don’t want to wait?”
 
   “I wish we would have had Lucas a year ago.  We’ve missed out on so much love.  He makes my heart bloom, and I’m so happy all the time.  We all are.  I don’t want to wait.”
 
   He pinned her to the pillow with a hug and she let out a happy laugh, but nerves made her tense up.  She waited until Tommy and Angel settled from their excitement before she continued.  “I have something else to say.”  Her eyes drifted to Angel.  “I want you to father the child.  I want to have your baby, Angel.”
 
   His face went slack.  He opened his mouth and then closed it, and moisture filled his eyes.  It took him a full minute before he regained his composure.  When he spoke, his voice wasn’t much more than a whisper, and his hands were balled into fists and pressed against the center of his chest.
 
   “Thank you.”  He swallowed hard.  “It’s been my dream for a very long time.  I’ve fantasized about it since we went to Asia.  Remember when we spoke on the phone?  When I called you because I missed you in the middle of the night?”
 
   She remembered it well.  There had been a strangeness about the melancholy in his voice, and when he had come home their bond was strengthened, even though they had their differences at the time.  She reached out and took one of his hands away from his sternum and held it between her palms.  “I remember.  I also remember our conversation about starting a family before we even approached Tommy with the idea.  I always planned on giving you a child, Angel.  I want your baby just as much as I wanted Tommy’s.”
 
   Angel squeezed his eyes shut, and his smile quivered.  The joy she just brought into his heart was overwhelming.  She never expected him to be so touched, and she felt the emotion rising in her throat . . . until she realized that she never discussed it with Tommy.  Technically, Tommy would have no parental rights to the new baby, but it was exactly the situation Angel had with Lucas.  And weren’t they both her husbands now?  This triad had so many complications, she couldn’t foresee them all.  Just when she thought everything had been worked out, that all the wrinkles had been smoothed to perfection, another kink twisted a knot in her stomach.  She cautiously turned to Tommy.  His face was blank.  It was probably the first time in their lives together that she couldn’t read his reaction.
 
   He slowly shook his head.  “I can’t believe you sometimes, Jessi.  You continually surprise me with how much love you have in your heart and how much you give, not just to me and Angel, but to everyone around you.  What did I ever do to deserve such an understanding and loving wife?”
 
   He kissed her.  He slipped his hand behind her neck and gently rubbed it with his thumb while he pressed his lip to hers.  It wasn’t filled with passion, heat and desire.  It was pure love and affection that penetrated his kiss, and it left her breathless.  “I thought you were mad for a second.”
 
   “I could never be mad for the way you love Angel.  His child will be no less my child, the same way Lucas is no less Angel’s son than he is mine.  We are all parents.  We are all married to each other.”
 
   Emotion crept back into her throat, and she smiled through a watery haze.  “I’m so happy.”
 
   “Can we start right away?”  Angel was beaming.  The sparkle in his eyes and smile on his face was contagious, and Jessi found herself giddy.
 
   She hadn’t thought about how they were going to conceive and wondered what he had in mind.  Undoubtedly, there was a plan behind those mischievous dark eyes.  “I’m ready,” she countered.  “I didn’t go back on birth control yet, since I’m still pumping breast milk for Lucas, so there’s nothing stopping us from trying right now.”  She looked to Tommy.  “But, you’ll still—”
 
   “I know.  I’ll still have to wear a condom so I’m not the one who gets you pregnant.”  He flashed his eyes up to the ceiling and groaned.  “I thought I was just about done with those damn things.”
 
   She laughed and placed the palm of her hand on his cheek.
 
   “Hopefully my Latino seed will be fertile enough to impregnate you immediately,” Angel joked.
 
   She stopped laughing and made eye contact with Angel.  “How do you propose we do this?”
 
   He lowered his eyes to the sheets and paused.  “I want to try . . . Maybe we could . . .”  He looked up, directly into her eyes.  “I want to make a baby with you.  I want to make love to you and make a baby.  At least—”
 
   Her breath caught.  She had waited years for a physical relationship with Angel.
 
   “Wait.”  He put his hand up when he saw her reaction.  “I don’t want you to read into this and make it into something it’s not.  I don’t want to play with your heart.  I want to try to make a baby with you the old-fashioned way, at least once.  I’m not making any promises or declarations.”
 
   She knew exactly what he was protecting her from, and she was aware of the consequences.  She loved him all the more for his honesty and for always treading cautiously around her heart.  She nodded.  “I can live with that.”
 
   Tommy grinned like the Cheshire cat.  “Are you really going to start right now?  Because my dick is about to raise this sheet to the roof.”
 
   Jessi and Angel smiled at each other.  “I think so.”
 
   “Don’t get your popcorn just yet, mi amor.  You’re not going to just sit back and enjoy the show and watch me make love to our wife.  I expect some reciprocation, and I expect it in the means of your mouth on my body.”  He flipped the sheet down.  Both he and Tommy were naked.  Their erections stared at Jessi – one fair, the other dark.
 
   Angel took his cock in his hand.  He circled his thumb and forefinger around the base of his erection so it cut off the circulation and swelled at the tip.  “You can start right here.”  He grabbed a fistful of Tommy’s hair with his free hand and pulled Tommy’s mouth within an inch of his cock.  “Speak into the mic, my prince.  Tell me what you’re gonna do to me.”
 
   Tommy licked his lips with hunger.  He was a blond wolf, ready to devour his prey.  He spoke directly to Angel’s cock.  “I’m gonna lick your big, fat cock, and then I’m gonna suck it, but I’m not gonna let you come.  I’m gonna make you save every drop of that precious fluid so you can squirt it inside my wife’s pussy.”
 
   Angel yanked Tommy’s head back so he was forced to look up at Angel.  “Whose pussy?”
 
   “My wi– I mean our wife.  I want you to squirt your hot cum inside our wife’s pussy.  I want to watch your cum mingle with her cum, and I want to watch your face when you explode inside her.”
 
   “That’s it?  Don’t you want to watch Jessi’s face when I make her come so hard she cries out my name?”  He looked directly at Jessi now.  “You are going to cry out my name.  I’m going to fuck you.  Hard.  And you will call my name.”
 
   A shiver ran down Jessi’s back, and the hairs on her arms stood on end.  Angel was big, and he was rough.  They’d only had sex two or three times before – once out of curiosity and once or twice anally when Tommy and Angel double-teamed her.  Ironically, the anal sex was better than the one-on-one.  Maybe it was because the first time they had slept together it was still new for Angel to be in bed with a woman.  It was simple inquisitiveness and interest in the unknown that led to their fornication.  It was intercourse – at least on Angel’s part.  It had been so much more to Jessi.
 
   Angel once confessed that he had never seen a woman’s private parts up close before he met her.  By the time they’d had anal, they had formed a bond, and being in bed together had become second nature.  Body parts were often in each other’s faces, whether or not they were there by choice or by accident, and it was natural.  So the anal sex had been intimate.  It had been filled with love and passion.  Now, there was a deep connection between them.  They were as close as any married couple, except their sexual encounters were usually via the man that lay between them.
 
