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    Making it Right 
 
    Jeremy Kagan and Alan Delgado are America’s number one rock star couple. Everything is perfect between the two, until a series of faux pas leaves Alan in the dog house. 
 
      
 
    Change of Plans 
 
    Conflicting tour schedules cause Derek MacAlister and Travis Fontana to be apart for the first time. When their long over-due reunion finally takes place, the two can hardly contain their excitement and end up hijacking someone else’s agenda. 
 
      
 
    New Year’s Day Delivery 
 
    Brandon Bullet and Cameron Douglas are finally ready to expand their family and couldn’t be happier. But it’s a long hard road before their perfect little family is complete. 
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    Jeremy Kagan reveled in the deep boom of his bass guitar as he thumped out a beat on stage. Bulletproof just took home the award for Album of the Year and were closing out the award show with a spectacular performance of Light the Night. Fire bombs exploded on stage in tune to the beat of Alan Motherfucking Delgado’s double bass drum. It was sweltering, so Jeremy stepped in front of the fan and let the wind blow his long brown hair off his back. After cooling down, he jumped onto the drum riser, stood in front of the twin bass drums with his legs shoulder-width apart, and jutted his hips forward as he fed off the thunderous beats that Alan created. The two of them were the rhythm makers of the band, and they were as in sync with one another on stage as they were in the bedroom.  
 
    Alan, who was lost in the sound of the music, suddenly looked up as if just noticing Jeremy was standing in the center of the drum riser. His gorgeous silver eyes glowed against his dark tanned complexion and under his short black hair. “What’s up, bruh?” 
 
    Jeremy took a drumstick from the stick bag and smashed the cymbal several times, as his lover laughed through a smile. 
 
    “Do you want to take my seat?” Alan asked, never missing a beat on the drums.  
 
    Without stopping to think about it, Jeremy rounded the drum kit and plopped into Alan’s lap. He literally took the sticks from Alan’s hands and started pounding on the toms and cymbals, while Alan worked the double bass with his legs. Jeremy felt his bass guitar shift in his lap and realized that Alan was plucking on the strings from behind. It was totally unrehearsed and fucking insane! 
 
    The crowd went nuts at the interaction between the two and roared back at them, rock and roll horns held high. Jeremy jumped down from the drum riser and raced back to his spot on the stage. He just missed getting sandwiched between Derek MacAlister and Brandon Bullet, Bulletproof’s guitarist and lead singer, as they ran toward one another and collided in a chest bump at the apron.  
 
    Brandon let out his signature scream, which shook the room with its power, and it signaled the end of the song. The four of them stood together at the front of the stage, arms slung over one another’s shoulders, and bowed, just as they’d been doing for the past decade. 
 
    Once they passed the side curtain, they were greeted by Felix Osbourne, the band’s longtime manager. “That was brilliant!” he praised Jeremy and Alan. “Did you rehearse that? I’ve never seen the two of you switch instruments before!” 
 
    Jeremy just shook his head and shrugged. “Alan asked me if I wanted his seat, so I took it.” 
 
    “I had a face full of his long hair.” Alan wrapped his arm around Jeremy’s neck and laughed. “I could barely see what I was doing, but I think I did all right on the bass.” 
 
    “All right?” Always filled with drama, Felix’s voice raised an octave. “It was an incredible display of showmanship! Just incredible! There’s no time to waste.” He switched to his usual no-nonsense, all-business tone without pausing for a breath. “Paparazzi is waiting outside on the red carpet. Be gracious and cordial, but please wrap it up quickly. We need to leave for San Diego in an hour.” His comment was directed at Brandon, who thrived on media attention. 
 
    Outside the venue, it was mayhem. Rock stars and celebs congregated on the red carpet, while cameras snapped photos and journalists descended upon everyone with microphones in hand. Barricades held slews of screaming fans at bay, even at this late hour.  
 
    A new wave of deafening screams erupted as Brandon Bullet stepped from the building. His face lit up as if every single one of the squealing fans were there just for him, and he waved like the Pope. Without warning, he suddenly ran up and down the aisle and slapped the hands of those closest to the railing. With his long, flowing blond hair and muscles on display, he looked like a professional wrestler, and Jeremy couldn’t help the laugh that bellowed from his lungs.  
 
    “He looks like Hulk Hogan,” Alan, always on the same wavelength as Jeremy, added, also laughing at their outgoing lead singer. “Only with way more hair.” 
 
    “I was just about to say the same thing!” Jeremy exclaimed.  
 
    Their conversation was interrupted by a journalist brandishing a dazzling smile. She brought the microphone to her lips and her eyes sparkled. “Alan Delgado and Jeremy Kagan, I’ve wanted to interview the two of you for a very long time. I’m happy to say that I’m about to cross that off my bucket list. You’ve been voted America’s number one rock star couple for three years in a row,” she continued, barely taking a breath. “The media has followed your relationship from its inception, without scandal. We see nothing but love and devotion between the two of you.” She stuck the microphone in Alan’s face. “Do you have any tips to share or advice for other celebrities whose relationships are playing out in front of the cameras?” 
 
    Alan wrapped his arm around Jeremy’s neck and gave him a squeeze. “What can I say? I love this dude.” 
 
    Even though Alan’s bicep practically gave Jeremy a black eye, he melted at the simple little explanation Alan offered.  
 
    The journalist batted her long eyelashes. “That’s so sweet. But we all know it takes more than just love to keep a relationship going.” She turned toward Jeremy. “How do you deal with the outside pressures? It’s no secret that the two of you were well known for your famous threesomes. Are groupies still trying to get the two of you into bed together? Is that really a thing of the past?” 
 
    Jeremy’s jaw immediately clenched. It irked the hell out of him that people still brought up the group bangs that used to take place and insinuated that they continued. Besides, this was a classy event. Who the hell did this chick think she was asking a question about sex? “That was a long time ago,” he answered, annoyance clear in his voice. “Before me and Alan got together. We’re in a committed relationship now.” 
 
    The journalist picked up on the tension in Jeremy’s tone. “Do I detect a hint of jealousy?” she prodded. 
 
    “No,” Alan answered, before Jeremy had a chance to say anything. “There’s nothing to be jealous of. Groupies and fans have been hitting on rock stars since the beginning of time. That’s just the way it is. We’re used to it. Right, Jeremy?” 
 
    Used to it? Jeremy would never get used to guys trying to pick up Alan, and the journalist hit the nail on the head. But he wasn’t about to admit it on national television. 
 
    “What does the future look like for America’s number one rock star couple?” the journalist asked. “Is there marriage on the horizon?” 
 
    “No way,” Alan quickly replied, with a loud laugh, as if the question was ridiculous. 
 
    Jeremy’s head immediately snapped in Alan’s direction. They hadn’t talked about marriage, but Alan didn’t have to dismiss it so quickly and make it sound as if it were the last thing on his mind, especially to this woman, who was obviously digging for gossip. 
 
    “Me and Jeremy have known each other practically our whole lives,” Alan went on, now completely serious. “We spend all of our time together and get along great. We love each other and we’re rock solid.” He shrugged. “Why do we need more than that?” 
 
    Because that’s the natural progression of a relationship, Jeremy wanted to say. People fought hard for the right for same-sex couples to marry. He knew that just because it was an option, it didn’t mean they had to run out and get married. He just thought that it was somewhere on the horizon for them. He didn’t expect Alan’s immediate dismissal of the idea of marriage, and it filled him with disappointment. 
 
    “There you have it,” the journalist said, into the camera. “Alan Delgado and Jeremy Kagan are madly in love and committed to one another, but they have no intentions or desires to make it legit.” She paused and brought her hand to her chin. “It leaves me wondering, is everything really as wonderful between the two as it seems? Or is it just a ploy in order to hang onto their coveted title of America’s number one rock star couple? What do you think America?” She then plugged her social media sites and prompted viewers to post their opinion. The camera light went off, and she walked away. 
 
    Jeremy stared after her, with his jaw hanging open, as she pranced down the red carpet toward her next victim. “Did she really just ask people to speculate on whether or not we’re pretending to be happy?” 
 
    Alan burst out laughing and shook his head. “The paparazzi will twist anything and everything you say in order to make a story out of it. You know that.” 
 
    “Really?” Jeremy pushed his long hair behind one ear. “Do you really think she twisted what you said?” 
 
    “Of course.” Alan saw the look on Jeremy’s face, and his voice softened with concern. “Are you mad?” 
 
    “You acted like she asked if you planned to stop playing the drums, not if you planned on marrying the guy you’re in love with.” 
 
    Alan looked shocked. “Do you want to get married?” 
 
    “Is that a proposal?”  
 
    “No.” 
 
    “You see!” Jeremy threw his hands up. “Why are you so quick to shut down the idea of marrying me?” 
 
    “I’m not. We just never talked about it, so I’m surprised that you’re over-reacting like this.” 
 
    Damn right Jeremy was over-reacting, because, more than anything, he was hurt. “Maybe this isn’t a big deal to you, but it is to me. I’ve been in love with you since I was 18 years old. I never thought you would love me back. These past few years together have been a dream come true for me.” Jeremy was quiet for a moment, his heart suddenly deflated. “I just thought, or hoped, that I meant as much to you as you mean to me.” 
 
    “Jeremy,” Alan sighed. “Don’t make me feel like an asshole. She just caught me by surprise. Really. That’s all. You know how much I love you. You never have to doubt your place in my heart. But, just in case you need to hear it. “I love you. You’re my whole world and my best friend.” 
 
    Jeremy practically melted into the red carpet. His legs got all wobbly and his heart ballooned. He thought his voice would crack if he tried to speak, so he nodded and gave Alan a long kiss. The paparazzi jumped on the opportunity to catch a photo of the two of them in a lip lock, and Jeremy felt them swoop in. He knew that their personal bodyguards were probably about to lose their shit, so he slowly broke the kiss, but he took a moment to stare into the incandescent eyes of the man who set his soul on fire. “I love you too.”  
 
    He didn’t know if he was ready for marriage. He probably wasn’t. In his head he was still a teenager, but, since he and Alan became a couple, they’d moved past the crazy days and nights filled with sex and drugs. They were acting like adults for the first time in their lives, and it was nice. He agreed with Alan that he liked the way things were between them. It worked. But the idea of marriage was cool. He just wished Alan would have said it was somewhere in their future plans. 
 
    Alan’s arm landed across Jeremy’s shoulder, and they headed toward the waiting limo which brought everyone back to the hotel. From there, they all hopped onto the tour bus and set off for San Diego. Bulletproof had less than a week left before their fall tour ended a few days before Christmas.  
 
    Brandon snuggled on one of the couches with his husband Cam and their dog, who was chewing on a squeaky tennis ball. Alan and Jeremy sat together on the other couch, and Derek had his head in the refrigerator. Jeremy stole the dog’s tennis ball and threw it down the corridor toward the back of the bus, where it accidentally hit Derek in the butt. 
 
    “Hey!” Derek straightened up, holding an apple pie in his hand. “That hurt.” He dropped into the dining booth, dodging the running dog, and started eating the whole pie with a fork.  
 
    Jeremy watched the band’s lead guitarist pick at the apple pie without gusto, which was unlike him. Alan’s hand slipped inside Jeremy’s, and it reminded him that Derek was missing his boyfriend. “I thought Travis was going to join us before the tour ended,” he called to Derek. 
 
    Derek dropped his fork and slumped in the seat. “He got tied up with shooting a music video. This is the first time our tours crossed. I’m not used to being without him. It sucks. I miss him. You guys are lucky that you can always be on the road together. It’s hard when you’re in different bands.” 
 
    It just about broke Jeremy’s heart. He couldn’t imagine being away from Alan for eight weeks, like Derek and Travis had. “He’ll be here before you know it.” Jeremy tried to sound reassuring, but instead, he just sounded sad.  
 
    Brandy came trotting back with her tennis ball and promptly dropped it in Jeremy’s lap. He tossed it down the corridor again, but it got lodged under one of the bunks, and the dog whined and pawed at it. So, Jeremy got up to help her retrieve it. 
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    As soon as Jeremy was out of earshot, Cam leaned over and rested his palm on Alan’s knee. “I overheard that interview you did on the red carpet. Let me give you a little piece of advice.  When someone asks if you have marriage plans with your serious, longtime boyfriend, you don’t just blurt out, no way.” 
 
    “Did it really sound that bad?” Alan regretted the blunt reply, which obviously bothered Jeremy, but the words just slipped out. He wished he could take them back, or at least rephrase them. It’s not that he was anti-marriage. It’s just that, sometimes, marriage changed things. And he didn’t want anything to change about his relationship with Jeremy. 
 
    “Put it this way,” Cam said. “If Brandon would have dismissed the idea of marrying me so flippantly, he would have been doing some serious groveling. For a long time.” 
 
    Brandon put his arm around Cam in a possessive hold. “Never would’ve happened, baby. I wanted to marry you the day I met you.” 
 
    Brandon and Cam had recently exchanged vows, and Alan began to wonder if that’s what put the idea of marriage in Jeremy’s head. He glanced at Jeremy, who was sitting on one of the lower bunks petting the dog. Jeremy’s long brown hair fell into his lap as he leaned down and hugged her. Still cuddling the big black dog in his arms, Jeremy lifted his eyes, met Alan’s gaze, and smiled.  
 
    Alan could feel the love projecting from this man clear across the bus, and the warmth and contentment that radiated from Jeremy’s expression made a lump form in Alan’s throat. He smiled back and thought about the years they’d spent together, as both best friends and lovers. They’d known each other since they were in junior high, and he couldn’t imagine anyone else by his side for the rest of his life. But that didn’t mean they had to jump into marriage. He knew Jeremy had a soft and emotional heart, and the idea that he inadvertently caused even the tiniest bit of pain on that tender heart made his chest hurt. He patted the seat next to him and motioned for Jeremy to rejoin him on the couch. 
 
    Jeremy immediately got to his feet, left the dog with a pat on her head, and returned to the spot next to Alan. When he sat down, he wrapped his hand around Alan’s thigh with affection. 
 
    The mere touch of his lover’s hand made Alan’s blood pressure slow down and his heartrate speed up at the same time. “Are we OK?” he asked, softly. 
 
    “Yeah. We’re good.” Jeremy presented the sweetest smile under whisky-colored eyes that could melt a glacier. 
 
    “Good. You’d let me know if we weren’t, right?” 
 
    Jeremy nodded.  
 
    Derek fell into the captain’s chair next to them, still picking at the pie. “What’s the plan for tomorrow? Let’s do something fun. I can deal with Travis being gone when we have show after show, but on these free days . . .” He tugged on the roots of his hair and shook his head. “I lose my mind.” He tossed the pie plate on the side table. “I can’t even enjoy my food.” 
 
    Everyone looked at Derek with shock. The guy had the metabolism of a hummingbird and usually ate like he just got out of prison.  
 
    “That’s a first,” Alan commented, with a small laugh, before his heart sank at the forlorn expression on Derek’s face. He squeezed his friend’s shoulder. “Sorry, bruh. I don’t mean to make light of the fact that you’re missing your guy.”  
 
    Brandon leaned over and slapped Derek’s knee with enthusiasm. “Let’s tear up the town, Bulletproof style. See if we can cheer you up.” 
 
    Derek raised a brow, intrigued, and then he displayed a crooked smile. “It won’t be the same without my partner in crime, but I’ll give it a shot.” 
 
    Alan hated bailing on his friends, but he had other plans for their day off tomorrow. “Count us out. I want to spend some quality time with my guy tomorrow.” Everyone turned toward Alan, but it was the heart-melting expression in Jeremy’s puppy dog eyes that made Alan weak.  
 
    “You do?” Jeremy asked, his voice filled with warm surprise. 
 
    “Yeah.” Alan wanted to make up for the insensitive remark earlier by sharing a long-overdue romantic day together. “I thought we could hike along the cliffs and go to Little Italy for dinner. Just the two of us, for once.”  
 
    Jeremy leaned into Alan’s shoulder and displayed a wavy smile. “I’d love that.” 
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    Ocean Beach was one of Jeremy’s favorite places in San Diego, not only because of the gorgeous bluffs that bordered the Pacific Ocean, but mostly because he loved spending time on Dog Beach. He had a soft spot for the four-legged bundles of fur, and watching them run free and chase the waves brought a happy smile to his face. “Look at that one!” He pointed to a French Bulldog that was digging furiously in the sand. “And that one!” It was an Australian Shepard, leaping in the air to catch a frisbee. “Oh my God! She’s adorable!” He motioned to a small dog wearing a little pink life jacket. 
 
    “Aw,” Alan chuckled. “She’s cute.” He handed Jeremy a bottle of water from the small cooler at their feet. 
 
    Even though it was December, the blaring sun made it feel like beach weather. “We’re having an awesome winter,” Jeremy commented. “I can’t believe we were freezing in Utah last week and now we’re sitting here in 80-degree heat.” 
 
    “That’s life on the road,” Alan replied. “Do you think we’ll ever get tired of it?” 
 
    “Nope. As long as we’re together, I could tour every day of the year.” 
 
    “Me too.” Alan gazed up at the sky. “This sun is really heating up my arms and legs. Do you want the pop-up? You must be dying with all that hair.” 
 
    A Pomeranian jumped into Jeremy’s lap before he had a chance to answer.  “Hello there, little guy.” He patted its fluffy head. “Make yourself comfortable.” The little dog let out a few happy barks and then ran off. “That was so cool. I’d love to get a dog.” 
 
    “Really?” Alan turned in his chair so he could look at Jeremy. “Who would watch it? And train it?” 
 
    Jeremy didn’t really think it through. “I don’t know. Brandy comes on tour with us. Cam’s had her since she was a pup, and she’s well trained. He obviously knows what he’s doing. I’m sure he’d help us if we decided to get a dog.” 
 
    Alan just blinked. 
 
    Jeremy laughed. “You should see your face.” 
 
    “I’m not opposed to it. I love dogs too. A dog is a lot of responsibility, though.” 
 
    “I know.” Jeremy returned his gaze to the dogs running in and out of the water. “It’s something to think about.” 
 
    They spent the next hour trying to name the different dog breeds on the beach, then hiked along the coast on Sunset Cliffs. Since security shadowed them everywhere, it was almost comical to watch the two muscle-bound bodyguards teeter along the uneven surface of the sandy cliff. A laugh fell from Jeremy’s mouth as his personal bodyguard’s foot slipped on a rock, even though he knew it wasn’t funny. The dude was built like Mr. Olympia, and if he fell and sprained his ankle, they’d need a bulldozer to get him out of there. “Sorry,” he called to the bodyguard, who waved back to indicate he was OK. “Maybe we should tell them to wait for us in the car,” Jeremy suggested. 
 
    “Not a chance,” Alan quickly replied. “What if something happens? There’s no one around. That’s when the crazies come out. Besides, Felix would fire them in a heartbeat if he found out they didn’t tail us every step of the way.” 
 
    An hour or so into the hike, the sky turned pink with color. Jeremy paused on one of the large rocks. “Look at the sun.” It was a giant yellow ball on the horizon slowly descending into the water. 
 
    “That’s amazing.” Alan took Jeremy’s hand, and they sat on the edge of the cliff to watch the sunset.  
 
    It was an incredible display of light and pastel shadows, and absolutely beautiful. Jeremy rested his head on Alan’s shoulder and sighed. “This has seriously been one of the most romantic days we’ve spent together. Thank you for this. It really means a lot to me that you went to so much trouble.” 
 
    “I love you, Jeremy. And it was no trouble. But it’s not over. We’re having dinner in Little Italy.” 
 
    After a shower and a change of clothes, they ended up at Filippi’s Pizza Grotto. It wasn’t the fanciest place to eat, but the food was superb, and the décor was charming. Empty wine carafes, wrapped in wicker, hung from the beams in the ceiling, all bearing the names of the guests who consumed them. Candles sat on a checkered tablecloth, making their little booth in the back corner of the restaurant both intimate and cozy.   
 
    Neither Jeremy or Alan were big wine drinkers, but Alan ordered a full carafe anyway. After the waiter left, Jeremy stared across the table at the tight black T-shirt that hugged every inch of Alan’s muscular upper body. His pecks strained at the cotton material, while his shoulders and his biceps tugged at the short sleeves. If Jeremy stared hard enough, he could see the faint outline of Alan’s six pack.  
 
    “Why are you looking at me like that?” Alan asked, glancing down at his torso self-consciously.  
 
    Jeremy’s eyes grazed over his lover’s physique without restraint. “Because you’re hot.” He placed his hands on the table and leaned forward. “Is that thing painted on your body?” 
 
    “It must’ve shrunk when I had my laundry done.” Alan flexed with exaggeration, causing his broad pecs and round biceps to inflate. The sound of a stitch ripping made him flinch, and he laughed as he exhaled. 
 
    “Easy Hulk,” Jeremy joked. “This is a family joint. I don’t want to get thrown out of this nice restaurant because your 24-inch pythons ripped your T-shirt to shreds and exposed your killer upper bod.”  
 
    Alan examined the small tear at the bottom of his sleeve and clucked his tongue. “I liked this shirt.” 
 
    It was from a Bad Wolves concert they attended last year in Cincinnati. Afterward, they all went to a party where Alan played beer pong with members of the opening band. That guy was Alan, not this romantic dude who was sitting across from Jeremy. It was a really nice change, though, and he was enjoying every minute of it. 
 
    The food came – chicken parm for Jeremy and lasagna for Alan – and they ate quietly for a few seconds, until a huge forkful of cheesy lasagna came into Jeremy’s line of sight. 
 
    “Here. You have to taste this,” Alan said 
 
    Jeremy was about to take the fork, which was dripping with sauce, stringy cheese, and crumbles of ground beef, but Alan extended it toward Jeremy’s lips. 
 
    “Careful. It’s hot,” Alan warned. 
 
    Jeremy slowly took the mouthful of food that Alan offered, maintaining eye contact with him the entire time. 
 
    “Good, right?” Alan asked, nodding. 
 
    “Fucking delicious.” Jeremy smiled, overwhelmed by the attention and little gestures. “What’s with the private one-on-one time today and this romantic dinner for two? It’s not like you. Don’t get me wrong. I’m floored. I love it. But . . . why?” 
 
     Alan lowered his eyes for a moment, and when he looked up, they were warm and sincere. “Because I realized I hurt your feelings last night. I feel really bad about the way I answered the question about marriage. That was rude and insensitive of me. I’m sorry I said that. I love you, Jeremy.” 
 
     When Alan reached across the table and took Jeremy’s hand, Jeremy’s heart lurched. He felt his pulse beating frantically in his throat as his blood pumped with adrenaline. His nerves jittered, making his knee bounce, and his mouth dropped open. Was a surprise marriage proposal the reason they were sitting in a private booth in the corner of the restaurant? Jeremy’s eyes darted around the room searching for his friends hiding behind menus. Or paparazzi disguised as waiters. Or patrons discreetly recording this moment on their cell phones. Or a waiter carrying a tray with a single glass of champagne with a ring in it. But he didn’t see any of those things. He returned his gaze to Alan, expectantly, his heart still beating rapidly. 
 
