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    Synopsis: 
 
    Even rock stars get star-struck. Meeting heavy metal icon Brandon Bullet is a dream come true for Tommy Blade. When Immortal Angel decides to add Tommy’s rock star idol as a guest singer to their set at the Get Rocked Festival, sparks fly and egos collide. 
 
    Angel Garcia, Immortal Angel’s flashy frontman, isn’t happy about sharing the spotlight or Tommy’s attention. That all changes once Angel has a mind-blowing rehearsal with the charismatic lead singer of Bulletproof. 
 
    The sexual chemistry on stage between Angel and Brandon is something Tommy never counted on. Now he’s forced to watch his husband and his idol strut on stage together and share a connection that, up until now, only he and Angel shared. The guest appearance by Tommy’s rock star idol just lost most of its appeal. 
 
    Commissioned to design custom-made rock and roll attire, even Angel and Tommy’s wife Jessi gets one-on-one time with Brandon Bullet.   
 
    Taking a back seat wasn’t on the agenda. Add Angel and Brandon’s secret rehearsals together, and Tommy is left in the shadows wondering exactly what’s going on between the two.  
 
    Like everything else in Tommy’s life, it all unfolds on stage. 
 
      
 
    Epilogue by Brandon Bullet of Bulletproof. 
 
      
 
                                     
 
      
 
  
 
  


 
 
   
    For the Fans, 
 
    Thanks for always being there! You rock! 
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    Tommy Blade pulled the drapes wide open and marveled at the activity and buzz of the Vegas Strip below. “Hello, Sin City!” His wife Jessi and his husband Angel joined him at the window. Although there was ample room for them to admire the view along the wall-to-wall glass, he was sandwiched between them – exactly how he preferred it.  
 
    “I love this place,” Angel said. “It’s filled with such energy and debauchery. What do you want to do first?” He leaned over so he could look at Jessi. “Shopping?” 
 
    She smiled back at him. “You know me so well.”   
 
    Those two were so fucking alike sometimes it was scary. With the Get Rocked Festival this weekend, the Strip was packed with dozens of music-related things to do, and those two wanted to go shopping. There was an exhibit on the first floor of the Venetian that showcased vintage guitars and memorabilia of legendary rock stars that Tommy was itching to see, but he knew he was outvoted.  
 
    Jessi slid her arm around his waist and looked up at him. Her bright pink hair was the same color as the neon lights that flashed outside the window. “What do you want to do, baby?” she asked. 
 
    “I really want to meet some of the other bands that are playing this weekend.” What Tommy really meant was that he wanted to meet Brandon Bullet of Bulletproof. Bulletproof was at the top of their game within the heavy metal genre, and Brandon Bullet was the rock god of rock gods as far as Tommy was concerned. He glanced over at Angel. Well, maybe one rock god outshined Brandon Bullet. 
 
    Now a punk rock guitarist, it seemed like a million years ago since Tommy had last played in a heavy metal band. Hard rock music was still at his core, though, and would forever be forged into his soul. His infusion of metal into the fast-paced beats of punk rock was as natural to him as music itself. It’s what made a name for himself in the industry. He loved playing punk rock, but he really wanted to play a head-banging, heavy metal song in front of an audience again. 
 
    “We can go shopping tomorrow,” Angel said. “Let’s find something to do tonight that we’d all enjoy.”   
 
    Tommy pushed his long blond hair behind his ears and smiled. He was thinking of something that involved satin sashes and the headboard, but Angel was scrolling through his iPad searching for somewhere for them to go tonight. 
 
    “Did you know that the bronze lion in front of the MGM weighs 50 tons?” Angel turned his iPad around to show Tommy and Jessi a photo of the oversized sculpture.  
 
    “I know what it looks like!” Tommy laughed and motioned toward the floor-to-ceiling windows. “We just passed it on the way in.” 
 
    “Fine.” Angel pursed his lips together and returned his attention to his iPad. “That’s the last time I enlighten you with geographical trivia.” 
 
    Jessi crossed her fingers, looked at Tommy, and silently mouthed, “Thank you!”   
 
    Tommy held back a laugh and pulled her in for a kiss, hoping to steer the evening’s activities in another direction. 
 
    “I think we should start with a gondola ride,” Angel said, interrupting Tommy and Jessi’s kiss. “Then visit Vince Neil’s Tatuado.” 
 
    Tommy’s arms slipped from around Jessi’s waist and fell to his sides. They were always in and out of Vegas so fast that he still hadn’t visited the Mötley Crüe-inspired eatery. These days, tours consisted of hauling kids, nannies, and a tour bus the size of a mobile home across the country. There wasn’t time to do much of anything in the cities Immortal Angel visited while on the road, so these few extra days in Vegas offered them a much-needed vacation.   
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    Jessi checked on the kids, asleep in their rooms. She tiptoed over to Lucas and watched him. His platinum blond hair fell in soft wisps across the pillow. It was already long enough to touch his shoulders, but he refused to let her cut even an inch off. “I want it like Daddy,” he would say every time she mentioned a trim. With his bright blue eyes, blond locks, and the same love and innate talent for the guitar, he really was a miniature version of Tommy. She kissed his forehead and checked on Tessa next. The poor girl was exhausted. Tessa refused to nap today and spent the last few hours on the bus dancing around and entertaining everyone with reproductions of her favorite Disney movies. Jessi picked up Tessa’s doll from the foot of the bed and placed it in Tessa’s arms. She kissed her daughter on the cheek and left the night-light on in case she woke.  
 
    Sofia, the kids’ nanny, sat on the couch in the living room listening to Angel’s rundown of where they were headed. She’d been with them since Tessa was a few weeks old, but Angel still acted as if it was the first time she’d be alone with the kids. “They’ll be fine, Angel.” 
 
    “I know. I just worry. Are the kids OK?” 
 
    “Sound asleep.”   
 
    “Did you call security?” Angel asked Tommy.  
 
    “Yeah. They’re going to meet us at the elevator bank in the lobby. Ready to go?”   
 
    Jessi grabbed her handbag, and the trio left the suite for their first night in Vegas. Since only those in possession of a card key to the penthouse floor were able to access the private elevator, the ride down to the first floor didn’t necessitate an escort. The hallway was empty, and Jessi wondered who occupied the other suites on the floor. The Get Rocked Festival was taking place at the Las Vegas Speedway, 20 minutes from the Strip, so she had no idea if other bands would also be staying at any of the hotel casinos before the festival. When the elevator didn’t come right away, she pressed the call button repeatedly. “Where is this thing?” It finally arrived but took a few seconds for the doors to open. 
 
    Angel held the doors for Jessi and Tommy and then pressed the button for the lobby. 
 
    The elevator car took off slowly then dipped very quickly, causing Jessi’s stomach to flip-flop. She held onto the handrail and looked at Tommy and Angel, a nervous flutter crawling up her spine. “What the hell was that?” 
 
    “I’m sure it’s nothing,” Angel said, trying to reassure her. 
 
    The elevator hiccupped again, and then came to a hard stop.  
 
    “Oh, fuck.” Tommy inspected the buttons on the panel. “Should I hit the alarm?” 
 
    “Give it a second,” Angel replied. “Maybe it’ll start back up on its own.” 
 
    Jessi wasn’t claustrophobic, but she didn’t want to be trapped in an eight-by-eight box 30 stories high. She imagined they were stuck between floors and would need to be rescued through a small opening at the top of the elevator doors. The image of a bunch of handsome firefighters coming to their aid suddenly filled her head and brought a tiny smile to her lips. 
 
    Angel quirked an eyebrow at her. “What are you smiling at?”  
 
    “Nothing.” She knew that he was thinking the exact same thing, and they shared a quiet laugh. 
 
    A voice came through the speaker. “We’ll have the car moving shortly. Please stay calm. Our in-house elevator maintenance crew is looking into the problem.” 
 
    “Thanks.” Tommy was notably relieved. “Are we the only ones stuck?” He waited a few seconds for a reply. “Hello?” 
 
    “I don’t think they can hear us.” Angel checked the panel. “There’s no intercom button.” 
 
    A few minutes ticked by without an announcement, and it made Jessi uneasy. Her kids were upstairs. If they needed her, she had no idea when she’d be able to get to them. She checked her phone, but there was no service. 
 
    “Mine doesn’t work either,” Angel had the same tremor of concern in his voice. 
 
    Tommy, their rock, put a hand on each of their shoulders for reassurance. “Just take it easy. We haven’t been gone that long. I’m sure the kids are still asleep.” 
 
    Jessi took a deep breath and looked at Angel. He nodded, but she saw the worry still creasing his brow. 
 
    “Come on you two.” Tommy pulled them closer. “Stop worrying.” His hand slipped lower and settled on Jessi’s waist. Contact with his body immediately sent a shimmer of heat through her. The muscle in his thigh pressed against her leg, and his bicep pushed into her spine. Her body gravitated to his, and all apprehension about their predicament was replaced by lust for the man she loved. She leaned into him and wrapped her arms around his waist. Angel’s hands also circled Tommy’s midsection, and he leaned forward to catch Jessi’s eye. 
 
    Tommy chuckled. “Knock it off you guys. We’re going to be moving in a few seconds.” 
 
    The voice came over the loudspeaker again. “It’s going to be about fifteen minutes while the mechanic replaces a part. Everything is under control.” 
 
    “We can do so much in fifteen minutes,” Angel said with a mischievous twinkle in his eyes. 
 
    Tommy pointed to the camera behind the small rectangular black glass on the wall. “They can see us. Do you know how much the paparazzi would pay for a sex tape of the three of us? I’m shocked they haven’t gotten one of us already.” 
 
    That certainly put a damper on the idea of having a little fun in the elevator, but Jessi didn’t let that stop her. She fished in her handbag for something to cover the camera lens. She pulled the cardboard backing off a notepad and wedged it into the frame of the glass. Satisfied by her ingenuity, she sashayed up to Tommy and ran a finger across his mountainous pecs. “Now no one can see a thing.” 
 
    “I love your resourcefulness,” Angel said, moving closer to Tommy from the other side. 
 
    Tommy leaned his head back and let out a small chuckle. His beautiful smile lit up his face, and his gorgeous blue eye sparkled as he looked from Jessi to Angel. “You don’t have to ask me twice.” 
 
    Jessi’s lips went to Tommy’s neck, and she got lost in the scent of his masculinity. The strength of his arm, as it wrapped around her back, made her inhale a deep breath. He pressed his cheek against hers, and a hint of razor stubble scrubbed her face. She felt Angel on the other side of Tommy, digging his hand into the waistband of Tommy’s jeans. She unbuckled Tommy’s belt and Angel pulled down the zipper. They both took hold of Tommy’s T-shirt and lifted it over his head. Tommy kissed her, and it sent a bolt of sensations over her body. As his tongue dipped into her mouth, he backed her into the wall. Angel pressed himself against Tommy from behind, pushing Tommy’s erection into her hip.  
 
    She watched Angel’s lips caress Tommy’s shoulder, his black hair mixing with the blond strands of Tommy’s tresses. Her two men kissed, offering a sensual view of their tongues twirling and lapping circles around the other. Overheated and tingling with desire, she breathed heavily while she pulled her top over her head. Her nakedness caught Tommy’s attention, and his eyes went to her breasts. He reached around her back, his hands hot on her flesh, and unhooked her bra. It fell to the floor. Her exposed nipples hardened, begging to be fondled. “Touch me,” she whispered. Both Tommy and Angel obeyed. Tommy’s hands covered her breasts; Angel’s dusted over her ribs and waist. The calloused fingertips on Tommy’s left hand, the result of years of playing the guitar, contrasted with the smoothness of Angel’s palms. It was an erotic combination of rough and smooth across her skin. She pressed her mouth to Tommy’s and pulled at Angel’s shirt. He discarded it and leaned against Tommy. Her hand went to Angel’s back and held them together, his Latin flesh warm to the touch. 
 
    Tommy’s open zipper allowed his erection to burst through the center of his jeans. Jessi reached for it, while Angel pulled Tommy’s pants to the floor. Tommy stepped out of them, and stood fully naked. He looked as handsome as the day they had met, and she stopped to admire his body. Although his football days were long gone, he retained the broad shoulders, and tattoos enhanced the muscular arc of his chest now. She traced the kids’ names stenciled over his heart with her finger, then her lips. She didn’t think it was possible to love someone as much as she loved Tommy, until Angel joined their marriage. She looked passed Tommy, and Angel returned her gaze. He gave her a warm smile, and took her chin in his hand. He kissed her, hard and commanding, over Tommy’s shoulder. Between them, Tommy thrust his hips against her. Wetness filled her pussy, and it throbbed for contact. She opened her jeans, pushed them down, and Tommy helped her remove them.  
 
    When she looked up, Angel was also naked. Her two men were in front of her, one blond and fair, the other dark and hypnotic. They turned to one another, their arousal clearly evident across their faces and in their upright cocks. They each had a lustful hue in their eyes as they stared at one another. Angel reached out first and took Tommy’s face in his hands. He placed a hard kiss on Tommy’s mouth, which made Tommy buckle at the knees slightly. Angel always had that effect on him and on Jessi as well. Angel exuded confidence in everything he did – in his walk, on stage, in his kiss, and in his lovemaking. He rotated his mouth over Tommy’s with authority. The muscles in his biceps flexed as he held their husband. His fingers pushed through Tommy’s hair and tilted his face upwards. A glimpse of tongue made Jessi sigh. It was as if she was watching an erotic sex show, just for her, and sometimes she preferred to sit back and view the two men pleasure each other. They both pulled her in to join their kiss in a three-way lashing of tongues. Hands roamed each other’s bodies. A mouth was on her breast. A hand slid between her legs. She had Tommy’s cock in her fist and Angel’s butt in her palm.  
 
    She was flat against the wall again, but this time they were both on her. Tommy was on his knees, his mouth between her legs, licking and sucking her clit. His fingers spread her pussy and his shoulder supported one of her legs. Angel held her by the torso; otherwise, she thought she’d fall. Not from the awkward position, but from the overload of stimulation and arousal of these two gorgeous men fondling her body. While Tommy’s mouth brought her pleasure, Angel kissed her. His cock hit her side, and she stroked it. One of his hands moved to her breast, and his thumb rotated over her nipple until she thought it would explode from the onslaught of sensations.  
 
    “Get down here,” Tommy called to Angel. “Let’s pleasure our wife together.” 
 
    There was a time when Angel only touched Tommy, and she had longed for sexual contact with him. Even though she had always known Angel was a gay man, her body had ached for him, and her heart had been wounded at their limited physical contact during their lovemaking in the past. Those days seemed so long ago, and she couldn’t imagine how she had endured them. Now, Angel desired her. Their commitment ceremony and the years together had brought them to a level of closeness that neither had expected. Angel had never been with another woman. Never desired another woman. She was his first. His one and only. And nothing made her feel more special. 
 
    Both on their knees, they took turns licking her. First, it was Tommy’s self-assured and confident tongue, then Angel’s aggressive mouth driving her insane with their combined oral techniques. Angel moved behind her and pulled her butt cheeks open. He rimmed her from the back, while Tommy took control of her clit. Angel delivered sensations from behind, while Tommy took care of her from the front. Their tongues met in the middle and twirled together. They were tongue kissing between her legs, licking her and licking each other at the same time. Nothing ever felt as deliciously erotic as her two husbands connecting between her legs did.  
 
    She moaned under their touch. Unable to withstand their prolific tongue spanking, she started to tremble. A finger was inside her, then two. It was Angel and Tommy, both knocking on her G-spot while their mouths continued to lavish her with wetness. They removed their lips, but not their fingers, and kissed each other with their cheeks pressed against her thighs. She watched the passion that passed between them and felt it stem through to their fingers, which danced inside her. Their tongues traced a luscious trail across her legs so they could resume their respective positions. The moment Tommy’s tongue hit her clit, an orgasm ripped through her like a gunshot. She cried out as her body twitched from the sensations that reverberated through her. When they finally subsided, she was weak, and her legs shook. 
 
    She loved when her men both brought her to ecstasy, but Tommy was still the center of attention. He was always the star of the show. He was the beacon of her and Angel’s universe and nothing pleased her more than bestowing him with a double dose of pleasure.  
 
    She took Tommy by the shoulders and pulled him to his feet. His mouth landed on hers, and she tasted herself as his tongue dipped between her lips. Angel was already between them sucking on Tommy’s cock. She continued to kiss Tommy, caressing his cheek with one hand and resting the other hand on the top of Angel’s head. She felt Tommy sigh every time Angel took him deep in his throat. She wanted to taste his delicious cock as well, so she knelt next to Angel and offered her mouth. “May I?”  
 
    Angel sat back on the heels of his feet. “Of course. You know I love to share.”   
 
    She closed her mouth around Tommy’s shaft and drew on it like a cigarette. A drop of tangy fluid bathed her taste buds with its flavor. Then it was Angel’s turn. They alternated, each sucking on Tommy’s cock in their own unique way, causing Tommy to pant and grunt.  
 
    She remembered that she had taken a small bottle of lube off the dresser in the tour bus when they were moving their things to the hotel room, and it was still in her bag. She found it and held it up with a lecherous grin. 
 
    “You naughty girl,” Angel said, still holding onto Tommy’s shaft. 
 
    Jessi accosted Tommy from the back and rubbed her breasts against him, while Angel stayed on his knees. She placed a series of wet kisses on Tommy’s shoulder and traced the wingspan of his muscular back. Her hands slid down the slender V that accentuated his waist. She lubed one finger, slid it between Tommy’s butt cheeks until she found the puckered orifice, and dipped the tip of her finger inside. He gasped and bent over slightly, eager for deeper penetration. 
 
    She pushed her finger a little at a time, twisting and thrusting, until it disappeared. He begged for another digit to fill him. Tommy loved anal insertions. She had the urge to use the bottom of the bottle of lube, but they were running out of time, so she used a second finger instead. His body stretched and contracted, pulsing with pleasure, which made her wet all over again. She wanted penetration just as much as he did. She removed her fingers, and Tommy whimpered. He turned to look at her. Half-closed lids hooded his sky blue eyes, and a sexy haze peeked back at her. He bit his bottom lip and took in a deep breath before he spun her around so she faced the wall. She braced her hands on the metal railing, bent over and parted her legs. Tommy positioned himself behind her, and Angel positioned himself behind Tommy. He wrapped his arms around her waist and bent slightly, waiting for Angel.  
 
    Jessi peeked over her shoulder to watch. Angel’s head was down, and she knew he was covering his cock in lubricating jelly. Then Angel threw his head back and closed his eyes, while Tommy let out a long moan.  
 
    As Angel penetrated Tommy from behind, Tommy’s hips moved forward, and his cock hit Jessi between her legs. “Get ready for the ride of your life,” Tommy said, with his lips close to her ear. He adjusted his cock. One thrust from Angel and it glided into her pussy. Jessi gasped and inhaled a deep gust of breath. They knew how to please one another. Angel knew how rough Tommy like to be fucked, and Tommy knew how hard Jessi liked to be pummeled.  
 
    The walls of the elevator car were highlighted with mirrored strips, which offered brief glimpses of their reflection. She watched herself at first. Her eyes fluttered upwards, and her mouth hung open, panting at herself and fogging a small section of the mirror. She glanced at the image of Tommy, his face covered in a flurry of blond hair. She watched them both, her eyes alternating between the rapture displayed on Angel’s face to the nirvana in Tommy’s eyes. She wanted to keep her gaze on her two men, but the sensations tearing at her insides made her chin fall into her chest and her hands grip the rail tighter.  
 
    She forced herself to look up, and Angel’s dark eyes met hers in the reflection. They held their gaze on one another as he pumped his hips harder. He was fucking her through Tommy. It was essentially a double penetration without the discomfort. She’d had them both inside her at once plenty of times. Tommy in front, Angel in back, stuffed to capacity by the men she loved. Angel was huge. A monster hung between his legs, so she had often thought he’d rip her apart, but she didn’t care. The pain only lasted a few moments, followed by the most glorious ecstasy she’d ever known. The memory of being filled with the both of them simultaneously sparked her endorphins. Sensations flared inside her. She gripped the handrail until her knuckles were white. Her legs shook, and her breath came in heavy grunts.   
 
    Tommy had her by the waist, his fingers digging into her flesh. His hair tickled her back as Angel drove himself deeper and harder. She felt each thrust push her further into bliss until it consumed her. She caught a brief glimpse of Tommy in the reflective mirror, and then of Angel, before her hands quaked, and she fell to her elbows on the railing. Her knees started to buckle, and she couldn’t hold herself up any longer. Tommy wrapped his arms around her waist and lifted her off the floor. She was floating freely in Tommy’s arms, dangling like a rag doll, while he was inside her. Angel pushed Tommy’s cock deeper with each pump of his hips. She bounced in Tommy’s grasp, helpless as his cock hit the walls of her pussy. Her legs swung haphazardly, and she held onto his arms, which were still wrapped, tightly around her waist. She shuddered through a never-ending orgasm. The gravitational pull on her body made Tommy’s cock tug on her opening harder with each bounce in his arms, and the sensations kept multiplying.  
 
    “Oh my God.” She panted heavily. “I can’t take any more.” But he didn’t stop. She knew by the slick heat inside her that he already came, but Angel was in charge. And he wasn’t done. He held Tommy by the hips and pummeled him, grunting loudly. Tommy was equally exhausted, and his heavy breath blew Jessi’s hair off her shoulder and into her face. She resigned to the assault of sensations and let them infiltrate her body. She felt like she was being electrocuted. Unable to do anything but accept the current that traveled throughout her body. But, unlike an electrocution, it wasn’t a jolt or a zap of pain; it was pure ecstasy infiltrating every cell of her body.  
 
    Angel finally let out a long, deep groan and pushed his hips all the way forward. He extended his arms to include Jessi and sealed their three bodies together. Tommy’s arms relaxed and her feet hit the floor so she was standing on her own again, but her legs were like rubber. She reached for the railing for support and disengaged their bodies, causing a wet slippery trail of fluid to run down her leg.  
 
    “That was fun,” Angel said, still trying to catch his breath. “I’m not sure we’ve ever desecrated an elevator before.” 
 
    “Really?” Tommy crinkled his pale brows. “I thought we’ve done it just about everywhere.” 
 