   She let out a breathy sigh and watched them together.  Angel moaned as Tommy deep-throated him.  She watched Angel’s cock as it disappeared into Tommy mouth.  It amazed Jessi how deep Tommy could take Angel, in both ends of his body.  Bliss covered Angel’s face.  His eyes were hidden beneath his dark lashes.  His mouth puckered into an open kiss that breathed heavily under his ballooning chest.  His eyes cracked open, and he saw her watching.  Without warning, he grabbed the center of her T-Shirt in his fist and pulled her to him.  His mouth landed on hers with enough force to crush her lips against her teeth, and his tongue filled her mouth with heat.  He circled his tongue over and around hers the same way she imagined that Tommy was licking and sucking his cock.  Her hand landed on the back of Tommy’s head and guided it up and down over Angel’s shaft.  Each time Tommy’s lips swallowed Angel’s length, they both let out small, muffled moans.
 
   Angel inhaled profusely and sucked on Jessi’s tongue.  She had kissed him hundreds of times, but there was an intensity that wasn’t there before.  There was an urgency behind his kiss.  Could it be . . . lust?
 
   He broke the kiss and sucked in another deep breath.  He panted for air.  It filled his lungs like a suffocating man drawing his first gust of life-saving oxygen.  He pulled Tommy up by the hair and held his face between his palms.  “I’m filled with so much heat and desire right now I could combust.”  He kissed Tommy.  It was a possessive kiss that couldn’t contain his tongue.  Jessi was blessed with the glorious sight of Tommy and Angel’s tongues twirling in rapid circles.
 
   She slid her hands along the curve of their shoulders.  Her temperature rose from the heat that exuded from their bodies.  They both turned to her.  She leaned forward and presented her lips for one of them to taste, but they both accepted the invitation.  Two sets of lips covered her mouth and kissed her repeatedly.  She didn’t even know which was which.  With open mouths, their tongues flicked and swirled in a three-way wet kiss.  Hot breath blew between them and created a mist of steam that sprinkled dew on Jessi’s cheeks.  She was flushed and overheated.  She pulled the Immortal Angel T-Shirt over her head and tossed it to the floor.
 
   When she turned back to Tommy and Angel, they were kneeling on the bed facing one another.  She held onto their shoulders so the three of them didn’t topple over and joined the duo of tongues that tangled openly.  Six hands coursed over each other’s bodies.  She had a cock in each fist.  One of them had another hand underneath hers.  Fingers skimmed her butt cheek, and another finger slid along the curve of her breast and tweaked her nipple.
 
   The bed dipped and the three of them landed in a heap of tangled arms and legs on top of the bed.  Angel rolled on top of her.  He stopped and looked into her eyes while his hard, erect cock dug into her lower abdomen.
 
   A smile crossed his lips and his eyes glowed.  “Let’s make a baby.”
 
   He slowly rotated his hips against her, which caused her to exhale a long, quivering breath.  She had been in love with Angel for years.  She had wanted him, lusted after him and craved his touch.  She had been jealous of the way he touched Tommy, and she wanted him to devour her in the same way, but had felt guilty for the unfair comparison and judgment.  But now she had him.  They didn’t have to make love in order to make a baby, but he wanted to.  He wanted her.  Overcome with an overload of desire, she was tingling all over, ready to come.
 
   Angel’s hand slid between their bodies and his cock made a slow descent.  The head touched her clit, and a shock rang through her.  She was dripping wet, begging for him to enter her, but her body resisted his size.  She gasped as he pushed deeper and stretched the tight muscles inside her.  Burning pain mixed with intense pleasure.  He was going slow, being gentle, but the more it hurt, the more she wanted it.  She let out a quivering sigh and her body shook as his thick cock entered her deeper.
 
   Tommy’s lips were on her neck and his hand cupped one of her breasts.  His thumb rotated one of her nipples, sending a static charge down to her already tingling clit.  One final thrust and Angel was fully inside her.  She gasped a high-pitched intake of air, and then let out a low guttural moan.  She arched her back so his cock hit the exact spot that made her quake and shiver.  Her chin was jutted up to the ceiling.  Light filtered through strands of black and blond hair that covered her face.
 
   Tommy’s cock was pressed against her hip, gyrating and pumping against her side, while Angel thrust in a hard rhythm.  It made the three of them bounce off the mattress.  Jessi’s hand alternated between the bodies on top of her.  She pulled her knees up and rocked her hips.  Angel picked up momentum and thrust himself deep inside her.  She was full.  She took all of him and felt his balls careen off her butt with each thrust.  It was another attack of sensations on her body, and it overtook her.  Tingling sensations traveled down her arms and bled out her fingertips.  Vibrations shook her from within, and she trembled.  She inhaled a deep gust of breath and threw her head back.  “Angel!” she cried out.  “Oh my God.  Angel!”  Her legs shook, and she curled her toes.  She clenched every muscle in her body until she was fatigued, and collapsed, unable to lift a limb.
 
   Tommy buried his head in the crook of her neck.  That’s when she became aware of the wet strands of his cum that ran over her side and one breast.
 
   Angel thrust one long jolt into her and grunted.  She felt the heat of his semen invade her body and coat her with milky lubrication.  It spilled out onto her inner thighs like a river overflowing its basin.  She clenched her inner muscles in an attempt to keep it inside her, but her pussy was throbbing with a hard, contentious beat.
 
   Angel’s face was tucked into the side of her neck and Tommy’s was plastered against her shoulder.  Both of their bodies pinned her to the bed under a blanket of long hair, both dark and light.  Her panting breaths blew the strands off her face like a feather floating on a breeze.  It was hot.  She couldn’t breathe, but she didn’t want to move from underneath the two men she loved.  Her husbands.
 
   Angel was still inside her, still erect and still slowly pulsating.  They were connected, bodily and spiritually.  She was filled with intense euphoria and floated on a cloud of ecstasy.
 
   Eventually, Angel lifted his face.  It was a beautiful mix of tousled hair and glistening olive skin.  A tiny smile appeared in the corner of his mouth, and his eyes were warm and sparkled at her.
 
   “Do you think we just made a baby?”
 
   She was still lost in a dream.  “I don’t know.”  It didn’t matter if they made a baby this time, or if they never tried to conceive with direct sexual contact again.  Nothing would ever replicate or take away from the carnal love and desire that the three of them had just exhibited for one another.
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   Three weeks on the road went by faster than expected.  Tonight was the last show of this leg of the North American tour, and Tommy was filled with an ambiguous mixture of regret and anticipation.  Everyone’s energy level had escalated with each show and right now they were sky high.  They were saving the best for last.  They had been rehearsing the song Angel penned for Lucas, now titled Punk Rock-A-Bye Baby, and planned on revealing it to the crowd at the New Orleans Arena.
 
   Tommy looked back at Jessi playing with Lucas on the bed and imagined another baby playing along with them.  Nothing would make him happier.  He sat on the edge of the bed, and Lucas immediately crawled over to him with his little butt wiggling.  Tommy picked up his son and stared into eyes as blue as his own.  “Are you having fun playing with Mommy?”
 
   Lucas answered with an array of baby gurgles and a giggle.
 
   “I’ve been letting him draw on my Tablet,” Jessi turned the display around so Tommy could see it.  “So far, he made this masterpiece.”
 
   It was a bunch of large oval circles, really nothing more than some scribbles, but Lucas recognized it as his artwork and clapped his hands, obviously proud of his work.
 
   “An artist?”  Tommy asked his son.  “And I thought you were going to be a rock star.”
 
   Lucas squirmed out of his grasp and crawled back to Jessi.  He pulled himself up, hung onto her shoulder, and played with her hot pink hair.
 
   Jimmy called Tommy from the lower level of the bus, and he reluctantly got up from the bed.  It was time to leave for sound check, and he knew that when he came back Lucas would be down for the night.  He leaned over and patted Lucas on the butt.  “I gotta go, baby boy.  You got a kiss for your daddy?”
 