    “I love what we have together.” Alan picked up his wine glass and clinked it against Jeremy’s. “To us.” 
 
    Jeremy quickly looked into his glass, but it was still half full of rich red wine. He quickly drained it, feeling around with his tongue, but there was no ring. When he set his empty glass down on the table, Alan was writing their names on the wicker that encased the carafe, so the waiter could hang it from the rafters with the others.  
 
    Jeremy read the words that Alan inscribed under their names, which couldn’t be more perfect. “My ride or die.” He waited, but Alan just went back to eating his lasagna, and Jeremy realized there was no marriage proposal. His heart fell a little, but he was unsure if he was disappointed or simply felt foolish. 
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    The show in Albuquerque was sick. The fans were out of control and the pyrotechnics were on point. Everyone was still amped up, and the afterparty was kicking ass. Food and drinks were top notch, and the stereo system was blasting killer tunes. Right now, Fever 333’s Made in America was shaking the walls with its heart-pounding beats and adrenaline-fueled vocals. Someone screamed along with the lyrics louder than Jason Butler, which wasn’t an easy thing to do. Alan didn’t need to turn around to know it was Derek, rocking out on a tabletop playing air guitar. It was nice to see the guy having fun again, instead of sulking about missing his boyfriend. 
 
    Alan tossed back a swig of beer and glanced around the lively party. Remnants of the wild times they used to have flashed through his head. They’ve come a long way since then, but damn, they were some good times. Things have scaled back significantly over the last year or two, but that’s not to say they haven’t trashed any hotel rooms. 
 
    A small group of people wearing lanyards with VIP placards caught Alan’s attention. They were clearly fans, enamored at being in the same room with the members of Bulletproof and the guys from the opening band. They noticed he was looking at them, and their faces lit up with smiles. Alan raised his beer in greeting, and one of the girls immediately started walking toward him. Her friends looked shocked at her brazenness, but they quickly followed.  
 
    “Oh my God!” the girl exclaimed, when she was only a few feet away. “You’re Alan Delgado. It’s so nice to meet you.” She held out her hand politely. “I’m Mindy.” 
 
    “Nice meeting you too,” Alan replied, shaking her hand. 
 
    “I’m sorry to bother you. It’s just so amazing that we were invited to this party. I’ve been dying to meet you for forever. Bulletproof is my all-time favorite band. I’ve been following you since your first album came out. I can’t believe I’m standing her talking to you right now!” She covered her mouth to hide her smile, but her hand couldn’t contain it. 
 
    Alan loved to see fans gush and react with so much excitement. He never tired of it, and it fed his ego. “Do you want me to sign something and take a photo together?”  
 
    She ran into his arms, and her friends all gathered around so they could also join in the photo op with Alan.  
 
    “We need someone to take the picture,” one of the guys said. 
 
    “I’ll take it,” a passing dude offered.  
 
    The guy took everyone’s phones and started snapping away as they shuffled positions, so everyone had a chance to take a photo standing directly next to Alan. He signed a bunch of shit, and then they left. That’s when Alan noticed that the dude who took the photos was still standing there. “Hey.” Alan jutted his chin at him. “Thanks for taking the pics.” 
 
    “My pleasure.” The smile stayed plastered across the guy’s face as he shook Alan’s hand. His expression wasn’t that of a star-struck fan. It was one of familiarity, but Alan didn’t recognize him.  
 
    “Do I know you?” Alan asked. “Have we met before?” 
 
    The guy let out a small chuckle. “Yes. A few times. But it’s been a while.” 
 
    Alan met dozens of people on a daily basis, not to mention the thousands upon thousands of fans he met at meet and greets. It was impossible to remember even a fraction of them. It always left him feeling embarrassed, because fans somehow always thought that they were the one that he would remember. So, he overcompensated. “Oh yeah. Now I remember you. Sorry.” He waved his fingers up by his head to indicate he was being absentminded. “It’s been a long time. I didn’t recognize you. How are you? You look really good.” 
 
    The guy’s smile widened. “You look really good too. And I’m doing much better now that I get to see your face.” He was silent for another second as he stared at Alan. “Man, it’s really good to see you again.” 
 
    “Yeah. You too. How long has it been?” Alan still had no recollection of this dude. It was easy making conversation with people he just met, but trying to talk to someone he was pretending to remember was awkward. 
 
    “It’s been a few years.” 
 
    “Next time don’t wait so long to say hello,” Alan replied, trying to wrap up the conversation.  
 
    “You’re leaving tonight, right? I saw the tour bus waiting in the parking lot.” 
 
    “Yeah. That’s right. We’re on our way to Amarillo. The bus leaves in about an hour.” Alan pretended to wave to someone across the room. “Gotta run. Don’t want to miss the bus. See you later.” 
 
    “I’m looking forward to it!” the guy called after Alan. 
 
    Alan glanced over his shoulder. “Yeah. Me too.” When he turned back around, he almost ran straight into Jeremy. “What the fuck?” he asked, with a small laugh. Only Jeremy wasn’t laughing. 
 
    “I was about to ask you the exact same thing,” Jeremy said, his jaw tight and eyes narrowed. 
 
    “What are you talking about?” 
 
    “That fucking dude.”  
 
    Alan looked back at the guy he’d been speaking to, who was still watching him. 
 
    “What the fuck were you talking to him about? Why was he smiling at you like that?” Jeremy demanded. 
 
    “I don’t know who the fuck that dude is,” Alan admitted. “He said we met a few times and acted like we were best buds, so I pretended I remembered him.” 
 
    “Are you serious?” Jeremy folded his arms across his chest. “You don’t remember him?” 
 
    Alan shook his head. “Do you?” 
 
    “Of course, I remember him.” Jeremy let out a frustrated breath. “We double-dipped that guy, like, four times. How could you not remember?” 
 
    Alan’s brows raised high on his forehead, genuinely surprised, but it certainly explained the guy’s over-friendly behavior. “I don’t remember every guy we shared. We were with a lot of guys over the years. But it’s been a really long time since we did anything like that.” Alan shrugged. “Do you remember every guy we’ve been with?” 
 
    “No,” Jeremy admitted. “But I remember him.” 
 
    “Why? What was so special about him?” 
 
     “He was really into you. He was always all over you. And I was jealous as fuck.” Jeremy huffed again. “Like I am right now.” 
 
    Alan’s chin dropped into his chest, and he sighed. When he raised his eyes, Jeremy looked hurt, and it tugged at Alan’s heart. “I’m sorry.” He wrapped his arms around Jeremy’s neck and placed a soft kiss on his lover’s lips. “That guy never meant anything to me. That’s why I don’t remember him. And you know damn well I’m not interested in anybody but you. You have no reason to be jealous. Since the day we got together, since the day you told me you loved me, I haven’t thought about anybody else.” 
 
    Jeremy nodded. “I know. Me neither. If we’re being honest, I wanted to stop sharing guys and doing the group bangs long before we got together. I didn’t know how to tell you how I felt because I was afraid you wouldn’t feel the same way, and then it would be weird between us. It was exciting to be in bed with you, even if we weren’t sleeping together.” Jeremy’s lips quirked into a smile. “I got to see you naked.” 
 
    “You were peeking?” 
 
    “Shit yeah.” 
 
    A soft laugh left Alan’s lips. “I never noticed. It was a good thing that someone shut the lights and you accidentally gave me a blowjob. It rocked my world.” 
 
    “It freaked you out.” 
 
    “It did,” Alan agreed. “Because it was the best blowjob I ever got, and I started having really inappropriate thoughts about my best friend.” 
 
    “I’m glad you did.” 
 
    “Me too.” Alan slung his arm over Jeremy’s shoulder. “Let’s get a drink.” 
 
    They barely had time to finish another beer before Felix corralled them out the door. It was close to midnight, but fans still lingered in hopes of a photo or an autograph, and the usual barricades were in place. Brandon was the first to stop and greet them, which caused Felix to roll his eyes.  
 
    “Check out Felix,” Jeremy said, with a laugh. “I can see him stressing out from here.” 
 
    Bulletproof’s lead singer had a Sharpie clutched in his hand and was scribbling his name for fans, wearing a million-dollar smile, as Felix was trying to pull him toward the bus.  
 
    “Do you think Brandon does that just to piss off Felix?” Alan asked. 
 
    “No,” Jeremy replied. “You know Bran. He eats that shit up. Trying to keep him away from the fans is like trying to take oxygen away from a dying man.”  
 
    Alan slung his arm over Jeremy’s shoulder, and they continued walking. They only got a few steps before Felix started shouting for security, and there was a commotion as bodyguards rushed toward him.  
 
    “Oh, shit. I think a fan broke through the barricade,” Jeremy commented.  
 
    Alan froze in place and tightened his arm around Jeremy’s shoulder, while their two personal bodyguards huddled closer, ready and on guard. Alan stretched his neck to see what was going on, but all he saw was a wall of security creating a barrier between Felix, who was waving his hands wildly, and the rest of the guys. “What’s going on?” Alan shouted to Brandon, who was standing with Cam closest to the action. 
 
    Brandon leaned around his bodyguard to answer. “Some dude jumped the railing and tried to run on the bus. He said he’s a friend of yours.”  
 
    A chill ran down Alan’s back as a memory resurfaced. The last time some guy jumped the railing and claimed to be a personal friend of his, there were dire consequences. The incident was still fresh and all too real. He wrapped both arms around Jeremy, protectively, even though there were more than a half dozen bodyguards right next to them. He stretched his chin upward, trying to catch a glimpse of what was going on up ahead. Two members of the security team had some guy by the arms and was walking toward them. The dude wasn’t in cuffs, and it made Alan nervous.  
 
    “Alan!” the dude shouted, as he neared, still restrained by security. “Tell them you invited me! Tell them we made plans to meet by the bus!” 
 
    Holy shit. It was the guy from the party. “No we didn’t.”  
 
    “Yes we did! You told me you were heading to the bus in about an hour and you’d see me later. I know an invitation when I hear one.” 
 
    A sinking feeling settled in Alan’s gut. He did say those words, but they were totally misconstrued. “That’s not what I meant. At all.” Alan felt Jeremy’s eyes boring into him, and he slowly met them.  
 
    Jeremy shook his head, eyes narrowed and lips pursed to the side with annoyance. 
 
    “You know I didn’t even recognize that dude, and he misunderstood what I meant,” Alan said, trying his hardest to explain.  
 
    The guy was still calling Alan’s name as security dragged him away, and Jeremy shouted at him. “Fuck you, asshole!” He tried to take a step toward the guy, but Alan pulled him back by the arm. 
 
    “Don’t. It doesn’t matter,” Alan said. 
 
    Jeremy stared back without saying anything. 
 
    “This wasn’t my fault,” Alan protested, feeling guilty. 
 
    “I know.” Jeremy’s voice softened. “But if the situation was reversed, and some guy was waiting for me at the bus. A guy who thought I invited him. A guy I used to bang. How would you feel?” 
 
    Jealousy gnawed in Alan’s belly, and he knew Jeremy had every right to be angry, especially after the incident about not wanting to get married the other day. “You’re right. I have nothing to say. I don’t blame you for being mad, but again, this was totally innocent. You know that, right?” 
 
    Jeremy pushed his hair behind his ears and nodded, but the hurt expression didn’t disappear from his face. 
 
    It cut into Alan because he knew that Jeremy was such a sensitive guy. He had hurt that soft, giving heart twice with two slips of the tongue, and he berated himself for not thinking before speaking. Why couldn’t he ever keep his big mouth shut? He cupped Jeremy’s face in his hands and looked directly into his lover’s eyes. “I’m sorry. You’re my best friend, and I’d never intentionally do anything to hurt you or jeopardize what we have. I know you know that, but it doesn’t hurt for me to say it once in a while.” 
 
    Jeremy’s lips wrinkled into a wavy smile and his brow crinkled. “Why are you so sweet?” 
 
    “Because you make me that way.” He placed a long tender kiss on Jeremy’s lips, much to the excitement of the fans stationed behind the barricade. 
 
    “Get a fucking room, you two,” Derek said, slapping Alan on the back as he passed them in order to board the bus. 
 
    They both laughed under the kiss and turned to smile at their crazy guitarist. Enjoying the closeness of the moment, Alan squeezed Jeremy in a hug and let the fans go nuts snapping photos with their cell phones. After all, they were America’s number one rock star couple. Then he took Jeremy by the hand and headed toward the bus.  
 
    When they boarded, Brandon wrapped his big paw around Alan shoulder and gave him a playful shake. “In the dog house again?” 
 
    Alan looked up to the ceiling and shook his head. “It wasn’t my fault!” 
 
    “Better set up another one of those fancy dinners,” Cam added.  
 
    Jeremy gave Alan a teasing smile. “Yeah. You better.” 
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    They arrived in Amarillo sometime before dawn. No one really knew for sure what time the bus pulled into the parking lot of the hotel because everyone was sound asleep, until Felix’s voice and loud clapping woke them, and probably everyone within a twenty-foot radius. 
 
    “Let’s go! Rise and shine, people! It’s ten o’clock. You’re paying for the hotel room. If you were going to sleep the day away, I wouldn’t have booked it for last night.” Felix clapped his hands again. “Honestly, wouldn’t you rather sleep in a comfortable bed than in these shoebox bunks here on the tour bus?” 
 
    “I’ve been up and dressed since eight this morning.” Cam’s voice permeated the bus with its cheerfulness. “I even walked the dog and played ball with her in a little park I found.” 
 
    Jeremy listened, with his eyes closed, until the scent of coffee drifted into his nostrils. It was the gourmet kind that Cam liked to brew, and it made Jeremy crave a cup. He rolled over, pulled the curtain back from his bunk, and a set of silver eyes greeted him from three feet away. 
 
    “Morning,” Alan said, sitting on the bottom bunk across from Jeremy. “When did you go back to your own bed?” 
 
    “I don’t know. It was still dark.” Jeremy had gotten up to use the can, and when he returned, Alan had stretched out in the bunk. He didn’t have the heart to roll Alan toward the wall, especially since the guy had a chest like a tank and easily filled the extra-wide bunk by himself. So, Jeremy just fell out in the narrow bunk across from him.  
 
    “Why?” Alan asked, with his brows pinched together. 
 
    “You looked comfortable.” 
 
    “I don’t care. I want you in bed with me.” 
 
    “You didn’t even notice I was gone.” It was said in a teasing manner, but Alan’s shoulders fell, and Jeremy knew that Alan still felt bad about the mix-ups from the last few days. 
 
    Derek suddenly jumped down between them from the bunk above. “I’m starving! Where’s the chow?” His long black hair was bunched up in a massive knot of bed head, and he was still in his briefs.  
 
    “Maybe you should put some clothes on,” Felix suggested. “And maybe put a brush through your hair. Maybe across your tongue, as well. You do have to pass people on the way into the hotel.” 
 
    Derek tried to tame his hair down with his fingers, but it really did nothing, so he gave up. He did manage to stuff his legs into a pair of jeans, though. “Restaurant or hotel suite?” he asked, referring to where everyone wanted to eat. 
 
    Alan stood up and pulled Jeremy to his feet. “Hotel suite,” he said, wrapping his arms around Jeremy. “I want some privacy, instead of being watched by prying eyes.” 
 
    Jeremy was relishing in this sweeter side of Alan and only replied with a small smile, which earned him a tender kiss on the cheek.  
 
    Twenty minutes later, room service arrived in the suite and everyone took a seat at the dining room table. Alan scooted his chair closer to Jeremy, so they were forced to bump elbows, and he gave Alan a questioning squint of his eye. 
 
    “What? I can’t cuddle with my guy during breakfast?” 
 
    “Sure you can,” Jeremy replied, soaking up the attention.  
 
    Alan didn’t stop at the gesture. He filled Jeremy’s plate with scrambled eggs, sausage, potato wedges and a mini slider. He even poured Jeremy a cup of coffee and a glass of juice. 
 
    “Thanks.” As Jeremy ate a forkful of eggs, Brandon finally sauntered into the suite with Cam. The dog immediately ran to Jeremy, tail wagging, and he leaned over to give her a hug. “Hi, B. Want a sausage?” Brandy let out a happy bark, which, naturally, meant that she did, so Jeremy gave her a link. 
 
    “What the hell took you so long, Bran?” Derek asked, around a mouthful of food. 
 
    Brandon stretched up to the ceiling and let out a growl. “I need my beauty sleep. Did you save me any food?” 
 
    Jeremy looked at the table. It was a mixed banquet of breakfast and lunch items, more than any of them could finish. “Why did you order so much?” he asked Felix.  
 
    “Did you forget that your bandmate has the appetite of three people?” Felix motioned to Derek with his chin. “And if his boyfriend was here, they’d probably polish off everything on the table and would be looking for more.” 
 
    Derek, who was happily munching on a triple stack of bacon strips, suddenly stopped chewing. His face drooped and he gulped, as if swallowing a brick. “I miss Travis.”  
 
    “Well, this is a first.” Felix raised his brow with surprise. “I don’t think I’ve ever seen you so upset that you stopped eating. Finish your meal, for God’s sake. Think about how Travis would feel if he knew you let perfectly good greasy food go to waste.” 
 
    A crinkled smile spread across Derek’s lips. “Yeah. You’re right,” he said, stuffing another strip of bacon into his mouth. “I guess I’ll just have to eat Travis’ share and tell him how good it was.”  
 
    After breakfast, they hit a vintage music museum. It was a collection of original instruments played by giants from the past, like Elvis Presley and Jimi Hendrix. Some were for sale, with hefty price tags. Others were behind display cases, safe from grabby hands. There were replicas available for demo of some of the priceless instruments, and Jeremy immediately picked up a remake of the monstrous purple steel bass guitar that John Paul Jones used when he played with Them Crooked Vultures. It had eight strings and a MIDI controller, and it was the most incredible instrument that Jeremy had ever seen. He felt as if he was holding a piece of history in his hands, even though it wasn’t the original. The sound it emitted was unprecedented, and he was fascinated by the hipshot bridge tuning system that enabled three different open tunings by moving levers. He fell into another world and got lost in playing the incredible bass, until he realized he was holding up other people who wanted to pass through the museum.  
 
    Security had created a barrier between the guys and everyone else, so people had to wait before they could continue walking through the museum. No one seemed to mind following Bulletproof around, though, and watched with wide, excited eyes. They even gave Jeremy a loud round of applause when he replaced the bass guitar to its stand. “Sorry!” he called to them. 
 
    “That sounded sweet,” Alan commented. 
 
    “It was. Man, that was rad. I felt like I was back at Coachella when I saw John Paul Jones play that thing live. So fucking cool.” The rest of the museum was one head-turning display after the other, but nothing compared to the replica of the Hugh Manson custom bass that belonged to the legendary Led Zeppelin bassist. Jeremy couldn’t stop thinking about it.  
 
    On the way back to the hotel, he pulled out his phone in the limo and found a video of the Them Crooked Vultures track, Nobody Loves Me and Neither Do I, where John Paul Jones could be seen playing the one-of-a-kind instrument. “Look at him playing this thing!” Jeremy showed Alan the video. “I can’t get over it!” 
 
    “It’s a beauty,” Alan agreed.  
 
    Once back in the suite, they all spread out in the living room and someone clicked on the TV.  
 
    “Why is there never anything on?” Derek complained, flipping through the channels. He settled on the Hallmark Channel and they watched a sappy, feel-good Christmas movie. 
 
    “I can’t believe we just sat through that,” Jeremy said, staring at the credits as they rolled across the TV screen. 
 
    “You didn’t like it?” Alan asked. “It was sweet.” 
 
    It’s not that Jeremy didn’t like it. It was just not exactly the type of movie a bunch of dudes sat around and watched. He went to the credenza and found a deck of cards. “Let’s get a game of poker going.” 
 
    “I’m in!” Derek said, jumping up from the couch. “Who’s making snacks?” 
 
    “I will.” Cam headed toward the kitchen, and the rest of them settled around the dining room table. 
 
    “I hope he’s not just making some crudités,” Derek said. “Maybe we should order room service.” 
 
    “I’m on it.” Brandon picked up the phone, placed an order and was back at the table before Cam emerged from the kitchen with a platter of fresh vegetables, crackers, and some kind of dip. But, to everyone’s surprise, there were also big bowls of potato chips, nachos, and fresh-popped popcorn. Everyone filled up their plates with handfuls of the greasy snacks and left the vegetables untouched. 
 
    Brandon leaned over and kissed his husband on the cheek. “That’s my guy. He wants us to eat healthy, but also brings the junk food.” 
 
    “You can lead a horse to water…” Cam trailed off, with a smile. 
 
    Jeremy felt bad and grabbed a few carrot sticks, although he was secretly feeding them to Brandy. 
 
    “I hope you’re ready to drop your wallets,” Derek warned. “I feel lucky.” 
 
    Luck and Derek didn’t exactly see eye to eye, but it didn’t deter him from betting wads of cash on mediocre hands. Brandon was the big winner of the first two rounds of poker, and the cash was piled high in front of him. Jeremy won the next hand before Derek finally claimed the pot in the middle of the table. 
 
    “Fuck yeah!” Derek exclaimed. As he pulled the cash toward him, room service knocked on the door. “I’ll get it and take care of the tip,” he said, holding up a crisp twenty. 
 
    “Twenty bucks? That’s it?” Brandon questioned. “Here,” he handed Derek two more twenties. “Make someone’s night.” 
 
    Derek snatched the bills. “Happy to. As long as it’s with your money, Bran.”  
 
    Room service wheeled in platters of food and set everything up on folding tables. After Brandon made everyone sign a menu and take photos with the five bellmen, which was three bellmen more than necessary, the hotel staff left the room. They weren’t gone for more than a minute before they knocked on the door again. 
 
    “Did they forget something?” Jeremy wondered, rising from his seat. 
 
    “I got it,” Alan dropped his plate on the side table. “You stay and eat.” 
 
    It wasn’t room service, though. It was a package for Jeremy. “Who’s it from?” he asked, when Alan presented him with the huge rectangular box. It weighed a ton and Jeremy almost dropped it. “What the hell is this?” 
 
    “Open it and let’s see,” Alan replied. 
 
    Jeremy took a seat on the couch, placed the large box on the coffee table, and eyed it warily, wondering about its size and weight. “Maybe I should call the bomb squad. Or at least Felix.” 
 