    They hadn’t exactly had sex everywhere, but they had utilized some interesting places. The bathroom at the Sydney Kingsford Smith airport in Australia had been fun. Cramming three people into a tiny airplane bathroom had been compromising. A quick romp in the bathroom during a holiday dinner had held an element of riskiness. Now that Jessi reflected back on their indiscretions, they seemed to be partial to bathrooms. Ah, but there was that one time when Tommy and Angel were on tour in Asia and had a rendezvous on the beach in Hong Kong. Tommy had forgotten to take his underwear back to the room, and it had ended up on eBay. She rubbed her chin with her thumb and forefinger, wondering how much money it had sold for. 
 
    The elevator started with an unexpected jolt of motion, throwing everyone off balance. Jessi fell into Tommy, and they both fell into Angel.  
 
    “Shit.” Tommy grabbed his clothes. “Get dressed. Quick!”   
 
    The elevator was on its way back up to the penthouse floor, so there wasn’t much time, and Jessi was frantically trying to pull on her clothes. She fumbled into her underwear and pulled on her jeans, which wasn’t easy from a standing position since they were skintight. Angel and Tommy were almost fully dressed, and Jessi was still topless. “Help me!” Angel helped her close up her pants while Tommy assisted her with her bra, and she slipped her top over her head. She was pulling on her boots when the doors opened to two men standing in the hallway ready to board the elevator. 
 
    “Holy shit!” Tommy exclaimed. “Jeremy Kagan and Alan Delgado!”   
 
    Jessi had no idea who the two men in the hallway were, but they were obviously rock stars. One had hair almost down to his waist, longer than Tommy’s, and both men had tattoos covering their arms. Additionally, they were on the top floor, which meant that they occupied one of the other penthouse suites. 
 
    The three of them stepped off the elevator, Tommy leading the way with his outstretched hand. “I’m a big fan of Bulletproof. I’m Tommy Blade. From Immortal Angel.” He motioned to Angel and Jessi. “This is my husband Angel Garcia and my wife Jessi.” 
 
     “Everyone in the music industry knows Immortal Angel,” the one with the long hair said. “Nice to finally meet you guys.” They all shook hands.  
 
    “You too.” Tommy’s eyes glowed, and his smile gleamed with excitement. “It’s so awesome to run into you. I guess you’re staying in the suite down the hall?” 
 
    “Yep. Been here since Saturday, and we haven’t gotten thrown out yet.”   
 
    “That’s so cool,” Tommy said. “I’ve been looking forward to meeting you guys since I heard you were on the lineup. I’m really looking forward to meeting Brandon.” Tommy was rambling like an excited fan, and Jessi thought it was hilarious. Never had she seen him enamored at meeting fellow rock stars. I guess rock stars get star-struck just like everyone else, she thought to herself with a smile.  
 
    “I’m sure you’ll run into him before the weekend,” the guy with the short hair said. “He’s here, somewhere.” 
 
    Jessi still didn’t know which one of them was Jeremy and which one was Alan. 
 
    “I hope so.” Tommy’s smile never deflated. “It was really cool meeting you both.” 
 
    “You too, but we gotta split. Me and Alan got a date with the craps table.”   
 
    So Jeremy was the one with the long hair, Jessi realized. 
 
    “Don’t take that elevator,” Angel warned. “We were just stuck in there for twenty minutes.” 
 
    “Great.” Alan pointed to Jeremy with his thumb. “My worst nightmare – getting stuck in close quarters with this dude.” 
 
    “Shut up.” Jeremy wrapped his arm around Alan’s neck in a headlock that looked sort of like a hug. “You know you love me.” 
 
    The two entered the elevator anyway, while Jessi, Tommy, and Angel decided to wait for another car. Tommy stared after Alan and Jeremy with stars in his eyes. “I can’t believe we just ran into them. Brandon is staying in the same hotel as us. I can’t wait to meet him!” He spun around to face Jessi and Angel. “What are the odds?” 
 
    “Do you want to camp out behind his door?” Angel asked with a teasing smile. “Maybe this Brandon Bullet, your rock star idol, will give you an autograph.” 
 
    “Very funny.” Tommy let out a small laugh.  
 
    “Seriously, Tommy. I’ve never seen you go gaga over anyone.” 
 
    “I’m not gaga, Angel. I’m just a big fan of the group.” 
 
    “The group? Or Brandon?” 
 
    “Stop joking around.” Tommy pressed the call button for the elevator. 
 
    Jessi knew there was an etiquette, and Tommy couldn’t just knock on another rock star’s hotel room door. If he wanted to meet Brandon Bullet, he could easily go through their people. “Why don’t you just have Audra call Bulletproof’s manager and arrange to go out for drinks?”  
 
    Angel snapped his head in her direction and shot her a harsh look, then quickly turned his gaze away. “Like a date?” His tone was light and whimsical, which contradicted with the darkness Jessi just saw reflected in his eyes. 
 
    Tommy smiled, unaware that the teasing comment held a hidden meaning. “I’m not setting up a date for drinks. I’ll run into him. If I don’t see him before the show, I’ll see him after his set. I have no intention of leaving Vegas without meeting Brandon Bullet.” 
 
    “Of course not,” Angel said. 
 
    Jessi saw right through Angel’s false smile, and she stared at him with surprise. This was something she never expected, nor witnessed. Angel was jealous.  
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    After being trapped in the elevator last night, they had decided to skip dinner. They ended up taking a gondola ride and then headed back to the suite in case the kids woke up. Lucas and Tessa were great on tour, but Jessi was the worried mother, and Angel wasn’t much better, so Tommy had conceded, which meant Vince Neil’s eatery was on the agenda for today.  
 
    They ended up taking the kids and the rest of Immortal Angel’s crew to Vince Neil’s Tatuado for lunch. When they finished eating and inspecting the memorabilia displayed throughout the place, they all split up. Tommy and Angel were in a limousine headed back to the hotel. Jessi and the kids were off to the Discovery Children’s Museum. Jimmy Wilder and Damien Diamond, Immortal Angel’s drummer and bassist, split to check out Count’s Kustoms, a local hot rod fabricator. Their wives and Jimmy’s son went with Jessi and the kids.  
 
    Angel loved museums, and Tommy knew Angel was silently questioning why Tommy was dragging him back to the hotel instead of letting him accompany the girls and kids. Tommy flipped a wad of cash, strictly for effect, in front of Angel. “Are you ready to take down the house?” Tommy wasn’t a gambler. He was too conservative with his money, but dropping a few coins in a slot machine while in Vegas was obligatory.  
 
    “So that’s why you wanted to go back to the hotel? OK. Pick a number from zero to 36.”  
 
    “Five.” 
 
    Angel took the stack of cash from Tommy’s hand. “Perfect. We’ll bet everything on number five.” 
 
    Tommy snatched his cash back and stuffed it safely into his pocket. “I was joking. Forget it. We’ll just wait for Jessi and the kids to get back.” 
 
    “Are you kidding me? We’re free tonight! No kids. No wife. We’re having a guys’ night out on the town.” 
 
    Tommy glanced out the window at the blaring sun. “You know it’s only 4:00 in the afternoon, right? I think we got a few more hours before gambling in the casino can count as a night out on the town.” 
 
    Angel moved closer and pushed a chunk of Tommy’s hair behind his ear. “I don’t care what time it is, mi amor. As long as we’re together, we’re going to have the time of our lives. Every night with you is like the first night. It doesn’t matter if we’ve been married for five years or fifty.”   
 
    Angel’s lips hit Tommy’s with a brush of Latin heat. The kiss started out soft, but Angel’s lips pressed harder and Tommy needed to lean back from the pressure. But that was just a normal everyday kiss from Angel, always filled with intense passion. It made Tommy sigh, and he contemplated spending the next few hours alone in the hotel suite instead of with a room full of people in the casino. “Are you sure you want to go out?” Tommy asked, his erection coming to life with a twitch. 
 
    Angel chuckled. “Stop stalling. We’re hitting the casino.” 
 
    “Alright.” Tommy sighed reluctantly. “You win.” 
 
    Word obviously got out that Immortal Angel was staying in the same hotel as Bulletproof, because it was pandemonium when they returned to the Venetian. Security was in place as soon as the driver opened the limousine door. A semicircle of burly bodyguards surrounded Tommy and Angel as they walked into the hotel. It was a nightmare. Outstretched arms tried to reach through the wall of bodyguards in attempt to touch them, and fans screamed their names.  
 
    Angel turned to Tommy, his lips pressed into an uneasy grimace. “Maybe this wasn’t such a great idea. Should we go somewhere else? Another casino maybe?” 
 
    Before Tommy had a chance to answer, one of the guards said something about a VIP area. Huddled together in a little bubble, he and Angel had no choice but to follow the security team. They were led to an area of the casino sectioned off with black velvet rope, and Tommy knew it meant he’d be playing for big bucks on a gaming table.  
 
    Men in cashmere suits studied their cards and clinked the ice in their glasses, while waitresses in sequined cocktail dresses replenished their drinks. “I don’t know about this,” Tommy whispered to Angel. “These tables have minimums. I don’t play cards, and I’m not pretending I do.” It wasn’t just that he didn’t want to lose thousands of dollars; he didn’t want to look inexperienced in front of seasoned players. 
 
    “We’ll just play roulette for a while. All you have to do is pick a number. Like you did in the car.”     
 
    These were high rollers, and Tommy immediately felt like he didn’t belong with them. Angel, on the other hand, was already at the roulette table exchanging several hundred-dollar bills for a large stack of chips.  
 
    Angel slid a few columns of chips in front of Tommy. “When you blow through that, you’re on your own.” 
 
    “Fair enough.” Gambling with Angel’s money was instantly more fun. Tommy placed one chip on black 13, for no other reason than it was the name of the last album that Black Sabbath released. 
 
    “Don’t be so conservative. Spread out your bets.” Angel demonstrated by sprinkling a handful of chips across the board.   
 
    “It’s your money.” Tommy flipped some chips on the table, moving them to the nearest number to where they landed. He tapped his fingers on the edge of the table while others placed their bets. Watching the little white ball go round and round made him dizzy, so he looked away for a few seconds. When he turned back to the wheel, the ball was jumping through black and red squares, and it came to a stop on black 13.  
 
    “You won!” Angel exclaimed. 
 
    Tommy was too shocked to say anything. He just watched a few chips land in front of him by way of the dealer. He didn’t spread his chips around so thinly on the next round. He put most of his chips on black 28 because it was Angel’s birthday and black was the color of Angel’s hair and eyes. Again, he watched the ball spin through the colored wheel, and it landed on black 28. He raised his fist in the air and hollered, “Woo hoo!”, but felt foolish when others at the table turned to look at him. A few more revolutions of the roulette wheel doubled the stack in front of Tommy, but Angel’s pile was severely diminished. Tommy nudged Angel with his elbow and pointed out the difference. 
 
    “It seems you have a knack for calling numbers,” Angel said. “What was the number you picked in the car? Five?” He placed all of his remaining chips on five red.  
 
    “Are you sure you want to do that, A? At least split it up a little.” 
 
    “You picked five earlier, and you’ve been lucky.”  
 
    “Five red!” the dealer announced when the ball came to a stop. 
 
    “Holy shit! You won!” Tommy played with a column of chips, letting them clink against one another between his fingers. Vegas can be pretty fucking awesome. He opened his mouth to tell Angel that he was having a great time, but a round of screams from the casino floor cut him off. He weaved his head from side to side, straining to see what caused the commotion.  
 
    A huge crowd moved as one unit toward the VIP area. The people at the center were pressed together like the eye of a tornado while everyone swarmed in on them. Tommy wondered if it was a rock star or maybe an A-list movie star that caused the near riot. Then he heard names shrieked above the noise. They were calling Brandon, Derek, Alan, and Jeremy. It was Bulletproof! Tommy’s heart raced like a teenage groupie, and he wanted to rush toward the velvet rope to get a glimpse of Brandon Bullet. But he didn’t. Instead, he just watched with a ridiculous, humongous smile on his face. He turned back to the table just in time to see his chips skirted away. It wasn’t so bad. He was still substantially ahead, and given that this was Angel’s money, even if he was in the negative he wasn’t a loser. “Sorry, A.” He gave Angel an apologetic smile. “I just lost a hundred dollars of your money.” 
 
    Angel pulled another hundred from his pocket and stuffed it down the front of Tommy’s jeans. “I’m happy to reimburse you. Please feel free to lose another hundred dollars.”  
 
    “I’m sure you are,” Tommy said with a chuckle, “but I’d still rather win.” He was placing a stack of chips on the number three when two people next to him left the table and Brandon Bullet and Derek MacAlister took their place. Tommy didn’t even try to play it cool. He held onto the edge of the roulette table, leaned back a little and smiled up at the ceiling. His blood was pumping, and no matter how hard he tried, he couldn’t tone down the goofy, oversized smile on his face. “It’s so nice to meet you! I’ve been hoping to run into you before the festival this weekend.” 
 
    Brandon gave Tommy a hearty handshake in greeting. “Tommy Blade. I’ve been looking forward to meeting you, too.” He leaned over to shake Angel’s hand. “And Angel Garcia. I’m a big fan of Immortal Angel.” 
 
    “Thank you.” Angel smiled politely.  
 
    Brandon Bullet was a fan. Thank God Angel replied, because Tommy was at a loss for words. He swallowed to coat his dry throat with saliva. “I know I play punk rock now, but hard rock is the core of my existence. Bulletproof has been one of my favorite bands for years.” 
 
    Derek MacAlister leaned forward and introduced himself. “You’re an incredible guitar player, Tommy. You’ve created a new genre with your mix of punk and hard rock. I’ve never seen anyone do that.”   
 
    The compliment, from someone as talented as Derek MacAlister, was about the best thing anyone ever said to Tommy. It took everything inside him not to gush like a schoolgirl. “Thanks, that’s a real compliment coming from someone with your background.” 
 
    “Sorry to interrupt,” Angel said, “but either we place a bet or we need to leave the table.” 
 
    Others at the table eyed them as if they just realized rock stars accompanied them, although it should’ve been obvious. Tommy, Brandon, and Derek had hair passed their elbows. Angel was wearing eyeliner and a flashy studded leather jacket. Then again, this was Vegas.  
 
    Tommy was ready to leave the roulette wheel and sit at a cocktail table to talk music with Brandon and Derek. He was about to suggest they get a drink, but Brandon and Derek each quickly handed a thousand dollars, or more, to the dealer in exchange for a stack of chips that looked like a small castle resting on the table in front of them. Tommy placed several chips on numbers that just happen to catch his eye. Angel was more frivolous with his chips, but Tommy noticed a pattern, like the kids’ birthdays and their anniversary.  
 
    Brandon and Derek covered the table. Some numbers were stacked a few inches high with chips, and they didn’t stop placing bets until the dealer cut them off. They clapped and cheered, calling out numbers as if they were at a horse race, until the little ball landed on black 33. 
 
    “Yes!” Brandon slung his arm around Derek’s neck, and the two cheered as if they just won the lottery. In reality, the stack they lost was greater than the stack they won, and their overall kitty was depleted by about a quarter. 
 
    “Did you see how much they just lost?” Tommy whispered to Angel. “And they’re cheering.” 
 
    Angel raised his brows and shook his head with a small smile. “Some people play for the fun of it.” 
 
    “When did you guys roll in?” Brandon asked Tommy while they waited for the next revolution of the wheel. 
 
    “We got here late yesterday. We figured we’d make a little vacation out of it.” 
 
    “You’re on tour, right? Going up to San Francisco after the festival, then heading down to San Jose?” 
 
    Brandon Bullet followed Immortal Angel’s tour? Tommy tried to keep his eyeballs from popping out of his head. “Yeah. That’s right.” 
 
    “Cool. When you get to L.A. give me a shout. We’ll grab some brews.” Brandon watched, unfazed, as a large chunk of his chips were raked away by a long wooden stick.  
 
    “That’d be fuckin’ awesome!” Tommy felt Angel watching him, and wondered if he looked as foolish as he felt for shouting his reply with so much enthusiasm. He lowered his voice to a normal decibel. “Same goes for when you guys are in New York.” 
 
    Brandon turned toward Tommy, flashing blue eyes that lit up the dim surroundings. “I forgot you guys are from Brooklyn. My guy’s from New York, too. He’s meeting us here in a little while.” He presented his knuckles for a fist bump. “Cool.” 
 
    Tommy’s fist hit a set of knuckles bearing large silver rings. While Brandon placed more chips on the table, Tommy inspected the skulls and gears that Brandon wore on his fingers. “Check out his rings,” he whispered to Angel. 
 
    Angel held up his hand and flexed his fingers, showing off his own menacing collection of spikes and gemstones.  
 
    Tommy chuckled. “I know how dangerous your jewelry is, Angel.” He placed a stack of chips on black 22, because he liked the double digits, and Brandon added a stack twice as large next to it. 
 
    “I’m using you as a good luck charm.” Brandon motioned to the columns of chips in front of Tommy. “You seem to know what you’re doing.” 
 
    Angel added an equally large stack next to Tommy and Brandon’s chips, so the three of them shared the same number. “Tommy is very smart. He has a BA in music and a BS in finance.” 
 
    “You’re kidding?” Brandon playfully nudged Tommy on the arm. “My guy’s an accountant!” 
 
    “You two have so much in common,” Angel said with a strange smile. 
 
    “Black 22!” the dealer announced. 
 
    “Woo!” Brandon clapped his hands on Tommy’s shoulders with excitement. “I knew you were good luck! Let’s hit the craps table.” Brandon collected his chips, undisturbed that he went through more than half of them in about fifteen minutes. 
 
    Tommy had no idea how to play craps, but he scooped up his chips, ready to follow Brandon. 
 
    Angel stopped Tommy with a hand on his arm. “You didn’t want to play roulette. You want to play craps now?” 
 
    “Not really.” Tommy laughed softly, still giddy about meeting his favorite rock stars. “I just want to hang out with Brandon and Derek.” 
 
    “You guys coming?” Derek asked over his shoulder. 
 
    Tommy laced his fingers through Angel’s and tugged. “Come on.” 
 
    When Tommy and Angel caught up with Brandon and Derek at the craps table, Tommy’s jaw dropped. Jeremy Kagan was standing next to them, and Alan Delgado was throwing the dice onto the green felt. Although Tommy had met Alan and Jeremy yesterday, being all together with Bulletproof was a thrill. He shook Jeremy’s hand. “Great to see you again.” 
 
    “You too, man.” Jeremy shook Angel’s hand next. “Get your bets down. Alan’s on a roll.” 
 
    Unsure of what to do, Tommy looked to Angel for guidance and received the sweetest smile in return. 
 
    “Just place some chips on the table,” Angel whispered, with his lips close enough to brush Tommy’s ear with warm breath. “And give the dealer your bet. Just repeat what Brandon or Jeremy say.” 
 
    Tommy had no clue what winning throws of the dice were, but everyone was cheering wildly, and his chips doubled, then tripled.  
 
    Brandon raised a finger and a waitress was at his side in a matter of seconds. She returned with a tray of shot glasses and an ice bucket filled with open beer bottles. 
 
    “What is this?” Tommy asked, taking a shot glass from the tray. 
 
    “Just a little Jack Daniels. We have to toast our new friendship.” Brandon raised his glass. “To rock and roll, baby!” 
 
    “To rock and roll.” Tommy winced as the alcohol burned his throat.  
 
    Angel was staring at his empty glass, licking his lips. “That was delicious. I never drink liquor. That really hit the spot.” 
 
    Tommy crinkled his brows. Hit the spot? Angel never drank anything harsh in order to protect his delicate vocal chords, and the liquor tasted like gasoline. “You’re acting a little weird tonight. You OK?” 
 
    “Perfectly fine, mi amor.” 
 
    “Hey, Tommy.” Derek got his attention. “You know what would be really cool? If you and me dueled axes. I’d love to throw down with you, bruh. It’s kind of a dream of mine.” 
 
    Playing guitar with me was Derek MacAlister’s dream? Floored by the compliment, Tommy almost wrapped his arms around the guy. “That would be fucking awesome. What if you and Brandon made a surprise guest appearance during our set?” 
 
    “That’d be fuckin’ wicked!” 
 
    “I’d love to sing with you, Angel, if you don’t mind,” Brandon said. “I know my voice is usually gravelly and deep, but I got range. I think we could work out an edgy harmony that would be really cool.” 
 
    “That sounds wonderful,” Angel replied. “I haven’t used my lower register in a long time. I’m looking forward to the challenge of sharing vocals.” He picked up another shot of Jack Daniels and drained it. 
 
    Tommy was on top of the world. He was officially star-struck, and he imagined this was how fans felt when they met him and the rest of Immortal Angel. He was euphoric. He was high on the company around him. He was excited that Brandon and Derek liked him and honored that they respected him as a musician. Sharing casual conversation with them about music and their personal lives was exhilarating. Joining forces on stage would be incredible.    
 
    A wooden stick scraped across the table and confiscated about three hundred dollars of Tommy’s chips. He was so amped that he didn’t even care. 
 
    Since the winning streak at the craps table came to an end, Brandon proclaimed it was time to head outside to smoke. 
 
    “We’re smoking now?” Angel asked Tommy. 
 
    “Maybe.” Tommy wore a mischievous smile. The guys from Bulletproof made him feel adventurous and made him want to try new things. 
 
    Once outside, Brandon’s phone went off, and he stepped away from the group while Derek produced a fat joint, lit the end and took several hefty tokes, which engulfed him in a plume of smoke. 
 
    Angel wore a disapproving scowl, which Tommy found adorable. The guy was so damn serious all the time. “Lighten up, A. I’m not getting high. I’m just hanging out.” 
 
    Angel’s features softened and his mouth curled into a smile. “I like that plan.” 
 
    “Cam!” Derek exclaimed. “You made it!” 
 
    Tommy stretched his neck, passed Derek, to Brandon who was heading toward them with his arm possessively draped around a well-dressed handsome man, obviously the boyfriend.  
 
    After a round of welcoming pats on the back from Brandon’s bandmates, Brandon introduced his boyfriend to Tommy and Angel. “These two dude are in an awesome punk rock band,” Brandon said. “That’s Tommy Blade, one of the best guitarists in the word, and his husband Angel Garcia, an iconic singer and showman. This is my guy, Cam.” 
 