   Lucas fell back onto his diaper, brought the palm of his hand to his mouth and blew Tommy a kiss.
 
   Joyous laughter bellowed from Tommy’s mouth.  Fatherhood was everything he had ever dreamed of.  He took Lucas’s hand and kissed it.  “I’ll see you in the morning, Lucas.  Love you.”  He kissed Jessi.  “I’ll see you later, hon.”
 
   “He’ll be winding down soon.  I’ll head over as soon as he’s asleep.”
 
   He kissed her again and let his lips linger until Lucas’s hands were in his hair, and his kiss turned into a smile.  “He’s pulling my hair again.”
 
   “What are you doing to Daddy, silly boy?”  Jessi gave Lucas her Tablet.  “Play with this, baby.”  At the sight of the Tablet, Lucas forgot about Tommy’s hair and resumed working on his masterpiece.  “I’ll call you before I head over to make sure Angel has all of his stage attire.  We packed up everything last night, and I gave his cases to the handlers who unloaded the equipment this morning.”
 
   “Not to worry, hon.  If he’s missing anything, you know he’ll be the first to call.”
 
   This time it was Damien who hollered from downstairs.  “Dude!  Come on!  Security is waiting for us!”
 
   Tommy left Jessi and Lucas with another kiss and headed to the arena for the last show before they returned home to New York.
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   Tommy waited at the side of the stage with his bandmates and listened to the screaming crowd.  The four of them huddled together in a pre-show embrace.  They eyed each other with the same electricity.  It ran through their veins and tied them together.  At that moment, Immortal Angel was one being whose sole purpose was to bring killer beats to life and entertain a crowd of 19,000 people at the New Orleans Arena.
 
   Tommy’s heart thudded in his chest with the familiar anticipation that occurred during the last few seconds before the show started, but tonight something was missing – Jessi.  It dampened his spirits, and the thrill of it all was diminished by her absence.
 
   “Tonight marks the end of another tour,” Angel said.  “I’ve lost count of how many times we’ve graced the stage together.  I’m blessed to share this journey with each of you.”  He pulled his arms together and tightened their circle.  “There’s never been any drama between us, only friendship, love and support.  Brotherhood.”
 
   Jimmy’s foot bounced on the floor in tune to the thunder of the crowd.  “I hear ya, man.  Nothin’ but love right here.”
 
   Damien nodded his mohawk.  “Let’s kill this shit.”
 
   The stage lights dimmed and the crowd roared.  “I think it’s show time!”  Tommy took hold of his Les Paul like it was a mighty scepter.  His long fingers graced the neck with a delicate dance.  He didn’t need to think about chord progression or which notes would follow.  His hands and fingers took over and delivered a cry that announced the start of the show.
 
   He turned to head for the stage and saw Jessi running toward him.  His heart soared the second he saw her.  She threw her arms around his neck and kissed him.  “I’m so sorry I’m late.  Lucas woke up and I wanted to make sure he was asleep before I left him with Mary.”
 
   Tommy’s fingers never stopped gliding over the strings of his guitar, but he paused to kiss her.  “I knew you’d be here.  It’s not the same without you, hon.  Love you to fuckin’ pieces.”
 
   “Love you, too!”
 
   He ran on stage with his heart sailing and slid on his knees to a stop somewhere at the apron.  A spotlight hit him from above and circled him in a cone of vivid purple.  He looked into the screaming faces of the fans.  Fingerless, gloved hands waved rock and roll horns.  Heads bounced across the surface of the crowd and mohawks jutted upwards with a stabbing beat.  Their screams escalated when Damien strolled onto the stage, picked up his bass and slung it over his head.  He stood in a triangle of deep blue and acknowledged the crowd with a one-fingered salute.  Middle fingers saluted back and whistles pierced the air.
 
   Jimmy jumped onto the riser and stood behind his Pearl kit.  A warm yellow light illuminated him from above and set his drums aglow.  He grabbed his sticks and raised his fists above his head.  The crowd shouted his name.
 
   They all waited for Angel.  He was positioned at the curtain, his head held high, and his bare chest puffed out with pride.  His focus was on the audience.  Jessi tended to the last details of his outfit.  She snapped spiked leather cuffs onto his wrists and secured a spiked leather dog collar around his neck.  The heavy chain that hung from the metal ring at the center of the collar was connected to his belt loop.  The man was a fucking rock god.
 
   The crowd grew louder and stomped their feet, demanding Angel’s presence.  Their chant no longer called the band’s name.  It called Immortal Angel’s flashy front man.
 
   Audra encouraged him to go on stage with a gentle nudge, but Angel shook his head.  He was making the fans wait, just like he always did.  The louder they called his name, the bigger his smile grew.  Jessi laughed and Alyssa rolled her eyes, but Tommy was proud.  Angel knew how to play the crowd.  He knew what riled them up.  He knew that the energy of the crowd fueled not just him, but the band and each other.
 
   All heads were directed to the side curtain as they waited for Angel.  Finally, he stepped forward into the dim shadows of the stage.  The room erupted with loud whistles and fists held high.  Shouts from the fans were undecipherable under the heavy barrage of voices.
 
   Angel walked with purposeful long strides to the edge of the stage.  The heavy chain that hung from his neck caught a glimmer of light, but he remained otherwise in the dark.  He stood perfectly still at the center mic.  The spotlight hit him with a deep red ember, and he was engulfed in a raw flame and shrouded by the smoke and fog.  The menacing spikes on his cuffs and collar picked up the hue like blood-soaked metal.  His head swept the room, and then his eyes went to the balcony.  The people were mere dots in the distance, but Angel always acknowledged them first.  His fist went to his heart, and then he pointed to the balcony.  Hands waved back and shouts rose from the crowd.
 
   Angel brought his fingers to his lips and spread his arms wide open to encompass the fans in front of him on the floor.  The arena exploded with return greetings of “FUCK YEAH!” and “WHOOT!”
 
   Angel dropped his arms and two large mortars went off somewhere at the back of the stage.
 
   Tommy jumped at the unexpected explosion of noise.  Damien had a smile tucked in the corner of his mouth, and Jimmy had his hands over his ears.  The lights went up, the crowd burst into another loud roar, and Cyanide Sensation exploded through the sound system.
 
   Angel swayed from one leg to the other and extended his crotch toward the audience.  The chain attached to the collar around his neck dangled and bounced off the center of his chest.  Tommy watched it swing and listened to the metal clink together.  He imagined yanking on it and holding Angel prisoner.  He moved closer, a little at a time, crouching in the haze of the fog machine.
 
   Angel was too engrossed in his performance to notice that Tommy had snuck up behind him.  The fans were aware, but didn’t know what to expect.  Their loud cheers captivated Angel and held his attention.
 
   Tommy reached for the chain and wrapped it around his fist.  He yanked on it and forced Angel to his knees.
 
   The smile on Angel’s face was filled with naughty mischief.  He sunk down and slithered on the floor around Tommy’s ankles and pawed at Tommy’s legs.
 
   Tommy yanked on the chain and pulled Angel back up to his knees.  One large boot landed on Angel’s sturdy shoulder.  Tommy leaned down and let out a massive blast of notes on his Les Paul.  He let his fingers fly over the fret board and doubled up on the chords.  It gave Cyanide Sensation an extra jump in timing and amped the adrenaline-fused beat to the next level.
 
   Fans screamed.
 
   Angel swooned.
 