    Derek laughed. “Just open the thing already.” He reached for the box. “I’ll open it if you’re—” 
 
    “No way.” Jeremy placed a possessive hand on top of the box. He was skeptical as he pulled at the big red ribbon, now thinking it was a gag gift and expecting something to pop out and hit him in the face. He carefully lifted the lid while the guys all gathered and watched intently. Jeremy’s eyes widened and his mouth fell open when he saw the rich black leather guitar case inside. “What the hell?” He slowly opened the latch, still expecting this to be a joke, but it wasn’t. Housed inside the case was the replica of the gorgeous purple Hugh Manson custom bass created for John Paul Jones that he’d played in the museum. He picked it up, too shocked to say anything, and eyed it with disbelief. “What the fuck?” 
 
    “I knew how much you loved it. And it was for sale. For the right price.” 
 
    Jeremy’s eyes shot to Alan. “This is from you?” 
 
    Alan nodded, smiling from ear to ear. 
 
    “Are you serious?” This was crazy. The cost for something of this magnitude must have been astronomical, but it was the thoughtfulness behind the gift that affected Jeremy the most. “I can’t believe you did this.” 
 
    Alan shrugged, modestly. “I’m trying to make up for my big mouth. I wanted to show you how important you are to me.” 
 
    Jeremy almost collapsed from the sentiment, but he was holding back his emotions. “Are you trying to buy your way out of trouble?” 
 
    “Come on, Jeremy. Give me a break. You know it’s not like that.” 
 
    Those pleading silver eyes just about did Jeremy in, and he smiled. “I know. You really outdid yourself with this one. I can’t thank you enough.” With his new masterpiece in his hands, he gave Alan a kiss and went to sit at the window overlooking the city. 
 
    “Does this mean I’m off the hook?” Alan called to him. 
 
    Jeremy glanced up at his lover, and his heart almost burst. He lowered his head and let his hair fall into his face in order to camouflage his smile. 
 
    Cam sat down next to Jeremy and peered at the bass, nodding his head. “Nice.” 
 
    “Hell yeah.” Jeremy plucked some chords and reveled in the rich sound. 
 
    “I know how you feel,” Cam said. “Guys hit on Brandon all the time. Sure, it pisses me off, but I know he’s loyal. So is Alan.” 
 
    “Yeah. I know Alan didn’t invite that guy on the bus.” 
 
    “So you’re not really mad at him?” 
 
    “Nah. Not really.” Jeremy stared at Cam and exhaled as he let his true feelings surface and finally admitted them. “You and Bran are married. He’s been saying that he’s wanted to marry you practically since the day he met you. Alan laughed in that lady’s face when she mentioned the idea of us getting married.” 
 
    Cam started to say something, but Jeremy cut him off. “Do you know what it’s like to be in love with your best friend and agonize whether or not you’ll ever get to be with him the way your heart aches to? Worse than the pain of not being together was worrying that I was going to lose him as a friend if I told him how I felt. I thought I almost did.” He shook his head, re-living the turmoil that almost broke his heart in half when he and Alan first accidentally fooled around in the dark, and the fight and awkwardness between them that followed. “I couldn’t believe it when Alan told me that he started to have feelings for me. And then, by some miracle, he fell in love with me. It was something I dreamt about for years. I used to fantasize about it all the time. So here I am, living my dream with the man I love, who loves me back, and someone asks if marriage is in our future. And Alan shoots down the idea without a moment’s hesitation, as if the idea of marrying me was ridiculous. Or a joke. It fucking broke my heart.” Now that Jeremy finally admitted how much it really bothered him, his heart folded in on itself with rejection from the only man he’s ever loved. “How would you feel if Brandon did that to you?” 
 
    A mortified look passed over Cam’s face. His lips parted, but he didn’t speak. 
 
    Jeremy nodded once. “Exactly.” 
 
    Cam placed his hand on Jeremy’s shoulder and rested it there for several moments before he rejoined Brandon and everyone else in the living room. 
 
    As Jeremy plucked on the strings, he reflected on the array of feelings tugging on his heart. Why didn’t he know that Alan was opposed to marriage? They knew everything about one another – or so he thought. Now he questioned what else he’d been wrong about. His gaze automatically drifted to Alan, who was staring directly back at him.  
 
    With is arm over the back of the couch and turned halfway around to face Jeremy, Alan presented a crooked smile and motioned for Jeremy to take the seat next to him. 
 
    At first, Jeremy didn’t respond, but he quickly gave in. He placed the instrument back in its case and sat under Alan’s outstretched arm. He debated about whether or not to talk to Alan about his feelings on marriage but decided not to say anything and thanked him again for the thoughtful gift.  
 
    The TV was still on, even though no one was really watching it, and Jeremy heard his name mentioned. “Shh,” he told everyone, and raised the volume on the local entertainment show that was playing. Normally, he didn’t bother with celebrity gossip, but there was a photo on the screen behind the hostess that irked the hell out of him. It was a picture of him and Alan with the words, “Marriage? No Way!” across it, and he wanted to hear what the media was saying about them. 
 
    “An interview on the red carpet Thursday night confirmed that no marriage plans are pending for America’s number one same-sex rock star couple. Maybe things aren’t as perfect between the two as we’re led to believe. Take a look at what Alan Delgado had to say on the subject. More importantly, note Jeremy Kagan’s reaction to his longtime lover’s opinion on marriage.” The clip of Alan’s now famous “No way!” comment played, and then the camera zoomed in on Jeremy. The smile had dropped off his face the moment Alan blurted out the words, and even Jeremy had to admit he looked like a little boy who just lost his puppy. “On the heels of that tidbit,” the hostess continued, “last night in Albuquerque, a fan claimed that Alan Delgado had invited him aboard Bulletproof’s tour bus as he was escorted away by security. Was it a fan? Or maybe it really was a love interest. You decide.”  
 
    “What the fuck?” Alan got to his feet. “Jeremy, turn this bullshit off.”  
 
    “Shh!” Jeremy raised his hand to quiet Alan. He was riveted to the TV screen as the incident with the guy at the tour bus had been caught on someone’s iPhone and replayed for the world. It punched Jeremy in the gut. He knew the media was twisting what happened, but he fucking hated that they made it seem as if their relationship was a façade and implied that Alan was cheating on him. He knew it wasn’t true, but he still felt humiliated. People, maybe even family, would now be questioning their relationship. It was the first time the media tried to stir things up or portray them in a bad way. Paparazzi had always been behind Alan and Jeremy’s relationship and touted them as fully devoted to one another, so this dig hit Jeremy exceptionally hard. 
 
    Alan grabbed the remote and clicked off the power while the clip was still playing. “Don’t fucking listen to that. You know it’s all bullshit.” 
 
    The off-set jaw and smirk remained on Jeremy’s face, but he nodded. Everything was still too fresh, and seeing it played across the screen, so soon after both incidents took place, felt like a knife twisting in his chest. It hurt to watch the media insinuate that Alan didn’t care and that he wasn’t fully committed.  
 
    “Hey,” Alan said softly, wrapping his arm around Jeremy’s neck. “I love you. You. No one else.” 
 
    Tightness clogged Jeremy’s throat and made it hard to speak, but his expression gave away everything he was feeling. He never could hide his emotions and knew that he was all doe-eyed and had wavy lines across his forehead. He found himself wrapped in a bear hug, almost crushed by Alan’s big guns.  
 
    “I’m going to make this up to you,” Alan said, his lips against Jeremy’s ear. 
 
    “There’s nothing to make up. I get it. You don’t want to get married. It’s not a big deal. And I know that guy was just trying to sneak onto the bus. I know you didn’t invite him. I trust you. It’s just fucked up to watch it spun like that on national TV.” 
 
    Alan pulled back but kept Jeremy’s face cupped in his hands. “I’m going to show you how much I love you.” 
 
    Jeremy displayed a lighthearted smile. “Are you going to buy me another bass guitar? Because I heard John Entwistle’s zebra wood Alembic bass is up for auction.” 
 
    Alan smiled. “I’m going to do a lot better than that.” With his hands still on Jeremy’s cheeks, he placed the softest kiss on Jeremy’s mouth. 
 
    Whatever emotions were going through Jeremy’s head immediately disappeared, and his heart took over. A mere kiss from this man reduced him to a quivering mess, and every inch of him sizzled for more.   
 
    Taking hold of his hand, Alan led Jeremy to the bedroom. The guys snickered in the background like teenagers, but neither one of them cared. In that moment, it was just the two of them sharing a bond like no one else in the world. Maybe it was because they’d been inseparable since they were boys and as close as two people could be. Whatever the reason, they always seemed to know what the other wanted and needed. Alan had known that Jeremy craved that extra bit of romance the last few days, just like Alan knew he needed some extra loving right now.  
 
    Once in the bedroom, they stripped their clothes off and ripped the covers off the bed. They climbed on top of it and lie side by side so they could face one another. They didn’t talk about what was broadcasted on the TV or any lingering doubts that Jeremy may have, and Alan didn’t apologize again. They simply reveled in each other’s body and the love they shared. 
 
    They stroked each other, while Alan peppered tiny kisses over Jeremy’s neck and chest. Jeremy rolled onto his back as Alan’s mouth moved lower. Every touch of his hands and every feathery dusting of his lips drove the heat of desire through Jeremy’s blood. When Alan engulfed his shaft with a succulent draw, Jeremy exhaled a shuddering breath. Strong hands worked their way under Jeremy’s hips and touched him in all the right places, causing Jeremy to cry out. 
 
    Alan’s lips and tongue continued to drive furious sensations into Jeremy’s bottom, and soon he was begging for deeper contact. After Alan prepped him with lubrication, his thick shaft made an entrance. They made love facing one another. Watching one another. With each slick thrust, their breaths and moans deepened. Their bodies worked together, creating a rhythm that only the two of them shared. 
 
    Jeremy climaxed first, which is what he preferred. Once he came down from his own mountain of bliss, he was free to ride the wave with Alan. As he watched those gorgeous silver eyes deepen with pleasure and Alan’s dark brows crinkle as he crossed the threshold, Jeremy knew that this man belonged to him, mind, body, and soul.
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    Over the next two days, the media hype about their relationship actually seemed to die down instead of exploding. Jeremy constantly checked the band’s social media accounts, expecting a flurry of bad press, but found that the fans were one hundred percent behind them. Both journalists who tried to start trouble were blasted for insinuating that Jeremy and Alan’s relationship was anything less than true blue. Fans vouched for Alan’s integrity and ordered dudes to stop trying to cause trouble. Through it all, Jeremy and Alan’s status as America’s number one rock star couple stood strong. 
 
    Jeremy placed his phone down on the dining room table next to his plate and sighed happily. 
 
    “Everything still OK?” Alan asked, as he picked up his burger. “Did the paparazzi stop trying to undermine my undying devotion to you?” 
 
    “Yeah.” Jeremy smiled playfully. “Your reputation remains untarnished.” 
 
    Alan wiped his brow, feigning relief. “Thank God. I thought I was going to have to spring for that John Entwistle bass after all.”  
 
    A small laugh left Jeremy’s throat. “Let’s not get ahead of ourselves.” He thumbed through the feed on his phone. “There might be one or two bottom-feeders spreading lies on here.” 
 
    One of the bedroom doors inside of the hotel suite flew open with a bang, and Derek ran into the living room. He jumped onto the coffee table and did a happy dance, complete with a full-body shimmer. 
 
    Everyone stopped eating and turned in his direction.  
 
    “You’re in a good mood,” Brandon commented. “Did you smell lunch?” 
 
    “This is better than lunch!” Derek hopped off the coffee table and threw his arms up toward the ceiling. “Travis is finally here! Woo hoo!” He grabbed an onion ring off one of the plates in the center of the dining room table and quickly consumed it. “He’s downstairs. I’m going to meet him at the elevator.” Then he ran out of the hotel suite. 
 
    Cam leaned over his chair and looked toward the door. “Did he just run into the hallway in nothing but his underwear?”   
 
    “At least he’s wearing underwear,” Brandon commented. 
 
    Seconds later, happy shouting erupted in the hallway. Both Derek and Travis’ voices could be heard laughing and exchanging over-enthusiastic greetings.  
 
    Jeremy chuckled. “There’s two of them now.” Derek and Travis were as alike as two people could be, and as different as two people could be. They were double trouble and thrived on adventure. One was crazier than the other, and they were two of the biggest foodies on the planet. That, and music, is where their similarities ended. Derek was outgoing and a complete extrovert, while Travis was often shy and quiet and sometimes lost in his own head. He was sweet and sensitive, but also harbored rebellion for authority. 
 
    “Make room at the table!” Derek announced, entering the suite with Travis, their arms around each other. “We’re both starving.” 
 
    Travis placed his cowboy hat on the couch and immediately bent down to pet the dog, who was really happy to see him. She kept trying to give him her tennis ball but pulled it away every time he tried to take it. 
 
    Jeremy moved to the opposite side of Alan so Derek and Travis could sit next to one another. The two were starry-eyed and wore the biggest smiles. It reminded Jeremy of when he and Alan first got together, and he couldn’t keep the mushy emotion from his face. He felt guilty for giving Alan a hard time over the past few days, but he was really enjoying the attention. Part of him felt selfish, though, and he wanted to do something nice for Alan. “What do you want for Christmas?” 
 
    “You didn’t get my present yet?” Alan asked, surprised. “It’s only a few days away.” 
 
    Jeremy met five sets of eyes staring at him from around the table. Six, if he was going to count the dog. “What? You guys all got each other presents already?” 
 
    Everyone nodded, and Jeremy felt his cheeks redden. “I’ve been trying to find the perfect gift. What do you want?” he asked Alan. “Something extravagant. You name it, and I’ll buy it.” 
 
    Alan raised his brows and smiled brightly as he contemplated the question. “I’ve had my eye on a new Ferrari.” 
 
    “You got it,” Jeremy said, without hesitation. “What color?” 
 
    Alan waved his hand. “I’m just kidding. I don’t need another car. Besides, I got you something that’s really for the both of us.” 
 
    Jeremy was done taking gifts from Alan. “Nah, dude. You’ve totally outdone yourself these last few days, especially with that bass.” 
 
    “Too late. She’s already here.” 
 
    Alan tapped something into his phone and headed for the door. 
 
    “She?” Jeremy asked, leaning his arm over the back of the chair. “If you got me a hooker, you wasted your money. I’m strictly a meat and potatoes kinda guy.” 
 
    Alan laughed over his shoulder. “This is one lady you’re gonna love.” 
 
    Jeremy turned back to his friends, genuinely confused. “What the hell is he talking about?” 
 
    Cam couldn’t contain his smile. “You’ll see.” He had Brandy on her leash, which he never did, and she suddenly started barking. 
 
    “Here she is!” Alan announced, walking into the dining room with a beautiful Golden Retriever on a pink lead.  
 
    Jeremy was on his knees in an instant, petting the blonde dog. “Whose dog is this?” 
 
    “Ours. Merry Christmas, baby! Do you like her?” 
 
    Jeremy jumped to his feet. “Are you serious? You got us a dog?” 
 
    “Yep.” 
 
    Jeremy’s heart was soaring, and tears suddenly filled his eyes. He was so happy and didn’t know who to hug first – Alan or the dog. He hugged Alan. “Thank you. I love her.” His voice cracked, and he fell to the floor to hug the dog. “What’s her name?” 
 
    “It’s Maggie. But we can change it. I think the rescue place gave her that name.” 
 
    “Rescue?” 
 
    Alan nodded. “Cam helped me locate some rescue places, and I found one who said they had the sweetest Golden. She’s only about a year old, but they said she has house manners and is calm and mostly trained. She sounded perfect.” 
 
    Jeremy gulped. “She is. Hi, Maggie. We’re your new people, and we’re going to give you everything.” He noticed that there was a young woman standing several feet behind Alan. “Who’s this?” 
 
    “Justine. She’s a dog nanny. She came highly recommended with excellent references. I thought we could use a little help until Maggie gets acclimated to our crazy schedule.” 
 
    “A dog and a nanny? This is the best Christmas ever!” 
 
    Brandy started whining and Maggie’s ears perked up. “Do you want to meet Brandy?” Jeremy asked her.  
 
    “They actually met already,” Alan admitted. “I needed to make sure they got along, since we’ll be sharing a tour bus and the suite with both dogs.” 
 
    Cam unclipped Brandy’s leash, and the two dogs ran around the living room chasing each other like old friends. 
 
    “Look at them!” Jeremy didn’t think he could smile any wider. “I love her!” He turned to Alan. “I love you. Thank you.” 
 
    They didn’t have much time to bond with Maggie since Bulletproof had a show that night and needed to head to the venue for sound check. But she slept in bed between Alan and Jeremy when they got back to the hotel, while they listened to Derek and Travis getting it on for most of the night.  
 
    The next morning, they headed to Vegas. “Ready for your first ride on the tour bus?” Jeremy asked Maggie. She let out a happy bark, and Brandy joined in. 
 
    “That’s right, girl.” Cam patted Brandy on the shoulder. “You can show her the best places to sleep.” 
 
    The two dogs sprawled out side by side on one of the lower bunks and napped for most of the five-hour ride, while the guys continued with their poker game from a few nights ago. When the tour bus pulled into Sin City, Alan and Jeremy were the big winners. “I think we should hit the casino,” Jeremy told Alan, as soon as they checked into the penthouse suite at the Four Seasons. “I think we should capitalize on this winning streak.” 
 
    “In a bit,” Alan replied. 
 
    Maggie immediately jumped onto the couch, as if right at home. Brandy pranced up to her with a tennis ball in her mouth and dropped it in between Maggie’s paws, then hopped onto the couch next to her. It was the sweetest thing to see how well the two dogs got along. “Aw,” Jeremy placed his hand over his heart. “They love each other.” 
 
    “Good girl, Brandy.” Cam praised his dog and patted her lovingly on the head. “You have a friend now.” 
 
    Jeremy rested his head on Alan’s shoulder, love filling his heart. “Thank you for her. Seriously, you got a lifetime of free passes, so feel free to act like a dick. Anytime.” 
 
    Alan chuckled and placed a kiss on Jeremy’s head. “I’ll remember that. And I’ll start now. I gotta run back to the bus. I forgot my toiletry bag.” 
 
    “Why not have Felix send someone to get it?” 
 
    “I’m trying to give the guy a break. I got security,” Alan reassured. 
 
    Derek went with Alan, and Brandon and Cam took Brandy for a walk, so it was just Jeremy and Travis in the suite with Maggie.  
 
    “So where’s that Hugh Manson bass I’ve been hearing so much about?” Travis asked. 
 
    Jeremy retrieved the guitar case, which was against the wall next to their overnight bags, and handed the shiny purple instrument to Travis. “Check it out.” 
 
    Travis sat on the couch and inspected every inch of it. He played a few chords, and then he asked Jeremy to play something.  
 
    Thirty minutes must have gone by before Jeremy realized that he’d been playing nonstop, fully absorbed in utilizing the custom features of the one-of-a-kind bass. “Sorry,” he told Travis. “I could play this thing for hours. I didn’t think anything could top it.” He leaned down and kissed Maggie on the head and hugged her. “Until this girl showed up. She’s the best gift in the world.” When he looked up, Travis had a crazy smile on his face. “What?” 
 
    “You’re in for the shock of your life.” Travis pulled out his phone and looked at the screen. “It’s time.” 
 
    “Time for what?” 
 
    “Alan has something special planned. I’ve been keeping you busy while he and the guys got it ready.” Travis was beaming. “You’re going to be blown away. It’s just down the hall. Maggie can come with us.” 
 
    “Are you serious?” Jeremy wondered why everyone disappeared as soon as they entered the suite and why Brandon and Cam didn’t invite Maggie for a walk with Brandy. “Alan’s got a surprise planned? Is he crazy? He’s done enough.”  
 
    Travis shrugged. “Don’t complain.” 
 
    Jeremy would have felt worse if he didn’t have his own little surprise for Alan. Two tickets to Bora Bora where they’d ring in the new year in one of those bungalows that floated in the middle of the South Pacific Ocean. Just the two of them. “Wait. I got Something for Alan too.” He opened his carry-on bag and found the envelope that contained the airline tickets. He snapped Maggie’s leash onto her collar and let Travis lead the way.  
 
    Whatever Alan had planned was taking place in the other penthouse suite that occupied the top floor of the Four Seasons. Extra security was called in and were lined up against the walls in the hallway. “What the hell is going on?” 
 
    Travis wore a grin the size of the Cheshire cat. “You’re about to find out.” He stopped in front of the double wooden doors and paused before he turned the knob in order to take Maggie’s leash from Jeremy, then he swung open the doors.  
 
    The lights were dim, and the glow of candles filled the room. The furniture had been cleared out of the suite, so it looked like a ballroom. Balloons floated up to the ceiling as if this was some kind of New Year’s Eve celebration. Jeremy took a few steps inside and his feet landed on a long white runner. His eyes followed it across the room to where Alan stood, wearing a tuxedo. Jeremy thought he was dreaming and shook his head to clear it. He looked around the room and saw the guys standing with Brandy and Felix. His eyes shifted to another small group of people, and his jaw fell open. It was his parents, standing with Alan’s parents. “What is this?” he asked, shock punctuating his words. 
 
    Alan held his hand out to Jeremy and started walking toward him. A curtain parted to reveal a full orchestra where the dining room table should have been, and they started playing I Don’t Want To Miss A Thing by Aerosmith. 
 
    Jeremy was flabbergasted, and he smiled with disbelief. Still shaking his head, he started toward Alan, and they met somewhere in the middle of the white runner. “What the hell is this?” 
 
    Alan took both of Jeremy’s hands in his. “I love you, Jeremy. More than anything. It’s always been you and me. Since we were kids. And I wanted to show you just how much you mean to me, in front of our best friends and family.” 
 
    The grand gesture and declaration of love made Jeremy tear up, and he regretted giving Alan a hard time for the last few days. “I love you too. I’m sorry for the way I’ve been acting.”  Jeremy glanced around the magnificent room once more before he rested his eyes on his lover again. “You’re too good to me. I can’t express how much all of this means to me. How much you mean to me.” He ran his hand over the lapel of Alan’s jacket. “You look really nice.” He leaned in for a kiss, but Alan pulled back and stared at Jeremy with a crazy smile on his face.  
 
    While Jeremy’s brows pinched together with a quizzical expression, Alan dropped to one knee, pulled a small box from his breast pocket, and opened it. “Jeremy Kagan, will you marry me?” 
 
    Jeremy’s eyes opened so wide he thought they were going to pop from their sockets. He blinked rapidly, as if he were hallucinating. “What?” 
 
    “Marry me.” Alan got to his feet. “I’ve been thinking about it a lot since the other day, and I realized that I really do want to marry you. I don’t know why I never thought about it before. I’m an idiot, Jeremy. I’m sorry. I love you, and I want to make it legal.” 
 
    An officiant suddenly walked out from the door that led to the kitchen and stood at the end of the runner. Jeremy’s jaw dropped open. Alan wanted to get married—right now! His head snapped back toward Alan. “Are you serious?” 
 