    Tommy was flabbergasted at the introduction, and his ego inflated to twice its size.  
 
    “Musicians? I would have never guessed.” Cam smiled a gorgeous white smile. “Nice meeting you guys.” He extended his hand, which Tommy and Angel shook. 
 
    “Likewise,” Angel replied. 
 
    “Great to meet you. Brandon was just talking about you,” Tommy said. 
 
    “I got here as soon as I could. I drove from L.A. Traffic was a mess.” Cam waved his arm to dissipate some of the pot smoke that drifted in front of his face. “Put that thing out!” he told Derek “You’re gonna get us arrested.” 
 
    “You’re no fun, bruh.” Derek snubbed out the joint on the side of the building and stuffed it into his pocket. 
 
    “He’s lots of fun,” Brandon corrected. “He brought the good stuff.” 
 
    Tommy and Angel glanced at one another, wondering what “the good stuff” could be. 
 
    Cam pulled a small pouch from the inside pocket of his jacket and opened it. “Fresh out of the humidor.” 
 
    They were cigars. 
 
    Jeremy and Alan both reached for the pouch at the same time, but Cam pulled it away. “My man gets first dibs.” 
 
    Brandon lovingly nuzzled his face into Cam’s neck and took a cigar. He ran it under his nose and inhaled deeply. “Ahh. You’d have to go to Cuba to get something better than this.”  
 
    After offering the cigars to Alan and Jeremy, Cam offered them to Tommy and Angel. 
 
    Angel grinned as he helped himself to a cigar and Cam produced a lighter. “My uncle brings the real thing from Havana all the time.” 
 
    “No shit?” Brandon raised his brow, impressed. 
 
    “Yes. Among other things.” Angel pushed his chest out, leaned his head back and puffed on the cigar like Fidel Castro, sending a cone of smoke several feet into the air. 
 
    Tommy stifled a laugh. Enjoying a good cigar was one thing, smoking it like a dying man sucking on an oxygen mask was something totally different. This, plus the drinking, had Tommy baffled. “Take it easy, A. You have to sing this weekend.”  
 
    “I think my throat can handle a little smoke and alcohol, mi amor. But I do appreciate your concern.” 
 
    Derek wrapped his arm around Brandon’s neck. “Maybe Mr. Close-The-Door-I’m-Getting-A-Draft-On-My-Throat can share some of his special remedies.” 
 
    Brandon’s face perked up. “There’s a great herbal tea that—” 
 
    The arm Derek had around Brandon’s neck turned into a playful headlock, cutting off Brandon’s sentence. “I was joking,” Derek said. “No one wants to hear about your herbal tea!” 
 
    Brandon laughed and shoved his friend away. “You’re a riot. Go break up those two before someone gets hurt.” He was referring to Jeremy and Alan, who were roughhousing next to a row of cars. 
 
    These guys were all about having a good time. Always joking around and play fighting. Watching them made Tommy feel like a teenager again, and he had the urge to tackle Angel, a throwback from Tommy’s football days. 
 
    “What other goodies do you bring back from Cuba?” Brandon asked Angel. 
 
    “Coffee. Rum. But I haven’t been to Cuba since I was a little boy. My uncle brings them with him when he visits.” 
 
    “Which is all the time,” Tommy quickly added. “We get this great sugar, too. It’s like brown sugar or raw sugar, but it’s not. It tastes different. Like toffee. What’s it called, A?” 
 
    “Demerara.” 
 
    “I like sugar.” Brandon placed his arm around Tommy’s shoulder. “Rum. Cigars. Sugar. Your place sounds awesome.” 
 
    “We got a full recording studio, too.” Tommy couldn’t help bragging. He loved that Brandon seemed fascinated by him.  
 
    Brandon jerked his head back. “Woah. That’s rad. I’m definitely gonna hit you up the next time I’m in New York.” 
 
    “Yes.” Angel smiled, but in a weird way. “We’ll drink rum, smoke cigars, eat sugar, and record a song.” 
 
    A car alarm blared as Alan and Jeremy, who still hadn’t stopped roughhousing, fell into a Lexus. 
 
    “Let’s go back inside,” Brandon called to the rest of the guys, who were all inspecting the car for damage. “You ready?” he asked Tommy. 
 
    “Shit yeah. Let’s throw some more money down on the craps table.” 
 
    Brandon pulled the cigar from his mouth and smiled. “You’re all right, bruh.” He held up his hand for a bro-shake, which Tommy slapped as he grabbed it.  
 
    “You too man.” This was turning out to be one of the best nights of Tommy’s life. 
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    Jessi nudged Tommy, and he groaned. A late night at the craps table left him with a fat stack in his pocket and a sledgehammer in his forehead. He wasn’t used to drinking so much. Those guys from Bulletproof had put him to shame, but he had a few years on them. If it were five years ago and two kids earlier, he would have been able to keep up without the morning-after repercussions.  
 
    Jessi leaned over and tickled his neck with her fingers. “I know you’re awake.”  
 
    The fresh scent of Jessi’s perfume filled Tommy’s nostrils. The light floral aroma made his senses tingle and stirred his hormones. Jessi’s femininity and the softness of her curves were the perfect counterbalance to Angel’s aggressiveness and hard muscles. He pushed his fingers through her hair and caressed the back of her neck as he pulled her in for a kiss. Her lips were always soft and delicious, her mouth tender and gentle. “Come back to bed.”  
 
    “I’m going to the spa with Alyssa.” 
 
    He tugged on her hand. “Can you spare five minutes?” 
 
    “No.” She laughed and pulled her hand away. “I’m late.” 
 
    “Is Angel making breakfast?” 
 
    “Breakfast is over. It’s almost 11:00 a.m. He saved you a plate in the microwave, though I don’t know how well it’ll reheat.” 
 
    Tommy pulled the covers higher and rolled over. If he wasn’t getting laid or sitting down to breakfast with his family, he might as well sleep another half hour. It had been months since he had slept this late. 
 
    “Get up.” Jessi playfully tugged on his hair. “You’re on Daddy duty until Sofia gets here. Jimmy already dropped Mason off, and he took Angel to visit the arena. You’re supposed to meet them in Damien’s room to go over the set list. Something about switching up some of the songs.” 
 
    Tommy sat up with his back against the headboard, his morning nap obviously obliterated. “You mean Angel’s not here and I got all three kids?” 
 
    “Yes. You’re in charge.” Jessi let out a small laugh. “Heaven help us.” 
 
    Tommy groaned and pushed his fingers through his hair. His head was still cloudy from too much alcohol last night, and he wasn’t ready to deal with the kids’ energy. He realized that there wasn’t any noise coming from outside the bedroom, which made him nervous. “Why are they so quiet?” 
 
    “They’re sitting in front of the TV. I told the boys if they wake you, they couldn’t jam in Lucas’ room when you get up. Threaten to take away their practice time, and they’ll agree to anything. And Tessa is playing with her dolls.” Jessi gave him a quick peck on the lips. “Gotta run. I’ll be back in a few hours. Call me if you need me, but I might be wrapped in seaweed.” 
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    With his belly full of Angel’s huevos rancheros and two cups of coffee, Tommy’s hangover was history. Not even Mason beating on the drums bothered him. He had tried to get Jimmy and Audra to set up Mason’s drums in their room, but since one of the bedrooms in the suite doubled as a playroom for Lucas and Tessa, he lost that argument.  
 
    He checked the time on his phone and texted Angel. 
 
    TOMMY:  Just waiting for Sofia. Be there soon. 
 
    He was putting a spin on the riff to Cyanide Sensation in his head when a small hand tugged on his pant leg. “Daddy?” 
 
    “What is it, princess?” He looked down into his daughter’s dark eyes and cupped her angelic face in the palm of his hand. 
 
    “The boys don’t wanna play with me.”   
 
    Tessa’s bottom lip stuck out in a sad pout that just about ripped Tommy’s heart out. Touring with two boys who spent almost all of their time playing the guitar and drums left poor Tessa without a playmate at times. The music clearly stemming from the playroom meant this was one of those times. Sofia and Mason’s Aunt Mary were usually there to keep her company, but he wished there was another little girl for her to play with.  
 
    Tommy squatted down to Tessa’s level and rested his elbows on his knees. The guys would have to wait a little longer. His daughter was more important. “I have some free time. What do you want to play, sweetheart?” 
 
    Her face lit up, and she clapped her little hands together. She grabbed his index finger and led him toward the back of the suite where the bedrooms were located. At six feet tall, Tommy had to lean over as he walked behind his three-year-old daughter. He paused when he passed the playroom to listen to the beats the boys were creating. At five years old, Lucas was already playing complex riffs and easily covered a song simply from listening to it by ear. Jimmy’s son Mason was a dynamo on the drums. The kid was destined to surpass his father’s talent. Most ten year olds wouldn’t want to be bothered hanging around with a kid half his age, but Mason loved Lucas. They were like brothers, bonded together by their love of music. Both were perfect examples of how musical ability genetically passed down from one generation to the next. Tessa’s interests were still mainly girly things like dressing up her dolls, obviously inherited from her mother’s obsession with fashion design, but Tessa was also mesmerized by the music the boys played. 
 
    Tessa tugged on Tommy’s hand, and he followed her into her room. She patted the back of one of the chairs belonging to her child-size table set. “Sit here, Daddy.”   
 
    Tommy hoped the small chair didn’t break under his weight and send him crashing to the floor. His knees were level with his chin, and the back of the chair hit him in the kidneys. A teddy bear sat to his right, and Tessa’s favorite doll sat to his left. The table was set with miniature white cups and saucers with a pink flowery design. Tiny teaspoons nestled on the saucers, and a matching teapot sat in the center of the table. He pushed his hair behind his ears and introduced himself to his dinner companions, shaking a stuffed paw and tipping an imaginary hat at the pretty doll. Tessa filled everyone’s cup with invisible tea and then took the empty seat across from Tommy. He picked up his cup by the delicate handle that barely fit between his fingers and took a sip. “Delicious! Did you brew it yourself?” 
 
    Tessa nodded with a smile that took Tommy’s breath away. Her hair was a rich sable brown, almost black, and it fell passed her shoulders. She had Jessi’s lips and nose, and she was just as beautiful as her mother was. Her eyes opened wide as if she just remembered something, and she sprung from the chair. She took a stack of small plastic plates from the counter of her make-believe kitchen and put them on the table, along with a plastic cake. “I made birthday cake.” 
 
    “You did?” Tommy laughed softly. “But whose birthday is it?” 
 
    “Yours, Daddy!” 
 
    He had no idea that his daughter knew his birthday was coming up, and it touched his heart. “Thank you, princess. My birthday isn’t for a few days, but this will be our little secret birthday cake. OK? Just for me and you.” 
 
    She nodded happily. “For Daddy and Tessa.” 
 
    Tommy picked up the small plastic cake and pretended to take a giant bite out of it, chewing with his cheeks puffed out as if his mouth was full. “Mmm. Mmm.” His daughter’s delightful laughter blessed his ears with a beautiful melody. He drank more tea and patted his belly. “I’m stuffed. That was the best meal I had all day.”  
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    Jessi stared at her reflection in the elevator doors as it ascended to the top floor of the Venetian hotel. Erotic images from two nights ago when the elevator malfunctioned immediately filled her head, and she tried to hide her smile. She touched the length of her hair, longer now than it had been since she was a teenager, and assessed the new color treatment. “Is it too much?”   
 
    “No. It looks fucking bad ass.” 
 
    Jessi and Alyssa, her best friend and the wife of Immortal Angel’s bassist, were only supposed to be going for facials and massages, but on a whim Jessi decided to add royal blue streaks to her hot pink hair. Not all through her hair though, just the part that framed her face. She wasn’t used to it yet, and it surprised her every time she caught sight of herself. “I hope Tommy and Angel like it.” 
 
    “You could shave your head bald, and they’d fucking love it.” 
 
    The elevator came to a stop, and they stepped into the hallway just as Audra passed. As the tour manager for Immortal Angel, Audra had been running around like crazy on this tour. She was the one who deserved a day of pampering the most, but with a festival the size of this one, the amount of things she took care of at a regular show tripled. She blew her sandy blonde hair out of her face and shifted her leather briefcase from one hand to the other. She looked frazzled, but perked up when she saw Jessi and Alyssa. 
 
    “Your hair! Jessi, it looks awesome! I wish I could do something like that, but it’s hard enough for industry people to take me seriously as it is.” Audra was a young woman in the male-dominated world of music executives, but she was tougher than most men twice her age. She was also married to Immortal Angel’s drummer, Jimmy Wilder, and raising his son. She was the epitome of the modern woman, balancing work and family. Her phone dinged, and she scrolled through it with one hand as the three of them resumed walking down the hall. “I was just with the festival’s production manager, and he already sent me three messages,” she said, still reading the screen. “Oh, here’s a message from Aunt Mary that I missed. She has the boys and Sofia is with them. They’re at the History of Rock and Roll exhibit on the first floor, which means they’ll be there for hours.”   
 
    Aunt Mary, as Mason’s aunt was affectionately referred to by everyone, tirelessly took care of the kids. Granted, the kids’ nanny was usually with them and Lucas and Mason were self-sufficient as long as they had their musical instruments, but Aunt Mary was always there. And she doted on those kids.  
 
    Jessi dug her phone out of her handbag and found a similar message from Sofia. “The guys are all in my suite with Tessa. Great. My poor daughter must be bored to death!” She looked at Audra and then at Alyssa. “I wish one of you would have a little girl so my daughter can have a playmate.” 
 
    Alyssa cackled. “I’m not sure that’s in my future. I have my hands full just taking care of Damien.” 
 
    Audra, on the other hand, had a wistful look in her eyes. “That might be nice. I’d love to give Mason a little brother or sister. Once my life calms down.” 
 
    “Sister.” Jessi glared at Audra for emphasis. “Tessa doesn’t need any more little boys driving her crazy.” Truthfully, Tessa idolized her big brother and was totally enamored with Mason. And the boys cherished her. Jessi knew that Tessa was destined to spend her life under their watchful eye.  
 
    She opened the door to the suite and was surprised at the lack of noise, other than the stereo playing at a low volume. Four men and a little girl should have evoked some kind of upheaval. “Where is everyone?”     
 
    “Shh.” Tessa suddenly appeared in front of Jessi with her little index finger in front of her lips. “Relaxing time.” 
 
    Jessi chuckled. “What does that mean? Is everyone napping?” 
 
    “No. Relaxing.”  
 
    “Oh.” Jessi lowered her voice to a whisper. “Pardon me.” 
 
    Tessa’s mouth opened into a surprised oval. “Mommy’s hair! It’s blue. Like Uncle Damien’s!”   
 
    Jessi picked up her daughter. “Do you like it?” 
 
    Tessa ran her fingers through it, allowing the royal blue strands to cascade over her hand. “Mommy’s beautiful.” 
 
    “Thank you, baby. But I’m not nearly as beautiful as you are.” She kissed her daughter’s cheek and then set her back down on the floor. 
 
    “Shh. Quiet.” Tessa reminded them before she tiptoed into the living room.  
 
    Jessi exchanged smiles with Audra and Alyssa and the three of them followed Tessa, walking with exaggerated lightness so they didn’t disturb anyone. When they rounded the wall that brought the living room into view, Jessi stopped and laughed. 
 
    All four men were in the hotel-supplied fluffy white bathrobes, bare feet on the coffee table or reclining on a footrest. Their toenails were painted black, although more polish seemed to be on their toes than any place else. Jimmy had his eyes closed and his mouth open, apparently fast asleep. Damien had his head back and a cloth over his eyes. Angel was in the middle of getting his fingernails painted by Tessa. And Tommy had obviously received some of Tessa’s expert hairstyling, because a loosely tied ponytail hung just below one ear. “This is priceless!” Jessi exclaimed, snapping a few photos with her cell phone. 
 
    “Quiet,” Damien barked without lifting his head. “You’re interrupting my Zen.” 
 
    “Your Zen?” Alyssa sat next to him and lifted the towel from his eyes. “You guys are working this poor little girl to death.” 
 
    “They’re my customers,” Tessa bragged. “Ten dollars each.” 
 
    Jessi laughed. “That’s my girl!” 
 
    “I got the special Daddy discount. A free hairstyle.” Tommy twirled his ponytail, and then did a double take at Jessi. “You put blue streaks in your hair! I love it, hon!” 
 
    “Nice choice,” Damien said with a nod of his blue mohawk. 
 
    “Come closer. Let me see.” Angel was sitting very still so he didn’t disturb Tessa who was still painting his fingernails.   
 
    Jessi squeezed in between him and Tommy and leaned toward Angel so her hair fell in front of him. “Do you like it?” 
 
    “I do. It’s very chic. You’re such a fashionista.” 
 
    Jimmy came to life with a stretch and a loud yawn. He rested his eyes on Audra, and he smiled as he extended his hand toward his wife. “I missed you, babe. Give me some sugar.” 
 
    Audra sat next to him and swatted his chest. “You sleepyhead. What’s with you guys? I thought you were going over the set list and re-working some of the songs?” 
 
    Jimmy wrapped his arms around Audra and kissed her cheek. “We were waiting for Tommy, but he had an important tea party he needed to attend. Then Mason and Lucas wanted us to listen to something they put together.” 
 
    “We were getting ready to leave, but Tessa had this salon set up in the living room,” Tommy explained. “I couldn’t let Jonathan the bear and Hazel the doll be her only customers.” 
 
    Damien wiggled his toes. “It was my first pedicure. The kid gives great foot massages.” 
 
    Alyssa curled her lip and jerked her head toward Tessa. “You touched his stinky feet?” 
 
    “Not stinky. Tickly.”   
 
    “We wiped our feet with baby wipes first,” Angel said. He was such a germaphobe when it came to the kids. 
 
     “Nice hair, Jess.” Jimmy turned his eyes back on Audra. “Did you go to the spa too?” 
 
    “No. I was stuck arguing with Bulletproof’s manager about their timeslot.”   
 
    Tommy abruptly pulled his feet off the coffee table and leaned forward toward Audra. “You met Felix Osbourne? Bulletproof’s manager?” 
 
    “Met him? I had a 30-minute discussion with him about the lineup. I had an old draft of the schedule and it had everyone’s timeslot mixed up. I thought Bulletproof was going on before Immortal Angel. I should have known better than to argue with him. He had the schedule memorized. When I wouldn’t believe him, he had to get his copy from his briefcase. It was practically laminated and everything in his briefcase was sectioned off into little compartments. He seemed very anal. It turned out that Bulletproof isn’t even playing on the same night as Immortal Angel. They’re headlining Sunday night. You’re headlining on Saturday night.” 
 
    Tommy slapped his knees. “Awesome! Then we can relax and watch their set.” 
 
    Audra’s phone dinged again, and she sighed. “What now?” She read the screen and then quickly looked up at Jessi. “It’s Felix Osbourne. Bulletproof wants you to design some clothing for them. He wants you to call him to set up an appointment.” She tapped on her cell phone. “I’m sending you his number.” 
 
    Jessi never expected the weekend in Vegas to be a business opportunity. Now she realized that a festival with dozens of bands in tow offered a plethora of potential customers. “I would love to design for Bulletproof. This is an incredible opportunity for me.” Jessi’s mind was racing with ideas. She wanted to have some sketches ready when she met with them for a consult. “I’ll be in the bedroom sketching for a while.” 
 
    “Mommy drawing?” 
 
    “Yes, baby. Want to draw with me?” Jessi had bought Tessa a tablet, and they would often sketch side by side. While Jessi designed edgy, high fashion garments, Tessa drew stick figures adorned with geometric shapes that served as their clothing. She stood up and extended her hand to her daughter. “Ready, Tess?”   
 
    “You’re not done with my manicure,” Angel held up one hand with only two fingernails polished. “I can’t walk around like this.” 
 
    Tessa handed Tommy the bottle of nail polish. “Daddy finish.” 
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    Angel stared at Tommy with a tender gaze. The man was a warrior on stage and could shred a guitar like a maniac, and he was sitting here polishing Angel’s nails with precision and grace. The top of the bottle of polish was lost in Tommy’s hand as he glided the brush across Angel’s nail with extreme concentration.  
 
    This small act of attention filled Angel with such joy. Tommy was breathtakingly handsome and as sexy as the day was long. Angel loved being spoiled by Tommy, and he watched with a goofy smile.  
 
    There was a flash of bright blue as Tommy glanced up at Angel. “Tessa’s a lot better at this than I am.” 
 
    “Nonsense. I adore being pampered by you. I could sit here all day while you lavish me with fingernail polish and lotion.” 
 
    “Lotion?” Tommy tightened the cap on the nail polish and set it down. “You want me to rub you down with lotion now?” He picked up the various supplies that Tessa had gathered on the table and inspected them. 
 
    “I would love nothing more, my prince.” 
 
    “Hold on,” Damien interrupted, raising the palm of his hand. “I watch you guys dry hump each other all night on stage. If you’re gonna start rubbing lotion on each other, I’m outta here. I gotta draw the line somewhere.” 
 
    Angel scowled at his oldest friend. “You’re such a spoilsport.” 
 
    “Oh my God.” Tommy’s eyes grew large, and he glanced between Damien and Jimmy. “I can’t believe I forgot to tell you about last night.” 
 
    “You told us,” Damien said. “You gambled and got drunk with the guys from Bulletproof.” 
 
    “Yeah, but that’s not all. Brandon and Derek want to join us on stage during our set.” 
 
    The smile melted off Angel’s face. Tommy hadn’t mentioned the brief conversation about Brandon and Derek making a guest appearance during one of Immortal Angel’s songs since last night. They had consumed a lot of alcohol and Angel secretly hoped that it had been said during a drunken haze and forgotten by all. Angel didn’t forget though. He’d been thinking about their night in the casino all day. The whole night had been bizarre. Tommy Blade, master of the guitar and a pioneer in blending genres – a star in his own right – had been star-struck at meeting the members of Bulletproof, specifically the band’s handsome long-haired singer. Tommy’s over-the-top enthusiasm and interest in Brandon Bullet had left Angel feeling neglected with a strand of barbed wire squeezing his heart.  
 