   Tommy was on fire.
 
   When the song was over, Angel paused to address the crowd.  “Do you like my leash?”  He waved the metal chain at the crowd, and they shouted back their approval.
 
   “Me too.”  He unclipped the end of the chain from his belt loop, swung it in a wide circle and looked directly at Tommy.  “I think I want to save this for later.”
 
   Tommy nodded eagerly with a broad smile, and the crowd hollered.
 
   “Do you want to know a little secret?” Angel asked the audience.
 
   They yelled back in reply.
 
   “We’ve been working on something new.  It’s still kind of a work-in-progress, but I’m damn fucking proud of it and we want New Orleans to be the first to hear it!”
 
   The crowd stomped their feet and screamed in anticipation of the new song.
 
   “This is Punk Rock-A-Bye Baby!”
 
   Jimmy stood behind his kit and clacked off four beats on his sticks.  The arena came to life with a sexy and sultry rendition of a song that started out as a lullaby for Lucas.  It had a hard beat and a quick rhythm.  The lyrics were pure sex.  Every time Angel sang the word “Rock,” he emphasized it with a thrust of his hips toward the audience.  The bulge at his crotch served as the exclamation point.
 
   The audience was rabid.  Fists pumped in the air.  Bodies thrashed against one another.  A couple was making out near the railing, heavily groping one another.  It was an upheaval of sexual energy that could barely be contained.
 
   Tommy looked at his bandmates.  Jimmy was lost in his own world inside his drum beats, but Damien returned eye contact.  He raised his brow and chuckled at the mayhem the song incited.  It was fucking awesome.
 
   When Angel sang the last lyric, he put the mic back in its stand and waited for the noise to die down, but the fans still screamed with excitement.  “Does that mean you liked it?”
 
   A pair of panties landed on the stage, followed by a bra and a ladies top.  Angel stared down at them and laughed.  “I guess that song was too hot to keep your clothes on.”
 
   Tommy stepped up to the center mic, which incited the crowd into another round of screams.  “That song wasn’t always about sex.”
 
   The audience quieted enough to let him speak without yelling.
 
   “It started out as a sweet serenade for someone we both love like crazy.”  He turned and pointed to the screen behind Jimmy.  It opened up to a video montage of Lucas.  The crowd immediately gushed with staggered shouts of “Aww.”  In the video, Lucas smiled into the camera with eyes the size of saucers and as blue as Tommy’s.  His wispy, blond locks framed his smiling face, and he giggled.  The camera panned back to reveal that he was sitting in front of Tommy who was playing his Les Paul.  Lucas crawled over to him and pulled at the strings with his chubby little hand, mimicking Tommy.  It ended with Lucas sleeping peacefully in his crib in an Immortal Angel onesie.
 
   Angel and Tommy were both overcome at the sight of Lucas, but it was a rare occurrence when a punk rock crowd was silenced and captivated by a baby.
 
   Someone in the crowd yelled, “I LOVE YOU, TOMMY BLADE!” and the fans resumed their shouts and cheers.
 
   Damien spoke into the mic.  “I love that little dude, but if we’re done with the G-rated segment of the show, I say we get back to some hardcore punk rock shit.”
 
   The second half of the show was wilder than the first.  Bodies rushed at one another and slam-danced in the circle pit.  It was a chaotic confrontation of energy-fueled testosterone that left several bloodied foreheads.  Security tried to get through the sea of pushing fans and shut down the rowdy mosh pit, but the group of slam-dancers disbursed and hid in the crowd before security could impede their good time.
 
   A succession of crowd surfers floated on top of the audience and created a carpet of human bodies.  Tommy looked more intently.  A naked woman was among one of the fans that was carried toward the front of the stage by an assembly line of hands.  Most weren’t aware that she was totally nude until she passed over their heads.  When they saw her, cheers rose up from the crowd.  Security was waiting with an unpleasant scowl and promptly escorted her out of the venue when she reached the railing, to the hissing disapproval of the crowd.
 
   Confetti filled the arena with a colorful blizzard of paper.  Lights swirled with dizzying staccato flashes of white and yellow.  The end of the show always came around too quickly.  It brought a dramatic high in the sense of achievement, but at the same time it was a farewell to the roaring crowd, the ambush of fans, and the general ego boost of 19,000 people that all cheered and called everyone by name.
 
   Jimmy ended with a showy round on his drums, followed by an assault on his cymbals.  He stood on his stool and threw his sticks into the crowd.  They sailed between Tommy and Angel and flew into the audience.  Tommy shielded his eyes from the glaring lights and followed their path.  About ten rows back, a girl stripped down to her bra was lifted above the crowd and caught one of the sticks, while the other stick disappeared somewhere into the blackness.
 
   Angel screamed, “Goodnight New Orleans!” and Tommy threw a bunch of picks into the audience.  Jimmy and Damien joined them, and the four of them clasped hands and took a final bow before they ran off stage.
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   Back at the bus, under a blanket of moonlight, Tommy found Angel’s cock under the bed sheet.  “Are you asleep?”
 
   Angel slowly turned his head toward Tommy.  “Does it feel like I’m asleep?”
 
   Tommy chuckled.  “An erection doesn’t necessarily mean you’re awake, A.  Your cock is often hard in the middle of the night.”
 
   Angel got up on one elbow.  “It is?  I must be dreaming about you, mi amor.”
 
   Tommy stroked Angel with one hand while the other hand slipped underneath Jessi’s panties.  He was flat on his back with one finger inside his wife and one hand pumping his husband.  Two hands, one male and one female, took hold of Tommy’s cock and tugged it from base to tip.  Heavy breaths filled the room as the three of them stroked one another.  There was no lubrication, just skin on skin, causing a hot burn.  Both hands on his cock made Tommy shudder as each hit him with a double dose of friction.  He jutted his hips upwards and fucked their hands.  He moved his fingers quicker inside Jessi and faster up and down Angel’s shaft.  Jessi was ready to come.  He stuck his finger on her clit and rubbed back and forth.  She jolted her shoulders off the bed and squeezed his cock.  He came a second later and lathered Jessi and Angel’s hands with his wet cum.  “Hold on,” he told Angel.  “Don’t come yet.”
 
   “What?”  Angel breathed heavily.  “I’m ready to explode.”
 
   “No.”  Tommy stilled his hand on Angel’s cock.  “Wait.”
 
   Angel whimpered.  “What are you doing?  You two get to come and I have to wait?”
 
   Tommy ripped the sheet down to the bottom of the bed and pulled off Jessi’s panties.  He covered Angel’s cock with his mouth and sucked him, hard.
 
   Angel let out a deep grunt.  “Suck it just like that.”
 
   Tommy held Angel’s cock rigid and pulled at the tip with his mouth.  He circled the head with a relentless twirl of his tongue, and tangy cum infiltrated his mouth with a series of pulsating squirts.  He blocked his throat and collected all of Angel’s cum in his mouth.  When he had sucked every last drop from Angel’s cock, he sealed his lips shut and savored the flavor on his tongue.  He pulled Jessi’s legs apart and looked her in the eye with a mouthful of Angel’s tangy froth.  She threw her head back and let out an erotic laugh, aware of his intentions.  She raised her hips, supported them with her hands, and opened her legs into a wide V.  Tommy pulled at the folds of her flesh and created a nice little opening.  He puckered his lips and deposited half of the load in his mouth directly into her pussy.  He sealed her flesh closed and rubbed the outer lips of her pussy together.  Both Angel and Jessi stared at it.
 