    “Yes.” Alan nodded and held the little ring box higher. “Will you marry me?” 
 
    “No.”  
 
    The smile fell off Alan’s face in an instant, and his arm dropped to his side. “What?” 
 
    “This is crazy. A few days ago marriage was off the table, and now you want to get married right here? Right now?” Jeremy swept his hand across the room. “This is amazing. I love it. I’m totally floored. It’s super romantic, and the last thing I expected. I want to marry you. I really, really do. But not like this. I want a crazy big wedding, with all of our friends and all of our families there. And the media. I want the world to watch us exchange vows.” Jeremy smiled warmly and motioned to the box in Alan’s hand. “Let me see that ring again.” 
 
    Alan slowly held up the box containing the solid silver band, almost in a daze. 
 
    Jeremy stared at it, then peeked up at Alan with raised brows. “It could be my engagement ring. We could get married next year and plan a huge wedding and celebration. What do you think about that?” 
 
    Alan just stared at Jeremy with wide eyes. Then he slowly chuckled. “Thank God.” 
 
    “What?” Jeremy blinked rapidly again. 
 
    “I’m not having second thoughts. I want to marry you. But, as I was standing here waiting for you to come into the room, I started to regret that everything was so rushed. I realized that Brandon’s family isn’t here. We can’t get married without Mr. and Mrs. B. We practically grew up in that house. None of our brothers and sisters are here either. Or Derek’s family. I want the big wedding too. I don’t want to do it all over again for our families. Don’t get me wrong, I’d marry you a hundred times over, but I want one wedding. I want to experience the fun of being engaged and the anticipation leading up to our perfect wedding day.” 
 
    Everything Alan just said mimicked everything in Jeremy’s heart, and his smile quivered. “Me too.”  
 
    Alan took the silver ring from the box. “Wear this on your right hand until the day I place it on your left.” He slipped the ring onto the third finger on Jeremy’s right hand. “We’re engaged.” 
 
    Tears filled Jeremy’s eyes. “We’re engaged.” Their lips pressed together in a long tender kiss that set Jeremy’s heart and soul on fire. They stayed in a tight embrace, until they were bombarded with shouts of congratulations and hugs from their best friends and family. 
 
    “Oh my God!” Derek exclaimed. “That was intense. I can’t believe you guys aren’t getting married in this kickass room, though.” A huge smile spread across Derek’s face. He took Travis’ hand and suddenly dropped to one knee. “Will you marry me? Our friends are here, and we have an officiant. We can have another wedding when we get back home with our family. Whattaya say, Trav? Will you marry me?” 
 
    Travis looked stunned, but in a good way. “Fuck yeah!” 
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    “Fuck yeah!” Derek shouted in reply. He shared an obscene kiss with Travis that probably made at least a few people in the room uncomfortable, but he couldn’t help himself. Too much time away from the man he loved filled him with intense want for this man who completed his soul. And by the way Travis was responding, the guy felt the exact same way. When they broke the kiss, their friends stared at them with a mixture of surprise and confusion. 
 
    “Are you two seriously getting married?” Felix asked, skeptically. “Or is this just your off-the-wall sense of humor?” 
 
    “We’re getting married,” Derek assured. A flash of doubt briefly crossed his mind because Travis was a prankster, but Travis couldn’t be joking. Not about this. He quickly grabbed Travis’ hand, pulled it to his chest, and pointed a finger at his lover. “You already said yes. I have witnesses. You can’t back out now.” 
 
    “I have no intention of backing out,” Travis replied, sincerity reflecting in his warm brown eyes. “I’ve been waiting for you to put a ring on it. Derek MacAlister, you’re my one and only.”  
 
    “Rings!” Derek pushed his fingers through the roots of his hair. His heart sank at the realization that they weren’t ready to have a legal ceremony today. “We don’t have rings. Or a marriage license.” 
 
    Travis’ shoulders fell and his mouth bowed into a frown. They stared at one another, sadness where joy resided only a moment ago, then turned toward Felix for help at the same time.  
 
    “Good grief. You boys are helpless sometimes. We’re in Vegas. The officiant has the necessary paperwork to fill out, and you can run to the jewelry store in the lobby and pick up rings. Did you also forget that Bulletproof has a private jet? Your families can be here in under two hours to join the ceremony, if you like.” 
 
    “I love you, Felix!” Derek smashed Felix’s face between his palms and gave him a loud, exaggerated kiss on the cheek. 
 
    “That’s very nice.” Felix squirmed out of Derek’s embrace. “Would you like to wear tuxedos?” He glanced at the jeans and T-shirts Derek and Travis wore. “Or do these outfits double as formalwear?” 
 
     Derek didn’t care about clothes and was about to say that he’d get married in his underwear, until he saw the look on Travis’ face. “You want to wear a tux?” he asked. 
 
    “Yeah.” Travis shrugged one shoulder and tugged on the length of Derek’s hair. “I never owned anything nice. I wore secondhand clothes my whole life. I’d love to get all decked out for our wedding.” 
 
    “Hot damn!” The idea of Travis in formalwear sent Derek’s hormones spinning, and he rubbed the palms of his hands together enthusiastically. “Can we start the honeymoon early?” 
 
    Alan and Jeremy approached, arms slung over each other’s shoulders. “We have a wedding present for you two. It seems me and Jeremy both booked vacations for next week, so we have an extra set of tickets. We’re going to Bora Bora.” Alan held out an envelope. “Do you guys want to go to the French Riviera for your honeymoon?” 
 
    “The French Riviera?” Travis practically exclaimed. “Do you mean Monte Carlo?” 
 
    “Exactly,” Alan replied. “It’s awesome, especially around the holidays.” 
 
    Travis rocked both Alan and Jeremy in a three-person hug. “That’s incredible. Thank you, guys!”  
 
    Derek placed his hand over his heart, touched at the sentiment and over the moon at seeing Travis so happy. “That’s really nice. I love Monte Carlo.” After giving both his friends a big bear hug, he wrapped his arms around Travis. “Have you ever been there?” 
 
    “Are you kidding?” Travis asked. “No way. I’ve never been anywhere before I started touring. This is nuts.” His brows furrowed slightly. “Isn’t it really fancy? Do you think I’ll fit in? The last thing I want to do is get thrown out of some fancy casino on our honeymoon.” 
 
    Derek smiled and shook his head. “If they haven’t thrown all of us out, they sure as shit ain’t going to throw you out. It’s really chill over there.” 
 
    “The jet is on standby,” Felix interrupted, stuffing his phone into his pocket. “A tailor will be in your suite in 30 minutes to fit you both for tuxedos. Should I round up a security team to escort you to the jeweler to pick out wedding bands, or do you want me to do it?” 
 
    Travis looked as if his face was melting. “Wedding bands.” He grabbed Derek’s hand. “I can’t believe we’re really getting married.” 
 
    “Believe it, baby.” Derek kissed Travis’ hand, and then told Felix, “We’ll pick out our own rings.”  
 
    “Are you sure? You know this is going to be all over the media in a matter of minutes,” Felix warned. 
 
    “We’re sure,” Travis answered, for the both of them. “I don’t want anything fancy,” he told Derek. “I just want us to pick them out together.” 
 
    “I wouldn’t have it any other way,” Derek agreed. Choosing wedding bands was too personal to leave up to someone else. They needed to pick the rings. 
 
    “Very well.” Felix clapped his hands together. “Let’s get moving, people. We have a wedding to coordinate. Shall we say six o’clock? So it gives us time for your families to get settled and the two of you to get ready.” 
 
    Derek and Travis both nodded. 
 
    A dozen bodyguards showed up a few minutes later to accompany Derek and Travis to the jeweler. It created a scene, even if the people in the hotel couldn’t see who necessitated an escort of this magnitude. 
 
    “Do you know where we’re going?” Travis whispered to Derek. “I can’t see anything.” 
 
    “No. But security seems to know exactly where we’re headed.” 
 
    A scream suddenly echoed through the lobby. “Oh my God! It’s Derek MacAlister and Travis Fontana!” 
 
    Now that they were spotted, security tightened the circle around them and picked up the pace. More screams followed, and Derek and Travis were practically pushed into a store while security blocked the doorway so no one else could enter. The only other people in the jewelry store were the salespeople, who eagerly eyed Derek and Travis with recognition.  
 
    A man approached, presumably the manager, while the others stayed behind the glass counters. “It’s a pleasure to be of service,” the man said. “Right this way.” He fanned his hand toward a glass case and walked over to it. “I understand you’re looking for wedding bands.” The salesperson behind the counter immediately unlocked the case and retrieved two trays filled with rings. One contained plain bands, some in silver and some in gold. The other case had diamonds encrusted across the tops of the rings. “Would you prefer something simple or perhaps something with a little more flair?” the salesman asked. 
 
    “I just want something simple,” Travis said, picking up a shiny silver ring.  
 
    Extravagance never impressed Travis, but Derek wanted to give him everything. Even though Travis had money, fame, and success now, and could afford almost anything he wanted, the guy still lived a modest life. But Derek wanted to spoil his man. “Come on, Trav. Pick something a little more flashy. I want my guy to wave some bling at the camera when we announce our marriage.” 
 
    “But I’m just a simple guy.” 
 
    “I know, but some things call for a little more pizzazz.” Derek picked up a ring with a trio of large diamonds across the top.  
 
    “No way.” Travis laughed a little. “I’m not wearing that thing. It’s too much.” 
 
     The store manager selected a ring and held it up to the light. “May I suggest something like this? It has both simplicity and elegance. The platinum band is edged with delicate pavé diamonds around its circumference. They’re small stones, so they don’t appear as pronounced, but they total two carats.  
 
    Derek thought it was beautiful and understated. Not in your face like the other band with the huge diamonds. “I think it’s you, Trav. Do you like it?” 
 
    Travis took the ring and a small smile spread across his lips as he stared at the band. “Yeah. I like it. What about you? Do you want the same one?” 
 
    “Hell no.” Derek snatched the ring with the baubles. “I want rocks.” 
 
    Travis laughed. “Do I have to pay for that?” 
 
    “Damn right you do.” 
 
    “I’ll just have these polished for you,” the manager said. “Would you like inscriptions?” 
 
    “Yeah,” Travis answered, before Derek even had a chance to think about it. The salesperson behind the counter produced a pad and pen, and Travis quickly scribbled something down. He ripped the paper off the pad, folded it so Derek couldn’t see it, and handed it to the manager. 
 
    They both looked at Derek, waiting for him to write his inscription on the pad, but Derek was dumbstruck. Travis was the poet, not him, and he knew that whatever Travis penned would far outweigh anything he could think of in both sentiment and sweetness. So, he just wrote the only words that seemed fitting – you’re the love of my life – and handed the paper to the manager. With that task done, they returned to the suite, shrouded by the same band of bodyguards. 
 
    “Felix was right,” Cam stated, looking up from his phone the moment they passed through the door. “It’s already all over social media that you guys bought wedding bands.” 
 
    Derek’s jaw dropped. “I didn’t even tell my mother yet.” He pulled his phone from his pocket and quickly called her. “I got news!” he exclaimed, the second she answered. “Pack a bag and round up the fam. Me and Travis are getting hitched in Vegas in a couple of hours. I’m sending a car to take everyone to the airport.” There was a moment of silence, then he heard his mom sniffle. 
 
    “I can’t believe my baby boy is getting married,” she said. “I’m so happy for you.” 
 
    The emotion in her voice made his eyes water, and it was hard for him to talk. He was such a mama’s boy, but he couldn’t help it. She’d always been there for him, through everything, and supported him a thousand percent in everything he did.  
 
    “I used to worry about you so much,” she began. “You were so young when Bulletproof first got signed. You were just a teenager. So wild and out of control. Practically overnight, you had money and fame and the world at your fingertips. You pushed limits. My only consolation was that you had Felix looking after you, but I still worried that you’d go too far. I prayed every night for your safety.” She took a deep breath and let it out slowly. “Then you met Travis. I have to admit, he’s just as crazy as you are, but he brought out your responsible side. You take care of him, Derek. He needs you. And you’re there for him in a way I didn’t think you would be. You put him first, above everyone else. Even yourself. You’re a good son. And a good man. Your father and I are very proud of the man you’ve become. We love you very much.”  
 
    Choked up by his mother’s words, Derek was barely able to reply with an, “I love you too,” before his mom was overcome with excitement. 
 
    “I have to get ready! I’m the mother of the groom! Do you need me to bring anything?” 
 
    “Just the family.” 
 
    “OK. Have Felix text me the details so we’re all ready when the car gets here.” 
 
    “I will. See you soon.” 
 
    Derek ended the call with a ball of emotion lodged in his throat, and he needed to step out of the room to compose himself. Alone in the bathroom, he splashed water on his face and stared at his reflection. He thought about what his mom said about how he took care of Travis, and his mind drifted back to their early days together and the emotional wreck that had been Travis Fontana. A prickling sensation ran down his spine, and he shuddered. Travis had been emotionally unstable and an insecure mess, so different from the man Travis is today. 
 
    Derek thought about his spur-of-the-moment marriage proposal and wondered why he never thought about it before. Brandon and Cam were married and talked about starting a family all the time. One day, that might be him and Travis. Kids? The idea had Derek shaking his head with astonishment at how much his life had changed. It was a transformation he never expected, but one that enhanced his life in ways he never imagined, and one that he cherished. 
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    After the tailor left with their measurements, Travis found himself sitting alone in the hotel bedroom with Derek, waiting for their tuxedos to be delivered. He stared into his soon-to-be husband’s gorgeous green eyes and saw everything in his heart reflected back at him. “I’ve been waiting for this day for a long time,” he admitted. “I never thought I’d find anyone. I was always so lonely. My whole life, it was just me. I never had anyone. I felt worthless.” He lowered his head, ashamed of how vulnerable and weak he’d been when they first met. But that all changed, and he had Derek to thank for being the incentive he needed in order to get well. “I didn’t think I deserved anyone, especially someone as wonderful as you.” Derek was about to say something, but Travis cut him off. “Now, I know that I do. I deserve someone who loves me. I deserve to be so happy that my heart is about to explode. And it is. I know I’m worthy of your love now.” He watched Derek’s face soften with each word, and he pushed his fingers through his lover’s long hair and cupped his cheek. “I want you to know that I’ll never take your love for granted. I’ll never stop appreciating you. Because, without you, I wouldn’t be the person I am today. My world would be a dark and desolate place. You’re everything I ever wanted. You did more than make my dreams come true. You gave me life.” 
 
    Derek wrapped his arms around Travis in a hug so tight that it pushed the breath from both their lungs. “I’ll never take you for granted either, Trav. I didn’t even know I wanted to settle down and spend my life with one guy until I met you. You came into my life like a whirlwind and captured my heart the moment I met you. I remember thinking that I never met anyone like you. You have such a warm heart and kind nature.” A lighthearted smile bloomed on Derek’s face. “Yet, you’re wild and fun. You’re everything I need in my life. I’m so happy we’re getting married.” 
 
    The kiss Derek gave him filled Travis with so much emotion that he didn’t know if he wanted to cry or smile from the happiness that consumed him. He’d never felt love before he met this man, and the magnitude of the endless outpouring of feelings from Derek overwhelmed him. He fell into the kiss and the knowledge that he truly found his soulmate. His other half. 
 
    The sound of the bedroom door opening made them break the kiss.  
 
    Brandon stood there with his hand covering his eyes. “I hope I’m not interrupting, but your tuxedos are here.” 
 
    “Geez, Bran,” Derek said, brandishing a sly smile. “You could’ve said that through the door. What if we were going at it?” 
 
    Brandon spread his fingers and a bright blue eye made an appearance. “Sorry.” When he saw that nothing was going on, he dropped his hand. “I didn’t think you’d be squeezing in a quickie before the ceremony. Besides, I thought it was safe since I didn’t hear any of your usual noises.” 
 
    Travis felt his cheeks redden. Sex was no secret when you traveled together in the confines of a tour bus or shared paper-thin hotel-room walls. He’d been listening to the rest of the guys screw around since day one. Still, heat invaded his neck.  
 
    Derek noticed and lightened Travis’ embarrassment with a joke. “I can’t help it if I’m a screamer.” 
 
    “We’re all screamers,” Brandon replied. “I don’t think anyone even tries to keep it down.” He held up the garment bags that contained the tuxedos. “Felix said go time is in 40 minutes.”  
 
    Travis’ gaze shot to Derek and they locked eyes. Gooseflesh ran down Travis’ back and a nervous smile spread across his face. “This is it.” 
 
    “Don’t back out, Fontana.” 
 
    “Not a chance.” Travis took the garment bag with his name on it and placed a lingering kiss on Derek’s lips. “See you in 40.” 
 
    “Where are you going? You can’t just kiss me like that and leave!” 
 
    Travis turned and winked at Derek over his shoulder. “Save it for the honeymoon.” He dressed in Brandon and Cam’s room, away from Derek and everyone else. Then sat on the end of the bed and watched the time on his phone, his knee bouncing with anticipation while he waited. He decided to check his social media sites, and they were blowing up with news of today’s wedding. Someone posted a livestream from outside the hotel. Press vans dominated the parking lot and fans swarmed the hotel in hordes. It was a mix of Bulletproof’s metalheads and Travis’ country music fans, so there were rockers in ripped T-shirts and jeans standing right next to flannel shirts and cowboy hats. It was so cool to see two genres blending together and cheering for the union of their favorite artists.  
 
    Muffled voices drifted in from the adjoining bedroom, and Travis listened to them. He recognized Brandon’s deep baritone, then Cam’s New York accent. Derek said something in reply. Jeremy and Alan were there, as well, and Travis moved closer to the wall to hear what they were saying. 
 
    “I’m so happy for you, bruh,” Brandon said.  
 
    “We all are,” Alan added. 
 
    Slaps on the backs were audible, and Travis imagined bear hugs being exchanged between this group of lifelong friends. It caused a pang of emotion to tug at Travis’ chest, because he never knew friendship like Derek, Brandon, Alan, and Jeremy shared.  
 
    Derek’s voice came through the wall next. “I’ve never been happier. I never thought I’d settle down. And then I met Travis. And that’s all I thought about. But he was a hard guy to figure out. He’s sensitive, and he was guarded. I knew there was a huge underlayer that he wasn’t showing me.” Derek paused, and the tone of his voice turned soft when he spoke next. “As I got to know him better, I could see that he was hurting in so many ways. He was broken. And I didn’t know how to fix him. I tried. I really tried. But I didn’t know how to undo the damage already done.” 
 
    “You did everything you could for him,” Jeremy offered. “But he needed to fix himself. And he did.” 
 
    Tears streaked down Travis’ cheeks as he listened. He was ashamed of the person he used to be and embarrassed that Derek had seen him at his weakest. And that Derek felt as if he somehow failed, when the guy helped Travis more than anyone had in his life. If it weren’t for Derek, Travis would have easily fallen into a pit of despair that he may not have been able to climb out of.  
 
    The door to his room suddenly swung open and Brandon, Cam, Jeremy, and Alan walked in. 
 
    Travis quickly wiped his cheeks and got to his feet. He kept his head down so they wouldn’t see the emotion in his face, but Jeremy noticed right away and draped a friendly arm over Travis’ shoulder. 
 
    “You OK, bruh?” Jeremy asked. 
 
    Travis nodded. “I’m just happy.” He found himself wrapped in a group hug. God, he was tearing up again. He wiped his eyes, not even trying to hide his tears. “I don’t know how the hell I’m going to get through the ceremony without crying.” 
 
    “So don’t,” Cam said. “If you want to bawl, go ahead. It’s your wedding day.” 
 
    Jeremy was also wiping his eyes. “And don’t think you’re going to be the only one.” 
 
    Alan hugged Jeremy close to him with one arm. “I got a shoulder right here for you, baby.” 
 
    After another round of slaps on the back, bear hugs, and encouraging words, the guys left. A few minutes later, Travis’ phone dinged with a message. 
 
    DEREK: Ready to get hitched? 
 
    TRAVIS: Been ready.  
 
    Travis heard Derek’s bedroom door open and steps in the corridor before Derek’s voice bellowed through the door. “Get the hell out here, Fontana, so I can marry you.” 
 
    Travis flew out of his room but stopped dead at the sight of his groom. Derek’s long black hair looked like mink as it blended with his tuxedo jacket, and the crisp white dress shirt strained across his chest. Underneath it all, Derek was wearing his black and gray kilt, and it took Travis’ breath away. Travis put his hand to his chest and stumbled backward. “Are you trying to kill me or something? Warn a guy when you’re going to wear that thing. You know the effect it has on people.” 
 
    Derek pulled Travis into his body and delivered a bruising kiss. “Let’s get married.” 
 
    They left the suite, hand in hand, accompanied by an entourage of security, even though they were only going to the opposite end of the floor. They paused when they reached the suite where their wedding would take place. One of the bodyguards spoke into his walkie, and then the double doors opened into a magical display. 
 
    Derek had obviously made a few special requests, and Travis glanced at them in wonder. Candles still glowed, and the lights were low with romance. The balloons that had floated above were now grouped in large bunches in each corner. The walls were covered in strands of twinkle lights from the ceiling to the floor, so the room looked enchanted. The ceiling had been transformed into a night sky. It was midnight blue/black with a million tiny blinking lights. A beautiful white gazebo stood at the end of the white runner, and it was covered in bright white flowers. A single spotlight shown down on it, showcasing it in the room like a life-size centerpiece. There were even small intimate tables grouped together and a smorgasbord of food on display. 
 
    “What did you do?” Travis asked, as if in a dream. 
 
    “I just wanted to personalize it a little. Make it a little more special.” 
 
    “It’s beautiful.” As they started down the white runner, a single pianist, with the voice of an angel, started performing All Of Me by John Legend. Travis hiccupped a gulp of air. As far as he was concerned, it was the most romantic song of all time, and it couldn’t be more perfect. He dropped his chin into his chest and squeezed Derek’s hand a little tighter. “I can’t believe you picked this song.” 
 
    “Do you like it?” Derek asked, cautiously. “Please tell me that look on your face means you like it.” 
 
    Travis stopped walking and turned to face Derek. “I love it.” His eyes bore into his lover with intensity. “I love you.”  
 
    Derek swallowed hard. “I love you too.” 
 
    They shared a long kiss, right there in the middle of their walk to the little gazebo where they were to exchange vows, as if the ceremony had already concluded. A searing round of applause, accompanied by light laughter, rumbled through the room.  
 
    Travis glanced at their guests. He spotted the guys – Brandon, Cam, Jeremy, Alan, Felix, and the dogs – right away, then his gaze drifted to Emily, and his heart just about melted. She was waving at him with a tissue in her hand, then dabbed at the corner of her eyes. It meant the world to him that they reconnected and that she was here to share in this moment with him. Otherwise, no one from his life would be here.  
 