    Audra was the first to react to Tommy’s announcement. “I love that idea.” She immediately started texting on her phone. “I need to tell Kira to get her butt here. She can’t miss this.” 
 
    Angel’s heart sank deeper into the pit of his stomach. Kira was Audra’s sister and Immortal Angel’s A&R exec. Angel knew Kira well enough to envision ideas springing into her head about a collaboration between the two bands, which meant more time spent with Tommy gushing over Brandon. “Aren’t you getting ahead of yourself?” he asked Audra. “Nothing’s been confirmed. We haven’t even talked about it since last night. You were with their manager today, and he didn’t mention anything about it. Who knows if they’re still interested in performing with us?” 
 
    “They loved the idea,” Tommy quickly replied. “Of course they’re still interested.” He scooted closer to the edge of his seat and turned slightly toward Damien and Jimmy. “What do you guys think? You OK with it if Brandon Bullet and Derek MacAlister join us for a song?” Tommy offered a hopeful smile. “Or two?” 
 
    “Cool by me,” Jimmy replied. 
 
    Damien turned toward Angel with a skeptical crease across his forehead and narrowed one eye. “You’re gonna vocalize with Brandon Bullet?”   
 
    It wasn’t a question of whether or not Angel was up to the task; it was whether Angel was OK with sharing the spotlight with the man. Out of everyone in the room, Damien knew Angel the longest, and in ways, better than anyone else as well. Angel chose his words carefully. “I think it will be an interesting blend of vocal techniques.” 
 
    Damien scoffed, knowing Angel hated the idea. “Yeah, right.”  
 
    “It will be fucking awesome,” Tommy slapped his thigh for emphasis. “Brandon has such grit and swagger in his voice. He’s got a growl and a signature scream. It’ll really enhance some of our raunchier songs like Dirty Love or Toxic. Or Sex & Greed.” 
 
    Grit and swagger? Angel felt like a shadow. He had always thought he was Tommy’s favorite rock star. Now he realized his inflated ego put that idea into his head. “You seem very enamored by this hard rock singer.”  
 
    A chuckle left Tommy’s lips. “Are you jealous?” 
 
    “Should I be?” 
 
    “You’re fucking adorable.” 
 
    “You didn’t answer my question.” 
 
     “Are you out of your fucking mind?” Tommy slid his hand around the back of Angel’s neck. “No. You don’t need to be jealous. I’m not in love with him. I’m in love with you. Even if you are a psycho.” 
 
    “I know you’re not in love with him. I just meant that you seem mesmerized by his vocal ability and his music. In case you’ve forgotten, I’m a singer, too.” 
 
    Tommy’s shoulders slumped, and he hung his head into his chest for a few seconds before he looked back at Angel. “You’re just as talented. More talented. You got incredible range. No one lights up the stage, or my heart, like you do.”   
 
    Those warm, fleshy lips landed on Angel’s and made his heart do backflips. A part of him felt foolish, especially since the entire conversation took place in front of their friends, but the heaviness remained in Angel’s chest.  
 
    For Angel, singing with the heavy metal singer would be competition for Tommy’s attention and approval. Their styles were the exact opposite. Brandon had a throaty scream and a deep baritone. Angel’s pitch varied, but his register was higher. No matter what Tommy said Brandon Bullet was still an idol to him and performed the genre of music he loved most. Tommy played punk rock because it was Immortal Angel’s genre of music, not because it was his first love.  
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    Since Tessa’s desire to draw with her mother interrupted the spa treatments, the guys revisited the original plan of the day to mix up the set list. After two hours of discussion and some tempo changes, Angel retreated to the bedroom to decompress. He was still trying to overcome the idea of taking a back seat to Brandon Bullet in Tommy’s eyes – on stage, of course. The threat that bludgeoned Angel’s ego stemmed from Tommy’s love for hard rock. Perhaps Immortal Angel could shock their fans by writing a hard rock or heavy metal song, the same way bands threw a ballad into the mix. It was an interesting idea. Angel frowned because then maybe Tommy would want Brandon Bullet to do another guest vocal. Angel had to admit that the idea had plenty of appeal. It would be an excellent marketing strategy that would lure Bulletproof’s fans into listening to Immortal Angel’s music. Lying on the bed, he laced his fingers behind his head and stared up at the ceiling, unsure if he really wanted to go down that road. 
 
    “Are you coming?” Tommy stuck his head in the bedroom. 
 
    “Where are we going, mi amor?”   
 
    “With Jessi. To her appointment with the guys from Bulletproof.” 
 
    Angel chewed on his lower lip. “That’s tonight? Already?” 
 
    “Yeah. There’s not much time left. Once the festival starts, free time is over.” 
 
    Angel should have known that Tommy wouldn’t miss another opportunity to socialize with Brandon Bullet. “Won’t we be in the way?” 
 
    “Jessi said we should come. The four of them will be there, plus Brandon’s boyfriend. She can only do consults one at a time, so they’ll be hanging out the rest of the time.”  
 
    “I guess we’re going then.” What Angel really meant was you’re not going without me. 
 
    The meeting was in Bulletproof’s suite, conveniently located on the same floor of the hotel only at the opposite end of the hall. It turned out that Brandon and Cam were staying on a different floor than the rest of the band. Alan Delgado, Jeremy Kagan, and Derek MacAlister were the only ones sharing the large suite. 
 
    “We always stay in the same suite,” Derek explained. “It’s more fun this way. Before Brandon met Cam, he used to stay with us too, but it got a little too wild for him now that he’s settled down with one guy.” 
 
    Angel’s antennas went up. He knew Brandon wasn’t a threat, but phrases like “settled down” and “one guy” gave Angel some comfort. It meant that Brandon wouldn’t have any kind of infatuation for Tommy. Although Angel didn’t know how anyone could resist Tommy’s magnetism. 
 
    “So where’s Jessi?” Derek asked. “I haven’t met her yet. I want one of those rad leather jackets she makes. She designs your stage outfits, right?” 
 
    “Yes.” A genuine smile spread across Angel’s lips, and his heart filled with pride for his wife. “She’s an innovator. One of the best in the business. And a perfectionist. Few people take as much pride in their work as she does. She stopped in the hallway to take a call. She’ll be right in.” 
 
    The click-clack of Jessi’s studded heels echoed on the floor toward them, and Angel turned his gaze upon her. With her colorful hair, leather, and studs she was a rock goddess. She was the mother of their children and the woman he shared his life with. She singlehandedly made a name for herself in fashion as one of the top go-to designers for the rock and roll industry. Her most notable accomplishment was that she won his heart. No woman had ever stirred his desires before. “Here she is now.” Angel placed his hand on the small of her back as soon as she approached. “I present the one and only Jessi Blade. Jessi, this is Derek MacAlister.” 
 
    She shook his hand vigorously. “It’s so nice to meet you. I can’t wait to get started. There’s nothing I love more than designing for rock stars.” She gave Angel an affectionate smile. “Just ask Angel.” 
 
    “Great,” Derek said. “Let me get us some drinks, and then we can start.” 
 
    Jessi watched him as he walked away, his long black hair bouncing with each step. “That’s a lot of hair.” She turned in a semicircle. “So where is the famous Brandon Bullet?”  
 
    Tommy had been engaged in animated conversation with Brandon from the moment they entered the suite. Not wanting to appear like a jealous husband, Angel hung back and made small talk with Derek, although he never let Tommy out of his sightline. 
 
    Jessi froze the moment she spotted Tommy and Brandon at the other end of the room. She took hold of Angel’s arm with both hands, her jaw slightly open and her eyes glued on Tommy and Brandon. “What am I looking at?” 
 
    Angel stiffened at her obvious attraction. “That’s Brandon Bullet.” 
 
    “Why didn’t you tell me he was a mirror image of Tommy?” 
 
    There was an obvious similarity. Both had long blond hair and piercing blue eyes, but Brandon was a few inches taller than Tommy, and his shoulders and chest were broader. And he had a scruffy jaw and wild wavy hair, whereas Tommy was mostly clean shaven and had soft flowing tresses. “They’re hardly mirror images. Tommy’s an Adonis. Brandon looks like James Hetfield from the eighties.” Considering how much Tommy loved Metallica, the comparison made Angel’s gut tighten. 
 
    “You say that like it’s a bad thing.” She smiled and her eyes flashed with playfulness. “There should be a law against this much sexiness in one room.” 
 
    “You too?” Now Jessi was infatuated with Bulletproof’s lead singer, too. Is there no end to that man’s allure? 
 
    “You’re included in the sexiness.” She looped her arm through Angel’s and started to lead them toward the two blond rock stars, but Angel didn’t budge. “What’s wrong?” she asked. 
 
    Angel cupped her face in the palm of his hands. He looked deep into her eyes, hoping she’d understand what was in his heart, rather than force him to verbalize feelings he didn’t know how to put into words.  
 
    She tilted her head slightly. “What are you worried about?” 
 
    “It’s bad enough Tommy is overwhelmed by him. I don’t want you to be, too.” He kissed her with a possessive force that was unexpected. They were in a room full of gay men, yet he needed to claim her.  
 
    Jessi’s knees buckled slightly, and she hung onto his wrists. When Angel pulled back, she exhaled a deep breath. “What was that for?” 
 
    “Do I need a reason to kiss my wife?”    
 
    “Never.” She displayed an inviting smile. “Do you want to kiss me again?” 
 
    “I always want to kiss you again.” This time he only placed a small peck on her lips. Otherwise, God knows what they’d end up doing. 
 
    As soon as they neared Tommy and Brandon, Brandon turned to Jessi with an illuminating smile. “Jessi Blade. I’ve been meaning to get to your shop every time I’m in New York. I was so stoked to find out you were here.” 
 
    “Thank you. I’ve heard so much about you. I’m looking forward to working with you and your band.”  
 
    “My boyfriend Cam wants some business suits. I didn’t even know you made formal clothing.” 
 
    “I started a few years ago. I did a spread in Vogue Paris with Tommy and Angel modeling my first designs.” 
 
    “She’s remarkable.” Tommy winked at Jessi. “Love ya, hon.” 
 
     “Me and Tommy were just talking about rehearsing,” Brandon said to Angel. “I was thinking about it all night. I can’t wait to sing with you, man.” 
 
    Angel had to admit, the guy was rather charming. “Same here. I haven’t partnered with anyone on vocals in years.” Actually, not since he first started out and he was still getting his feet wet.  
 
    Tommy laced his fingers through Angel’s. “We were thinking about getting together after this to work on some variations. Is that OK with you?” 
 
    “The sooner the better.”    
 
    Brandon’s boyfriend joined them and handed Brandon a bottle of beer. He looked more like a runway model, or part of the band’s management team, than a rock star’s boyfriend. He wore a pinstriped shirt, topped off by a gorgeous Armani jacket, and a pair of skinny jeans. His aesthetic was totally opposite of Brandon’s, but they somehow fit and complemented one another. Brandon introduced him to Jessi and they shook hands. 
 
    “I love your hair,” Cameron said to Jessi. 
 
    “Thank you. You’re from New York?” He had a recognizable East Coast accent. 
 
    “Yes. But I live in L.A. now.” 
 
     “We’re all from Brooklyn. That’s where my shop is located. But now we live in Long Island. I’m very excited to design formal menswear. I don’t get commissioned to design custom suits that often. It’s a pleasure.”   
 
    “I work on the road when Brandon’s touring, so I don’t need to dress every day anymore. I miss it.” Cameron took a swig of his beer. “I saw Immortal Angel’s double-decker tour bus outside. That thing is awesome.” 
 
    “Yes,” Angel replied. “We stick out like a giant elephant with that monstrosity, but we need it. We travel with the kids.” 
 
    “You have kids?” Brandon’s eyes sparked with interest. 
 
    Jessi nodded. “A boy and a girl, and there’s Mason. Jimmy Wilder’s son.” 
 
    “I heard about him,” Brandon said. “The child prodigy on the drums.” 
 
    “He’s amazing. So is our son on the guitar, but he’s a lot younger than Mason. And our daughter wants to sing along with them when they play. She makes up most of the lyrics, or sings something from Frozen or Moana to the tune of whatever the boys are playing. We travel with a nanny and Mason’s aunt, so we really need the room, although we really prefer to be hands-on parents. We just need help sometimes.” Jessi was babbling like a proud mother, but Brandon was genuinely interested.  
 
    “It works?” Brandon asked. “Traveling with the kids?”   
 
    “And half a toy store.” Angel let out a small chuckle. “The bus is like a mobile home. We don’t stay on the road as long as we used to, though. Only about eight weeks at a time with big breaks in between. That way we get to enjoy the house and the pool, and the kids get stability.” 
 
    Brandon slung his arm over Cameron’s shoulder. “See, Cam? It’s not so hard traveling with a family.” 
 
    Cameron gave Brandon a nervous smile. “Um. Yeah. OK.”   
 
    They were a handsome couple, and the chemistry between them was clear. Angel studied them. Rock star versus corporate executive. The opposites-attract thing was rather eye catching. 
 
    While Jessi scrolled through sketches with Brandon and Cameron on her tablet, deep in conversation, Angel pulled Tommy aside. “Have you asked Damien and Jimmy about rehearsal? We don’t have a lot of time before the show.” Angel wanted ample time to acclimate to the depth of Brandon’s voice. If he was going to do this thing with Brandon, he was going to showcase the versatility of his voice. He wasn’t going to be upstaged, especially during his set. 
 
    “Yeah. I spoke to them before we left. They’re cool with it.” 
 
    “What about a studio? We can’t all plug-in in our suite. I’m surprised no one’s complained about Mason and Lucas playing their instruments yet.” 
 
    Tommy brought his hand to his chin and rubbed his jaw. “I didn’t think about that. I guess we need to find out if there’s a studio nearby we can use. I’ll ask Audra to look into it. I’m not sure she’s gonna be able to find something last minute for tonight though.” Tommy took out his phone and sent Audra a text message. His phone sounded a reply almost immediately, and he crinkled his brow as he read it. “She said Felix Osbourne took care of it. There’s a studio a few blocks away. We’re free to use it all night. She wasn’t kidding when she said that guy was anal.” 
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    Rehearsal with Brandon Bullet and Derek MacAlister had Tommy flying high. His fingers were more limber than usual, showing off their speed and delivering riffs at lightning speed. Dropping to his knees, he let his fingers fly over the fret board and finished with a powerful wail from a pull on the whammy bar. 
 
    “Bravo!” Brandon clapped. “That was wicked cool.” 
 
    Derek stood back in awe with this incredible look of wonder on his face. “It’s amazing the way you infuse a heavy rock sound into punk. It’s just . . . wow, man. Just wow.” 
 
     “That’s my prince.” Angel beamed at Tommy with a wide smile and his chest full. “He’s a master at his craft.” 
 
    A hint of heat flushed Tommy’s cheeks. “I’m just having fun with it.” It was humbling to hear praise from musicians he respected. And the amount of admiration that Angel still had for him, after all this time together, was heartfelt. “Are you ready for another run through?” 
 
    “Yeah.” Derek turned the key on the head of his Strat. “Although I can’t do anything like that.” 
 
    “Whatever you do will be great,” Tommy said. “Just run with it.”   
 
    Angel and Brandon were talking near the mixing console. Tommy strained to hear what they were saying, but there was too much background noise in the room. Derek was tuning his guitar, and Jimmy never stopped hitting his toms or dusting the cymbals. Damien was the only quiet one, leaning back against one of the amps with his ankles crossed and his Ibanez across his chest, just chillin’ and waiting to play. 
 
    Angel stepped in front of the center mic, and Brandon and Derek moved to the side, where they pretended to be off stage so they could make a grand entrance like they would at the show.  
 
    At the start of the chorus Derek would run on stage, then Brandon would surprise everyone a few seconds later. 
 
    At Angel’s cue, Jimmy clacked his sticks together four times, and the band erupted into the hard beats of Sex & Greed. Angel’s crystal clear vocals were loud, fast, and harsh. He threw himself into the song with the same gusto as if he was performing in front of an arena filled with people, instead of an empty studio. He bounced on his feet, grabbed his crotch, and thrust his hips forward to accentuate the rebellious words in the verse.   
 
    Tommy watched his fingers mechanically pump out the melody. He was lost in a world of power chords. When he looked up, Angel was staring at him with the mic at his lips and a menacing glint in his eyes.  
 
    Angel’s mouth quirked into a smile as he sang the raunchy lyrics with an erotic undertone. He vamped toward Tommy, his hips leading the way. The bulge at the center of his crotch announced the sexual energy that he and Tommy always shared whenever they played together. With their faces only inches apart and the guitar the only thing separating their bodies, Tommy felt the familiar tingle creep up his spine. 
 
    The sound of Derek’s Strat broke the spell between Tommy and Angel, and they both turned toward the guest guitarist. Derek slid onto his knees, landing where the edge of the stage would be, and tore up the rhythm to the song. He circled Tommy. The two stood back to back, dueling sounds of lead and rhythm guitar that pushed the song to a new level.  
 
    Brandon’s raspy growl filled the small studio and sliced through the melody like an axe. Angel lowered his register so they were singing on equal octaves. He marched toward Brandon, all cocky and filled with swagger. Brandon met Angel halfway, and they stopped within a foot of one another. Mic to mic, they each projected the sexually charged lyrics at one another. Tommy’s husband and his rock idol were in front of him taunting one another with their voices. Angel’s tight jeans hugged his body and his hips rolled with each howl from his lungs. The muscles in Brandon’s chest flexed under his tight T-shirt with each guttural growl.  
 
    While Angel and Brandon challenged each other with their signature vocals, Tommy and Derek faced one another, each swinging their hair in a wild spray of black and blond. It was Immortal Angel against Bulletproof. Tommy was soaring higher than the clouds. He strutted across the room to where Angel and Brandon were standing and circled them. He watched the two singers. They were from very different genres of music, but blended vocals effortlessly. The gravelly roar of Brandon’s voice brought out an edge in Angel’s voice like a sexy, raw purr of power. It stirred Tommy’s hormones into a spiraling mass of adrenaline, and he rubbed his back against Angel’s like a cat in heat.  
 
    Angel returned the pressure, rotating his ass against Tommy’s and then bumping him with a backwards thrust. He turned abruptly and roughly grabbed Tommy’s chin in his hand. He sang close, with his lips near enough so Tommy could feel his warm breath. Angel dropped to his knees at Tommy’s feet and let his fingers crawl up Tommy’s leg, sending a shiver straight to Tommy’s crotch. He stood, grabbed Tommy’s T-shirt in his fist, and pulled him in to shout a lyric – and then he was gone. 
 
    Angel stomped across the room and straight up to Brandon. He leaned forward and projected his vocals at the wild-haired singer. The two leaned close, mic to mic. Tommy watched, mesmerized at first, then, very, very slowly, something vile washed over him like black heat. It started in his cheeks and trickled down his neck. It spread across his chest and settled in the pit of his stomach. He tried to shake it off, but it was acrid, like venom.  
 
    He came up behind Angel and brushed his back against his husband. Angel shimmied against Tommy for a few seconds, and then returned his attention to exchanging vocals with Brandon.  
 
    Tommy’s hand tightened around the neck of his Les Paul, and he took a few steps back to watch Angel and Brandon. They played off each other, taking turns shouting lines in the verse at one another and combining their vocals to sing the chorus.  
 
    For years, Angel and Tommy had shared an intense, sexual chemistry on stage. It had provided an erotic aura that overshadowed the venue and everyone in it. Now, he watched Angel share a similar exchange with Brandon Bullet. His husband and his idol were sharing something that seemed forbidden. Something that only he and Angel shared on stage . . . until now. 
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    When they got back to the suite, Angel was still singing under his breath in the new gravelly tone that he perfected with Brandon. It was coarse and sexy and totally fucking awesome.  
 
    Jessi sat in the living room chatting with Alyssa and Audra. All three of them stopped talking, which was a miracle in itself, when they heard the snarl in Angel’s voice and turned toward him to listen. 
 
    “What’s with that new voice?” Jessi asked, her smile as bright as her eyes. 
 
    Angel sang the first line of the chorus to Sex & Greed, the way he had just sang it with Brandon. 
 
    “Wow.” Audra uncrossed her legs and leaned over the arm of the couch toward Angel. “I’ve known you forever, and I’ve never heard your voice deliver such tenacity. That was incredible. The crowd is going to flip when they hear you and Brandon Bullet sing together.” 
 
    Angel was grinning. “I can’t remember when I’ve been this excited to perform with another artist. Is Kira still joining us for the show? I want her to hear us together. I’m thinking we should do a re-release of Sex & Greed featuring Brandon Bullet on vocals.” 
 
    Tommy’s jaw fell open. He had no idea what caused Angel’s change of attitude. “You didn’t even want to sing with him yesterday. Now you want to cut a single with him?” 
 
    Angel tilted his head to the side and looked off into the distance for a few seconds, deep in thought. “I’m going to be honest. I didn’t really like him at first. Maybe because you gave him this huge build up and, well . . . you were practically giddy whenever you spent time with him. I admit it. I was a little jealous, and I immediately resented him. But now I see I was just being silly. I was all wrong about him.”   
 
    Tommy folded his arms across his chest. “So now you like him? After singing one song with him?” 
 
    “What’s not to like? Seriously, Tommy. He’s a very nice guy. And that voice. That growl is deep.” Angel curled his fingers in the air as if he was grabbing onto an imaginary object. “It’s palpable. Guttural. Sexy. I wish I could summon such power.” 
 
    “What are you talking about? You have a powerful voice. I’m surprised you don’t shatter glass half the time.” 
 
    Angel nodded modestly. “I know. I know. I can hold a note longer than most and have a diverse octave range, but I rely on my upper register. It just doesn’t deliver the same way Brandon’s voice does. He’s got that low, sexy baritone that makes your body reverberate. Singing with him was a revelation to my vocal chords.” 
 
    Tommy’s jaw was gaping again. Angel respected other artists, but he never flaunted over their talent before. And Angel just used the word sexy to describe Brandon’s voice twice in a matter of seconds. It socked Tommy in the gut, and the guest appearance by his rock star idol just lost most of its appeal. 
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    Yesterday’s rehearsal was the first thing Tommy thought about when he woke. Jessi’s side of the bed was empty, and so was Angel’s, so he had a moment to rehash his emotions on the subject. He wasn’t sure how he felt about Brandon joining them on stage now. He knew Angel hadn’t been overjoyed at the idea of sharing the limelight with Brandon at first, but rehearsal seemed to instantly change Angel’s mind. Tommy never anticipated the strong rapport between the two, and this was a 360-degree change of events. 
 