   A wide smile spread across Angel’s lips.  “How resourceful.”  He scooted closer.  “Let me help you.”  He held open the folds of Jessi’s pussy while Tommy dropped the rest of Angel’s cum into her body, a few precious drops at a time.  When the last of the tangy flavor passed over Tommy’s lips, he licked them clean.  “That was all of it.  I didn’t swallow any of it.”  Which was a really hard thing to do since he loved Angel’s cum.
 
   Angel pinched Jessi’s pussy closed, just like Tommy had done, which made her gasp.  She gently lowered her hips to the bed, but Angel didn’t release his hold on her pussy.  “I don’t want it to drip out,” he said.
 
   “Maybe you should swish it around,” Jessi suggested, with a breathless pant.
 
   Tommy and Angel shared a smile.  They both knew she was getting off.  Tommy added his fingers to Angel’s.  “Just to make doubly sure you don’t lose any,” he said.
 
   Angel held the lips of Jessi’s pussy closed while Tommy tickled her clit.  He pinched it between his fingers and rolled it between his thumb and forefinger.
 
   Jessi heaved several loud breaths and let loose with a full-body shimmer as she came.  Tommy waited until the throbbing of her clit subsided before he removed his hand, and Angel’s followed.
 
   “I hope we made a baby,” Angel said.
 
   Tommy nodded.  “Me too.”
 
   Jessi was still out of breath.  “You can do that to me every night.  Twice . . . just to be sure.”
 
   They snuggled together under the sheet and listened to the gentle rocking of the bus and the sounds of the expressway.  The deep breaths of Angel and Jessi indicated that they were already asleep, but Tommy stayed awake and stared through the window at the moon.  He wished on a bright star, over and over again, that they had made another beautiful baby.
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   Fifteen Months Later
 
   Tommy sat with his acoustic Fender on his knee, quietly strumming a Metallica song.  Lucas, now almost two years old, with eyes as bright as the morning sky and blond tresses that fell below his ears, reacted to the sound of the guitar.  He abandoned his pile of toy trucks and padded over to his father.
 
   Tommy smiled at his son.  “Let me show you something, Lucas.  Watch my fingers.  He pressed an E chord into the neck of the guitar and ran the pick across the string.  “Do you remember that sound?  Do you remember what that’s called?”
 
   Lucas’s big blue eyes stared off to the side for a quick second, “E!”
 
   “That’s right.  Good job.  You’re such a smart boy.”  Tommy showed Lucas a D chord, and then a C.  Then he played them together to form the first measure of Nothing Else Matters.
 
   Lucas sat at his father’s feet in a semi-trance as he absorbed the knowledge that Tommy passed down to him.  His little mouth opened in awe.  “More!”
 
   Tommy played the first line of the song.  “That’s from a band call Metallica.  Do you remember the melody?  Do you remember we played it last week?”
 
   Lucas nodded and smiled happily.
 
   “Get your little guitar, and we can play it together.  Okay?”
 
   Angel watched them from across the room.  Father and son.  Mentor and student.  Lucas already expressed great aptitude and coordination on the guitar for a toddler.
 
   A gurgle made Angel’s gaze drop to the playpen to his right.  His heart ballooned with love, and a silly smile spread across his face.
 
   He picked up his six-month old baby daughter and held her in his arms.  Her hair was as black as the night, with eyes to match, and her skin was a warm olive, but she was all Jessi.  The frilly clothes that held her attention and her strong, determined personality mimicked her mother.  Tessa, an unimaginative combination of Tommy and Jessi’s names, was also the nickname of Angel’s Aunt Theresa, his mother’s sister.  When Jessi had asked Angel to pick the name of the baby, Tessa was the first name that came to mind.  Tessa Blade Garcia was the full name on her birth certificate.  Blade wasn’t a hyphenated surname; it was Tessa’s middle name.  Although not grammatically feminine, Angel was sure Tessa would live up to the edgy name.
 
   Angel’s thoughts drifted back to the day Tessa was born.  He had been in the delivery room, naturally, but this time he had watched the birth.  He had watched intently as Jessi’s body changed and contorted to bear his daughter, and he watched her entrance into the world.  It was the most beautiful and miraculous sight he had ever witnessed.  He had cut the umbilical cord and had been the one to present the baby to Jessi.  He had been the first person to hold Tessa.  He had cried so many tears of joy that day.
 
   Conception was . . . fun.  He had made love to Jessi twice and found inventive ways to impregnate her.  A turkey baster had been an interesting aid, but Tommy’s mouth had been, by far, Angel’s favorite means of transmission.
 
   When Lucas was born they became a family.  The ties that held Angel, Tommy and Jessi together were strengthened.  But when Tessa was born, those ties became unbreakable.  Angel never envisioned that his life would be filled with so much love and happiness.
 
   He placed a soft kiss on his daughter’s hand.  “How’s my baby girl?”  He tickled her belly, and she laughed.  It was an endearing giggle that rang with musical undertones.
 
   Lucas tugged on Angel’s pant leg.  “Baby.”
 
   “Are you done with your guitar lesson already, Lucas?”  Angel turned to the couch and found Tommy gone.  “Where’d Daddy go?”
 
   “Find Mommy.”  Lucas reached for his sister.  “Tessa!”
 
   Angel sat on the floor of the playroom with Tessa and Lucas.  Tessa gazed at her brother.  She was constantly mesmerized by him and replicated his every move.  Lucas was equally enamored with his baby sister.  If she cried, he was the first to react and attempted to console her with a toy, which usually worked.  She loved attention, especially from her big brother.
 
   Tessa clapped her hands, which was her signal that she wanted to play with something.  Her hands were constantly touching and analyzing everything.  She especially loved the different fabrics of Angel’s clothes, be it leather, denim or cotton.  She loved to grip it between her fingers and feel the different textures.  Colors were another stimulus that kept her attention.  She was dazzled by Jessi’s hot pink hair and always picked the brightest toy.  Even now, Lucas presented her with two of his toy trucks, one royal blue, and the other banana yellow.  She chose the yellow one.
 
   “So this is where you three disappeared to.”  Jessi entered the playroom and sat on the floor with them.  Both kids tackled her with a hug.
 
   “What happened to Tommy?” Angel asked.  “Did he go out by the pool?”
 
   “No.  He went back up to bed.”
 
   “Bed?  It’s noon.  Doesn’t he feel well?”  Tommy still went for follow up MRIs, and the doctors always assured everyone that he was in perfect health, but Angel would never stop worrying.  Any signs of a headache made Angel’s heart race with anxiety.  “Maybe we should go check on him.”
 
   Jessi nodded and called for Sofia, their nanny.
 
   “Sovee!” Lucas waved an excited greeting to his nanny when she appeared in the doorway, even though he had just seen her before breakfast.
 
   “Can you watch the kids while we check on Tommy, please?” Jessi asked.
 
   “Of course, Mrs. Blade.”
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   Jessi recognized the concern that projected from Angel’s worrisome eyes.  She had the same constant thoughts in the back of her mind about Tommy’s health, even though they never spoke of it.  Tommy had the best doctors in the country at his fingertips, who all agreed that it was a needless worry, but she would never shake the trauma of almost losing him.
 
   When they reached the foyer at the top of the stairs, the sound of Tommy’s guitar trickled from down the hall.  Metallica’s Enter Sandman grew louder as they reached the bedroom.
 