    Next to her stood the entire MacAlister clan – Derek’s parents, all of his brothers and sisters, their spouses, and his nieces and nephews. Brandon’s parents, along with Jeremy and Alan’s parents, were standing a few feet away. Travis had only met them on a couple of occasions, but Derek had grown up with them. “Everyone’s here,” Travis said, as if he couldn’t believe his eyes. 
 
    “We’re only having one official wedding day. We can have a big blast when we get back from our honeymoon, but today’s the day, and everyone that should be here, is here.” 
 
    Travis blinked and kept his eyes closed for a few seconds longer than necessary, just to keep his emotions in check. “You’re amazing.” 
 
    “No. You are.” Derek nodded toward the gazebo with his head. “Let’s get married.” 
 
    Travis nodded, because he wasn’t sure if he’d be able to get any words out. 
 
    Once at the gazebo, the music stopped, and the ceremony began. The officiant talked about love and marriage, and Derek recited the usual vows as he slipped the understated diamond ring onto Travis’ finger. But when it was Travis’ turn, he pulled a piece of paper from his breast pocket and recited a poem that he’d written about Derek shortly after they first fell in love. The paper shook in his hand, almost as much as his voice, as he read the words that told how much he cherished Derek’s love and support. He ended with, “You’re not only the love of my life, you’re my best friend.” When he looked up, two lone tears were running down Derek’s cheeks, and his bright green eyes were pools of water. Travis barely had time to slip the ring onto Derek’s finger before he found himself enveloped in a crushing hug.  
 
    “I can’t believe you made me cry,” Derek whispered. “That was so beautiful. I love you so much, Trav.” 
 
    The officiant had already ended the ceremony by declaring them husband and husband, but they were still clenched tightly in each other’s arms, until someone shouted. “Kiss already!” 
 
    They briefly smiled at one another before their lips met in a smoldering kiss that lasted through the shouts and cheers from their family and friends. 
 
    “Hot damn!” Derek exclaimed, when their lips finally parted, and raised their clasped hands up to the ceiling. The lights came on full blast, the orchestra broke into a rendition of Pomp and Circumstance, and they were suddenly surrounded by everyone at once. When they were done accepting congratulatory hugs, it was time for their first dance as a married couple.  
 
    The band played All I Want Is You from U2, and Derek paused to smile at Travis. “Did you pick this song?” 
 
    Travis nodded. “It’s always been one of my favorites.” He took Derek in his arms and sang the lyrics softly in his new husband’s ear as they swayed back and forth. The words were incredibly heartfelt and seemed as if he’d written them for Derek. Each chorus left his heart a little more swollen, and he clung to Derek with everything in his soul. “All I want is you,” he sang, in a whisper, over and over into Derek’s ear. 
 
    By the time the song ended, Derek was sniffling and had buried his face in Travis’ shoulder. “You’re killing me today.” He wiped his eyes. “And here I thought you were the sensitive one.” 
 
    “I am. That’s why I picked such an amazing song. But I’m not done. I got one more.” 
 
    Derek looked up, wetness covering his thick black lashes. “I don’t know if I can take—” He stopped talking when he heard The Time of My Life start playing. “You picked this song?” he asked, with a quirk of his brow and a crooked smile. 
 
    “I’m having the time of my life,” Travis said, high from everything that was taking place today. 
 
    “Me too.”  
 
    They really were having the time of their lives, but there was a specific reason that Travis chose the song. “You know we gotta do it,” he told Derek. 
 
    “Do what?” 
 
    “The lift.” 
 
    Derek stood perfectly still and blinked several times. “You mean the Dirty Dancing lift?” 
 
    “Yep. The full Patrick Swayze-Jennifer Grey lift.” The first time Travis had seen the movie, he’d been totally captivated by Patrick Swayze’s sexy and suggestive undulations as he glided across the dance floor. That, together with the tender-hearted rebellious bad-boy attitude and Swayze’s sculpted dancer’s bod, was all it took for Travis to form a long-lasting celebrity crush. The moment he saw Jennifer Grey hoisted high in the air with her arms spread like a graceful swan, he was a goner. She looked as if she was gliding through the sky, and Travis had vowed that one day he’d find someone and mimic the maneuver. He ran his fingers over Derek’s biceps and squeezed the hard muscles. “These guns can handle my skinny body.” 
 
    Derek rested his hands low on Travis’ waist and looked down at them. A smile quirked on his lips and he raised his brows as he started to caress Travis’ hips with his palms.  
 
    Whatever lewd thoughts were going through Derek’s mind would have to wait, because Travis wasn’t missing this opportunity. He tugged on Derek’s hands and led him to the head of the room. “Back up, everybody!” Travis instructed, so they’d have enough space to execute the move. 
 
    They got into position, leaving a good 25 feet between them so Travis could get a running start. Murmurs began to ring through the room as people realized that Derek and Travis were about to re-create the iconic dance move. The guys cheered. Derek’s mom called out, “Be careful!” Felix’s voice bordered on panic as he exclaimed, “You’ve got to be kidding me!” 
 
    “Ready?” Travis called. 
 
    Derek looked at him with wild eyes, as if he couldn’t believe he was actually going to attempt the lift, and shrugged. “I hope your health insurance is paid up,” he said, with a laugh. 
 
    The room quieted, except for Felix, who let out an exasperated sigh and a resigned, “Good grief.” 
 
    Travis’ heartrate skyrocketed as he ran toward Derek, whose eyes were growing wider as the distance between them lessened. Travis had no idea if they’d be able to pull it off, but he was about to find out. He jumped up, and Derek grimaced as he lifted Travis high above his head.  
 
    Travis stiffened his body and spread his arms, mimicking Jennifer Grey’s pose as best he could remember. They both began to sway, but Derek bridged one leg back for support and steadied himself. They did it. Travis was floating in the air under the twinkling lights above him. He felt as if he were flying high in the sky, soaring in the moonlight. 
 
    “Fuck!” Derek exclaimed, a second before they both came crashing down to the floor.  
 
    Travis landed on top of Derek, luckily with enough time so he could brace his hands on the floor and prevent them from cracking their skulls together, and they couldn’t stop laughing.  
 
    “I can’t believe we just did that!” Derek said, wiping his eyes. 
 
    “It was fucking rad!” Travis pulled Derek to his feet.  
 
    “Are you both all right?” Felix was suddenly there, looking them over like an over-protective mother.  
 
    “Yeah.” Derek opened his arms and extended them toward Felix. “Want to give it a try?” 
 
    Felix huffed and rolled his eyes. “Very funny. The two of you are going to give me a coronary one day.” He smiled. A rare, relaxed, and playful smile. “Now that I can breathe again, I must say, that was an incredible display. Very entertaining. And quite romantic, I might add. And neither of you sustained a concussion on your wedding day. Now, if you two can just get through the day without a food fight, it will be one for the record books.” 
 
    Travis threw his head back and laughed, since he knew that both he and Derek were responsible for the massive desecration of Brandon and Cam’s wedding cake on their day. 
 
    “Please don’t,” Derek warned, although there was mischief behind his eyes and a smile on his lips. “I think my mother would be mortified if we had a cake fight.” 
 
    “I’ll try to contain myself.” Travis’ heart always warmed at the interaction between Derek and his mom, because of how close they were. Travis had Emily in his life now, and he was eternally grateful for it. She was the closest thing he had to family, but their relationship was nothing compared to the bond that Derek shared with his mother. Travis envied it. Growing up in the system, alone without anyone to care for him, had left him with emotional baggage that he’d worked really hard to get through, but he’d done it, and now he had family. There were probably more than thirty people in this room right now, most of whom jumped on a plane at a moment’s notice, in order to witness their wedding. 
 
    They ate, drank, and danced for the next couple of hours, without any food fights or drunken disasters. Everyone was having a great time catching up with their families, and it was the perfect opportunity for Travis and Derek to sneak away. They would have the suite to themselves, which was basically a once-in-a-lifetime opportunity, so they quietly slipped out the door and laughed way too loudly as they raced down the hall.  
 
    “Wait.” Derek stopped Travis from stepping into their suite. “I think I gotta carry you inside.” 
 
    Travis laughed. “You dropped me on the floor a little while ago. I don’t want—” Before Travis had a chance to finish his sentence, Derek lifted him off his feet. It wasn’t a graceful carry over the threshold, due to their slightly inebriated state. Instead, it was a fireman’s carry that knocked Travis’ ankles against the doorframe. It caused Derek to stumble, and, for a moment, Travis thought they’d both crash to the floor again, but Derek regained his balance. Through laughter, Travis kicked the door closed, and Derek staggered through the suite and into their bedroom, where Travis was unceremoniously dropped onto the mattress.  
 
    A floral scent filled Travis’ nostrils, and his hands landed on something soft and velvety. He lifted his head and found deep red rose petals strewn all over the comforter. He picked one up and rubbed the smooth texture between his fingers, floored by the sentiment. “Derek . . .” 
 
    “It wasn’t me. I wish I would have thought of it, but I didn’t. The guys must’ve done it on their own.” 
 
    The thoughtfulness of it made Travis close his eyes. He was such a sucker for sweet gestures like this, and he loved the guys all the more for doing it. The bed bounced unexpectedly, and Travis opened his eyes to find his fully-naked husband straddling him. His pulse, and other body parts, immediately skyrocketed. “Hello, Mr. MacAlister.” 
 
    “Hello, yourself.” Derek sat back on his knees and began to slowly undress Travis. He tugged off the tuxedo jacket and then pulled at the ends of the bow tie. He meticulously undid each button that ran down the center of Travis’ dress shirt. 
 
    It was an unrushed seductive striptease, but it was taking too long. Each second that passed had Travis’ heartrate spiking and his breath deepening. It was suddenly sweltering in the room, and he needed out of his clothing. He ripped the shirt off, then stood and removed the rest of his things. He faced Derek, totally naked and unashamed of his body. Obviously, Derek had seen him this way a million times, but it always took Travis by surprise by how comfortable he had become in his own skin. The way Derek eyed him with desire made Travis feel beautiful. Derek never saw any of Travis’ flaws or imperfections, and that was the biggest turn on.  
 
    Travis crawled onto the bed, cupped his husband’s face in his hands, and delivered a tender kiss. “I can’t believe we’re married.” 
 
    “Me neither.” Derek reached out and took Travis’ length in the palm of his hand. He stroked it, long and slow, as if they had all the time in the world. “You’re my husband.” 
 
    “You’re my husband.” Travis’ breath deepened as he touched Derek, and they fisted one another. He was suddenly impatient and wanted this man inside him. “Make love to me, for the first time as my spouse.” 
 
    Derek paused and pulled back to look at Travis. His gaze and facial expression were filled with emotion, as if realizing how special and intimate this moment was for the both of them.  
 
    They made love facing one another. The languid movements of their bodies heightened the sensations that filled Travis’ body, and each thrust brought a new wave of emotion. As he stared into Derek’s green eyes, he saw his own reflection, and it took his breath away. He witnessed the joining of their souls during this profound union as a married couple. When they were done, it was is if they were now eternally fused together, and they held one another tightly.  
 
    “Can I make a wedding night confession?” Travis asked.  
 
    “Of course.” 
 
    Travis lowered his eyes for a second and then gazed at Derek with earnest. “I told you earlier that I’ve been waiting for this day for a long time, but I didn’t tell you that marrying you was all I thought about while I was getting better. It’s the one thing I clung to when my life fell apart and my head was all screwed up. The idea that we’d get married one day, and that you’d be mine forever, is the only thing that kept me moving forward. It pushed me to get better. Every single day I told myself that I was one day closer to being well enough to be with you.” 
 
    Derek’s eyes watered, and he swallowed hard.  
 
    “I had setbacks,” Travis revealed. “It wasn’t an easy road. Some days, I felt like I was starting over from day one, while only the day before I thought I was light-years ahead of where I started. There were some days that I thought I’d never get better. That I was spiraling into a dark pit and there was no getting out. On those days, I imagined your hand reaching into the blackness that engulfed me and pulling me into the light. I saw it in my head, as if I were watching it happen in a movie. I thought I was crazy for doing that, but it helped me. You were my lifeline. If it weren’t for you, I don’t think I’d be here right now. I owe you everything. You asked me to marry you today, and it was my dream come true.” 
 
    “Why didn’t you tell me you wanted to get married, Trav? I would’ve jumped on that in a heartbeat.” 
 
    Travis shrugged. “I don’t know. I almost did. A few times. But I guess I was afraid you weren’t there yet.” Or, maybe, he was afraid that Derek would never be on board with marriage. Fear of rejection was something that still lurked deep in Travis’ heart. It was hard enough living in the limelight and always wondering if, one day, his fame and popularity would slip away as quickly as it came. But if that happened, it wouldn’t be the end of the world. He’d get over it. Rejection from the man he loved more than anything wasn’t something he’d recover from. 
 
    Derek held up his left hand to display his wedding band. “Well, I am there. You’re stuck with me now, Fontana. Forever.” 
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    They arrived in Monte Carlo the day after Christmas. The best thing about the place was that there weren’t any out-of-control fans. Travis and Derek weren’t bombarded when the plane landed, and they were able to walk through the airport just like regular people. Although two personal bodyguards still followed them at a distance, it felt as if they had privacy, for once.  
 
    Monte Carlo was everything and nothing like Travis expected. It was alive with festive lights and colorful decorations. White Christmas trees were everywhere. The weather was cool, but not cold enough to snow, so machines pumped artificial flakes through the air in front of the Hotel De Paris. It was literally a palace, and he gaped at it in awe. “Man, this place rocks. Have you been here before?” 
 
    “A few times. On vacation,” Derek replied. 
 
    “Who the hell vacations in Monaco?”  
 
    “We all like to gamble, and Brandon loves extravagance, so it’s an easy choice.” 
 
    Travis just shook his head. He’d never get used to the way the guys threw money around as if it were nothing.  
 
    The lobby of the hotel was ridiculous, both in size and in opulence. Huge arches, carved with intricate detail, and white marble gleamed from all angles.  
 
    Everything was decorated in red and gold for the holidays and sparkled brilliantly. The grand lobby was dominated by a Christmas tree that looked as if it should be standing in Rockefeller Center. At first, Travis hated it, because he thought it had been chopped down for ornamental purposes. But at closer inspection, he learned it was artificial. It was gorgeous and totally over the top, but he was more focused on the incredible piece of sculpture next to it, whose beauty outshined everything else in the room. 
 
    Travis immediately gravitated to the large bronze statue of a horse and its rider and admired the piece of art with awe. 
 
    “That’s Louis XIV,” Derek explained. 
 
    Travis’ head snapped toward Derek. “Since when do you know art?” 
 
    “Since Jeremy had a 15-minute conversation with one of the bellmen about this piece. It’s pretty cool.” 
 
    It was said as if Derek were commenting on anything except a priceless sculpture probably worth millions of dollars. “It’s exquisite,” Travis corrected. 
 
    Derek smiled wide. “I forget my guy has culture. I’m just a heathen. But you really dig this shit, don’t you?” 
 
    Travis chuckled. “Yeah. I dig this shit,” he mocked. He was enamored with every inch of it and could spend an hour just admiring the detail in the horse’s mane.  
 
    Derek reached out and rubbed the horse’s knee, as if it were a genie’s lamp.  
 
    “What are you doing?” Travis exclaimed, horrified. “Don’t touch it.” 
 
    “You’re supposed to. It brings good luck.” 
 
    Travis eyed him skeptically. They were both known for their rebellious attitudes, but even Travis wouldn’t go as far as to desecrate someone’s artwork. “I don’t—” 
 
    “It’s true,” a bellman offered, in a thick French accent. “This equine has been bringing luck to patrons for over 150 years. There have been many stories of guests touching the horse’s knee and then winning hundreds of thousands of dollars at the casino.”  
 
    “Really?” Travis asked, astonished at the story. 
 
    “Oui, monsieur.” The bellman tipped his hat. “Please let me know if you require any other history about the hotel, and I will be happy to arrange a tour.” 
 
    “Thanks. I’ll take you up on that. But first, I want to try my luck.” Travis touched the raised leg of the horse. It was shiny and stood out like pure gold, rubbed clean by years of visiting hands hoping for good fortune, unlike the aged patina that adorned the rest of the sculpture. Travis stroked the horse’s knee, not really expecting the odds to be swayed in his favor, but it was a fun bit of folklore, and he was happy to play along. 
 
    Derek practically rubbed his whole body on the thing. “Daddy needs sevens and elevens!” 
 
    “Daddy doesn’t need anything.” Travis pulled Derek away from the statue. “And since when do you call yourself daddy?” 
 
    “Since this horse is going to bring me luck at the craps table.” 
 
    Travis headed toward the elevator bank, but Derek caught his arm. “Where are you going? We need to capitalize on the luck before it wears off. We’re hitting the casino.” 
 
    The famed Casino de Monte-Carlo was literally across the street. It had the most amazing crystal chandeliers and a circular skylight that comprised most of the ceiling. It was a magnificent dome of glass, and Travis gazed up at it for a long time, staring at the light filtering down at him. “It’s gorgeous.”  
 
    Derek slid his arm around Travis’ waist and looked up at the ceiling. “I never really noticed it before.” 
 
    “Are you kidding? It covers the room in sunlight! It brings the outside inside! And look at the way the glass is sectioned off.” Travis pointed up at it. “I wonder how many pieces make up the whole thing and how long it took to make. And how heavy it is.” 
 
    “Your guess is as good as mine.” Derek pulled Travis away and toward a gaming table. “Do you play craps?” 
 
    Travis, who never had a spare dime until recently, didn’t gamble. That didn’t mean he wasn’t about to give it a try, especially since Derek seemed to enjoy it so much. “I don’t know how.” 
 
    “Get ready to get schooled!” Derek said, with enthusiasm.  
 
    They squeezed into the craps table, and Derek cashed in a large wad of bills for an enormous mountain of chips. He split them between himself and Travis, and then placed a stack of chips on the table that was at least three inches high. “Go ahead,” Derek encouraged. “Make a bet.” 
 
    “I have no idea what I’m betting on.” 
 
    Derek ran through the winning and losing rolls of the dice, but Travis didn’t absorb much of it. He didn’t feel entirely comfortable betting with Derek’s money either, so he simply placed four chips on the table.  
 
    “That’s it?” Derek laughed. “Live it up. It’s our honeymoon!” 
 
    The other players at the table overheard and offered Travis and Derek a round of congratulations and raised their glasses. Travis’ cheeks turned pink at the attention, but Derek proudly wrapped his arm around Travis’ shoulder and smiled brightly. It left a humble and all-consuming feeling in Travis’ chest to be so utterly loved, without judgment. Derek’s love was pure and untainted. There were never any ambiguous feelings. Derek always put his heart on the line and made Travis feel completely wanted and cherished, and he’d never been happier. It left him with a brazen recklessness, and he pushed a stack of chips on the table that matched Derek’s. 
 
    “That’s more like it.” Derek smiled and gave Travis a hearty slap on the back. 
 
    The first roll of the dice had everyone at the table cheering, and the stack of chips in front of Travis and Derek doubled. Then tripled. It was an incredible rush, and it had Travis giving Derek a high-five and bear hug every time more chips were pushed in front of them. It felt as if they just won the lottery, until misfortune took it all away with one throw of the dice. 
 
    Travis gulped, and his heart felt as if it fell to his feet. “Oh my God.”  
 
    “Don’t worry about it,” Derek said. “We’ll win it back.” He shelled out another chunk of cash in exchange for more chips. 
 
    “Let me,” Travis offered, pulling his wallet from his pocket by the chain. 
 
    “I already got it,” Derek said. 
 
    Travis didn’t feel right about Derek using his money to finance their gambling, but let it go since he didn’t want to make a scene.  
 
    Now it was Derek’s turn to roll the dice, and he held them in his fist. “Kiss it for luck, baby.” 
 
    Travis kissed Derek’s knuckles, and everyone cheered as he threw the dice down the green felt. “Yeah!” Derek shouted when the dice came to a stop. Travis still didn’t really understand the game, but he kept kissing Derek’s fist and the chips kept coming.  
 
    “You’re my good luck charm!” Derek announced, and continued to win everyone at the table large sums of money. Ultimately, he “crapped out” and the humongous stacks of chips in front of them were confiscated with the swipe of a wooden stick. 
 
    Travis’ jaw dropped and his knees almost buckled at the loss, but Derek simply shrugged.  
 
    “Win some. Lose some.” 
 
    Travis was frozen in place, staring at the empty green felt where all of their chips had been, until Derek pulled him away. 
 
    “Let’s try blackjack.” 
 
    “Derek, there had to be $250,000 worth of chips on that table. We just lost a quarter of a million dollars.” 
 
    “No. We only lost twenty grand. That’s all I shelled out. The rest were winnings.” 
 
    Travis stopped walking. He couldn’t understand how Derek could be smiling and walking with a bounce in his step, ready to drop more cash on the gaming tables. “Why aren’t you upset? Twenty grand is still a lot of money. We’ve only been here an hour.”  
 
    Derek draped his arm around Travis’ neck and gave him a side hug as he led them toward the blackjack tables. “Didn’t you have fun? I had a fucking blast! That’s all that matters.” 
 
    Not wanting to dampen Derek’s spirits, Travis nodded and sat at the blackjack table with Derek, but he used his own money. He didn’t admonish Derek or cast any judgmental stares when Derek didn’t hold at 19, or when Derek lost two thousand dollars on one hand of blackjack. Travis played it safe and folded more times than not, and at the end of the next hour, he actually left the table with an extra $500 in his pocket. “I’m not even going to ask how you did,” he told Derek, as they made their way back to the Hotel de Paris.  
 
    “I won over three grand,” Derek bragged. 
 
    “Woo hoo!” Travis joked, and then let out a burst of genuine laughter. He needed to stop worrying all the time about the little things. They were on their honeymoon, and he was going to live it up.  
 
    They finally checked into their suite, which, naturally, overlooked the Mediterranean and was grand enough for the entire royal family to stay in. He felt tingly all over as he stood on the balcony with his arms around Derek and gazed at the gorgeous view. “I don’t think I’ve ever seen a more beautiful hotel. It’s totally overblown and excessive, but I wouldn’t change it for anything. This is the perfect honeymoon suite.” 
 
    “You know what makes it even more perfect?” Derek flashed a wide smile. “That Alan paid for it.” 
 
    “Fuck yeah! Thank you, Alan Delgado!” Travis actually forgot that they hijacked Alan and Jeremy’s wedding. Everything fell into place so seamlessly, that it was if he and Derek had planned their marriage down to the last detail way ahead of time. “Is he paying for room service too? Let’s order one of everything on the menu.” 
 
    Derek laughed. “No, we’re paying for that, but I’m still game if you are.” 
 