    Tommy pushed his fingers through his hair and let out a deep breath. Maybe he was thinking about it too much. He threw on a pair of sweatpants, washed his face and brushed his teeth before leaving the solitude of the bedroom. It was quiet in the suite, which was a rarity in his life filled with kids, spouses, nannies, and music. And there wasn’t any delicious smells lingering in the air, which meant Angel hadn’t made breakfast, and Angel always made it a point to make a home-cooked meal for the family when they were on tour and stayed in a hotel. It was his way of making it feel like home for the kids. Tommy peeked into the kitchen anyway. “Where are you guys?”  
 
    “We’re in here.” Alyssa called softly from the living room. She was sitting on the couch amidst a stack of coloring books. She was adding dark lipstick and long hair to one of the sisters from Frozen with a black crayon, turning the children’s icon into a gothic princess. Alyssa looked up, brought her index finger to her lips, and then pointed to Tessa curled up on the opposite couch. “She fell asleep after singing me that song about the snowman. She even did a choreographed dance routine.” Alyssa smiled and shook her head. “I don’t know where this kid gets all that energy from. Or how she remembers all those songs in the movie.” 
 
    “Where’s Jessi?” Tommy whispered. 
 
    “She got a call from one of the Bulletproof guys. The singer’s boyfriend, I think. He wanted to put in another order or something like that.” 
 
    Tommy looked around for his son. “What about Lucas? And Angel?”   
 
    Alyssa drew a pair of black thigh-high boots on the animated character. “Angel was gone when I got here. Lucas is with Mason.” 
 
    Tommy leaned back on the credenza in a state of bewilderment. He didn’t understand why Angel and Jessi would just disappear without waking him and wondered if his bandmates knew where Angel went. “Is Damien in your room?” 
 
    “Nope. Kira showed up late last night. She and Audra took the boys to an arcade where they can ride go-carts. Jimmy and Damien went with them, since they’re so easily entertained.” Alyssa flipped through the stack of coloring books and handed one to Tommy. “You’re stuck with me until Tessa wakes up and performs another scene from Frozen. I’m kinda looking forward to it. The kid’s got talent.” 
 
    Tommy took the coloring book and sat next to Alyssa, staring at the wall. He felt lost and alone waking up without his family. Especially without Angel and Jessi. The three of them were usually together. Tessa was here, but she was asleep. He moved to the opposite couch next to his daughter and cradled her in his arms. She stretched and yawned, then snuggled up to him with her little fist under her chin and rested her head on his chest. He watched her sleep. She was such a pretty little girl – a mixture of Jessi’s beauty and Angel’s dark features. She was warm, like a cozy blanket, and he could feel her breath gently hitting his chest through his T-shirt. He kissed the top of her head, leaned back so the foot rest popped out, and fell back to sleep. 
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    Jessi returned to the suite about an hour or so later without much insight as to where Angel had skipped off to earlier. All she knew was that it had something to do with the show on Saturday. Tommy sat at the dining room table, fingering his coffee cup, wondering why the hell Angel didn’t say anything to him about it. And if there was a snafu that needed ironing out, Audra wouldn’t be out with the kids. He wiped his hand across his unshaven jaw and scratched at his day-old razor stubble. It didn’t sound right. 
 
    Tommy was still sitting at the table when Angel walked through the door about forty minutes later. He waited for Angel to say something about disappearing so early, or at least mention where he’d been, but Angel didn’t offer any explanation. Tommy watched with a skeptical eye as Angel gave everyone a kiss, humming happily, and put on a pot of coffee. “Where’ve you been, A? Jessi said there was a problem with the show.” 
 
    “It wasn’t really a problem.” The corner of Angel’s mouth twitched and he looked away, busying himself by filling a cup with milk and sweetener as he waited for the coffee to brew. 
 
    “Well, then, what the hell was it?” 
 
    “Brandon wanted to go over some lyrics, so I stopped by his suite.” 
 
    Tommy’s pulse immediately quickened and a knot tightened in his gut. He turned to Jessi, who was at the breakfast bar with Alyssa and Tessa. “Weren’t you just there? With Cam?” 
 
    Jessi looked up. “Where?” 
 
    “In Brandon’s suite. With Cam. Weren’t you designing something for Cam?” 
 
    “Yes, but I met Cam in the bus. That’s where I have all my swatches, and he was interested in seeing the inside. This is his first tour with Bulletproof. He’s never spent any time on a tour bus before, and he’s never seen anything like the beast we travel in.” 
 
    “You didn’t know she was with Cam?” Tommy asked Angel. 
 
    “No. I was with Brandon. He didn’t mention it.” 
 
    “Why didn’t you tell me you were going to Brandon’s this morning? Why didn’t you ask me to come with you?” 
 
    “I tried to wake you, but you were out of it. I wanted to let you sleep.” 
 
    Tommy’s heart beat aggressively in his chest. He could hear it pounding in his ears, through the tsunami of thoughts swirling around his head. “I can’t believe you went to Brandon’s without me.” 
 
    “Don’t be mad, Tommy. We just went through the lyrics a few times, then we started talking, and I lost track of time. I wasn’t gone that long.” 
 
    Tommy blinked rapidly, while his mouth hung open like an idiot. Angel had to be gone for over two hours. Maybe three. Angel and Brandon had talked for almost three hours and Angel never thought to call him? Tommy was flabbergasted and had no response. His inner voice was telling him that he was being ridiculous, but his heart was telling him that he was being replaced on stage by a sexier version of himself. A replica that could match Angel’s powerful vocals and offer a collaboration on a level that Tommy never could.  
 
    “Why do you seem upset, mi amor?” 
 
    Tommy hesitated, but he couldn’t keep silent. “What is it with you and him?” 
 
    “Who? Brandon?” 
 
    “Yeah. Brandon. Who else?” He probably sounded so fucking stupid, but he didn’t care. The idea that something was going on made a vein pulse in his throat, and he wasn’t going to keep quiet about it.   
 
    Angel stared at Tommy for a few moments without saying anything before the corners of his mouth curled into a smile, and his eyes glazed over. “Do you have any idea how much I love you?” Angel placed his hands on Tommy’s waist and leaned forward so their foreheads touched. “Do you know how much you inspire me? Without you, music would be just a series of notes and words. I can’t believe after all these years together, you actually think I’d look at anyone but you. Since the day we met, you had my heart. From the moment I first saw you, I knew you would be mine. I knew we’d be together. If we weren’t, my heart would have withered and I’d pine for you for the rest of my life.”  
 
    “I know. It’s just . . .” 
 
    “Cuando tu corazón late junto al mío, estoy entero.” That means, when your heart beats next to mine, I’m whole. You never have to doubt my love for you, my prince. You are my heart. My soul. My love for you is as big as the universe. Everything I do, everything I am, is because of my love for you.”  
 
    Tommy’s heart softened with each tender word. He had no defenses whenever Angel spoke Spanish to him, and the doubt and anxiety slipped away. Although a small part of him refused to let it go altogether.   
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    The kids helped Angel with dinner, which was a treat to watch. They had spent hours in the kitchen putting together some of the family’s favorite dishes. Not only had he taught both kids to be bilingual, he was also passing on his love and knowledge of cooking. They had prepared Cuban lechón asado, which had been marinating in mojo sauce since early this morning, before Angel left for his mysterious meeting with Brandon. It took forever to cook, but it was so worth it. The meat was unbelievably tender, and the crisp, crackly skin was heaven. They had also made tostones, corn salsa, and black beans with rice. Because every dinner had to include black beans with white rice. A trained chef, Angel thrived on making gourmet meals for the family, but Tommy knew that tonight’s elaborate feast meant that he had a guilty conscience. Dessert of homemade flan only reinforced his culpability.  
 
    Tommy’s insides were a jumbled mess. He knew Angel wasn’t entirely truthful about trying to wake him up this morning and about why he’d spent so much time with Brandon. Tommy had no idea what it meant, but he knew that he needed to move past it, for now. He didn’t want to ruin the rest of their time in Vegas, especially since he had been looking forward to the Get Rocked music festival for months. 
 
    He helped Angel and Jessi clear the table before he went to check on the kids. Tessa was already conked out on the couch. He looked down at his daughter, sleeping curled up just as she had been when he first saw her this morning. He was a lucky guy to be able to spend his days and nights with his family, even when traveling on the road. He was about to pick her up and bring her to her room, when Jessi scooped Tessa up in her arms. 
 
    “I got her,” Jessi said. “Sit down and relax, baby. We’ll watch a movie. I think Lucas is ready to turn in, too.” 
 
    Tommy kissed Tessa’s cheek. “G’night, sweet girl.” 
 
    Angel was there, brushing the hair off her forehead. “Sleep well my princess,” he whispered, before gracing Tessa’s forehead with a gentle kiss. With their faces so close together, their resemblance was striking. Angel’s ebony hair blended with Tessa’s to create beautiful black strands of silk. Their lashes were thick and dark, and they shared the same beautiful olive complexion. 
 
    Lucas, who was sitting cross-legged on the floor watching television, started rubbing his eyes. 
 
    “Are you tired, too?” Tommy asked his son. 
 
    Lucas nodded. 
 
    “Alright. Time for bed. Goodnight, buddy.” Tommy ruffled his son’s platinum hair. “You made an awesome lechón asado tonight. It was delicious.” 
 
    “Thanks, Daddy.” Lucas got up off the floor and fitted his hand into Angel’s. “Papi helped me.”  
 
    Angel squeezed Lucas’ hand. “You’re an excellent student. You’ll be making it all by yourself in no time.” 
 
    Lucas had a mind like a sponge. He thirsted for knowledge and absorbed cooking lessons with Angel just as fast as he picked up the guitar chords Tommy had been teaching him since he was a year old. He yawned and looked like he was about to drop. “Tuck me in, Papi?” 
 
    “Of course, my little prince. Say goodnight to Daddy.” 
 
    Lucas wrapped his arms around Tommy’s legs, almost knocking him over. The kid was growing so fast.  
 
    “Goodnight.” He left a kiss on his son’s head. “See you in the morning.” 
 
    Tommy watched Angel lead Lucas to his room. Once they were out of view, he sat down on the couch, put his feet up on the coffee table, and flipped through the television stations. An advertisement came on for the festival. Tommy leaned forward, his energy and excitement about Saturday’s show revamped. One by one, bands flashed across the screen – Southern Jackass, Vehicle of Destruction, Wicked End, Stick Shift Lips – along with brief snippets of their hit songs. Tommy turned up the volume while he waited for Immortal Angel to be announced. 
 
    “Saturday night, the fast-paced, infectious beats of Immortal Angel shake Stage Two with the last show of the night!” the announcer broadcasted. “Sunday, the hardcore head-banging sound of Bulletproof knock it out of the park and finish off the festival on Stage One!” The camera did a split screen with Angel on one side standing on an amp, his leather pants hugging every curve, and Brandon on the other, no shirt, wild blond hair, and arms stretched to the sides.  
 
    Staring at Brandon on the television screen, Tommy realized how much he and Brandon resembled one another. He knew they had a similar appearance, but at a quick glance, it looked like it was he and Angel on the TV screen, instead of Brandon and Angel.  
 
    Tommy sat back and wondered if the resemblance somehow stirred an unconscious attraction in Angel toward Brandon. Maybe the sexual chemistry that Tommy and Angel shared was inadvertently transferred to Brandon on stage. Tommy thought back to when he had first met Angel and when they had first started playing together. Their flirtation and bond had formed on stage through the provocative music and seductive energy they shared. They fell in love on stage in front of the world.  
 
    Today, Angel spent the day with Brandon. Tommy’s husband and his rock star idol shared their love of music without him. He felt upstaged by a man he always viewed as an idol in the genre of music he loved. When you’re constantly the center of another’s attention, and then all of a sudden there’s someone or something else there to replace what the two of you share, it’s crushing. Tommy felt sidelined, and his heart hurt.  
 
    He revisited his romance with Angel and realized that this is how Jessi must have felt when Angel first joined their marriage, only by a thousandfold. It’s why he had resisted the relationship with Angel in the beginning, but love won out and he couldn’t deny his feelings. 
 
    Their triad hadn’t always been balanced the way it is now. Their relationship had needed time to evolve into the rock it is today. In the beginning, there had been an adjustment period, and it was Jessi who had the hardest time. She’s the one who had suffered the most. Tommy’s heart sank to the floor, and he felt ill. The guilt still ripped his insides apart, and the nagging fear that he had betrayed Jessi by falling in love with Angel haunted him once again. He thought he was finally over it. He thought it was behind him, but the guilt never fully goes away.  
 
    Everyone thought he had it easy. That he was spoiled by the love of both a man and a woman. He was their prince, as Angel had coronated him when they had first met. In truth, it was a heavy crown to wear. He knew how lucky he was. He was probably the luckiest man on the planet. Jessi and Angel possessed pure unselfishness in sharing him, but he still struggled to make sure they knew he loved them both equally. He leaned his head back on the couch and blinked back the moisture that filled his eyes. 
 
    Engrossed in sketching on her iPad, Jessi never looked up when Tommy entered the bedroom. “Did you pick a movie?” she asked. “This design just hit me when I saw the way Tessa dressed her doll, and I wanted to sketch it out while it’s fresh in my head. I’m almost—” 
 
    Tommy cut her off with a hug. He buried his face in her hair, inhaling her scent and remembering the first time he had lain eyes on her across a football field in college. He had fallen in love almost immediately, and he never wanted to spend a day apart. “I love you so much, Jessi.” 
 
    She wasn’t prepared for the emotional embrace and traced a soothing hand down his back. “I love you too, baby. What’s going on?” 
 
    “I . . . I don’t even know where to begin.” He pulled back so he could look into her pale blue-gray eyes.  
 
    She stared back at him with concern, trying to read the pain in his gaze.  
 
    Tommy exhaled a deep breath. “Do you remember when it was just me and you? Before we were married? Before . . . the threesomes?” 
 
    “Of course I remember.” The corners of her mouth curled up into a smile. “We were so young. And so in love.” 
 
    “Do you ever think about what our lives would be like if we stuck it out? By ourselves?” 
 
    “I used to. But it hasn’t crossed my mind in a very long time.” She held his face between her palms and leaned closer so their faces were a few inches apart. “Are you seriously going there again? After all these years? I love you, Tommy, more than anyone could love another human being. And I have that same love for Angel. I love you even more for bringing him into my life. He gave me Tessa. He was the missing puzzle piece to our lives. We weren’t completely happy when it was just the two of us. There was something missing. We both felt it. And that missing piece was Angel. We needed him in order to make us whole. Don’t you see? It was destiny for the three of us to become a family.”   
 
    She kissed him, and it was so full of love that it made everything in the world right. She was his rock. She was the one who always kept him centered and grounded. “Are you sure? You’d tell me the truth, wouldn’t you?” 
 
    “You know I’d never lie to you. I have everything I’ve ever wanted. I’m blessed. I’m happier than I ever thought possible. Our life is perfect.” 
 
    The edges of Tommy’s lips curled into a tiny smile. “Our life is pretty fucking perfect.” 
 
    The muffled sound of the guitar filtered in from the other room with the familiar sound of Metallica. Tommy looked toward the music and let out a small chuckle. It was Lucas, who he thought was already asleep. Damn, he loved that his kid loved Metallica as much as he did. 
 
    “What’s he still doing up? Playing the guitar at this hour?” Jessi asked. 
 
    “I don’t know. I’ll go check.” Tommy went to his son’s room and knocked once before he opened the door.  
 
    Lucas never looked up. He had the same concentration that Jessi just had when she was sketching. His eyes were on the strings of his acoustic Fender. His fingers meticulously held each chord, and his guitar pic struck each string with precision.  
 
    Angel was sitting on the edge of the bed bobbing his head to the music and singing the lyrics at a soft pitch. He turned halfway, looked at Tommy and smiled. “Our boy decided he wanted me to sing him a bedtime lullaby while he accompanied me on the guitar.” 
 
    Tommy laughed. “Enter Sandman? Nice choice, Lucas. Finish up and go to sleep, little man. It’s late. When you’re done, A, come find me and Jessi.” 
 
    The little spark that flared behind Angel’s dark eyes indicated he knew exactly what Tommy had in mind. Tommy shut the door to Lucas’ room and returned to Jessi. 
 
    “You’re back.” Jessi placed her tablet on the nightstand and folded her legs underneath her. “I was just about to join you in the living room.” 
 
    A naughty grin spread across Tommy’s face, and he crawled up to Jessi from the foot of the bed. She let out a whimsical laugh and threw her head back as he nuzzled her neck and nipped at her earlobe. Her legs snaked around his waist, and her crossed ankles locked him inside a circle of heaven. 
 
    The door opened and closed quickly. Angel’s heavy footsteps crossed the room, and he dove onto the bed. He grabbed Tommy’s face between his hands and pressed a forceful kiss onto Tommy’s mouth. His tongue swirled in an impatient circle, then he placed a lust-filled kiss onto Jessi’s lips.  
 
    Tommy shifted his weight so he was between his two loves. This is where he wanted them – underneath him, so he could shower them with his affection. He traced one hand over Jessi’s breast and the other down Angel’s leg. The hard denim and soft cotton made Tommy wonder why they were all still dressed. He sat back on his knees and pulled his T-shirt over his head.  
 
    The three of them quickly discarded their clothing and rolled together on the bed, their arms and legs intertwined. Jessi’s lips were on Tommy’s neck, Angel’s mouth was on Jessi’s shoulder, and Tommy’s tongue traced a trail across Angel’s chest. Their love created an infinite circle that tied them together. Tommy found himself on his back with Jessi and Angel on either side of him, each stroking and petting his body. He sat up and tried to turn around so he could bestow his love on the both of them, but Jessi pulled him back down to the mattress. He tried to get up again, and this time Angel tugged him back down on the bed. They each covered his neck with kisses and his chest with caresses.  
 
    He exhaled a deep breath, overheated by the passion coursing through him. “Wait.” He lifted his shoulders in a feeble attempt to escape their sensual thirst. “I want to show the two of you how much I love you.” He felt them both smile against his skin, but they ignored his meager protest. 
 
    Jessi slid down between his legs, while Angel gave him another potent kiss. The bed dipped and bounced as Jessi hopped off the mattress.  
 
    “Where are you going,” Tommy asked, barely able to speak around Angel’s authoritative tongue. 
 
    “I’m just getting some toys.” 
 
    “Bring the big dildo,” Angel said in a singsong voice. 
 
    The thought of penetration with the extra-large rubber appendage brought a smile to Tommy’s lips. “Don’t forget the lube.” 
 
    “Never.” Jessi returned to the bed with three purple sashes, a giant flesh-colored dildo, and a large tube of lubricating jelly. 
 
    All of Tommy’s senses were tingling at the sight of tonight’s playthings, and his cock was God damn vertical.  
 
    Angel and Jessi each took a sash and loosely tied Tommy’s wrists to the headboard. He watched them, the anticipation making his heart race and his legs twitch. When another sash blocked out his vision, the sound of his blood pumping filled his ears. Unable to see what they were going to do to him made visions run wild in his head. He imagined them covering the dildo with lube, preparing it for insertion. Wet sucking sounds and light moans indicated that Jessi and Angel were kissing. Low whispering told Tommy that they were scheming their plan of attack. 
 
    A set of soft hands stroked Tommy’s inner thigh, then drew on his cock – Jessi. Strong lips sucked on Tommy’s right nipple – Angel. Their touch was singular and identifiable, opposite and contrasting in their individual mannerisms. Jessi’s light touch and puckered lips counterbalanced Angel’s powerful and demanding mouth and hands. The constant clash of hard and soft continually sent Tommy’s hormones swarming in every direction.  
 
    The tug of Angel’s lips on Tommy’s nipple and the succulent pull of Jessi’s mouth on Tommy’s cock had him already on the verge of coming. “Oh, fuuuck. You both know exactly how to touch me.” He let out a heavy sigh and shuddered, fighting the orgasm that threatened to break him so easily.  
 
    Just when he was about to give up, surrender to the bliss that had him on the edge of ecstasy, Jessi and Angel both removed their mouths and hands. A whimper slipped from Tommy’s throat and his muscles went slack. Panting heavily from holding back his orgasm, he listened to the noises around him.   
 
    A light giggle from both Jessi and Angel made the blood rush through Tommy’s veins. The dildo. Please let them be getting ready to use the dildo! Tommy lifted his hips and rotated his pelvis, offering his bottom as well as he could with his hands secured to the headboard. 
 
    “Do you want me to untie you?” Angel asked. 
 
    Tommy hesitated. He loved being restrained, but it left him either on his back or on his stomach. “Yeah,” he decided. “But keep the blindfold on.” Darkness offered the element of surprise and let his imagination soar.  
 
    Angel removed the sashes from Tommy’s wrists. They weren’t tight, and the smooth satin never left a mark, but Angel’s lips soothed the area anyway. His succulent kisses left wetness and a surprising tickle in the delicate erogenous zone. 
 
    Jessi ran a smooth hand underneath Tommy’s butt, and he turned so he was lying on his side. This was his favorite position. It allowed him to offer his front and his back to both of his spouses. 
 
    “Kiss me,” Tommy whispered. Angel’s mouth covered Tommy’s with a fiery heat. A hot, thick tongue invaded Tommy’s mouth with a demanding hunger and took its fill.  
 
    Angel pulled away and Jessi took his place. Her mouth was cool and fresh and her breath blew passion across Tommy’s cheeks. While her tongue lapped at Tommy’s, Angel’s slicked fingers invaded the crevice between Tommy’s butt cheeks, causing his breath to hitch. He felt Jessi’s lips smile against his mouth.  
 
    “You like that, don’t you?” she asked, coyly. “You love when Angel sticks his finger in your bottom, don’t you?” 
 
    “You know I do.” Tommy grunted. “But his finger’s not inside me. He’s only teasing me. Driving me fucking crazy by playing with my hole.” 
 