   Tommy didn’t look up when they entered the room.  He sat on the edge of the overstuffed chair in the corner with his Les Paul in his lap, absorbed in the sounds from his guitar.  His hair, now longer than ever, cascaded over his shoulders like a curtain of blond satin.  When Jessi and Angel were within a few feet of him, he finally looked up.  His smile was a pristine slash of white, and his eyes were two twinkling sapphires.
 
   “I was waiting for you two.  I thought you’d get here sooner.”
 
   Jessi had convinced herself that he wasn’t feeling well when he returned to the bedroom, but now she realized he had an ulterior motive.  “I thought you were sick.  Next time wink or something so I don’t waste time with less important tasks, like the breakfast dishes.”
 
   Angel honed in on Tommy like a tiger ready for the kill.  He removed the Les Paul from Tommy’s lap and placed it on its stand before he straddled Tommy.  He pushed his fingers through the long strands of Tommy’s hair and pulled it back so his face was fully visible.
 
   The day-old razor stubble on Tommy’s cheeks reminded Jessi of their honeymoon in Fiji, when Tommy went Nature Boy and decided to skip shaving for fourteen days.  She reminisced about their time together on the panoramic beach in the middle of the South Pacific, which was spent mostly naked, and it made her body tingle.
 
   Angel and Tommy were already engaged in a heavy kiss, with their tongues clearly visible.  She always wondered if that was for her benefit, because it left her hormones in a whirlwind, or if it was a result of their passion.  She knelt beside the chair and stroked the rough stubble on Tommy’s cheek.  She pressed her lips to his neck and inhaled his masculine scent.  Hands were in her hair, but she was unsure if they were Tommy’s or Angel’s.
 
   Tommy’s lips covered hers, and his tongue invaded her mouth with vibrant twists and turns.  “I might need a spanking,” he whispered against her neck.  “After all, it wasn’t very nice of me to disappear and not help you with the dishes.”
 
   Jessi’s heart raced.  She loved to strike Tommy’s bottom.  She didn’t always enjoy the game, but once she realized that she and Angel weren’t really hurting him, it was fun.
 
   They moved to the bed, where Tommy promptly removed his clothing and lay face down.  His buttocks were fairer than the rest of his body, and softer, and there was a faint tan line from his hours by the pool.  She ran her hand over one side, while Angel ran his fingers over the other.  In the middle, his butt crack smiled back at them.
 
   “Should we tie him up?” Jessi asked.
 
   Angel shook his head.  “It’s not necessary.  Besides, if he tries to run away, it’ll give us another reason to reprimand him.”
 
   Tommy’s head popped up, and he looked over his shoulder at Angel, but Angel pushed Tommy’s face back into the pillow.
 
   Jessi leisurely traced a pattern along Tommy’s lower back with her fingernail.  It left a soft pink line like the drawings on her Tablet.  She brushed his hair to the side so she had a larger canvas.  The silky strands of Tommy’s long tresses fell to the bed in a beautiful contrast of gold against the black linens.  She started at his left shoulder blade and dimpled his skin with her fingernail.  She free-styled a long zig-zag pattern across his broad shoulders.
 
   Goosebumps rose on his back and upper arms.
 
   She traced a line down his spine and let her finger fall between his cheeks until she reached his puckered, pink hole.  Her fingernail circled it, and then scratched at his balls.
 
   Tommy clenched his muscles and took in a deep breath of air.
 
   A small flogger danced above him like a bird in flight.  Angel handed it to her.  “Ladies first.”
 
   Jessi flicked the soft leather ends of the flogger onto the fleshy slabs of Tommy’s buttocks.  It was a light snap that barely left a remnant of the flogger’s presence.  She tickled his balls with the feathery ends.  Tommy’s sac tightened and his muscles contracted, bringing his thighs closer together.
 
   Angel spread them apart.  “Don’t resist.  If she wants to strike your balls, she will.  If she wants to pummel your sac with stands of fine leather, she will.”
 
   Alarmed, Tommy got up on one elbow.  “Don’t hit my balls.”
 
   Jessi pushed his shoulder down with the braided handle of the flogger.  “If I want to, I will.  Don’t talk back.”
 
   Angel beamed at her.  “Good girl.”
 
   He held Tommy’s thighs apart while she returned the tips of the flogger to Tommy’s now-shriveled balls.
 
   Tommy gripped the railing of the headboard with white knuckles.
 
   Jessi stirred the ends of the flogger in a circle against Tommy’s sac.  Faster and faster she twirled the strips until they were a blur.  She never hit his sac; she just created a nice little burn.
 
   She loved to tease, but Angel loved to deliver.  Impatient, he took the flogger and sliced it across Tommy’s butt cheeks and then across his back, much harder than Jessi ever would have done, but it jumpstarted her adrenaline.
 
   Tommy went rigid.  His muscles hardened and became more defined.  Each indent and shadow emphasized the strong muscles in his shoulders and upper back.  Bright pink streaks rippled across his lower back and blemished his buttocks like a bruised, ripe peach.  Jessi touched one of the marks.  It looked angry, but it was as soft as the rest of Tommy’s unsullied flesh.
 
   A quick slice of leather striped Jessi’s back.  She gasped and stiffened at the unexpected burn.
 
   Angel had a sinister smile on his face.  “I’m the executioner now.  Maybe you should lie down alongside Tommy, and you both can the pay the piper.”
 
   “No.”  Jessi loved taking the aggressive role, and she stole the flogger from Angel’s hand.  “Maybe you should be the one face down in the sheets.”
 
   Angel’s raised brow challenged her, and then went slack with defeat.  “While we’re sitting here arguing, our prisoner is languishing in a reprieve from his sins, and you know we can’t have that.”
 
   “Fine.  You keep the flogger.”  Jessi handed it back to him and went to the nightstand to rifle through the top drawer – the drawer with the sex toys.  “There must be something else in here I can use to—”
 
   Her eye caught one of Tessa’s baby bottles on the adjacent dresser.  She grabbed it, along with the tube of lubricating jelly, and returned to the bed.
 
   Angel was still playing with the flogger.  A hard snap on Tommy’s skin was followed by a soothing lick.  It was pain followed by pleasure.  Angel was more skilled with the flogger than she was, so she was happy to let him have it.  Besides, she had a more inventive idea.  She held up the bottle to show Angel and placed a finger over her lips so he didn’t let Tommy in on what they were about to do to him.  It actually took Angel a second to comprehend what was in store, but when realization hit, his eyes went wide and his jaw fell into an open smile.
 
   The flogger flew to the floor and Angel joined Jessi behind Tommy.  Instinctively, they both covered Tommy’s back with wet kisses that trailed downward.  Their tongues met at the dip just above Tommy’s bottom and twined together in a kiss, then returned as if connected and braided together to infiltrate Tommy’s crack.  Jessi spread one cheek to the left, while Angel spread the other to the right.  Their tongues flicked together at Tommy’s open bottom.  It was doubly arousing since they were tongue kissing each other and Tommy’s butthole at the same time.
 
   Tommy was moaning.  Angel was moaning.  Jessi was moaning.  The bed rocked and the baby bottle Jessi had retrieved from the dresser rolled against her leg.  She almost forgot that it was her weapon of choice today.  She dropped a dollop of lube on the tips of her fingers and handed it to Angel.  Jessi touched Tommy first.  She circled the circumference of his hole until it was slick, wet and puckering, and then dipped her finger inside.  Tommy let out a grunt and a sigh from the sudden penetration, and his muscles closed around her finger.  He was hot and warm inside.  She moved her finger in and out and in a circle.  She purposely eluded the spot that set him off.  Right now she needed to make room for Angel’s finger.
 