    Travis began to feel sentimental and didn’t care about food anymore, which was crazy since they hadn’t eaten since they got on the plane, and probably a record for the both of them. Instead, he hugged Derek and kissed him under the setting sun. They had dinner in the room, but didn’t order everything on the menu, and fell asleep under the stars. 
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    Over the next couple of days, they took a charted cruise around the French Riviera, enjoyed the elegant restaurants in the hotel, and had a private tour of the wine cellar which housed 350,000 bottles of wine. At the recommendation of the master sommelier, they purchased a case of wine and sent it to Alan and Jeremy as an engagement gift and to thank them for the trip. In the evenings, they visited the casino. Sometimes they won and sometimes they lost, but they had fun and that’s all that mattered. 
 
    On the fourth day, Derek purposely woke at 5:30 in the morning. He quickly quieted the soft chime on his phone and looked over at Travis, who was still asleep. He marveled at his husband, remembering the nights when Travis only started to doze off at this hour. Good riddance to the nights when Derek used to wake up and find his bed empty. He remembered the trepidation and worry in his gut while he used to tiptoe around the house wondering if Travis was OK, only to find him sitting on the balcony or at the window staring into the blackness of night. Now, Travis slept peacefully, and it pained Derek to wake him, but he didn’t want Travis to miss this moment. 
 
    “Wake up, sleepyhead.” 
 
    Travis stirred and stretched, but his lids remained closed. “What time is it?” 
 
    “Five thirty.” 
 
    “Are we leaving today?” Travis asked, rubbing his eyes. 
 
    “No. We still have two more days here.” 
 
    Travis sat up, his spikey hair flattened by the pillow and puffy circles under his eyes. “Why are you up so early?” 
 
    “Because we’re watching the sunrise.” 
 
    A soft smile slowly spread across Travis’ lips. “You woke me up to watch the sunrise? Wow. Our roles have really shifted.” He climbed out of bed and pulled Derek toward the balcony. 
 
    Derek had lit every candle he could get his hands on, courtesy of the front desk, and placed them on the balcony. A fluffy throw covered the double lounger, along with a warm blanket. Coffee service and pastries were already delivered from room service and sat on a cart next to the lounger. 
 
    Travis stopped as soon as he stepped onto the balcony. The candlelight reflected off his chocolate brown eyes and accentuated the tenderness they exhibited. “You did all this for me?” 
 
    “Fuck yeah. It’s the least I can do for my husband.” Derek still wasn’t used to saying the word, but he loved the way it sounded. Husband, he repeated in his head. My husband. 
 
    “Why do you have that goofy smile on your face?” Travis asked. 
 
    “Because I love you.” He kissed Travis, voraciously, then picked up the blanket and instructed Travis to climb onto the lounger. He prepared two cups of coffee, strong and sweet, just the way they both liked it, and joined Travis under the blanket. 
 
    “I didn’t know I married a romantic. I can get used to this,” Travis said, sipping the hot brew. 
 
    Travis was the hopeless romantic. He was a poet and a mountain of sensitivity. Derek had always been the carefree one who never gave a second thought about anything. It was amazing how someone could change your life in so many ways. He linked his arm through Travis’ under the blanket and momentarily rested his head on Travis’ shoulder. “You bring out the good in me.” 
 
    “What are you talking about? You’re the most unselfish person I know. You give me everything. And I’m not talking about monetary things. You give me your heart and your soul. Every day. And they’re the best gifts I could ever receive.” 
 
    They shared a kiss under the dawning day, and it lit Derek’s heart with a million colors that rivaled the prismatic sky above. 
 
    “This is our first sunrise as a married couple,” Travis said softly. “You know that I always loved the sunrise because it signified a new day. A new chance. But now, it just reinforces that my life gets better with each day. That I have someone by my side now, who will always be there, and I’ll never be alone again.” 
 
    Just then, the sun broke free from the horizon and blinded them with bright yellow rays and covered them with warmth. They both placed their coffee cups on the side table in order to share an embrace and a long kiss under the morning sky. They snuggled under the blanket and eventually dozed off, still in each other’s arms. 
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    New Year’s Eve started with a day at the spa, where they received side-by-side massages, whole-body seaweed wraps, and relaxed in a private whirlpool. Dinner took place at one of the hotel’s luxurious restaurants, which provided a magnificent panoramic view of the Mediterranean and a retractable roof that offered dining under a starry sky. Now, they were walking around the lush gardens while they waited for the clock to strike midnight.  
 
    The grounds in front of the hotel had been transformed into a winter wonderland. Dozens of white fir trees inhabited the area and glowed with a rainbow of fiber-optic colors. White fluff covered the ground between the trees like billowy snow, and a machine pumped artificial flakes through the air.  
 
    “This is amazing!” Travis practically danced along the perimeter, pulling Derek with him by the hand. “I’ve never seen anything like it. Look at the little birds! They’re singing!” 
 
    Derek squinted. “Oh yeah. I didn’t even see them in there.” They weren’t real, but moved their little heads as if they were, as they chirped a happy song. They were scattered throughout the trees. Some on branches. Some in nests.  
 
    Music started playing from speakers located around the garden, and it filled the air with a harp-like tranquility. They both stopped and gazed upwards, as if the notes were floating on the snowflakes.  
 
    “This is so romantic,” Travis said, with an air of wonderment in his voice. “Did you plan this?” 
 
    “I wish I could say yes, but this was all here.”  
 
    “Look!” Travis pointed toward the sky. “The different colors are reflecting in the moonlight like the aurora borealis!” 
 
    If it weren’t for Travis’ artistic eye, Derek probably would have missed it. “You see every detail,” he commented. 
 
    “Of course. Nature is beautiful.” Travis extended his arm toward the Christmas garden. “Look at this display. It’s incredible.” His eyes began to twinkle with mischief, and he turned toward Derek with a playful smile. 
 
    “What?” Derek asked, cautiously, knowing that look all too well. 
 
    Travis brought his finger to his lips, quietly stepped over the little chain barricade, and walked into the garden, waving for Derek to follow him. 
 
    Derek chuckled softly and looked over his shoulder before hopping into the garden. “How do you talk me into these things?” 
 
    Travis shrugged, smugly. “I’m a rebel. And you’re easily coerced.” He weaved between two trees, as if he found his happy place. “Look at these branches up close. I can’t believe how white they are. They’re amazing.” 
 
    “Nature really is beautiful,” Derek agreed, looking at them with new eyes. They walked through the garden under the guise of night. Since everyone was enjoying the festivities in the ballroom, they were afforded privacy. They gazed at the trees, at the little automated chirping birds, and caught snowflakes on their tongues. They laughed like kids on Christmas, and Derek pulled Travis in for a kiss. It was tender and special and perfect.  
 
    After a while, they returned to the ballroom, which was filled with over 300 people in ballgowns and black tie. Waiters circulated trays of expensive French champagne and gourmet hors d’oeuvres. Derek tried to contain himself, but the little bacon wrapped scallops were divine, and he shoved a handful into his mouth.  
 
    “You’re all class,” Travis commented, before wiping his mouth with the back of his hand and his fingers on his jeans.  
 
    Derek laughed and pulled Travis close to his side. He looked around the crowded room, which was fancier than anything he ever attended, but still rockin’, and he suddenly didn’t want to be there. “What do you say we celebrate upstairs by ourselves?” 
 
    Travis tilted his head. “Aren’t you having a good time?” 
 
    “Fuck yeah. But I’d rather bring in the new year alone with you, sitting in bed. It’s still our honeymoon.” 
 
    Travis’ expression turned dreamy. “I can’t believe you’re being so romantic.” 
 
    “What can I say? You’re starting to rub off on me.” 
 
    “Let’s get the hell out of here.” 
 
    Back in the room, they shrugged out of their clothes and made love in the grand king-size bed. They ordered an enormous amount of snacks and a bottle of champagne from room service, and the two of them snuggled in bed in nothing but their underwear. 
 
    Travis popped a chocolate covered strawberry into his mouth and then fed one to Derek. “This has been the ideal place to spend our honeymoon. I wouldn’t have picked any other destination.” 
 
    Derek nodded in agreement. “As soon as I heard Monte Carlo and the French Riviera, I knew you’d love it. There’s excitement and nightlife, but there’s history and culture. And I know you love those things.” He sighed with contentment. “You’re a complex guy, Travis Fontana. You’re so pretty. And not just on the outside. You got the most tender and sensitive heart I know. You’re probably crazier than me and a rebel to the core, but you’re also artsy and refined.” 
 
    A laugh fell from Travis’ mouth. “I’ve been called a lot of things but refined has never been one of them.” 
 
    “You are. I never appreciated any of the beauty of this place. Hell, in the world.” Derek shrugged. “But you see it all. Since we’ve been here together, I look at everything like I’ve never seen it before. You don’t just see things, Trav. You feel them. And you make me feel them too. Everything is so much better. My life is so much better. Because you’re part of it. I can’t even remember what it was like without you.” 
 
    “I remember what my life was life without you.” Travis’ face turned somber. “And I never want to think about that time of my life again.” He pulled Derek in for a hug and clung to him. “You’re never getting rid of me, so you better love me forever.” 
 
    A lump formed in Derek’s throat. “You better love me forever.” 
 
    “I will.” 
 
    “Me too.” 
 
    As they shared a kiss, shouts and cheers of celebration could be heard in the distance. They both turned toward the clock/radio on the dresser at the same time. “It’s midnight,” Travis said, a smile lighting up his face. 
 
    Derek picked up the champagne flutes from the nightstand and handed one to Travis. “Happy New Year, Trav.” 
 
    “Happy New Year, Derek.” 
 
      
 
    The End 
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    Cameron Douglas retrieved the gift that he had hidden in his dresser drawer. He sat on the edge of the bed and stared down at it. The box was small enough to look like a piece of jewelry but large enough to assume it wasn’t. Brandon’s birthday wasn’t until tomorrow, but it was nearing midnight and he couldn’t wait to blow his husband’s mind with the unexpected gift that was going to change their lives.  
 
    Brandon Bullet appeared in the doorway to the walk-in closet, wearing a pair of loose sweatpants that hung low enough to showcase the dark blond hair that trailed from his navel to his crotch. Shirtless, his broad pecs cast shadows in all the right places, accentuating his spectacular abs. Never looking up from admiring the Rolex on his wrist, the black and gray tattoos that covered his chest and arms danced as he slowly walked toward Cameron, “I gotta hand it to Felix. This vintage watch is the bomb. Pretty rad, huh?” Brandon stopped in front of the bed and held his arm out so Cameron could also admire it.  
 
    That was the understatement of the year. The classic timepiece looked brand new and probably cost well over 20 grand. Felix Osbourne, Bulletproof’s manager, had given it to Brandon at a celebratory birthday dinner with the band earlier this evening. “I hope you know how expensive it is. Be careful. And whatever you do, don’t jump into the pool with that thing on your wrist.” 
 
    “I’ll try not to.” Brandon’s eyes dropped to the present in Cameron’s lap, and his baby blues sparkled. “Is that for me?” 
 
    “Happy Birthday, rock star. Sit down and open it.”  
 
    Brandon gave Cameron a small peck, more excited about the gift than an exchange of affection. He sat on the bed next to Cameron and shook the present next to his ear. It emitted a twinkling sound, which made Brandon’s brows raise inquisitively. “Is it a music box?” 
 
    Cameron shook his head, unable to contain his smile. 
 
    Admiring the metallic paper and fancy red bow, Brandon cradled the gift in his hands for a few moments before he slipped one of his manly fingers underneath the tape and tried to gently unwrap the gift without destroying the paper.  
 
    “Hurry up!” Cameron fidgeted, quite possibly more anxious than Brandon. 
 
    “It’s so pretty. I don’t want to—”   
 
    Impatient, Cameron ripped the paper, which caused Brandon to let out a booming laugh. 
 
    “I guess you’re eager for me to see what you bought me. Now I’m really intrigued.” Brandon pulled off the rest of the wrappings and lifted the top of the box. The tissue paper made a crinkling noise as he hunted through it, then he stared down at its contents, his brows knitted with confusion. “I don’t get it.” He lifted the baby rattle and shook it. “Are you trying to say I’m a big baby?” 
 
    A hearty laugh left Cameron’s mouth. “Yes. Sometimes you are.” He rested his hand on Brandon’s thigh, his heart beating frantically. “You’ve been saying you’ve wanted a family since the day I met you. I know I’ve been hesitant and unsure, but I think it’s time. I think we can do this.”  
 
    Brandon shot to his feet and pulled Cameron into a hug. “I can’t believe it, Cam! You really want to have a baby?” 
 
    “Yes. I know I was nervous because the band is on the road so much, but we worked it out. Me and the dog go on tour with Bulletproof. Why can’t a baby? We can bring a nanny and whatever we need with us.” 
 
    Brandon placed a hard kiss on Cameron’s mouth that would have turned erotic if they weren’t so overjoyed at the idea of becoming parents. They ended up breaking the kiss to share happy laughter.  
 
    “I’m so happy, Cam.” Brandon brushed his knuckles over his husband’s cheek. “You’re going to make such an incredible father. But I’m a little nervous.” 
 
    It was the first time Cameron ever heard Brandon sound unsure. The guy was always a mountain of confidence and projected assurance and capability in everything he did. This new, vulnerable side of Brandon made Cameron exhale with empathy. “What are you talking about? You have the perfect family and grew up in a house filled with love.” He pressed the palm of his hand to the center of Brandon’s chest. “And you have a warm and generous heart.” 
 
    Brandon’s baby blues turns soulful. “Thank you for saying that. I’m just worried that I won’t make the right decisions sometimes. You might have to be the disciplinarian. You know I’ll let our baby get away with anything.” 
 
    Cameron smiled, knowing the full truth of that statement. Brandon had a soft heart and was generous to a fault. “We’ll make decisions together. We’re a team. You and me.” 
 
    A long, contented sigh left Brandon’s lungs, and he rubbed Cameron’s jaw with his thumb. “You always know what to say. You’re going to make the best father.” 
 
    “So are you.”  
 
    Brandon’s face lit up again, and excited laughter bubbled from his throat. “I can’t believe it, Cam! A baby! We’re going to be daddies!” He wrapped his strong arms around Cameron and lifted him clear off the floor in a hug. 
 
    Heavy footsteps clambering down the hallway made Cameron’s head turn toward the doorway, just as Brandy bounded into the bedroom. The ninety-pound black Lab ran circles around their legs, barking happily. She had no idea why they were celebrating, but she didn’t want to be left out. Cameron sunk to his knees, wrapped his arms around her and pressed his face into her black fur. “Don’t worry girl. You’ll always be my first baby.” 
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    It only took a few days before they could get an appointment with the best fertility clinic in Los Angeles. When they’d walked into the office to inquire about the process of bringing a little one into their lives, less than an hour earlier, Brandon could hardly contain himself. He’d been smiling so wide that his cheeks hurt, his heart had been pounding with adrenaline, and a million happy thoughts had been dancing through his head.  
 
    But now, he stared blankly at the woman in the white doctor’s coat, filled with sobering reality. When he finally opened his mouth to say something, nothing came out. The joy that had consumed him since Cam first presented him with the tiny rattle disappeared with one sentence. He turned to Cam, who wore the same disappointed expression, and they both slowly turned back to the woman. She somehow managed to maintain a small smile on her lips. It annoyed the hell out of Brandon, and he wanted to ask her why the fuck she was smiling when she basically told them they needed to put their family on hold.  
 
    “As I said, donor eggs are easily accessible and available,” she repeated. “Finding a surrogate takes a little longer.” 
 
    “Because we’re a same-sex couple?” Cam snapped. 
 
    “Not at all,” she stated. “It’s just a waiting game.” 
 
    “I have money.” Brandon leaned forward, raising his voice with desperation. “I can pay double. Triple. Just name the price.” 
 
    Cam’s reassuring hand landed on Brandon’s thigh, instantly calming his volatile reaction. 
 
    The woman’s eyes softened sympathetically. “It has nothing to do with money, Mr. Bullet. It’s simply that we don’t have enough surrogates.” She pushed a stack of forms across the desk. “Let’s start with filling out the application.” 
 
    Cam silently took the forms, his entire body folding in on itself with despair, and held them in his lap. 
 
    Brandon’s heart ached, not only for himself, but for Cam. He’d do anything to take that forlorn look off his husband’s face. He laced his fingers through Cam’s and lowered his voice to a soft whisper. “Hey. Don’t look so down. We’re gonna find a surrogate. I’m gonna make sure of it.” 
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    Sitting at the dining room table at his parent’s home held the usual chaos of cross-conversations, happy laughter, and praise over his mother’s homemade ravioli and braciola. Once Brandon was surrounded by his large family and his bandmates, it was easier than expected to hide his melancholy about the surrogacy, but it was still tucked away in his heart. As he looked at the people he loved most in the world, he was suddenly overcome with the warmth of love and family. He envisioned the day that he and Cam were hosting a grand meal like this one, surrounded by kids and grandkids and lifelong friends. His heart was filled with so much longing that he unexpectedly blurted out, “Me and Cam are going to start a family.”  
 
    The boisterous room quieted, stunned at the announcement. Congratulations were quickly offered around the table by everyone in Brandon’s family, but it was his bandmates that had the most emotional reaction. Specifically, Derek MacAlister, Bulletproof’s lead guitarist and Brandon’s best friend, who was so shocked that he stopped stuffing his face with ravioli.  
 
    Derek wore a wrinkled smile.  “A pint-size rock star? That’s really cool, bruh.” He cuddled closely with Travis Fontana, and they shared a few private whispers and intimate smiles. The two newlyweds were still riding the wave of wedded bliss, having tied the knot less than six months ago, and their reactions left Brandon wondering when Derek and Travis were going to start a family. It would be really cool for their kids to grow up together and become lifelong friends the way they had. 
 
     Jeremy Kagan and Alan Delgado, Bulletproof’s bass player and drummer, clasped hands and got all doe-eyed. “Congratulations, you guys,” Jeremy said. “Are you adopting?” 
 
    There was dead silence while everyone waited for a response. Brandon watched Cam’s gaze drop to his plate, but Brandon sat a little taller. He turned toward his youngest sister as he grabbed Cam’s hand under the table. “Lisa, will you be our surrogate?”  
 
    “What?” Lisa stared back, eyes wide with shock at the personal question. 
 
    Brandon knew he was going to ask her, but he hadn’t planned on blurting out the question in front of everyone, and he silently berated himself for putting her on the spot. “I’m sorry. I didn’t mean to drop it on you like that. I’m just so over the top about this baby. There’s a long waitlist for a surrogate.” He didn’t know what else to say, so he lowered his gaze and shook his head. “I don’t know what else to do.”  
 
    When she didn’t respond, he quickly realized that her answer was no, and his heart plummeted to the floor. “It’s OK. I shouldn’t have asked.” Cam squeezed Brandon’s hand and nodded once, which meant that everything was going to be OK. They’d just have to wait. 
 
    When they got home later that night, they were greeted by a bouncing black Lab who wouldn’t stand still for more than a few seconds. Every time Cam tried to pet her, she ran in circles. It made Cam roll with laughter, and Brandon chuckled at her antics. This dog knew how to put a smile on everyone’s face, and the heaviness that had been weighing on Brandon’s chest since dinner, now felt a little lighter.  
 
    After giving Brandy a few treats and letting her out to potty, the three of them headed upstairs. Brandon pulled his T-shirt over his head, tossed it onto the dresser, and finally brought up the elephant in the room. “That was some bomb I dropped at the dinner table, huh?” 
 
    Cam shut the bedroom door, leaving Brandy in the long foyer, and marched toward Brandon, eyes hooded and locked on their target. “My guy doesn’t play games. He asks the hard questions.” 
 
    Cam backed him against the dresser, knocking over a photo frame. Brandon gulped, unprepared for Cam’s advances. The uneasy tension gnawing at him quickly turned into lust for the incredible man in front of him. They were nose to nose, an inch apart, and he could feel Cam’s hot breath on his lips. He slipped his fingers into the belt loops of Cam’s jeans and tugged their hips together, so their erections collided like steel.  
 
    Hot lips landed on Brandon’s, making his entire body tingle. The commanding kiss and tight grip Cam had on Brandon’s jaw made him want to push back with everything he had. He took Cam by the shoulders and backed him against the wall. He pinned Cam’s wrists above his head in an instant and kissed him roughly. Their combined razor stubble scraped together with a beautiful burn, making Brandon pant heavily. 
 
    The doorbell chimed and Brandon let out a deep growl, frustrated that his bandmates always stopped by at the most inopportune times. The guys had wanted to go out after they left his parents’ house, but he had just wanted to go home.  
 
    Cam’s lips curled under their kiss. “Some things never change. Answer it and then get rid of them.” Seductively unbuttoning his shirt, Cam never broke eye contact. “I’ll be waiting. In bed.” 
 
    Another growl left Brandon’s throat when the doorbell chimed again. “Can’t a guy get fucking laid around here?” he yelled, as he bounded down the stairs. “Bad timing,” he said as he swung open the heavy door, but it wasn’t his bandmates. It was his sister, Lisa. “What are you doing here? Is everything all right?”  
 
    She marched into the entry foyer and spun around, hands braced on her hips. “We need to talk.”  
 
    He sighed as he closed the door, knowing she wanted to explain her reasoning for turning down the surrogacy. But there was no need. He understood. “It’s fine. I appreciate that you came all the way over here, but it’s not a big deal. Besides . . .” He gave her a crooked smile. “This isn’t the best time. Cam’s waiting for me upstairs.” 
 
    Her cheeks flushed hot pink, but she never averted her eyes. “I don’t care. Tell him to get down here. He needs to hear this too.” 
 
    Brandon let out a breath at his sister’s bossy attitude. “It’s really not necessary.”  
 
    She stared at him, brows raised high on her forehead. “I’ll go upstairs and get him myself if I have to.” 
 
    He sighed, finally gave in, and trotted up the stairs two at a time. He found Cam sitting on the bed completely naked and froze, mid-stride. Holy. Fucking. Shit.  
 
    Cam’s lean, muscled body was fully on display. His back was against the leather headboard, and his fingers were laced behind his head, showcasing his round biceps. His batwing lats tapered down to his slender waist, and his long legs, well-toned from running, were sprawled out in front of him. They were open wide, and his erection stood sky high. “Did you get rid of the guys?” he asked, casually. 
 
    Fuuuck. Brandon gulped. “No. It’s Lisa.” 
 
    Cam automatically closed his legs. “Your sister?” 
 
    “I told her we didn’t need to have a conversation about the surrogacy issue, but she wants to talk about it. Let’s just listen to what she has to say so she can leave.” His gaze raked over Cam’s naked body, and he licked his lips. “Then we can get back to what we started.” 
 
    “What a way to kill the moment,” Cam complained, as he threw on a pair of sweats and pulled a T-shirt over his head. 
 
    When they got downstairs, Lisa was at the kitchen island working the cork on a champagne bottle like a pro. “To my favorite couple and their expanding family,” she said, filling three glasses. 
 