    Angel let out a small laugh.  
 
    “Angel’s being naughty,” Jessi said sternly. The bed dipped and then the sound of a sharp slap, followed by a gasp, filled Tommy’s ears with rhapsody. He imagined the red mark across Angel’s butt, delivered by Jessi’s angry hand – and Tommy wanted one just like it. He ran his teeth over his bottom lip, hoping to get a scalding slap without asking. The anticipation and silent begging had butterflies sailing through his stomach. “Can I have one? I’ve been bad, too.” 
 
    “Oh, you haven’t been bad, Tommy. You’ve been good,” Jessi said. “So fucking good.” The slap caught Tommy off guard. It seared his buttocks like a hot poker and sent a shockwave of electricity careening through his lower half. A wet mouth on Tommy’s cock delivered a bolt of pleasure that collided with the stinging sensations of the harsh crack across his bottom. It was a twister of hot and cold. A burn of pain and gratification. 
 
    Angel’s fingers were back, separating Tommy’s butt cheeks, but this time he pushed a digit deep inside. Tommy sucked in a breath and let out a long sigh, overcome by the different sensations. Two fingers were inside him now, stretching and opening the muscle, while Jessi continued to suck his cock. 
 
    Something nudged at Tommy’s bottom. At first, he thought it was a third finger, covered in lube to ease its entry. Then he remembered the dildo, and he held his breath. His blood raced, eager and impatient.  
 
    Angel’s fingers slipped out and the dildo slipped inside. Tommy sighed and moaned as the rubber cock pushed deeper. Angel pulled it back a few inches, then inserted it further. Twisting, churning, jiggling, and jerking against the hard muscles inside his bottom, it was paradise. 
 
    Jessi continued her oral attack on his cock while she tugged and massaged his balls. It was an overload of stimulation. A wonderland of joyous sensations. He grabbed the sheets in his fists and turned his head from side to side, tangling his long hair into knots. “Oh My God. My body feels like it’s going to combust. My nerve endings are jumping like they’re on fire. Oh, fuuuuck.” 
 
    Jessi and Angel both removed themselves from Tommy’s body. He was vacant, begging for contact. He slipped the sash from his eyes and tried to focus. Two sets of lips were on his mouth, and a pair of delicious tongues flavored his palate.  
 
    “I love you both so much,” Tommy whispered. 
 
    “And we love you.” 
 
    “So, so much.” 
 
    Blood rushed through Tommy’s chest. He sprung to his knees and turned Jessi around so she was facing the headboard. He caressed her beautiful taut ass with the palms of his hands before he entered her from behind. She gasped at the sudden penetration, and he grunted from the warmth and tightness around his shaft. He moved his hips slowly back and forth and then stilled to present his bottom to his husband.  
 
    Angel knelt on the bed and watched, but made no move to participate. 
 
    “What are you doing?” Tommy asked, impatient to be filled by the man he loved. 
 
    “Mmm. I think I want to fuck our wife tonight.” 
 
    Jessi’s head spun around, a smile on her lips and an eyebrow arched high. “Lucky me.” 
 
    Tommy loved sharing, but both Jessi and Angel had toyed with his bottom mercilessly leaving him begging for penetration. He stuck his bottom lip out and sulked. “Then who’s gonna fuck me?”  
 
    “Both me and Jessi will. A large phallic-shaped toy slipped inside Tommy, causing him to grunt. “Would you like to do the honors, sweetheart?” Angel passed a small remote control over Tommy’s shoulder to Jessi. 
 
    “I’d love to.” She took it, adjusted a dial and pressed a button.  
 
    The appendage inside Tommy’s bottom came to life with a wild hum. It wiggled and moved while it vibrated with a rumble that could drown out a Harley. It hit all of Tommy’s nerve endings, making him twitch and buck wildly. His hips thrust savagely into Jessi, which made her grab onto the headboard tightly and moan. 
 
    “Hold on.” Angel snatched the remote from Jessi and turned off the bliss that occupied Tommy’s bottom. “You’re both having too much fun without me. We need to reposition ourselves so our wife is in the middle.” 
 
    A shuddering sigh escaped Tommy. Since Angel would be penetrating Jessi from the front, it meant he’d be taking her by the back door. It was euphoric to be in the middle, to be the giver and the receiver, but tonight’s position would be pure nirvana. He quickly spun around, the rubber dick still dangling from his butt. Angel lied down on the bed so Jessi could straddle him. Tommy placed his hand on her hips, alongside Angel’s and watched his husband’s face as their wife lowered herself onto him. Jessi’s head fell back as Angel entered her, and Angel’s eyes fluttered. Witnessing the two of them, watching without touching or being touched, sent a shiver through Tommy’s body. His cock tingled and he clenched his butt cheeks. He never knew visual stimulation could be so euphoric. He could probably come just from the voyeuristic show, but he’d much rather participate. 
 
    He was gentle with Jessi, making sure she had sufficient lubrication and stretching her with his fingers before he entered her. She was tight . . . so gloriously fucking tight. Angel pumped his hips, filling Jessi from the front while Tommy filled her from the back. The three of them were linked together, body to body, connected by an intoxicating high.  
 
    Suddenly, without warning, the toy in his bottom jumped and reverberated. It made him jolt his hips forward, causing Jessi to grunt and bounce on Angel’s cock. The vibration shook Tommy through to his core. His bottom lit up with pulsating energy. Electricity had him shaking with ecstasy. He hammered his hips into Jessi, who, in turn, rode Angel like a wild bronco. Through heavy gasping breaths, Tommy caught sight of Angel over Jessi shoulder. So it was Angel who wielded the remote control, turning the intensity all the way up as he reaped the benefits from Jessi’s spasmic thrusts. What a deliciously devious ulterior motive. 
 
    Jessi was the first to come. She dug the palms of her hands into Angel’s chest and lifted her hips. Shuddering breaths, rigid thighs, she let out a long moan while she quivered with rapture. Tommy couldn’t hold out any longer and let the sensations overtake him. His mind was buzzing. He was floating, dizzy with a dreamlike stupor. Soaring sky-high, he thrusted his hips forward and backwards while he emptied himself into his wife’s bottom. Angel came last, with a grunt and legs extended like tree trunks. Slowly, Tommy came down to reality and caught his breath. He and Jessi both rolled onto the bed, each falling on either side of Angel.  
 
    Angel kissed Tommy. Tommy kissed Jessi. Jessi kissed Angel. The sound of their panting filled the room. Too exhausted to move, Tommy listened to their labored breaths grow softer and softer, until slumber carried him away. 
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    “Angel’s gone again?” Tommy sunk his fork into a steaming plate of eggs benedict. 
 
    “He said he wanted to run on the treadmill for an hour or so, and then take a few laps in the pool.” Jessi refilled Tommy’s cup of coffee. “He’s trying to work off these big breakfasts and dinners we’ve been eating.” 
 
    Tommy ran his hand over his abs and felt a little extra padding that hadn’t been there when he was in his early twenties. “Maybe I should join him.” 
 
    “No. Angel said he’d meet us back here in about two hours, then we can all go over to the festival and catch the first day’s lineup. We have the morning all to ourselves. Just you and me. What trouble can we get into?” 
 
    Tommy pulled her into his lap and circled his hands around her waist, which was as trim as it had been since she was in college. 
 
    She laughed uncontrollably and wiggled in his arms. “Stop! That tickles!” 
 
    His mouth found her lips and silenced her laughter. In an instant, she relaxed and melted into his chest while letting out a deep sigh.  
 
    “Do you want to go back to bed?” he asked with a sly smile. 
 
    “I have a better idea. Let’s go to the New York New York Hotel.” 
 
    “And rent a room?” 
 
    “Actually, I was thinking more along the lines of visiting the lobby and their tribute to New York City. Remember how we went to Coney Island on one of our first dates and rode the Cyclone?” 
 
    It seemed like a million years ago and like yesterday at the same time. “I remember every single moment we’ve spent together, hon. I bought you a hot dog and you dripped mustard on your top. I won a stuffed tiger for you by knocking over milk bottles with a beanbag. We laughed at our distorted images in the fun house mirror. I even tried to coax you into getting a tattoo.” 
 
    Jessi stared at him with wide eyes. “How can you remember all of that?” 
 
    “You mean you don’t?” 
 
    “Of course I do. I just never expected you to.” 
 
    “I may not be as romantic as Angel, but every minute we spend together is painted in my memory.” He squeezed her thigh. “I think it’s a great idea.” 
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    They had only been on the road a few weeks but seeing replicas of iconic New York City buildings, fronted by Lady Liberty in all of her green majestic glory, hit Tommy with a bout of homesickness. He took Jessi’s hand and looked up at the arches that turned the walkway into a makeshift version of the Brooklyn Bridge. “It’s just like home.” 
 
    Jessi let out a whimsical laugh. “Only without the traffic.”  
 
    A wail of screams rose from a group of fans nearby as they realized Tommy and Jessi were at the center of the little bubble of security. Tommy waved and Jessi tried to step around the bodyguards to talk to the fans, but Tommy pulled her back to his side. “We don’t have much time before we have to get back. Let’s enjoy it.” 
 
    “There aren’t that many people. It will just take a minute.” 
 
    “I know. But you know what happens. It’ll escalate and get out of hand. Before you know it the morning will be gone and we’ll have to go back to meet Angel and miss our little trip down memory lane.” His plan was to reenact their date. It was a spur-of-the moment idea that popped into his head once Jessi mentioned Coney Island. 
 
    “OK.” Jessi wrapped her arms around him and gave him a smoldering kiss, which caused another wave of piercing screams.  
 
    Standing inside the hotel, Tommy felt as if they stepped into a different world. Jessi’s heels clicked on the cobblestone walkway underneath their feet. Even though they were inside, it looked as if there were outside. The façade of a New York City apartment building, complete with wrought iron fire escape, towered above them. A deli offered outdoor seating, while overhead signs announced parking garages and small businesses. It was surreal. The New York New York Hotel had been transformed into the city they left behind. There weren’t any fun house mirrors, but Tommy bought Jessi a Nathan’s hot dog.  
 
    “Oh no!” she squealed when a dollop of mustard dripped off the end. It didn’t hit her top, but landed on the floor at her feet. 
 
    Tommy laughed as he wiped it up with a napkin. She always smothered her hot dogs in so much mustard. Afterwards, they stopped in Nine Fine Irishmen, had a beer, and then took a ride on the roller coaster. He watched her, hair flying and laughing with a smile that lit up her entire face. Afterwards, Jessi wrapped her arms around Tommy and laughed harder than she had in a long time.  
 
    “I had so much fun today, baby! I feel like we’re teenagers again.” 
 
    “Me, too. I’m glad you had a good time, hon.” He loved seeing her so carefree and animated. They hadn’t had many days where it was just the two of them lately, so this unexpected time together was extra special.  
 
    Jessi checked her phone. “I think we can head back to the room now.” 
 
    “Everything OK with the kids?” 
 
    “No messages, so I guess that means it’s all good on the home front.” 
 
    When they got back to The Venetian, a large commotion filled the lobby. Tommy bobbed his head trying to see what caused the uproar when a flurry of long blond hair caught his eye. He should have known that Brandon Bullet evoked the mayhem around them. Even Tommy’s blood pumped a little faster at the sight of the heavy metal rock god. Tommy pointed toward the lead singer to Bulletproof. “It’s Brandon. Let’s go say hi.” 
 
    Jessi pulled Tommy toward the elevator. “He’s probably busy. Let’s go upstairs—” 
 
    “Is that Angel?” 
 
    “What? No.” Jessi tugged on Tommy’s arm again. 
 
    He stood still, his heart hammering and his gut twisting. He knew what he saw. Brandon had been speaking to a dark-haired man, and then they shared an embrace. It was at the last second when they pulled away that Tommy caught a glimpse of Angel before he disappeared into the crowd flanked by two bodyguards, and Brandon got swept away by his security team. “That was Angel with Brandon. I’m sure of it.” 
 
    “Where? I don’t see him.” 
 
    “That’s because he’s gone.” Unease tightened Tommy’s chest like a vice, while crazy thoughts ping-ponged in his head. He pulled his phone from his pocket and quickly tapped a text message to Angel. 
 
    TOMMY: Where are you? 
 
    ANGEL: In the room. Where are you? 
 
    Skeptical, Tommy’s brows pinched together as he stared at the screen. He took Jessi by the hand and raced toward the elevator without bothering to reply to Angel’s text message. Jessi watched him in the elevator while he tapped his foot on the floor and his fingers knocked against his leg. He ran down the hall as soon as the elevator doors opened and flew into the suite. 
 
    “There you are. I was waiting for you to text me back.” Angel sat on the couch watching the TV, feet on the coffee table. 
 
    Confused, since he was sure Angel couldn’t have made it back to the suite before them from the lobby, Tommy stared at his husband. Maybe he was wrong and it hadn’t been Angel downstairs with Brandon. Except . . . Angel was staring at a blank television screen and there were tiny beads of sweat on his forehead, and he was slightly out of breath.  
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    Tommy stood at the side of the stage watching Stick Shift Lips, but his mind was somewhere else. Yesterday afternoon and evening had been spent watching bands and mingling backstage, so any misgivings about Brandon and Angel had been pushed to the wayside. When Tommy had gone to sleep last night his head had been in a good place. Today started out the same way, but as the day progressed and Immortal Angel’s set time neared, Tommy kept thinking about Angel and Brandon performing together.  
 
    He realized that there was another underlying reason why the on-stage connection between Angel and Brandon bothered him so much. He was expecting to bond with Brandon on stage. Brandon Bullet was someone that he admired. The man was an icon. Bulletproof’s frontman was a head-banging heavy metal god who sang the genre of music that Tommy loved. The opportunity of a lifetime to perform with Brandon was thwarted because Angel was the one facing off with Brandon on stage – not him. He rubbed his forehead, baffled at the complexity of his emotions. He wasn’t just jealous of Brandon; he was jealous of Angel as well. And the three hours Angel and Brandon had spent together the other morning, without him, still haunted him.   
 
    Tommy returned to the tour bus, leaving Jimmy with Audra and her sister Kira at the side of the stage. He was bothered by so many things that it distracted him from enjoying the show.   
 
    His gaze went straight to Angel as soon as he boarded the tour bus. Standing in the kitchen, facing the opposite direction, Angel was buttoning his leather jeans. The perfect silhouette of Angel’s leather-clad ass greeted Tommy, and his eyes were riveted.  
 
    “Back so soon?” Jessi asked, barely looking up from tugging on the hem of Angel’s pant leg.  
 
    “I figured I’d just wait here until it’s time for us to head to the stage.” Damien and Alyssa were also on the bus, sitting in front of the flat screen TV. Tommy joined them on the couch, but his gaze kept returning to Angel.  
 
    Damien was flipping between channels, so they never got to watch anything for more than a few minutes. Tommy didn’t care because he wasn’t really paying attention, but it drove Alyssa crazy.  
 
    She tossed a pillow at Damien and stood up. “You’re getting me dizzy. That’s why you’re not allowed to play with the remote at home.” She huffed, rolled her eyes, and joined Jessi who was still in the kitchen area with Angel, now sewing something onto the sleeve of Angel’s jacket. 
 
    Damien put down the remote and gave Tommy an evil grin. “I just like to fuck with her.”  
 
    “I wouldn’t mess with her if I were you,” Tommy replied. Alyssa was a piercer who pushed a needle through flesh with sadistic joy. And no one knew it better than Damien did. Maybe that’s why he liked to fuck with her. 
 
    They watched whatever was on the TV without saying anything, until Damien nudged Tommy with his elbow. “What are you so glum about? We’re getting ready to do a killer show.” 
 
    Tommy took a deep breath and let it out slowly. “I don’t know. I should be ecstatic. We got this great gig tonight. Brandon Bullet and Derek MacAlister are joining us on stage. Playing with them is on my bucket list.” 
 
    “First of all,” Damien pointed out, “we’re not playing with them. They’re playing with us. That’s what makes it so cool.” 
 
    “Yeah. I know. It was Derek’s idea. I was totally blown away when he suggested it. And then when Brandon wanted to sing with Angel,” Tommy put his hand to his forehead, “I almost lost my fucking mind. I thought it was going to be fucking epic.” 
 
    “And it’s not?” 
 
    “No.” 
 
    “I was at rehearsal. It sounded pretty fucking epic to me.” Damien pulled his booted ankle across his knee. “They got real chemistry on stage too, especially for two dudes who sing totally different genres of music.” 
 
    That was exactly what bothered Tommy the most. He’d never taken a backseat to someone on stage before. It was always him and Angel feeding off each other. They provoked one another to dig deep and pull out notes and beats that neither one of them knew they possessed. Now Brandon was the one who gave Angel that extra push. 
 
    Damien leaned over and nudged Tommy with his shoulder. “You don’t like that gay blond dude, who happens to look just like you, up in your guy’s face matching vocals and sharing a connection that, up until now, only you and Angel shared.” 
 
    Tommy snapped his head in Damien’s direction, almost blinding himself on the spikes of Damien’s mohawk. Holy fuck. Was it that obvious? 
 
    “Besides the audience, Angel hasn’t looked at anyone else on stage since you joined the band,” Damien continued. “It’s always been you and him feeding off each other, grinding against each other, and driving the crowd crazy. Now someone else is up there for him to play with and the audience is gonna go nuts. And your rock star idol is paying more attention to Angel than he is to you.” 
 
    Damien just voiced every concern running through Tommy’s head, and it struck a nerve like a cattle prod. “What the fuck?” Tommy shoved Damien away with his elbow. “You’re supposed to be my friend.” 
 
    “I am. That’s why I’m gonna tell you that you’re an idiot. Since Angel met you, he’s been blind. A hundred people could be in the room. All he sees is you. He doesn’t want a look-alike.” Damien poked Tommy in the chest – pretty fucking hard. “He wants Tommy Blade. And that’s you.” 
 
    One thing about Damien’s crass, unfiltered truthfulness – it hits home real fast. The guy held no punches and laid everything on the line. It really put things into perspective. Tommy knew where he stood in Angel’s heart. And singer against singer is just how things went on stage. He may not be battling Brandon Bullet, but he’d be dueling axes with Derek MacAlister, and that was legendary. He needed to brush off his bruised ego and put on a show that’ll knock the hell out of this festival. He’d just have to deal with being in the shadows of Angel’s attention for a little while when Brandon Bullet graced the stage.  
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    The energy level of the crowd was at an all-time high, thanks to today’s spectacular lineup. Tommy’s foot bounced on the floor and his fingers twitched on the neck of his Les Paul. He was itching to play the opening intro. He was ready to run on stage and rip down the curtain. All of the trepidation that had been swimming in his head and tearing him apart was gone. The only thing that mattered now was his performance. Immortal Angel needed to give the fans a show that topped the phenomenal acts that ran all day.  
 
    “Are you as excited as I am?” Angel whispered in Tommy’s ear from behind. 
 
    “I’m ready to rock my fucking—” Tommy stopped speaking as soon as he turned to face Angel. Known for his outlandish stage outfits, Angel was often covered in spikes and studs. And Tommy had the marks to prove it. Tonight, Angel went overboard. This was Las Vegas, and Angel was channeling Elvis Presley meets James Dean. 
 
      Back in the tour bus and on their way to the stage, Angel had been shirtless while Jessi adjusted last-minute bits and pieces of his jacket, so Tommy never saw Angel’s full opening ensemble. It was a bedazzled kaleidoscope of prismatic color. It was spectacular. Rhinestones completely covered the black leather motorcycle jacket. Spikes, in graduating lengths from one to at least three inches tall, ran up the sleeves and clustered on each shoulder. His signature skin-tight leather jeans had a splatter of crystals centered at the crotch and spread out like a starburst tapering off to the outer edges of his thighs. 
 
    Tommy winced at the sparkle. “Are you sure you have enough rhinestones?” 
 
    “They’re Swarovski crystals and our wife handstitched each one.” 
 
    Tommy squinted and looked closer. He slung his Les Paul to the back, so it didn’t get scratched by Angel’s metal protrusions, and took a step forward to examine the stones. Each one had tiny stitches securing it to the leather. “I thought they were glued on.” 
 
    Angel rubbed his rhinestone-encrusted crotch in a circular motion against Tommy. “They wouldn’t last ten minutes if they were glued on.” 
 
    It was a wonder the stitching didn’t tear just from the bulge at Angel’s groin. “I hope she used heavy-weight thread.”  
 
    “Of course I did.” Jessi’s voice was in Tommy’s left ear. “I know what happens once you two get on stage.” 
 
    They both turned to her with a smile.  
 
    “I can’t help it,” Angel said. “This man and the music he creates drives me into an erotic frenzy.” 
 
    A thunder from the audience filled the air. The lights had dimmed, which meant Immortal Angel’s entrance on the stage was imminent, and the crowd was screaming. The familiar chorus of “Imoooortal! Aaangel!” echoed in the desert air. Tommy’s heart raced. The call of the fans filled him with a euphoric high. He flipped his Les Paul around so it was across his chest once again and fingered the fret board, eager to bring his instrument to life. 
 
    Damien and Jimmy joined Tommy and Angel in a pre-show huddle.  
 
    Angel professed his usual thanks and appreciation to the powers that be. “Thank you God and the universe for another amazing opportunity to do what we love to do on stage. May my voice and the music fill each member of the audience with the same joy and energy it brings each one of us.”  
 
    “Here’s to another night livin’ the dream with my brothers,” Damien said, yanking on Tommy and Angel’s necks with his forearms. 
 
    “I’m ready to kill it!” Jimmy proclaimed. 
 
    Tommy took hold of his Les Paul. “Let’s rock this shit!” He rattled off his signature intro and the curtain dropped. He ran onto the stage and fell to his knees at the apron, still fingering the strings of his guitar. Arms stretched toward him and screams pierced his eardrums.  
 
    Another round of cheers rang through the air when Jimmy jumped onto the drum riser and held his sticks above his head in one fist. 
 
    Damien sauntered on stage and slung his Ibanez over his shoulder, as if he had all the time in the world, while the fans yelled and pumped their fists up to the sky. 
 