   With each twist of her hand, Tommy relaxed and pushed back.  He lifted his hips from the bed for better access, begging for more.  Angel’s finger joined Jessi’s.  It slipped inside with little resistance.  This time Tommy let out a seriously deep moan.  Jessi and Angel moved their fingers in unison, both stretching and loosening the muscles.  Jessi added the third finger.  It was a tight fit, but Tommy wanted it and let out a beautiful moan.  He pushed to his knees and settled on his elbows, presenting his bottom for deeper exploration.
 
   Jessi and Angel’s fingers spread inside Tommy with a scissor effect.  Each took turns teasing the spot that made Tommy beg for longer contact.  Angel added more lube and eased the fourth finger inside.  It was cramped and warm but slippery from lubrication.
 
   Tommy breathed heavier.  He continued to push back until their fingers were buried to the knuckle.  He was ready.  Jessi withdrew her hand and Angel’s followed, leaving Tommy wide open and empty.  His knees buckled slightly, and he let out a sad whimper at the lost penetration.
 
   Jessi smiled and maintained eye contact with Angel as she coated the nipple of the baby bottle with a generous amount of slippery lube.  She touched the tip to Tommy’s hole and let him get acquainted with the foreign object.  The soft, rubbery nipple filled the open space easily and disappeared.  Tommy clenched his muscles and nursed on it.  She rotated just the nipple of the bottle inside Tommy and glided it in and out of his bottom.
 
   Soft sighs and moans left Tommy’s throat.  “What is that?” he whispered between heavy breaths.  “It feels so fucking good.”
 
   Angel and Jessi shared a smile, but neither answered.  She was unsure how far she planned on penetrating Tommy with the bottle, but Angel had a definite plan.  He added an extra layer of lubrication around the rim and nodded at her to continue.  She twisted the bottle and rotated it like a corkscrew.  It breached the rim of Tommy’s hole with ease.  More lubrication and it disappeared several inches inside him.  Angel’s hand joined hers and they both moved the bottle clockwise and then counterclockwise.  In and out they pushed and pulled and twisted it inside Tommy as far as it would go before they risked losing their grip on it.
 
   Tommy panted and pulled at the sheets with his fists.  His husky breaths were deep and hoarse.  Long, throaty sighs punctuated each pull and push of the bottle.
 
   Angel pulled Tommy’s hips up a little higher and then slipped underneath.  He took Tommy’s cock in his mouth while Jessi was in control of penetration.  Angel sucked and licked Tommy from the front, while Jessi pulled, pushed and twisted the bottle inside him from the rear.
 
   Long, raspy moans stemmed from Tommy’s gut and passed over his lips.  He jolted his butt into the air, and his legs shook.  A thrust of his hips pulled the bottle free from Jessi’s hand, and it stood erect, protruding from his butt.
 
   Angel stroked himself with one hand while he continued to hang onto Tommy with the other.  His hand moved in sync with his mouth.  Jessi watched with fascination.  Up.  Down.  In.  Out.  She reached out and covered Angel’s hand with hers and assisted him.  His movements were quick, cat-like, and he came in seconds.  White froth covered both their hands and his stomach.  His legs went slack, but his mouth picked up speed, and he sucked Tommy harder.
 
   Tommy’s face was buried into the pillow, and his body pulsed with several hard spasms before his knees gave out.  He collapsed onto the bed, pinning Angel between his body and the mattress.  Angel slipped out from underneath Tommy and smiled when he saw the baby bottle still sticking out of Tommy’s butt and aimed at the ceiling.  It came free with a twist and a grunt.
 
   “What the fuck was that?”  Tommy slowly rolled onto his side.
 
   Angel presented the baby bottle, still glistening with the lubricating jelly.
 
   “Oh my God.”  Tommy’s face scrunched into an amused question mark.  “That was in my butt?”
 
   “Yes.”  Jessi took the bottle and shook it.  “There’s still water in it if you’re thirsty.”
 
   Tommy let out a hearty laugh and placed it on the nightstand.  “Throw that thing away.  The two of you are fucking crazy.”
 
   “I am crazy,” Jessi said.  “I’m crazy in love with you and Angel.  And I’m crazy horny.  You two got off.”  She let out a long sigh and traced one hand over her breast while the other settled between her legs.  “But here I am begging to be touched.”
 
   Tommy rolled onto his back, and his erection pointed toward the ceiling.  “Give me two minutes to catch my breath, and provided I can still move my legs, I’m gonna fuck you just as good as you fucked me with that thing, only I’m gonna use my cock.”
 
   Angel lay down next to Tommy.  His erection still stood sky high as well.  They were twin towers of pleasure.  “I’m in, although I may need a minute longer.”
 
   Watching Tommy and Angel together was the ultimate turn on.  Jessi sometimes couldn’t decide which she loved more – watching the two of them together, or being in the mix.  She spread out on her side of the bed and rested her head on Tommy’s shoulder.  His flesh was still moist from perspiration, and his chest rose and fell with deep inhalations.  His hand went to her breast and he kissed her, obviously already recuperated.  He still had the stamina of a twenty year old.
 
   Angel was pressed up against Tommy’s back.  The three of them were in perfect parallel alignment.  Jessi’s finger traced a line down the gully in the center of Tommy’s chest, still surrounded by the broad muscles of his football days.  His body was still taut and defined, with round shoulders and biceps that formed a perfect arc.  His waist was still trim and accentuated the crescent of his pecs.  Her mouth moved to his spectacular abs.  There she met Angel’s lips in a kiss.  They shared a smile before she returned to feed on the warmth of Tommy’s mouth.  She could relish the flavor of Tommy’s kiss for hours.  The purposeful circles of his tongue, his hot breath on her cheek and the soft moan under his breath, all made her melt inside.  Her body itched for release, and her lower half begged to be touched.  She spread her thighs and jutted her hips upward.  The heat from the hand that caressed her belly made her sigh.  It was Angel’s.  She recognized his touch and the warmth of his skin.  Tommy’s hand was still at her breast and the other hand was under her neck.  Another warm hand slid over her hip, also Angel’s.  Her heart raced from his unexpected touch so low on her body.  She broke the kiss from Tommy with a heavy sigh and watched Angel’s hands.
 
   His leg was draped over Tommy’s hip, and he leaned over so that both of his hands could easily run across her body.
 
   She held her breath.
 
   “Your body is even more beautiful than before,” Angel whispered.  His lips went to the flesh midway between her navel and the center of her legs.
 
   Every nerve ending was on fire and her hormones were reeling.  She felt the wetness between her legs and opened them a little wider.
 
   Angel’s gaze moved lower.  “You’re so wet.  And pink.”  His voice was a low, seductive whisper.
 
   Her breath hitched.
 
   He bit his lip and slowly moved his mouth closer.  His hot tongue touched her clit like a flame and lit her body on fire.  It was one lick, but it knocked Jessi to her core.  Angel continued to stare at her body, and she could feel the heat of his breath on her pussy.  It sent a wave of chills over her flesh.  She watched him inch closer.  His tongue darted out again and met her clit in a heavy, tormenting flicker.  At first, his movements were slow, tentative, and then he picked up speed.  It was the same technique he used on Tommy.  He rotated his tongue in a circle, and then he sucked her clit in his mouth.
 