    Brandon and Cam both hesitated and exchanged puzzled glances. When neither reached for their drink, Lisa picked up the glasses and handed one to each of them. They clinked their flutes together and sipped the champagne, not really in a celebratory mood. 
 
    “Lisa,” Brandon began. “Thanks, but this is a little premature. There’s a long—”  
 
    “Nonsense.” She cut him off. Poised and confident, she continued to sip her champagne, then gently set the glass down. “I can’t tell you how shocked I was when you asked me to be your surrogate. No one expects to hear a question like that. Especially at dinner in front of a dozen people. My first reaction was, there’s no way in hell I’m getting pregnant with my brother’s baby.” 
 
    Brandon choked on his champagne. “Don’t say it like that.” 
 
    “That’s exactly how it sounded.” She exhaled, and her shoulders fell. “Then I saw your face, and I felt awful. The disappointment. The despair. I’ve never seen you so sad. It got to me. I’m so sorry, Brandon. I should have said something instead of just sitting there like an idiot.” 
 
    Brandon shook his head. “Don’t feel that way. I never should have asked to begin with. It’s too much.” 
 
    “You’re my big brother. You can ask me anything. Nothing is ever too much to ask from family.” 
 
    He hugged her, his heart lighter. “Thanks. I appreciate that you came all the way over here to make me feel better.”  
 
    Cam touched her shoulder. “It’s OK. We understand.” 
 
     “Are you sure surrogacy is the right choice?” she asked. “What if she doesn’t want to give up the baby?” 
 
    “It’s our baby,” Cam explained. “The surrogate has no parental rights. We’re using donor eggs. She’s not the biological mother. There’s a contract. It’s all very legal.” 
 
    Lisa paused and looked at the both of them. “But what if she gets attached to the baby and runs off at the last minute before the baby is born?” 
 
    The thought never occurred to Brandon, and he felt queasy at the possibility of someone kidnapping his child. Granted, the chances of that happening were probably very slim, but it wasn’t inconceivable. He’d never be able to live with it, or forgive himself, if his child was somewhere out there in the world living without him. He was getting physically ill just thinking about it.   
 
    Maybe adoption was the better choice, like Lisa was insinuating. But he didn’t want to adopt. He wanted a baby with Cam’s chocolate brown eyes and intelligence. Or, maybe, if he was the biological father, a baby who inherited his singing ability and love for music. But using a surrogate also meant waiting, maybe as long as a year. Or more. They’d waited to start a family until the time was right. Now that it was finally here, there was no one to birth a baby for them. He took a step closer and wrapped an arm over Cam’s shoulder. “Do you want to rethink adoption? The woman at the agency said we could get a newborn in a couple of months.” 
 
    A quivering smile appeared on Cam’s lips. “Maybe we should.” He ran his fingers through Brandon’s hair and rested his hand on Brandon’s cheek. “I’d love to have a little boy or girl with your beautiful blond hair and incredible blue eyes, but I don’t want to wait. Maybe we can adopt now and take the time to thoroughly vet a surrogate for our next baby.” 
 
    Every muscle in Brandon’s body relaxed, and he pulled Cam into a hug. This solution, when there wasn’t one only a moment ago, filled him with happiness because it would grace them with two babies within a few short years. 
 
    Lisa let out a deep breath and threw her hands up. “All right! That’s enough! I’ll do it!” 
 
    Brandon abruptly pulled away from Cam and turned toward Lisa. “What?” 
 
    “That’s what I came here to tell you. I can’t let someone else be your surrogate.” 
 
    Brandon was ready to collapse at the offer, and his heart almost burst. “Are you sure? Maybe you should think about it for a couple of days.” 
 
    “I’ve been thinking about it all night. It’s the least I could do for my big brother and his husband.” She nodded, adamantly. “I want to be your surrogate.”  
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    Once Lisa met with the fertility specialist, everything seemed to happen at warp speed. Implantation took place two weeks ago, and they were ready to find out if it resulted in a successful pregnancy. 
 
    They waited together in the doctor’s office, hands joined together, as they sat in the trio of chairs that faced the clinical plain white desk. File folders were stacked on each corner, and Brandon could see the backs of photo frames. He imagined they contained the smiling faces of the doctor’s husband and kids. Maybe even a dog. One day, the same array of photos would sit on Cam’s desk, and it sent Brandon’s heart galloping. 
 
    “I’m so nervous.” Lisa squeezed his hand tighter and pulled it toward her. She shut her eyes and tilted her face upwards. “Please, God, let me be pregnant so I can help my brother and Cam. They have so much love to give and will make wonderful fathers. They deserve this.” 
 
    Brandon felt the corner of his mouth twitch and swallowed hard. He said his own silent prayer before kissing his sister’s cheek. “Thank you, Lisa. For everything. Whatever happens today, I want you to know how much we appreciate what you’ve done for us. I know it wasn’t an easy decision for you.” 
 
    “But it was,” she reassured. “I was just blindsided by the question at first. As soon as I let myself think about it, I knew I had to be your surrogate. I wouldn’t trust a stranger with your baby, Brandon. It’s my niece or nephew.” 
 
    He loved her at that moment more than ever and knelt next to her chair to hug her. Cam’s arms circled the both of them and the three held onto one another, until the door to the doctor’s office opened. 
 
    Brandon’s heart leapt into his throat, and both he and Cam shot to their feet. 
 
    “Please take a seat. I have the results right here.” The doctor held up a manilla folder. “Let’s read them together.” 
 
    Cam’s smiling eyes met Brandon’s when they returned to their chairs, and he whispered, “I have a good feeling about this.” 
 
    They all rejoined hands and waited. Every movement the doctor made seemed as if they were happening in slow motion. She retrieved her glasses from her pocket and placed them on her face. She pulled her chair closer to the desk and repositioned herself. She opened the file folder to expose a single white sheet of paper, and she looked down at it. She shifted in her chair again as she silently read the words that would change Brandon and Cam’s lives. The corners of her mouth slowly curled up, and she said, “The pregnancy test is positive. Congratulations. You’re going to be parents.” 
 
    Brandon let out a breath he wasn’t aware he’d been holding, and he blinked several times as he absorbed the news. He heard Cam and Lisa’s voices, loud with celebration, but he was still in his chair staring at the doctor. 
 
    “Are you all right, Mr. Bullet?” she asked, with a warm smile. 
 
    “Hey. Bran. You OK?” 
 
    It was Cam, cupping Brandon’s face between his palms, and the news finally registered. Lisa was pregnant. They were going to be parents. He grabbed hold of Cam’s wrists and smiled wider than he had in his life. “I can’t believe it, Cam. This is really happening. We’re having a baby!” 
 
    “Yes!” Happy laughter flew from Cam’s mouth. “We are!” 
 
    Brandon jumped to his feet, threw his head back, and let out his signature scream, which shook the room and caused everyone to jump with surprise. The first thing he did was hug Lisa and kiss her cheek, then he turned to his husband. “I love you, Cam. You’re going to make the best daddy.” 
 
    “No. You are.”  
 
    As they shared a kiss, Brandon’s future played out in his head, and it was absolutely perfect. 
 
    

  

 
  
   [image: A picture containing text  Description automatically generated] 
 
    Felix Osborne, Bulletproof’s anal-retentive and neurotic manager, called one of his infamous meetings to go over the upcoming tour and redefine next year’s plans now that there was a baby on the way. He stood at a podium – a literal podium – in his office with a long pointer directed at a spreadsheet of tour dates projected on a screen next to him.  
 
    Derek snickered under his hand and leaned toward Brandon. “Next we’ll be in an auditorium with a movie screen.” 
 
    Brandon slouched down and dipped his head, so most of his face was hidden behind his long hair in order to hide his smile, but nothing got by Felix. The guy was losing his shit, because he didn’t like a monkey wrench thrown into his perfectly structured life. And Bulletproof was his life. 
 
    “Brandon,” Felix snapped. “Considering this directly affects your baby, I expect you, of all people, to take this seriously.” 
 
    Brandon broadened his chest. “I am taking this seriously. I understand the band has to reschedule tour dates next year so I can be home with the baby for the first three months, but you got to ease up a little. People have babies every day, and their lives still go on.” 
 
    “Yes. However, most people aren’t Brandon Bullet. Bulletproof is one of the hardest working bands in America. All of you have been on tour for the better part of the year, every year, for a decade.” Felix abruptly stopped talking and stared past everyone at the back wall. His expression went blank, as if in deep thought, then his brows pinched together. 
 
    “Uh-oh,” Jeremy said, under his breath. “He’s ready to blow.” 
 
    “The shit’s about to hit the fan,” Alan warned.  
 
    With the press of a button the video screen went dark, and Felix dropped that damn pointer onto the podium. “You know what?” 
 
    They all loved to fuck with Felix, but they knew better than to make a smart-ass reply when he took that tone of voice. 
 
    An unexpected smile spread across Felix’s face. “Maybe it’s about time Bulletproof takes a break from touring. You went on your first tour when you were only 19 years old, and you’ve never had a break. Brandon is going to be a father. Derek just got married. Alan and Jeremy are getting married next year. I honestly never envisioned the day that the four of you would become responsible adults.” He sighed and raised his eyes up to the ceiling. “It feels like just yesterday you were throwing one wild sex-filled party after the other, drowning in drugs and alcohol, and trashing penthouse suites to the tune of 30 grand. Where does the time go?” 
 
    The group all laughed and patted each other on the back, remembering their famous out-of-control afterparties.  
 
    “I have a new plan,” Felix continued. “Instead of three months, Bulletproof is going to take a one-year sabbatical.” 
 
    At first the idea sounded like a dream come true, but Brandon began to worry about time away from the fans. He didn’t want to step out of the limelight – not for one second. Another band could sweep in and knock Bulletproof out of that number one slot that he coveted so much. Plus, he’d been the reining heavy metal rock god since Bulletproof first made it big. That was his title, and he had no intention of giving it up. “Are you sure that’s a good idea, Felix? You always said we stayed at the top of the charts because we were always in the public eye. I don’t want our ratings to slip.” 
 
    Pride inflated Felix’s chest. “You’ve actually paid attention to some of the things I’ve said during our meetings. Thank you, Brandon.” He shot narrowed eyes at Derek, Alan, and Jeremy. “The rest of you should apply yourselves as much as Brandon. It’s your band too.” 
 
    Brandon threw his shoulders back, sat taller in his chair, and beamed with a bright smile as if he were the teacher’s pet. Until a crumpled piece of paper hit him in the cheek, and someone snickered and mumbled, “Ass kisser.”  
 
    “Technically, Bulletproof will be on hiatus,” Felix continued, without missing a beat. “But there will be a handful of staggered dates. Music festivals. Special appearances. That being said, I’m going to double up on dates as much as possible over the next few months.” 
 
    Brandon was about to protest, but Felix raised his hand and kept talking. 
 
    “We have Bulletproof’s private jet at our fingertips, so you’ll be able to fly home to visit your sister between shows when needed. This is going to be a hectic tour, but it’ll be worth it. And the tour will still wrap up shortly after the new year so Brandon can be home for the final thirty days before the baby is due. One more thing, and then you’re all free to go. We added a last-minute date at the end of the year, and it’s a big one. Bulletproof will be playing the Resolution Gala on New Year’s Eve in Chicago.  
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    They headed out for the tour 14 days later and had been on the road for just over two months before they had to jet back home. It was hard to believe that Lisa was at 12 weeks already, and that they were on the way to the obstetrician’s office, via Bulletproof’s private jet, in order to find out the sex of the baby. 
 
    Brandon and Cam were able to slip into LAX without fanfare, which was something Brandon wasn’t accustomed to. He didn’t like the regularity of arriving without a horde of fans and paparazzi. It was too normal. Brandon Bullet did not blend into a crowd. But, sometimes, it was necessary, so he tied his wild hair into a knot at the back of his neck, ditched the flashy rock star wardrobe and threw on a baseball cap. The bodyguards stayed a few feet away, so they didn’t draw attention, but it was Brandon’s hot-as-fuck corporate executive husband that turned heads and caused people to recognize them.  
 
    The screams that permeated the terminal almost gave the other travelers a heart attack and caused TSA to snap to attention. Uniformed officers and barking dogs rushed toward Brandon and Cam, but their bodyguards quickly stepped in and alerted airport security of Brandon’s celebrity status, and, together, they calmed the over-zealous fans.  
 
    Brandon felt bad that he couldn’t stop to talk to them, but he didn’t want to be late for Lisa’s ultrasound. So, he raised his arm and showed everyone love with a peace sign, which elicited more screams. 
 
    Rocco, Brandon’s personal bodyguard, was waiting just outside the restricted area and led Brandon and Cam away from the commotion. Brandon’s private driver and limo were waiting outside, and they sped off the moment they entered the vehicle. With only minor traffic delays, they made it to the doctor’s office just as Lisa was called in for her appointment. 
 
    “Finally!” she exclaimed, as she gave them each a quick hug.  
 
    There was no hiding her baby bump anymore, and Brandon and Cam both smiled down at it, then smiled at each other. Brandon was still amazed that this was their growing baby, and each time he saw his sister, the reality that they were going to have a child in a few months just about blew his mind. 
 
    Once Lisa was settled in the exam room, the nurse called them inside to join her. Brandon squeezed Cam’s hand with anticipation. “We’re going to find out if we’re having a little boy or a little girl.”  
 
    “I know!” Cam whisper-shouted. “I can’t wait. I’ve been trying to put it out of my head all day, but it’s all I could think about.” 
 
    “Me too.” 
 
    They both stood on Lisa’s left, making the now-familiar chain of clasped hands that tethered the three of them together. The doctor turned the monitor in the opposite direction so they couldn’t see the screen, squirted some jelly onto Lisa’s belly, and ran the wand over it. The doctor’s smile straightened into a thin line, her brows drew together, and she was quiet for longer than expected.  
 
    The three of them exchanged uneasy glances, but it was Brandon who spoke up first, a nervous tick now tapping at the corner of his mouth. “Is something wrong, Doc?”  
 
    She tilted her head as she studied the screen. “Not exactly.” 
 
    Brandon’s heartrate sped up, and he imagined a multitude of worst-case scenarios. “What does that mean? What’s wrong?”  
 
    The doctor didn’t answer. She clicked a few buttons and a row of black and white photos popped out of the machine. 
 
    “Is that our baby?” Cam asked, straining to see. 
 
    She ripped off one of the photos and turned it toward them. “Do you see this?”  
 
    “Yeah,” Brandon answered, slowly. 
 
    The doctor smiled. “No. You don’t.” She traced a swirl on the photo. “This is your baby girl.” 
 
    “We’re having a girl!” Brandon exclaimed. He gave Cam a hug that lifted him clear off the floor and laughed with joy in his heart.  
 
    “We’re having a sweet little princess!” Cam exclaimed.  
 
    When Brandon and Cam finally separated from their hug, they hugged Lisa who was wiping tears from her eyes. “I’m going to have a niece. I’m so happy for you guys. Is she healthy?” Lisa asked the doctor.  
 
    “You didn’t let me finish.” The doctor wore a broad smile as she touched the ultrasound photo again and repeated her previous statement. “This is your baby girl.” Then she circled another shaded area of the photo. “And this is your other baby girl.” 
 
    Brandon’s jaw fell open and Cam looked as if he was about to pass out, while Lisa gasped and let out a happy laugh. 
 
    “Twins?” Brandon asked, still dazed at the news.  
 
    “Yes.”  
 
    Cam turned toward Brandon, an awestruck smile plastered across his face. “Two baby girls. I can’t believe it. You always said you wanted a big family. I guess we’re getting a head start.” 
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    Stopping in Nashville always required extra security because of Travis Fontana. The parking lot of the hotel was literally a maze, as barricades were set up directing cars through throngs of fans and press. Dozens of bodyguards lined the small area blocked off from the bus to the hotel entrance. The people behind the railing were divided, with hardcore rockers on one side and country music fans on the other. They weren’t in opposition, just sticking together with their preferred genres, although their screams seemed to be rivaling one another in both pitch and fortitude.  
 
    Cameron had never seen anything like it. He quickly realized that this was the first time Bulletproof had visited country music’s capital since Derek and Travis were married, and the city was giving them a celebratory welcome. The newlyweds looked a little shell-shocked at the reception and stood with their hands clasped staring at the crowd with disbelieving smiles.  
 
    “You two better watch out,” Brandon teased Alan and Jeremy. “You might have competition for America’s number one rock star couple.” 
 
    “Not a chance.” Alan threw his arms around Jeremy and gave his fiancée a ridiculously long and seductive kiss. Naturally, the fans, both heavy metal and country, went wild. 
 
    At seeing the attention diverted from them, Derek and Travis had to initiate their own lip-lock. The screams doubled, causing Cameron to cover his ears, but Brandon pulled Cameron’s hands away. He cringed at the vibrations jostling his eardrums. “What are you doing? I’m going deaf.” 
 
    Brandon wrapped his arms around Cameron’s waist and tugged their bodies together by the belt loops of his jeans. “I’m not going to be left out of a little PDA. Lay one on me, baby.” 
 
    A naughty grin spread across Cameron’s face before he slammed their mouths together in a domineering kiss that was sure to leave at least one of them with a bruise.  
 
    The fans went ballistic. Press was shouting questions at them. And Felix was losing his cool. “Excuse me! That’s enough! Can we move this X-rated display inside before we get slammed with a lewd and lascivious behavior citation?” Felix literally shoved them all down the path and into the lobby. “The six of you act as if you’re sex-deprived teenagers half the time.” He huffed and rolled his eyes. “I’ve learned, the hard way, never to get the room directly below yours.” 
 
    Cameron burst out laughing, but quickly disguised it with a cough when all eyes shot to him. Felix was generally a good sport and took a lot of ribbing from the guys, but he had a short fuse when it came to business and Bulletproof’s PR.  
 
    Justine, the dog nanny, was last to enter the hotel with Brandy and Maggie, who were also accompanied by four bodyguards. There was no way they’d be able to walk the dogs themselves with the crowd outside, and security ensured that no one bothered Justine or the two diva dogs. Cameron thanked her, took both leashes, and they headed up to the penthouse. 
 
    “That reception was crazy!” Derek exclaimed, once they were settled in the suite. “I bet there’s going to be a lot of your fans in the audience tonight,” he told Travis. 
 
    An obvious question crossed Cameron’s mind, and he wondered why no one suggested it before. “Why don’t you guys bring Travis on stage to sing with you tonight?” Everyone turned to him at once, and he didn’t know if that was a good thing or a bad thing. “He used to sing rock before he switched to country music. Not hardcore stuff like Bulletproof, but I think he can handle it.” Cameron knew he wasn’t exactly qualified to offer his opinion, but it just seemed logical since the city was filled with Travis’ fans. 
 
    “What a fantastic idea!” Derek rubbed the palms of his hands together with excitement. “What do you say, Trav?” 
 
    Travis looked unsure but intrigued. “I don’t know. Fans might not appreciate it if I butcher one of Bulletproof’s songs.” 
 
    “Are you kidding? Don’t you remember how much those people at the diner loved it when me and you stole the tour bus and performed AK-47 on the roof?” 
 
    A hearty laughed bellowed from Travis’ mouth, and he wrapped his arms around his stomach as he rocked back and forth. “Good times, bruh.”  
 
    “I got an idea,” Brandon interrupted. “Travis can sing one of Bulletproof’s songs and then I can sing one of his country hits. I’m up for the challenge.” He turned to his bandmates. “Can you learn the music in a few hours?”  
 
    The guys reacted with enthusiastic shouts of “Fuck yeah!” Then they waited for Travis to give his approval. 
 
    Travis shrugged. “I guess you guys got more to lose than I do. I was a Bulletproof fan before I met you guys. I already know all your songs. You gotta learn music and lyrics.” He grinned. “Let me warn you ahead of time. My fans are tough. If you guys mess up one of my songs, they’re gonna be all over it.” 
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    The crowd was out of control. The stage shook from the foot stomping going on throughout the arena, and Cameron’s chest vibrated from the music. He was used to the unruly, recalcitrant heavy metal rockers and the aggressive mosh pit that usually dominated Bulletproof’s audience, but tonight’s fans were on fire. Their energy level was unprecedented. The shouts and screams were at an all-time high, and the fist pumping was nonstop.  
 
    Cameron watched his husband – Brandon Bullet, rock god extraordinaire – strut around the stage. Brandon wore heavy black liner, which made his bright blue eyes pop. His lion’s mane of blond hair blew in all directions, wild and untamed. The silver chains that dangled on his bare chest sparkled under the overhead lights, and the thick leather bracelets at his wrists added an extra bad-boy vibe that made him look super hot.  
 
    Cameron was riveted. 
 
    “Put your tongue back in your mouth.” 
 
    It was Travis, who was standing at the side stage with Cameron. 
 
    “I can’t.” Cameron extended his arm toward Brandon. “Do you see my husband?” 
 
    “No. Because I’m too busy eye-banging my husband.” Travis jutted his chin toward Derek, who was on his knees at the apron. Derek wore a leather motorcycle jacket, which opened at the center to reveal a strip of bare skin. He leaned back, so his long black hair swept the stage as he rocked his head from side to side. His back was arched at an almost impossible angle, and he lifted his hips toward the ceiling as he delivered a mind-blowing solo on the guitar. “Holy fuck!” Travis grabbed his cowboy hat with both hands. “He’s brilliant!” 
 
    “That he is,” Cameron agreed. 
 
    Alan began pounding on his double bass drums with a thunderous beat. The crack of the cymbals crashed through the air like lightening. He started slamming the skins with so much force that he broke a stick. In one quick leap, he jumped onto his stool and threw both sticks into the audience, almost causing a near riot as fans rallied to procure them. 
 
    Jeremy extended his arm toward Alan and screamed into the mic, “Alan Motherfucking Delgado! Master of the double bass!”  
 
    The crowd went crazy. 
 
    Brandon finished the last lyric and then let out his signature scream, like a deafening exclamation point at the end of a sentence. He wiped his face with a towel while fans continued to shout and cheer. He waited for the roar to die down before he addressed the crowd. “My throat feels like I just swallowed glass. I think I might have to ask someone else to take over for the next song.” 
 
    A disapproving and confused murmur ran through the audience. The crowd wasn’t happy about Brandon handing off the mic, and Cameron felt their disappointment. Brandon Bullet was an entertainer that brought energy and adrenaline to the show, and it wouldn’t be the same without him, but they were in for a huge surprise.  
 
    “I’m just fucking with you guys!” Brandon yelled into the mic. “It takes more than a few death metal screams to hurt these pipes! We have a special guest tonight, and he’s gonna rock the hell out of a Bulletproof favorite! Get those fists in the air and give a hearty Nashville welcome to Travis Fontana!” 
 