    The warm desert air dusted against Tommy’s cheeks. There were a million stars shining down from the black sky. The open field made the crowd look a mile deep and twice as wide. The vast space amplified their voices as the fans cheered. Everyone was ready to rock, but Immortal Angel’s illustrious frontman had yet to grace the stage.  
 
    A different color of cone-shaped light illuminated each band member, but Angel’s spot remained dark. Shouts of “Tommy! Damien!” and “Jimmy!” were heard above the collective roar of the audience, but one chant was more prevalent than the rest – “Angel! Angel! Angel!” 
 
    At last, Angel made his grand entrance with his arms spread wide open. The crowd went nuts with a tidal wave of cheers. The lights hit the Swarovski crystals on Angel’s jacket and crotch, drizzling the stage and audience with a dancing spray of color as he moved. 
 
    Jimmy smacked his sticks together – one, two, three, four – and the place blew up with the explosive sound of Cyanide Sensation. 
 
    Angel’s voice – crisp, sharp, and sexy – delivered the heart-pounding lyrics into the open air. He jumped on an amp at the left side of the stage and Tommy jumped on one at the right.  
 
    Tommy’s fingers mechanically wailed through the notes while he watched Angel through the smoke from the fog machine. Angel had his legs spread wide and gyrated his hips. He pumped his pelvis to the beat of the music, then hopped down and leaned over the edge of the stage. He jumped into the area between the stage and the railing, causing near hysteria from the fans. Cell phones snapped photos. Hands stretched forward, trying to touch any part of Angel they could reach. Someone snagged hold of the sleeve to Angel’s jacket and pulled him toward the crowd. Tommy held his breath when Angel disappeared beneath a maze of hands, until security detangled him from the crowd.  
 
    Angel ran back on stage and leapt onto the amp with Tommy. They stood back to back in the small space, gyrating against one another. A tingle ran up Tommy’s spine, down his arms and into his fingertips. He transformed that energy into music and shared it with everyone in the crowd. The song ended, and they both jumped down to the floor of the stage.  
 
    “Hello Las Vegas!” Angel screamed into the mic. The fans hollered back, horns held high. “Get ready, because this is Lethal Injection!”    
 
    Tommy stomped one foot forward and shredded the opening riff. Out of the corner of his eye, he saw Angel vamping across the stage toward him. He pointed the head of his guitar at Angel and marched toward the sexy singer, chasing him around the stage. Angel walked backwards with each twang of the guitar until the drum riser stopped him. Tommy fell to his knees before the man he loved. He stared up at Angel while his fingers danced across his Les Paul.  
 
    Angel leaned down and assaulted Tommy with his powerful vocals, inching his face closer with each provocative lyric. He grabbed the front of Tommy’s T-shirt in his fist and pulled him to his feet. He sang an inch from Tommy’s mouth. Tommy stared back, mesmerized by the slight sheen of saliva that covered Angel’s bottom lip. There was a pause in the verse, which offered the perfect opportunity for Angel to plant a hard kiss on Tommy’s mouth. The crowd screamed and cheered in the background, but Tommy was too consumed with the taste of ecstasy to think about anything except the exquisite flavor drenching his taste buds. Angel broke the kiss to finish the lyrics, leaving Tommy flushed with adrenaline.  
 
    The music was a potent aphrodisiac. Angel was an erotic high. The kiss fed new life into Tommy, and he jumped onto the drum riser in one dramatic leap. Jimmy caught sight of him between ferocious beats on the drums and gave a short nod of his head. The cymbals crashed in Tommy’s ear, and he felt the boom of the bass drum in his chest. It was like gasoline fueling the fire inside him.  
 
    He hopped down and ran to the edge of the stage. Planting his boots shoulder-width apart, he rocked his long hair back and forth. The mass of blond streaks across his face offered small flashes of the audience. There was a glimpse of a girl sitting on someone’s shoulders, dressed only in her bra, waving her top above her head. Off to the side, a fist caught someone in the cheekbone. Security muscled their way into the crowd and removed the two brawling concertgoers. Tommy flipped his hair back and stared straight ahead. He looked down, and his eyes rested on Audra and Kira at the center of stage pressed against the railing. They each had one arm slung over the other’s shoulder and a fist in the sky. The image transported Tommy back in time to when Immortal Angel had played a standing gig at The Quadrangle in Williamsburg. Audra and Kira had been at every single show, in that exact spot, cheering louder than everyone else.  
 
    Angel spotted them and leaned over the edge of the stage. He grabbed hold of Audra’s hand and sang to her, then did the same to Kira. They screamed and jumped up and down just as they had done over a decade ago, when no one knew that their father owned one of the largest record companies in America.  
 
    Tommy inhaled a deep breath of desert air. Dry, warm, and free of East Coast pollutants, it was nourishment to his lungs. In the distance, the lights of the Vegas Strip burned brightly. He glanced around the stage and locked eyes with Damien and the bassist nodded with a rebellious grin.  
 
    Damien never left his area. He was always rooted in place, stuck in a cocoon filled with the low grumble of the bass, so when he approached the apron the fans went wild. They knew it meant only one thing. He leaned into the mic and screamed, “CIRCLE PIT!” 
 
    A 20-foot diameter of thrashing bodies and flailing arms opened in the middle of the crowd and sent a herd of people smashing into the railing. It was hard to tell if it was to escape the chaos behind them or from the force of the mosh pit, but they pushed the railing about a foot closer to the stage. “Fuck yeah!” Damien yelled into the mic. “Knock that shit down!” Security glared at him, annoyed and angry for inciting the rowdy crowd, but Damien only laughed and gave them the New York salute – one finger and a fist.  
 
    Angel slipped off stage while Jimmy beat the hell out of his drums. Tommy and Damien stood back and watched. Jimmy’s arms were a whirlwind of inked muscle as his sticks attacked his snare and sailed across the toms with intense power and speed. His bare chest puffed up from exertion and made the colorful tattoos dance across his pecs. The heavy kicks to the Pearl kit’s bass drum reverberated through the open field like rolling thunder. He twirled his drumstick between his fingers, tossed it high into the air, and caught it in his fist. He gave one final roll across the toms and ended with a powerful blow to the crash cymbal. The fans hollered and screamed. They pumped their fists above their heads and whistled while Tommy and Damien bowed toward Immortal Angel’s flashy drummer. Jimmy stood on his stool and raised his sticks in thanks. 
 
    Angel returned wearing a sparkly black cape. He spun around and whipped it off to reveal two belts of bullets draped crisscross over his bare chest. The bullets were plastic replicas, of course, but they looked damn near the real thing. It gave Angel a tough guy, vigilante edge that was hotter than the stage lights. The audience didn’t make the connection or understand the significance of the bullets yet, but they’d get it in about 90 seconds. As soon as the band played the first note of Sex & Greed, it kicked Tommy’s adrenaline up a notch.  
 
    The chorus brought the sound of Derek MacAlister’s guitar into the air. He strutted across the stage with his long black hair blowing behind him. A wave of screams rose up from the crowd as soon as they saw him. Seconds later, Brandon’s sexy growl powered through the sound system. Angel dropped his octave and steeled his voice to match Brandon’s in a throaty union of vocal genius. The crowd went ballistic.  
 
    Tommy stepped to the mic to introduce the two men who needed no introduction. “Brandon Bullet and Derek MacAlister of Bulletproof!” he shouted. Fists pumped harder, horns waved higher, and plastic cups flew in the air.  
 
    Tommy watched Angel and Brandon, mic to mic. Their lips were inches apart. Brandon’s were plump and fleshy. Angel’s were rosy and perfect. They each projected the sex-fueled lyrics of Sex & Greed at one another. Tommy’s jealousy was gone, obliterated by the excitement of the crowd and the performance. It was an ear fuck, and an eye fuck, to watch and listen to the two famous frontmen together.  
 
    Derek and Tommy started toward one another from opposite sides of the stage. They pointed their instruments at each other like twin guns. When they collided, they crossed the necks of their guitars together and fireworks lit up the back of the stage. They rocked their heads, whipping the air with a blanket of black and blond hair. They turned, back to back, lead guitar providing the melody and rhythm providing the groove. Damien suddenly joined them, circling the two like a blue-finned shark. The three of them stood shoulder to shoulder. It was a trio of bass, lead, and rhythm all in a row. Then, as quickly as Damien appeared, he was gone, retreating to his section of the stage. 
 
    Brandon and Angel approached, each pairing with the opposite band member. Angel sang to Derek, while Brandon and Tommy faced off. Tommy leaned toward Brandon and rocked on his boot. He played an array of distorted power chords to match Brandon’s raw, grungy take on the lyrics. They whipped their hair back and forth until Tommy was dizzy. This was exactly what Tommy had envisioned about playing with Brandon Bullet. He was rocking out on stage with his heavy metal idol, playing an Immortal Angel song. He was on top of the world! 
 
    Heat crept up Tommy’s back. He didn’t need to turn around to know it was Angel. He felt his husband’s presence like a sixth sense. He faced the audience – Angel’s power in one ear, and Brandon’s baritone in the other. Tommy glanced from one to the other. Angel’s dark eyes bore into him on one side, Brandon’s baby blues on the other – each set rimmed in thick, black eyeliner. Brandon’s long blond hair blew around his scruffy jaw. Angel’s jet-black hair danced on his shoulders. Tommy was sandwiched between two sex gods. It was an epic moment on stage that Tommy would never forget.  
 
    The ear-splitting screams from the crowd were deafening. Cell phones rose across the audience, capturing this unprecedented fusion of talent. 
 
    They switched places so Brandon faced Angel and Tommy faced Derek. Singer against singer. Guitar god against guitar god. It was surreal. It was an addict’s high. Like nothing would ever be as euphoric as this moment. 
 
    Like the pull of a magnet, Tommy turned toward Angel and they locked eyes, sparks flying between them. Angel was rubbing his crotch with his free hand while he sang the sexually explicit lyrics directly to Tommy. The lustful hue that covered Angel’s smoky eyes was as erotic as it was hypnotic, and Tommy was captivated. Angel grabbed a chunk of Tommy’s hair and pulled him in for a passionate wet kiss while Brandon went solo and delivered the last few lyrics of the song. 
 
    “Thank you, Las Vegas!” Angel screamed into the mic, and they bowed to the massive cheers that rose from the crowd. 
 
    “That was fucking awesome!” Brandon clapped both Angel and Tommy on the back, but Tommy could barely hear him over the shouts and screams from the audience. Never had Tommy heard a crowd as loud as this one. 
 
    Out of nowhere, Derek strummed the first few notes of Happy Birthday. 
 
    “We have a birthday!” Angel announced through the microphone. “And we have a special surprise!” Angel hung his arm around Tommy’s neck and gave him a big kiss on the cheek. “Happy Birthday, my prince.” 
 
    “What did you do?” Tommy’s eyes widened and his jaw gaped. He was unprepared for any kind of celebration. His birthday wasn’t until tomorrow. 
 
    “Get ready, because I think you’re gonna like this.” Angel signaled to Jimmy, who counted off the start of the song. Tommy’s mouth hung open in a wide smile, and a happy laugh bellowed from his lungs, when the band broke into Metallica’s Master of Puppets. They were doing a Metallica tribute in his honor as a birthday gift. He quickly jumped in playing lead guitar, while Derek joined in to play the rhythm. Tommy looked up with surprise when the sound of another guitar came through the amplifier. 
 
    “Lucas Blade!” Angel announced. Lucas ran on stage with his little Les Paul and slid on his knees, just as Tommy had done. The fans cheered and hollered. A murmur of “Aww” rose from the audience. Brandon smiled through the lyrics and placed his hand over his heart as he watched Lucas. Tommy glowed with pride. The amount of love he had for his son cut off his oxygen for a moment. 
 
    Performing with Brandon and Derek was surreal. Playing Metallica on stage with Immortal Angel and members of Bulletproof was an honor. But playing on stage with his son surpassed all of it. It was a magical moment that left a lump in Tommy’s throat.  
 
    He watched Lucas play in perfect timing with seasoned musicians who had decades of experience. This kid was a gem, with talent that shocked everyone who witnessed it. Tommy’s heart was never so full. 
 
    Lucas got to his feet and stood beside Tommy, playing his little heart out. He took his eyes off his fingers long enough to flash his bright blue eyes up at his father. “Happy Birthday, Daddy!” 
 
    “Thank you, Lucas. This is the best birthday ever!” 
 
    When the song ended, the band went right into Happy Birthday. It was overwhelming and Tommy covered his face with his hands. He felt the warmth on his cheeks and sentiment brought him to his knees.   
 
    Lucas pulled Tommy’s hands away. “Are you sad, Daddy?” 
 
    “No. I’m not sad. I’m really happy. You did great tonight. I’m so proud of you.” Tommy lifted his son by the waist and stepped to the microphone. “My son!” 
 
    The audience screamed their love for the little rock star. It was one of the proudest moments of Tommy’s life, happening right here on stage, just like so many other momentous occurrences in his life.  
 
    Jimmy left the drum riser and wished Tommy a happy birthday before he handed his sticks to two fans in the front row and threw a drum skin into the crowd.  
 
    Damien slapped Tommy on the back. “Happy Birthday, old man.” 
 
    Another wave of shouts and whistles came from the audience, causing Tommy to look in the direction of their turned heads. Alyssa was wheeling a food cart across the stage, accompanied by Jessi with a very sleepy Tessa in her arms.  
 
    “What the . . . ?” Tommy’s jaw dropped, and sentiment squeezed his heart. “A cake? Are you guys kidding me?”   
 
    “She wanted to stay awake for the cake,” Jessi explained, feeling guilty that their three-year-old daughter was up so late. 
 
    Tommy flipped his Les Paul to the back, took Tessa in his arms and kissed her cheek. 
 
    “Happy Birthday, Daddy. Papi made you cake. A real one. Not plastic, like mine.” 
 
    Tommy chuckled. “Yours was just as special, sweetheart.” 
 
    Tommy handed Tessa back to Jessi and stepped closer to look at the cake. It was in the shape of a guitar and covered in fondant that matched his beloved Les Paul. “Oh my God! It’s beautiful, but when did you have the time to make it?” he asked Angel. 
 
    “Why do you think I snuck away the other morning for over three hours? I whipped up this masterpiece in Jimmy’s suite, and then we had a quick rehearsal of Master of Puppets. Did you really think I went to the gym yesterday morning? I was decorating your cake.” 
 
    Tommy’s jaw fell open. He had been fabricating suspicious thoughts when it was all just a ploy to set up this wonderful birthday surprise. He hung his head into his chest while heat flushed his cheeks.  
 
    Angel lifted Tommy’s chin with his knuckle. “Did you really think I’d go anywhere without you when it comes to making music? Did you really think I’d hang out with your rock star idol without you?”   
 
    Tommy exhaled. “You’re my rock star idol. This is incredible, A. Thank you so much.” He gave Angel a delicate kiss on the lips, then kissed Jessi and the kids. “This is the best birthday I’ve ever had.” And it all happened on stage, shared with a massive crowd. 
 
    Brandon slapped Tommy on the back. “Happy Birthday, man.” Brandon and Angel each slung an arm over Tommy’s shoulder and placed a loud kiss on his cheeks at the same time. Kissed by two rock gods jumpstarted Tommy’s heart. One was his husband and the love of his life, the other was the lead singer to Bulletproof and a rock icon. His head was spinning with adrenaline, and he was higher than the moon. 
 
    Angel handed him a large knife. “Make the first cut, birthday boy!”   
 
    Tommy sliced a giant chunk of cake, revealing decadent chocolate with a creamy, fudgy filling. Before he had a chance to sink his fork into it, both Angel and Jessi shoved the rich confection into his mouth with their fingers. Cake was in Tommy’s nose, chocolate ganache was across his face, and the crowd was laughing harder than he was. 
 
    Alan Delgado and Jeremy Kagan, Bulletproof’s drummer and bassist, walked on stage and wished Tommy a happy birthday as he was wiping the mess from his face with a napkin. The crowd was cheering and hollering. Audra and Kira had left the audience and were now on stage. Alyssa was cutting slices of cake so the event staff could hand them out to those at the railing. And Tommy’s family was around him. But they were all his family – his bandmates and their wives, production and the road crew, the members of Bulletproof and the other bands in the lineup, and every member of the audience. They were all bound together by their love of music. So much of Tommy’s life happened in front of the audience. It didn’t matter if Immortal Angel was playing a dive bar in Brooklyn or in front of 100,000 people in Vegas, home was right here on stage. 
 
    


 
   
 
  



 
 
    Epilogue by Brandon Bullet 
 
    Prison Bound by Social Distortion blared through the sound system. Since this was Immortal Angel’s after-show bash, the tunes were predominantly a mashup of The Clash, Bad Religion, and the Ramones, with a healthy dose of Social D, the Chili Peppers, and Dropkick Murphys. There was the occasional Metallica classic and Black Sabbath hit, clearly thrown in the mix at Tommy Blade’s request. Old-school punk rock wasn’t something Brandon listened to often, but it had a catchy rhythm and his foot tapped to the beat. 
 
    He took a swig of his beer, still high from the guest performance with Immortal Angel, and slung his arm over Angel’s shoulder. “Dynamite show. It was super cool to sing with you on stage.” 
 
    Tommy was suddenly on the other side of Angel, and Cam took a possessive step closer to Brandon. 
 
    “I loved the challenge of mixing up my vocal range,” Angel raised his glass, which looked like it was either ice water or straight up vodka. “It was an honor to sing with you.” 
 
    Felix Osbourne joined them with a bottle of champagne in his hand. “It was a phenomenal collaboration.” He spoke directly to Angel. “Where’s your tour manager?”  
 
    Angel looked around the ballroom at The Venetian, where tonight’s afterparty was well underway, and motioned to a pretty girl that Brandon recognized as Audra Abelman-Wilder, the daughter of record mogul Ron Abelman and wife of Immortal Angel’s drummer. She was standing at a small table with Jimmy Wilder, Damien Diamond and Damien’s badass gothic wife.    
 
    “Gather around fellas,” Felix called to Jeremy, Alan, and Derek. “I have an announcement.” 
 
    Brandon leaned closer to Cam and lowered his voice to a whisper. “I’d love to get through just one day without a fucking announcement.”  
 
    “I hear you,” Felix replied as he filled champagne flutes from a tray that a waiter held steady.  
 
    The guy had fucking superhuman hearing.  
 
     “None for me.” Damien shook his head when Felix offered him a glass, causing his enormous blue mohawk to sway. “Clean and sober.” 
 
    “A sober musician?” Felix’s eyebrows raised high on his forehead. “How 21st century.” He looked directly at each member of Bulletproof. “You should all take a page from Mr. Diamond and skip the drugs and drink once in a while.” 
 
    Derek laughed. “Look who’s pouring the fucking alcohol!” 
 
    “It’s a celebration.” Felix clinked his glass against Audra’s. “I’d like to announce that Ms. Abelman-Wilder and I have been discussing a business opportunity between Immortal Angel and Bulletproof.”   
 
    “Wait,” Audra interrupted Felix. “My sister needs to hear this.” She waved over someone who was deep in conversation with Bulletproof’s sound guy, while Brandon and Cam snickered quietly at the way Felix flinched at the interruption.  
 
    “This is my sister, Kira Abelman. She’s Immortal Angel’s A&R exec. Kira, this is Felix Osbourne, Bulletproof’s manager.” 
 
    “Very nice to meet you.” Kira shook Felix’s hand. She was as pretty as her sister, but neither one were pushovers. As heirs to the Falcon Records Empire, they both had reputations as powerful executives who took no shit. 
 
    “Likewise. As I was saying,” Felix tipped his glass toward Tommy and Angel, “I see a guitar player who blends genres and a singer who sang in a half dozen different octaves tonight. Talent abounds in this room! You’re eight musicians who can, no doubt, adapt to each other’s style effortlessly. After what I just witnessed on stage tonight, I see a goldmine in the form of a joint venture between Bulletproof and Immortal Angel. In the next few weeks, we want to explore writing opportunities between the two bands.” 
 
    “Excuse me, Mr. Osbourne.” Kira raised a finger. “I was in the audience. I heard the fans’ reaction to Sex & Greed, firsthand. I think we should re-release it as a single featuring Brandon Bullet and Derek MacAlister right away. Then we can pursue writing new material.” 
 
    Brandon was ecstatic. He had no idea that tonight’s performance would result in a moneymaking opportunity to work with Immortal Angel. He thought it was strictly a one-time thing – just a fun time between musicians and a treat for their fans. The entire night had Brandon riled up, and the idea of writing new music just boosted his energy level up a degree. The thrill of it all had his hormones scrambling, and he only wanted to do one thing right now – ravage the fuck out of his guy. He clapped his hand on the back of Cam’s neck and brought him close enough to kiss. “Let’s blow this joint and celebrate upstairs.” 
 
    “I was wondering how long you were going to make me wait. Watching you on stage, jumping around with that hot-as-fuck rock star couple, got my dick hard as stone.” Cam slipped his fingers into Brandon’s belt loops and tugged their bodies together. “Do you feel that?” 
 
    A rod of steel hit Brandon in the crotch, and his cock immediately thickened. He rammed a kiss onto his lover’s mouth, eliciting a sensual moan. “Let’s get the fuck outta here,” Brandon whispered against Cam’s lips.  
 
    Security confronted them as soon as they left the ballroom. The area where the ballrooms were located had restricted access, but they needed to reach an elevator bank located in an area open to the public. 
 
    Brandon could hear the commotion from the fans in the distance. Someone shouted his name when they neared the end of the long corridor, eliciting others to join in. Brandon’s eyes lit up, and his chest broadened as screams filled the room. He stood taller and tried to make eye contact with the fans and wave as he moved through the crowd, but it was utter mayhem. Security was huddled so close that he couldn’t see anything except hands and cell phones. He raised rock and roll horns above his head to acknowledge the fans, and they screamed even louder. He and Cam were practically shoved into an elevator with two security guards, and the doors closed behind them. 
 
    “I don’t think I’ve ever seen a mob scene like that before.” Cam sounded slightly rattled. “That could have been dangerous.” 
 
    Brandon moved closer. He didn’t care that there were two other dudes on the elevator who probably weren’t used to seeing two guys kiss. He flattened Cam against the wall. “Danger gets my blood pumping.” 
 