   It was a lightning bolt of sensations, a spear of pleasure that sliced through her like a knife.  She threw her head back and inhaled a raspy gust of air.  She crumpled the sheets in her fists and trembled.  Her entire body shuddered with hypersensitivity.  She didn’t know what was happening.  Was it real?  Was she dreaming?  A shudder shook her and told her this was no dream.
 
   Tommy’s mouth suckled on her breast and sent a new wave of stimulus through her body.  She pushed her fingers through his hair and held his head in place while he nursed.
 
   The tip of Angel’s tongue was pressed firmly against her clit, and he flicked it again and again with a static beat.  Jessi propped herself up on her elbows so she could watch his face buried deep between her legs.  Otherwise, she would never believe that it was really Angel who was going down on her.
 
   She panted so hard it hurt her lungs and burned her throat.  Her body convulsed and shook.  She couldn’t hold herself up any longer and collapsed on the bed.  She succumbed to her two husbands.  One knew every erogenous zone on her body, and every touch that made her writhe with ecstasy.  The other one was new and tested boundaries that were never breached before.  It was a rush of adrenaline, a fresh wave of sexual gratification from a man she craved like the air she breathed.
 
   Tommy’s mouth remained at her breast, and he rubbed his cock against her leg.  He lapped at her nipple and rolled his face to the side so he could watch Angel eating her pussy and still suckle at her breast.
 
   Angel was a novice, yet he used his tongue like a master, creating waves of pleasure that sent chills down her legs and up her spine.  He pressed one finger against her pussy and seemed intrigued at the ease in which it entered her.  He added another.  His fingers were thick and filled her like a cock.  He moved them in and out and hit every nerve ending inside of her, while his tongue grazed on her clit.
 
   She trembled and gasped.  Her body quaked on the bed.  Endorphins rushed to her brain.  Every pore on her body was vividly vibrating with pleasure.  Burning fire between her legs made her jolt with short spasms.  She could barely focus, but she wanted to watch him while she came.  His speed intensified as he realized she was climaxing.  She threw her head all the way back and let out a long, loud moan that seemed endless.  She cried his name.
 
   She was suddenly overcome with emotion, and tears slipped out from the corners of her eyes and into her hairline.  This was different from any sexual encounter they had shared.  She had felt the love in his touch.  There was intimacy.  He wanted to make her come, not to make a baby – to bring her pleasure.  It wasn’t curiosity or experimentation.  It was want and lust.  It was genuine.  She saw it all in his unprejudiced eyes.  She pushed her fingers through her hair and covered her face with her arms to hide her trembling lips.  Her deep gasps made her shudder, and it renewed the sensations that traveled through her body.  She wiped the tears from her eyes and reveled in the bliss that shrouded her in a cocoon of ecstasy.
 
   Angel finally lifted his face, and his mouth glistened with her juices.  Tommy immediately kissed him and washed his chin and lips clean with his tongue.  He sucked Angel’s fingers and removed any traces of Jessi’s cum that may have lingered there.
 
   She was still in a daze, still taken back with disbelief.  She gazed at Angel with so much love in her heart.  “I can’t believe you just did that.  What brought that on?  What does it mean?”
 
   Angel was quiet.  There was a sharp crease between his brows, and he stared down at the sheets in deep thought.  When he finally looked up, he had a tear in the corner of his eye.  “I don’t know what it means, Jessi.  I just know that I wanted to do it.”  He paused again while he searched for the right words.  “I love you.  And it’s more than just affection.  We’re married.  I took a vow to be your husband.  You’re my wife.  You’re the mother of my child.  We have a relationship that’s much more than friendship.  I’ve never felt this way about a woman.  I look at you differently sometimes – in a way that I never thought I’d look at a woman – in a way that I don’t look at other women.”  He opened his mouth to say something, and then closed it.  He shrugged and shook his head.  “I don’t know what else to say.  I don’t know how else to explain what just happened.”  A small crooked smile broke out across his face.  “It was different than I expected.  I . . . I enjoyed it.”  He scratched his forehead.  “Let’s not over-analyze this.  Okay?  Let’s just let things happen as they happen.”
 
   Jessi’s heart thudded in her ears, and the blood raced through the center of her chest.  Again, she thought she was dreaming, but the throb between her legs and the intensity behind Angel’s eyes brought her back to reality.  This happened.  Nothing was as sweet as reciprocated love and desire.  Emotion warmed her cheeks, and her eyes filled with tears.  She smiled at him and nodded.  Unable to control her overwhelming burst of happiness, she threw her arms around his neck.  “I love you, Angel.  So much.”
 
   “I love you too, sweetheart.  So much.”
 
   Tommy, who had been quiet up until now, wrapped his arms around both of them.  The emotion in his voice surprised Jessi.  “I love you both.  So much.”
 
   They languished in bed, entwined in each other’s arms.  No one moved.  No one said anything.  They simply let their love shine through and relished the closeness of their bodies.
 
   Voices from downstairs echoed into the room.
 
   Angel popped his head up from the pillow and strained his ear toward the door.  “Is that Damien?”  Then the sound of Lucas’s giggle floated up the stairs.
 
   Jessi laughed.  They were naked and covered in the scent of sex.  “Perfect timing.”
 
   After a quick shower, they found Damien sitting on the floor in the playroom with Lucas, and Alyssa was bouncing Tessa on her knee.
 
   “Bout time you three showed up,” Damien had a knowing smile tucked in the corner of his mouth.
 
   “We didn’t hear you come in,” Angel returned the same sly smile.
 
   “Have you been having fun with Uncle Damien?” Jessi asked Lucas.  He nodded and ran one of his trucks up Damien’s arm.
 
   The door chimed and Jimmy, Audra and Mason joined them in the playroom.  Mason went straight to Tessa and gave her a tiny kiss on the top of her head.  She giggled and waved her arms with excitement.  The little flirt.
 
   “Mason!  Let’s play!”  Lucas took his child-sized guitar from the stand in the corner and Jimmy handed Mason his electronic drum pad.  The two boys sat on the floor together with their instruments.  Mason played Cyanide Sensation, his favorite Immortal Angel song, and Lucas strummed along with made-up chords.  Although they were at different skill levels because of their ages, their timing was synced with one another.  Mason was a child prodigy on the drums, and Lucas was obviously destined to follow in his father’s footsteps on the guitar.  It was astounding to watch the two children and their amazing displays of talent.
 
   Tessa squirmed out of Alyssa’s arms and crawled over to the two boys.  She bounced up and down on her diaper and let out a barrage of musical gurgles, in harmony with the sounds that Mason and Lucas created.
 
   Jessi’s heart swelled with pride as she watched her children with Mason.  She imagined Lucas, Tessa, and Mason growing up together.  The boys would hone in their musical talent, and she had a feeling Tessa had inherited her father’s dynamic voice.  Clearly, she already exhibited her desire to vocalize along with the boys.
 
   She glanced at Angel, and they shared an intimate smile.  She had recognized their growing bond over the years and how the children brought them closer together, but after what just happened upstairs, it was clear that their relationship had just escalated to a new level.
 
   Tommy draped his arms over both of their shoulders and pulled them close.  The three of them exchanged a heartwarming smile and continued to watch the boys with their instruments and Tessa’s gleeful accompaniment of gurgles and squeals.  Jessi glanced at Jimmy, also beaming with pride as he watched the children.  She envisioned the future and what it held for the little ones.  “I think we may have just created the next generation of rock stars.”
 
   “Yes,” Angel agreed.  “I think in about 10 or 15 years the world will have a new rock band to follow.”
 
   The End . . . For Now
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