    “I don’t need danger,” Cam replied. “The second I heard you sing my blood pressure spiked and my dick got hard. Your voice is like rocket fuel.”    
 
    The elevator doors opened, interrupting things from progressing further. The two stone-faced security guards seemed relieved that they didn’t have to endure any man-on-man action. There wasn’t anyone in the hallway, but the security guards found it necessary to accompany Brandon and Cam all the way to the door of their suite.  
 
    Brandon pulled two fifties out of his bankroll and handed one to each of the men. “Thanks for the escort. Have a good night.”  
 
    Brandon kicked the door shut behind him, and was about to plaster Cam against the wall, when he was accosted by 90 pounds of rambunctious muscle. “Ugh. Brandy.” The black Lab’s paws hit him in the chest, and she licked his face. 
 
    Cam laughed. “C’mere, girl. You can give me kisses anytime.” The dog ran circles around Cam’s legs, and he squatted down to pet her and so she could slobber his cheeks.  
 
    Brandon loved that dog, but Cam had to stop and greet her for a full five minutes every time he walked through the door, and Brandon was anxious to move things into the bedroom. 
 
    “OK, girl. That’s enough.” Cam kissed the top of the dog’s head and snapped his fingers. “Place.” She ran to her fluffy dog bed and plopped down to chew on a tennis ball. 
 
    “See you in about an hour,” Brandon told her on the way to the bedroom. The dog happily thumped her tail in reply.  
 
    Brandon closed the door so a pair of probing puppy-dog eyes didn’t interrupt their lovemaking. He popped his cell phone into the docking station, and Redneck by Lamb of God blasted through the speakers. Music was at the center of everything in his life – on stage, at home, and a must when he was fucking the life out of his man.  
 
    Cam took Brandon by the upper arms and pinned him against the wall with his body. “You were strutting all over that sexy, long-haired guitar player tonight. My cock was so hard I thought it was going to break off.” 
 
    Sexy? A fire flared in Brandon’s belly. “You think Tommy Blade is sexy?” 
 
    “Very sexy.”   
 
    Brandon immediately reversed their positions and flattened his body against Cam’s. He crashed a kiss onto his lover’s mouth so hard he thought he was going to knock a tooth loose. He knew Cam was teasing, making him jealous just to provoke a reaction, and it worked in the most erotic way. “Are you trying to drive me crazy?” 
 
    Cam’s chocolate brown eyes held a mischievous glint. “He was like your body double. Watching you with a look-alike had me in some kind of trance. I imagined that there were two of you devouring my body at the same time.” He wiggled his eyebrows. “Double the pleasure.” 
 
    “There’s only one Brandon Bullet.” Brandon pressed his rock hard cock into Cam’s solid erection. “And he’s right here.” 
 
    “Where?” Cam asked with a tilt of his head. 
 
    “Right.” Brandon gave another quick thrust with his hips. “Here.” 
 
    Cam dropped to his knees. He hastily opened Brandon’s belt buckle and tugged on the button. The zipper split open, and Brandon’s jeans fell to the floor.  
 
    “Briefs?” Cam looked up at Brandon, confusion creasing his brow.  
 
    “Yeah. I—”  
 
    Cam pulled them down to the floor. “Nix these whenever you perform. It’s just one more piece of clothing in my way, and I’m an impatient man.” He stuffed Brandon’s cock into his mouth, all the way down to the base. One hand cupped Brandon’s balls, squeezing and pulling them roughly. The other hand wrapped around Brandon’s hip and clutched a chunk of his ass cheek. 
 
    Brandon moaned as a full-body shudder shook him. Cam’s tongue was doing insane things to him. He dug his fingers into Cam’s short hair and rested his hand on the back of Cam’s head, but there was no need for pressure. Cam was a master with his mouth. Just when the tingle of an orgasm started to pulse into Brandon’s cockhead, Cam abruptly pulled away, causing Brandon’s eyes to flip wide open. “Why’d you stop?” 
 
    Cam stood to his full height. “Get your ass in bed.” 
 
    “You and that God damn bossy mouth.” 
 
    “You love my mouth.” Cam’s tongue made an appearance and seductively licked his upper lip. 
 
    Fueled by his lover’s teasing tongue, Brandon took hold of Cam’s button-down pinstriped shirt and pulled it open at the center. Buttons pinged across the porcelain floor like a xylophone. Cam’s gorgeous naked torso, with the most spectacular abs in the world, stared back at Brandon. His lips went to Cam’s chest and licked the perfect arc of muscle. He ran his tongue up the delicious gully in the center, all the way to the sweet spot just below Cam’s ear.  
 
    Cam leaned his head back and sighed. His hands crawled around Brandon’s waist and lifted his T-shirt over his head. He grabbed Brandon’s face between his palms and gave him a deep kiss. “Bed. Now.” 
 
    “Yes, sir.” Brandon extended his arm toward the four-poster bed. “After you.” He watched Cam shake his tight little ass on the way to the bed, but could only refrain for so long. He came up behind Cam, grabbed his tight ass by both cheeks, and squeezed the hard muscles.  
 
    Cam jumped a little, then spun around and opened the button and zipper of his skin-tight jeans.  
 
    “Sit,” Brandon ordered. 
 
    “And you call me bossy?” The alluring crooked smile on Cam’s face demanded to be kissed, and Brandon couldn’t resist the invitation. 
 
    After Brandon ravished Cam’s luscious mouth, he pulled the covers down with a quick sweep. Cam sat on the edge of the bed, kicked off his tennis shoes and wiggled his legs so Brandon could free them from the constricting denim.  
 
    Now completely naked, Cam sprawled across the bed. Brandon gazed at his lover. The man was perfection from head to toe. Slender and muscular. Tall and handsome. Smart and sexy. “How did I ever get so lucky?”   
 
    “I’m the lucky one.” Cam stroked his thick cock. “Now get over here and make love to me.” 
 
    Brandon dove onto the bed and covered Cam’s body with his form. They were of equal height, so their bodies lined up perfectly. Chest to chest, hip to hip, and cock to cock. Brandon gyrated his pelvis so their shafts bumped together while he kissed Cam hard and deep. Cam pressed back with his lips and groin, reversing Brandon’s movements and taking control. It ignited every fiber inside of Brandon, and he sighed heavily. 
 
    They rolled onto their sides so they were facing one another. Cam wrapped his hand around their shafts and held them together, slowly moving his fist up and down, creating a beautiful burn of friction.    
 
    A drop of pre-cum, either Brandon’s or Cam’s or maybe a little from each of them, added a tiny bit of slippery lubrication. Brandon breathed deeply and shuddered. Every time this man touched him, no matter how Cam touched him, it made him tingle from the inside out. They rolled over several times, twisting the sheets around their legs with their mouths pressed together, each trying to take control of who dictated their lovemaking. They came to stop in the same side-to-side position, parallel to one another, equals in their competition for domination.  
 
    Cam dusted his fingers over Brandon’s chest and down his thigh. His kiss was softer, more alluring, making Brandon’s cock pulse. Every cell in Brandon’s body twitched, seeking deeper physical contact. “I want to be inside you.” 
 
    “Well, what are you waiting for?” 
 
    Damn that smart mouth. Brandon gave Cam a hard and possessive kiss, and then stared into his warm eyes for a second. No matter how much they each craved to be in control, there was an unspoken concession between them. No one was in charge. 
 
    Brandon reached for the bottle of lube on the nightstand and slathered it onto his fingers, while Cam watched with a loving gaze. They shared a tender smile that filled Brandon’s heart with passion. He leaned down and stole a kiss.  
 
    Cam lifted his hips and placed his ankles on Brandon’s shoulders, offering himself to his lover. Brandon brought his mouth down onto Cam’s cock, producing a delicious moan. Cam guided Brandon’s head with a handful of hair. He knew how he wanted his dick sucked, and he always made it known.  
 
    Brandon resisted at first, trying to retain his own momentum, but he learned that sometimes it was easier to let Cam take the lead. Their feisty bouts for dominance were erotic as fuck, but Brandon didn’t want to waste time with a playful test of wills tonight. He slid his slicked fingers below until he found a warm, inviting orifice. He circled his finger over the hole, teasing and taunting. 
 
    “Put that fucking finger inside me,” Cam ordered in a husky voice. 
 
    Brandon pushed one finger inside, where it was enveloped by warmth and constricting muscle.  
 
    Cam grunted and moaned. “Is that all you got for me? One little finger? Can’t I have more?” 
 
    A second finger shoved its way inside. 
 
    “Oh, yeah. That’s what I like.” 
 
    Spurred on by Cam’s dirty talk, Brandon’s mouth continued its succulent attack on Cam’s cock. His fingers pushed in and out, twisting, turning, and scissoring inside Cam’s bottom. Brandon was burning up. His cock twitched, seeking contact with the mattress. Fuck that. He abruptly pulled his mouth and hand free. He needed to be inside this man. Now.  
 
    He inched forward on his knees while Cam repositioned his hips higher. Their eyes caught sight of one another again, and they both paused. Cam’s half-closed eyes were sensual and warm, and the corner of his mouth curled into a soft smile. Cam moved his calf closer to Brandon’s neck and nuzzled Brandon’s ear with his ankle. Such a small act of affection, but it sent a wave of peace spiraling around Brandon’s heart. He ran his hand lightly over Cam’s leg. Starting at the inner thigh, he trickled his fingers down to the delicate bend behind the knee and placed a kiss on Cam’s shin. He added more lube to his cock and placed it at Cam’s opening, maintaining eye contact when he pushed forward. He watched Cam take in a short gust of breath and jut his chin toward the ceiling. Pleasure covered Cam’s face with expressive parted lips and a crinkled brow. 
 
    Brandon thrust himself slowly, allowing himself to feel every tingle, but Cam was impatient, lifting his hips and pulling on Brandon’s neck with his feet. 
 
    “You want it rough?” Brandon thrust himself deeply. “Like that?” 
 
    “Oh, fuck yeah. Just like that.” 
 
    The sexy slur in Cam’s voice sparked another layer of lust inside Brandon. He yearned for Cam. All of him. All of the time. He wanted to possess this man’s body, mind, and spirit. And he wanted it like a savage. He thrust harder and faster. His balls smacked against Cam, adding a healthy dose of pain to intense pleasure. He clutched onto Cam’s hips, while Cam squeezed his hands around Brandon’s forearms. Their bodies were locked together, sharing the ultimate act of love.  
 
    Brandon’s eyes fluttered and his breath came in quick short gasps. The combination of the show, plus the magnificent man he loved, filled Brandon with intense euphoria. He took hold of Cam’s cock and stroked it, hard and fast, in time with the rhythm of his hips. He tried to focus on Cam, but his eyes kept rolling toward the ceiling. He was vaguely aware of hot liquid creating a smooth froth over his hand. The image of thick white ribbons across Cam’s beautiful abs pushed Brandon over the edge. His body quivered as the orgasm exploded inside him. He leaned his head back, closed his eyes, and let out a loud moan. Slowly, he came down from a plane of ecstasy and fought to catch his breath. A firm hand pulled him down to the bed and they shared a passionate kiss.  
 
    “I love you, Cam.” 
 
    “I love you, too, rock star.” 
 
    [image: ] 
 
    Brandon woke to a wet nose tickling his neck. He draped his forearm over his eyes to block some of the brightness in the room, but the dog thought it meant Brandon wanted to pet her. She nudged her nose under his hand and flipped it off his face. “Alright.” He scratched the dog’s neck. “I’m getting up.” He sat on the edge of the bed and took the dog’s face in his hands. “Did Cam send you in here to do his dirty work again?” 
 
    “If I didn’t, you’d sleep the day away.” Cam was in the doorway, already dressed in tight-as-fuck black jeans and a Get Rocked in Vegas T-shirt, coffee cup in hand. How that man looked so gorgeous and put together so early in the morning was an enigma. 
 
    “Are you ready for the show already? It’s not until ten tonight.” 
 
    Cam’s face lit up with animation. “This is a big deal to me. I’ve never been to a weekend-long festival with dozens of bands before.” He put the coffee cup on the nightstand, sat on the edge of the bed and leaned back on one hand. “And did I tell you my boyfriend is headlining tonight’s show?” 
 
    Brandon sat with his back to the headboard and pulled Cam into his arms. “Let’s stay in bed for a while. We can order room service and relax before we head over to the festival.”   
 
    Cam snuggled closer. “That sounds nice. We haven’t had much time alone since the tour started.” 
 
    This was Cam’s first tour with Bulletproof, and Brandon had been worried about how he would adjust to being on the road. He had thought that Cam would be homesick and grow irritated at Alan, Jeremy, and Derek’s non-stop shenanigans. Instead, Cam seemed to enjoy the camaraderie. He was enamored by the constant onslaught of fans and enjoyed the VIP treatment. The novelty hadn’t worn off yet. Brandon remembered when he was younger and the fame and notoriety were still new. A cocky smile spread across his face. He’d never get tired of the recognition. He lived to perform on stage, and the over-the-top reception from the fans boosted his ego. He loved them as much as they loved him. 
 
    Cam clicked on the TV and called the dog up on the bed. She walked in a circle a few times, and then fell to the mattress in a crescent-shaped pile of black fur. Free time was rare, so this stop in Vegas was a nice change, even though it was just a week-long party. This was a moment of calm in Brandon’s chaotic life. It was peaceful bliss with the man he loved and his dog. 
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    Bulletproof was taking the stage in a matter of minutes and Brandon could hear Felix calling him. He ignored his manager and remained focused on himself in the mirror. He checked his eyeliner, pulled on the cuffs of his fingerless gloves and shook out his long hair so it was wild and unkept. One more sip of his Throat Coat tea and he was ready.  
 
    There was a knock, and Cam’s voice filtered through the bathroom door. “You alright in there?” 
 
    “Just making sure I look OK.”  
 
    Cam leered at him with a provocative smile when he opened the door. “There’s my rock star.” 
 
    Felix’s voice bellowed from the front of the tour bus. “Let’s go, Brandon! You’re on in ten!” He motioned to the rest of the guys, who were still sitting on the couch. “Everybody up!”  
 
    “Leave the guy alone,” Derek said in Brandon’s defense. “Maybe he was taking a shit. He’s gotta get that outta the way before he lets out one of his animal cries on stage. Or there could be an accident.” 
 
    Alan and Jeremy snickered and Cam chuckled, but Brandon kept a straight face. “Thank you, Derek. When nature calls, I have to answer.” 
 
    “Ha-ha. Very funny.” Felix rolled his eyes and waved everyone out of the bus. 
 
    As they walked toward the stage, shouts from the audience grew louder. Brandon’s chest inflated with each step, and his smile grew wider as he neared.  
 
    Felix was giving his usual pre-show pep talk, filled with advice about having fun on stage and not holding anything back, along with the repetitious warning not to stage dive, which Brandon already knew he was going to disregard.  
 
    Brandon waited for the curtain to drop with his heart pounding. These last few seconds before the band took the stage made him feel like he was about to jump out of his skin. He clapped his hand on the back of Cam’s neck and delivered a rough kiss that was hot enough to last him the next 90 minutes. 
 
    “Knock ‘em dead, rock star.” 
 
    The lights went down, the curtain fell, and the crowd roared. Bulletproof took the stage, opening with the title track to their latest album, Full Metal Jacket. Brandon screamed the hardcore lyrics into the mic as mortars exploded around him. Fire pulsed on both ends of the stage, illuminating the faces in the crowd. It was already pandemonium. A conveyor belt of hands carried crowd surfers to the front of the arena, and cups of beer flew through the air.  
 
    Brandon glanced at Cam, standing at the side of the stage, bobbing his head and singing along to the music. Alan’s double bass boomed in Brandon’s chest. Derek and Jeremy were back to back, rocking guitar and bass.  
 
    Brandon lifted his chin to the ceiling and let out his signature war cry. This is where it all happened. This is where memories were made and moments were shared between friends and strangers. This is where careers began and ended and where collaborations between musicians were spawned. It’s where inhibitions were set free and rules were broken. It transformed an ordinary person into a rock star. It was the stage, and there was nothing else like it in the world. 
 
    The End . . . for now . . .  
 
    because it’s never really the end. 
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    Sample – The Prince of Punk Rock (Radical Rock Stars Book 1) 
 
      
 
    “Let’s just get one thing straight, if it gets weird for either of us, we stop.  We throw this guy out of our bed.  No questions asked.  No explanations.  Agreed?” 
 
    Jessi nodded, eagerly.  “Agreed.” 
 
    That’s how it all started, two hours ago. 
 
    Tommy Blade hadn’t been with a man in a long time – too long – not since he met Jessi, over a year ago.  He never thought he would confess his secret desires to anyone, but Jessi wasn’t just anyone.  It didn’t matter that the hard muscles of a man’s body made his mouth water, or that the scent of a slightly sweaty man made him dizzy with excitement, he wanted to spend the rest of his life with Jessi. 
 
    He still struggled with the truth.  He still couldn’t find the courage to say the words out loud, but Jessi knew.  She always knew what was going on in his head.  They often shared silent gazes that transcended the spoken word.  It was a connection that few people shared. 
 
    Tommy was forced to trust Jessi or else he risked losing her.  He was determined to make her his wife, even if it meant letting her see a side of him that he swore he would never let anyone see.  It was a side he kept tucked away, hidden from the world, brought to life only during the brief encounters with the men he surrendered to in the bedroom. 
 
    When Tommy met Jessi, he tried to forget about his obsession, but the broad chest of a handsome man always turned his head and made his insides yearn for physical contact.  The soft stubble against his cheek, the force behind a man’s kiss and the strength of a man’s hand on his body, were all things that sent his heart racing.  Exercising restraint was tough, but Tommy never acted on his desires.  Not since he met Jessi.  Not until tonight. 
 
    The threesome was Jessi’s idea.  She simply presented it as a viable solution for the both of them to find sexual fulfillment, and let the scenario fester in his head.  At first, he opposed the idea, but the scenario quickly ballooned into a full-length erotic fantasy that he couldn’t suppress. 
 
    He went to a gay bar, two towns away. It was the same pick up joint he frequented before he met Jessi.  Its discreet location provided camouflage and anonymity.  From the outside it looked like an unoccupied building.  The windows were blackened out.  There was no name displayed on the establishment to introduce itself to the world.  If the place had a name, it was never spoken.  It was an underground club and invitation was strictly by word of mouth. 
 
    The faces changed since the last time he was there, but the intention was still the same.  It wasn’t a place to socialize or partake in camaraderie or drop in for a drink on your way home.  It was a meeting place for men interested in casual sex.  The backroom served as a shanty for a quick encounter.  You could stop in, get your rocks off and be on your way in half an hour.  It was a smorgasbord of testosterone, a buffet of muscle and beefcake. 
 
    Tommy got hard the minute he laid eyes on the place.  He knew the secrets that transpired behind the façade of the ordinary-looking building.  Men flocked around him as soon as he walked through the door.  They always did.  A guy once told him that it was the mixture of his rugged jaw and strong upper body, offset by the innocence of his big blue eyes that made him so attractive.  The ladies always said it was his long blond hair and the guitar. 
 
    It didn’t take Tommy long to pick someone he wanted to bring home.  Less than an hour later, the three of them were in his bedroom.  He still couldn’t believe they really went through with it. 
 
    Tommy never expected Jessi to get off watching him with another man . . . watching him get rammed in the ass by a total stranger . . . rammed so perfectly in the ass . . . rammed so deep that it felt like a cock was about to touch the back of his throat from the opposite end.  But she did. 
 
    Now that it was over, and they were alone, there was silence.  He waited for Jessi to say something.  Anything.  Each muted second that passed made his cheeks flush hotter.  When Jessi finally turned to look at him, she had a mischievous spark in her eye.   She leaned closer to him, looked straight at him and said, “That was the hottest fuckin’ thing I ever did.” 
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    Sample – The Undercover Rock Star (Bulletproof Book 1) 
 
      
 
    Cam’s jaw fell open when he realized that Brandon was leading him to the doorstep of one of the grand villas.  “This is where you’re staying?” 
 
    “I prefer to maintain a low profile when we travel.  I would have been happy with a suite on one of the top floors, but my friends are a little extravagant.”  Brandon swiped his card in the slot, and they stepped inside. 
 
    Cam inspected the open floor plan in awe.  His eyes darted from the fireplace to the pool table, then drifted into the dining room and through the alcove that led to the kitchen.  His gaze settled on the stairs that led to the second level before he turned to Brandon.  “How the hell can you afford to stay in a place like this?  Who the fuck are you?” 
 
    “I’m just a guy who wants to get to know you better.  Does it really matter why I can afford to stay in a villa with my friends?”  Eventually he would tell Cam that he was a famous musician, but he wanted to live the fantasy of being just a regular guy a little longer.  It had been years since he slept with someone who only thought of him as “Brandon Bullet, human being” and not “Brandon Bullet, rock star.” 
 
    Brandon took two bottles of water from the mini fridge under the bar.  “I have a feeling we’re going to be pretty thirsty in about an hour.” 
 
    “An hour?  That’s it?” Cam teased.  “I would have thought Mr. Rich-and-Famous would give me a full night of never-ending passion.”  He motioned to the expansive villa.  “I thought you’d live up to your reputation.” 
 
    Brandon’s smile waned, and his heart was suddenly heavy.  He was hoping to hide from the pressure of notoriety, but even with his identity concealed, the shadow of wealth and fame held him in its realm.  It was a bar that he was constantly trying to hurdle.  While he contemplated his dual personalities with frustration, he found himself in Cam’s warm embrace. 
 
    “I was kidding.”  Cam’s voice was soothing and sincere.  “I don’t care that you’re rich or who your friends are.  I’m here because I want to be with you – Brandon Whatever-Your-Last-Name-Is.”  Cam’s soft lips landed on Brandon’s mouth.  “I love the mystery behind your identity, but promise me that before you leave this resort, you’ll tell me everything.  I’d hate to spend the rest of my life wondering about you.” 
 
    “I will.  Just not right now.  Right now, I want to do this.”  Brandon kissed Cam with all the pent-up passion in his heart.  One hand traveled over Cam’s strong shoulder and caressed the curve of Cam’s bicep, while the other hand slid around Cam’s taut waist, and his hand cupped one cheek of the finest ass in South America. 
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