    The crowd almost lost their minds and let out a series of insane screams. It immediately filled Cameron with a surge of excitement and anxious anticipation. He wasn’t privy to the band’s rehearsal with Travis, and he knew that this was going to be a bombshell. 
 
    Travis ran on stage and quickly whipped off his cowboy hat and his plaid shirt. Underneath, he wore a Bulletproof Tee, heavy silver chains, and a series of leather bracelets that matched Brandon’s. He grabbed the mic and delivered the lyrics to AK-47 with a raspy snarl. It wasn’t the raw, throaty growl that Brandon had, but Travis’ voice was filled with grit, and he rolled his hips seductively as he moved around the stage. Girls screamed and rushed at the railing, necessitating extra security to move into place. 
 
    Brandon joined Cameron at the side of the stage and administered a smoldering kiss. He was covered in sweat and his skin felt as if it were 500 degrees. His hair was a mess, and he was out of breath, which caused his massive chest to expand dramatically.  
 
    Cameron inhaled Brandon’s masculinity. It was an intoxicating aroma of musk and brawn. His gaze glided over his husband’s body and the way his chest and tattoos glistened. Cameron’s eyes rested on the silver barbells that skewered Brandon’s nipples, and it caused him to inhale a sharp gust of breath. Brandon had never visited him mid-show before and holding this rock god in his arms was driving him crazy. He tugged their bodies together, roughly. “You’re so fucking sexy.  How much time do we have?” 
 
    An erotic chuckle left Brandon’s mouth. “About 60 seconds. Even I’m not that quick.”  
 
    A stagehand appeared with a cup of Brandon’s special Throat Coat tea, and he quickly drank it. Someone else presented a flannel shirt and Brandon slipped into it. He left Cameron with a deep kiss then ran back on stage, just as Travis finished the song to an astounding round of applause and foot-stomping cheers.  
 
    Brandon’s huge arms swallowed Travis in a big bear hug, causing the crowd to scream louder. Then Brandon picked up Travis’ cowboy hat, placed it on his head and took the mic. “I hope I do half as good with one of Travis’ songs as he did with AK-47.” 
 
    The fans were shocked that Bulletproof were about to tackle a country music song and quieted. Cameron had to admit to himself that he wasn’t quite sure Brandon could pull off the sultry tone that Travis was known for. Until Brandon opened his mouth and started to sing. 
 
    “He sounds wicked cool,” Travis said, now standing beside Cameron at the side stage. 
 
    A series of incoherent syllables left Cameron’s mouth. He was so flabbergasted that he couldn’t even form a sentence. Watching Brandon on stage, crooning with such deep purity in his voice, was surreal. The fans seemed just as shocked, and actually seemed to be listening, mesmerized. Whistles and shouts of approval began to fill the room proving that Brandon Bullet was, indeed, an icon who could sing anything. 
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    “Man, that was an incredible show!” Brandon settled into one of the chairs on the balcony of their suite and swiped a hand over his throat. “My voice was like butter. I never knew I could sing like that.” He threw another log into the firepit, disturbing the already blazing flames. It caused the pile of wood to shift and a few sparks flew in Travis’ direction, who was sitting on the opposite side of their little circle of chairs.  
 
    “Sure,” Travis joked. “Try to set me on fire because I killed that shit tonight!” He sat taller and spread his arms to the side. “If anything ever happens to Bran, I’m your new lead singer.” 
 
    Everyone laughed and nodded in agreement, including Brandon, but the idea of being replaced wasn’t something he felt entirely comfortable joking about. He walked over to the bucket, fished another beer out of the ice, and clinked it against Travis’. “You were the guest of honor tonight and blew the roof off. But nothing is happening to me, so just get the idea of replacing me out of your head.” 
 
    Travis laughed louder and sorta fell over the arm of his chair. 
 
    Brandon cracked open his beer, took a long gulp, then tried to flip the cap into the fire, but he missed, and it accidentally hit Jeremy in the chest. “Sorry, bruh.” 
 
    “Dude. That’s my fiancée.” Alan picked up the cap from Jeremy’s lap and sort of snapped it in his fingers, causing it to beeline directly at Brandon’s head.  
 
    He ducked, and it sailed over the railing. They were over 20 floors in the air, and Brandon began to worry that someone below was going to get clunked on the head. He grunted a laugh and covered his mouth. “Is it true that you could kill someone by throwing a penny off the Empire State Building?” 
 
    Alan’s eyes ballooned. “Shit.” He jumped from his chair and went to the railing. “I don’t see anyone down there. Do you?”  
 
    “Nah. It’s after midnight. No one is—” Movement at the other end of the courtyard caught Brandon’s eye. It was someone leaving one of the ground-floor rooms and heading toward the doors that led into the lobby. “Huh?” Brandon would know that uptight walk anywhere. “I think Felix just had a booty call.” 
 
    “What?” Alan leaned over the railing to get a closer look, then grunted a surprised laugh. “I think you’re right.” He cupped his hands around his mouth and shouted, “All right, Felix!” 
 
    Poor Felix almost jumped three feet in the air, and Brandon could practically see the exasperation on his manager’s face all the way up here. 
 
    “Be quiet!” Felix shouted in return. 
 
    “Are you serious?” Jeremy joined them at the railing. “Felix!” he shouted. “Get up here and spill!” 
 
    “Go to bed!” Felix disappeared inside the hotel, leaving the guys looking at one another with confusion. 
 
    “I didn’t even know Felix got laid,” Derek said. “He never mentions a woman or a casual hookup.” 
 
    “Don’t give him a hard time,” Cam said. “The guy’s entitled to his privacy.” 
 
    “Privacy?” Jeremy laughed. “There’s no privacy. Felix knows everything about us. And I mean everything. He knew that me and Alan were fooling around before any of you guys even suspected anything. You guys were floored when you found out. He just basically said, it’s about time you fessed up.” 
 
    The sliders to the balcony suddenly flew open and Felix stepped outside, out of breath and his face flushed as if he just ran up the stairs to the penthouse. “Good grief! Can’t a man have a little extra-curricular activity without it being broadcasted to the world? Maybe someone at the hotel on the next block didn’t hear you announce that I was leaving a woman’s hotel room. Perhaps you’d like to shout it a little louder.” 
 
    The rest of the guys started cheering and Derek let out a loud whistle, but Brandon was wondering if the penthouse door was left unlocked. “How did you get in here?” 
 
    “I always have a room key, Brandon. In case of an emergency.” Felix put his hands on his hips. “Thankfully, I haven’t had to use it in a very long time.” 
 
    “And this was an emergency?” 
 
    “Yes. Of course. As I said, you just broadcasted to the entire hotel that I had a late-night visit with a guest.” 
 
    “So, who was she?” Brandon asked. 
 
    “A very nice woman that I met in the bar downstairs. I am allowed to have a social life, you know. I don’t have to retire to my room the moment we return from the venue.” 
 
    “We’re happy for you.” Jeremy stood up and offered his seat to Felix. “Take a load off and tell us all about her.” 
 
    Reluctantly, Felix sat down and joined them, which was a rarity. He even accepted a beer when Jeremy offered it to him. 
 
    “So what was her name?” Jeremy asked. 
 
    “It’s hardly relevant. There’s no need for me to re-hash my personal life. I’ll just enjoy a beverage and leave you be.” 
 
    Brandon pulled his chair over to Felix and sat down. “Come on, Felix. You know everything about us, but we can’t say the same thing about you. Why aren’t you married?” 
 
    “Because he’s a player!” Derek exclaimed, holding up his beer, and the guys clinked their bottles against it. 
 
    “I am most certainly not a player. And you boys know I was married many years ago.” 
 
    “So, that’s it?” Brandon asked. “It didn’t work out, once, so you’re done with marriage? I’m sure there’s someone else out there for you.” 
 
    “Perhaps. But my work keeps me very busy, and I’m not willing to compromise my commitments.” 
 
    All of Felix’s commitments were to Bulletproof, and a pang of guilt tugged at Brandon’s heart. The guy deserved to find love and companionship. “The band takes up all of our time too, but we each managed to meet someone and make the relationships work. Look at Travis and Derek. Both have careers that take them across the country, but they figured it out.” 
 
    “Yes.” Felix’s voice turned humble and sincere. “I’m very happy for you boys. I truly mean that with all my heart. I’m very proud to have witnessed the successes you’ve achieved, both professionally and personally. You’re like sons to me.” He was quiet for a moment, and the guys waited to hear more.  
 
    “You’ve made me realize that I missed a big part of my own sons’ lives,” Felix continued. “My career in the music industry has been all-consuming. I’ve put in long hours from the very beginning and have worked very hard. I’ve made a reputation for myself.” He smiled. “Even before Bulletproof. I’ve worked with huge names and mega-stars. I have a long list of accolades that’s practically unmatched. I wouldn’t change it for the world, but I do wish that I would have made more time for my sons when they were growing up.” 
 
    “Are you close with them?” Brandon asked, realizing that he didn’t know much at all about Felix’s kids. “What are their names? Where do they live. Are they in the music business?” 
 
    Felix opened his mouth to answer, and a short laugh came out at the onslaught of questions. “Ryan lives up north in San Francisco. Matthew is in Burbank. Neither were interested in getting involved in the music industry.” He sighed. “I guess I’m responsible for that. As I said, I put my career first and my family suffered because of it. I wasn’t home much, so I wasn’t close with my boys when they were young. But I’ve tried to make up for it over the last few years. We’ve been taking vacations together between tours, and we’ve reconnected. They appreciate the effort and that I’m finally making time for them.” He turned to face Brandon. “That’s why I suggested Bulletproof take a hiatus next year. So many amazing things happen during those precious first twelve months, and I don’t want you to miss any of them. Enjoy that time with your girls. Cherish every moment of it because you can’t ever get that time back.” 
 
    A lump formed in Brandon’s throat. He didn’t realize that, even if the babies came on tour with Bulletproof, he’d be on stage and in soundcheck so much of the time that he’d surely miss milestones in their lives. He squeezed a hug onto Felix’s shoulders. “Thank you.” 
 
    Felix responded with a reserved pat on Brandon’s back. “You’re very welcome.” Then he turned to study Alan and Jeremy. “I hope the two of you make the most of the time off as well. You have a tremendous wedding planned. Be involved in the preparation. Enjoy it. Don’t leave the details to someone else. And take an extended honeymoon. There’s no rush to return.” 
 
    Alan gave Jeremy a warm smile. “Want to spend an extra two weeks in Fiji?” 
 
    Jeremy’s eyes glazed over as he stared at his fiancée, and his forehead wrinkled. “A month in Fiji? Just the two of us?” He left his seat and climbed into Alan’s lap. “That sounds like heaven. You sure you won’t get sick of me?” 
 
    “Never. You’re my ride or die, remember?” 
 
    “Aw.” Jeremy wrapped his arms tighter around Alan’s waist and tucked his head into the crook of Alan’s neck. “I can’t wait until we’re married. Sometimes I wish we would have had the ceremony before Christmas when you first proposed.” 
 
    “Really?” Alan asked. “But then we wouldn’t be looking forward to it with so much anticipation. It’d kind of be just like a party instead of the day we proclaim our undying love for one another.” 
 
    Jeremy went limp and looked as if he were going to slide off Alan’s lap for a moment, but the two hugged each other closer and shared a kiss. 
 
    It was really sweet to watch the two of them cuddle in the wicker chair, but Brandon was worried the thing was going to give out under their combined weight. 
 
    “You two, as well,” Felix told Derek and Travis. “Utilize the time off to do something you enjoy.” He held up a hand in warning. “Just please don’t get yourselves arrested in the process.” 
 
    Derek and Travis both laughed and nudged each other in the arm. 
 
    Felix finished his beer and let out a long breath. “It was a pleasure, boys, but I think I’ll head to my room now. Thank you for the beverage. See you in the morning.” 
 
    “Thanks for stopping by. Feel free to do it more often,” Brandon told him. And he meant it. The conversation was enlightening and left him with new appreciation for the people in his life.  
 
    They all said goodbye and watched Felix leave the suite, quietly reflecting on the conversation and advice.  
 
    “Wow,” Cam finally said. “He seems so uptight, but he’s a really cool guy.” 
 
    “He’s like a father to us,” Jeremy said, then frowned. “We should have told him that. Why didn’t any of us tell him that, when he said we’re like sons to him?” 
 
    “I don’t know,” Alan replied. “I know I’ve told him that before, though. We all have, right?” 
 
    Brandon nodded, sure that he’d heard everyone tell Felix how much they cared about him over the years, but not remembering the last time any of them did.  
 
    “What are you doing?” Alan asked Jeremy. “Who are you texting at this hour?” 
 
    “Felix.” Jeremy read the words while punching them into his phone. “We love you, Felix! Thanks for being like a father to us!” He sat back in his chair and sighed. “Now I feel better.” 
 
    A ringing phone startled Jeremy, but the sound wasn’t coming from his device. It was Brandon’s. “Is it Felix?” Jeremy asked. 
 
    “No. It’s Lisa.” 
 
    “Lisa?” The alarm was clear in Cam’s voice, and he leaned forward on his chair. 
 
    It was almost midnight in California, and a sinking feeling hit Brandon in the gut. “What’s wrong?” he asked, into the phone. 
 
    “Nothing’s wrong,” Lisa’s light-hearted voice replied.  
 
    “Then why are you calling so late?” he asked, maintaining eye contact with Cam while he spoke. 
 
    “Because.” Happy laughter came through the phone. “The babies kicked.” 
 
    “They kicked?” Brandon immediately put the phone on speaker, a wide smile on his face. “Tell us everything.” 
 
    “I was sitting in bed watching TV and started craving ice cream and then—” 
 
    “Stop,” Brandon interrupted. “You can tell us in person. We’re going to fly home on the jet.” 
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    Both Brandon and Cam sat on either side of Lisa, with a palm on her belly. They’d been anxiously waiting for one of the babies to kick or move or do anything, for almost 35 minutes, while Lisa watched TV and snacked on a pint of mint chocolate chip.  
 
    “Are you sure it wasn’t just your stomach rumbling because you were hungry?” Brandon asked, impatient and starting to doubt his sister’s story. 
 
    “I told you. At first, I thought that’s what it was. But I put my hand on my belly and something thumped against it. Then it happened two more times. You guys didn’t have to rush out here. It’s three o’clock in the morning.” 
 
    “I’m sorry,” Cam apologized. “Are you tired? Do you want to go to bed?” 
 
    “No. I slept while I waited for you guys to get here.” She sighed. “I just wish you didn’t come here for nothing.” She looked down at her belly. “Move, little girls. Dance. Run in place. Do yoga.” 
 
    “Yoga?” Brandon chuckled and quirked a brow at his sister. 
 
    “I do prenatal yoga every morning. It’s supposed to help with the delivery.” She licked the back of the spoon, dropped it into the pint of ice cream, and made a face as she handed it to Cam. “I don’t think I ever want to eat ice cream again.” She squinted up at the ceiling. “You know what sounds really good?” 
 
    “You’re still hungry?” Brandon asked, surprised at his sister’s appetite. 
 
    “Not really. But I was watching the Food Network this afternoon and I can’t stop thinking about Mom’s lasagna. The chef didn’t use prosciutto, like Mom. He didn’t even use any sausage.” 
 
    Brandon jerked his head back. “Just ground beef?” 
 
    “Yeah. It looked delicious, but I couldn’t imagine eating lasagna without the sweet and salty flavors mixed with all that gooey cheese.” 
 
    “Now you’re making me hungry,” Cam said. 
 
    “Me too,” Brandon agreed. “I think I’m going to call Mom and ask her to make us a care package.” 
 
    “Oh!” Cam exclaimed. “If you do, ask her to make meatballs. I love the way she fries them before putting them in the sauce. Sooo good.” 
 
    “Great.” Lisa sighed. “Now I’m hungry again. I have to stop eating—”  
 
    Both Brandon and Cam gasped at the same moment Lisa stopped speaking. 
 
    “Was that one of the babies?” Brandon asked, his eyes as wide as saucers. 
 
    Light laughter bubbled from Lisa’s mouth. “Yes! I think at least one of these babies likes Italian food.” 
 
    Another thump under Brandon’s hand made him tear up. “Did you feel that, Cam?” 
 
    “Yeah. I did.” Cam’s voice was shaky, and he wore a quivering smile. “I’m so happy we got to be here for this. Thank you for being so crazy and impulsive and insisting we jump on a plane as soon as Lisa called.” 
 
    Their fingers gravitated toward one another until they touched and interlaced over the babies. Their lips met in a light kiss, then they both rested their head on Lisa’s shoulder, because she was truly the center of this magical moment and responsible for making their dream come true. 
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    The next two months of the tour took the band to 19 cities, and now they were on their way to Chicago where Bulletproof would be performing at the famed Resolution Gala at the Navy Pier tomorrow night to celebrate New Year’s Eve. It started snowing two hours after the tour bus left Detroit, and by the time they rolled into the lot of the Fairmont Millennium Park Hotel, the air was thick with flurries. 
 
    Derek pulled back the curtain that covered the window as soon as the bus stopped. “Holy shit! Trav, come look.”  
 
    Travis jumped from the couch and joined his husband at the window. “There must be six inches on the ground. Let’s go outside and enjoy it.” 
 
    Having grown up in Southern California, snow was a big deal. They’d probably only seen heavy accumulation a handful of times. Cam, on the other hand, was originally from New York and not as impressed. “I don’t miss it,” he said. “You have no idea what it’s like taking the subway in bad weather. Delays. Dodging puddles and ice. I’m spoiled now. I can work in my jammies on the tour bus or in the hotel.” 
 
    Brandon’s eyes dropped to Cam’s tight-as-fuck jeans. This man looked incredible in anything he wore, but the hotshot corporate-executive look, which was the total opposite of himself, drove Brandon crazy. “I still love when you put on a suit and go into the office in L.A.” 
 
    Cam nodded. “Me too. I know it sounds crazy, but I actually enjoy the big business of downtown L.A. and working face-to-face with my colleagues. And there’s nothing like walking outside for lunch in the middle of winter and feeling the sun on your face and staring up at palm trees in the sky.” He looked down at the dog in his lap. “I know a big black Lab who misses the snow, though. What about Maggie?” he asked Jeremy. “Has she ever seen snow?” 
 
    Jeremy ran a hand over Maggie’s blonde fur. It was the Golden’s first tour, and she was handling it like a champ. “I don’t think so. The rescue place said she came from a family in Newport Beach.” He frowned and hugged the dog. “I don’t know why anyone would give up such a nice dog. Wanna go play in the snow, Maggie? Huh? Brandy can show you how to catch snowballs.” 
 
    Both dogs woofed in reply. 
 
    It was late, and there weren’t any fans lingering, so while the bellmen brought their bags into the hotel, the guys and the dogs snuck around back to an empty section of the snow-covered parking lot. 
 
    Brandon was never a big fan of the snow. It was just too cold. But he enjoyed watching the dogs play, and the rest of the guys were having just as much fun.  
 
    Jeremy and Alan wrestled like teenagers, throwing snow at one another and rolling on the ground. Travis and Derek were making snow angels, while laughing and staring up at the sky. And the two dogs were running circles around one another, biting at piles of snow. Brandy suddenly ran over to Cam and barked, so he threw a snowball for her to chase. Maggie didn’t follow Brandy, though. Instead, she stayed seated in front of Cam and barked for her own snowball. “Watch this,” Cam said, with a smile. “Catch, Maggie.” He tossed a snowball at her, and she caught it, but displayed a comical, confused look on her face when it disintegrated in her mouth. Cam bellowed with laughter and continued to toss snowballs for both dogs, until they decided that chasing Jeremy and Alan was more fun. 
 
    While everyone else was enjoying the snowfall, Brandon was freezing his nuts off. He stuffed his hands deeper into his pockets and hopped from foot to foot, laughing at his friends, his husband, and the two dogs.  
 
    “You look cold.” Cam wrapped his arms around Brandon and rubbed his shoulders.  
 
    “It’s fucking freezing!”  
 
    “Let me warm you up.” 
 
    Hot, full lips landed on Brandon’s, sending a layer of heat down his body. “How the fuck are you so warm?” 
 
    “I got a hot rock star in my arms. That’s how,” Cam replied. 
 
    “You better kiss me again. My toes are still a little cold.” Brandon tugged their bodies together and pressed his mouth against Cam’s so hard it almost knocked them both off their feet. A surge of heat rushed through Brandon’s body, and he no longer cared about the frigid temperature outside.  
 
    “Hey, Bran! Cam!” Derek called. “Snowball fight!” 
 
    Brandon was done with the snow, and the only thing he wanted to do was check into the suite and devour his husband. He moved his head to the side to tell Derek he wasn’t interested, and a snowball hit him right in the face. 
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    The New Year’s Eve celebration at the Aon Grand Ballroom was a high-dollar formal event, and Cameron was happy to dress for the occasion. The guys, on the other hand, not so much. Rock stars always managed to integrate jeans into their formalwear, and it somehow worked. Cameron didn’t really mind. Brandon was sexy in anything he wore – or nothing at all.  
 
    He scanned the ballroom, impressed by the domed ceiling and panoramic views of Chicago’s skyline with Lake Michigan glistening in the distance. The place was decorated beautifully, the food was incredible, and the drinks were strong. Too many martinis left him in need of the restroom, and he excused himself from his group of friends. He hurried through the crowd of people, eager to get back to his husband and the night ahead, especially Bulletproof’s performance at midnight.  
 
    After Cameron took a leak, he checked his hair – which was still perfect – and straightened his bowtie. He exited the bathroom, ready to rejoin the party, but didn’t get two steps before he came face to face with Brandon, almost bumping chests. “What are you doing?” he asked, with a small laugh. 
 
    Brandon answered with a predatory smile and raised his brows.  
 
    Cameron knew that look and let out an erotic chuckle, but before he had a chance to say anything, Brandon took him by the lapels of his three-thousand-dollar tuxedo and pushed him against the wall. 
 
    “I’ve been dying to get you alone all night,” Brandon whispered, in a raspy voice.  
 
    Cameron loved the way Brandon tried to manhandle him. The aggressive posturing turned his crotch to stone and had his blood surging and his heart pounding. His body tingled, and his internal temperature rose to a thousand degrees. His dominant husband could send him from cold to hot with a touch of a finger. Those sexy-as-fuck lips hit his in a succulent kiss that made his loose-fitting slacks practically burst at the zipper, and he wanted more. A lot more. He grunted into the kiss, pushing his mouth against Brandon’s, which got him flattened against the wall by Brandon’s muscular frame.  
 
    Cameron needed to pull his mouth away for a gasp of air, and quickly reversed their positions, so Brandon was the one pressed against the Sheetrock. “Keep kissing me like that and rubbing against me, and I’m going to drop a load in my expensive pants.” 
 
    Brandon’s possessive hands landed on Cameron’s buttocks and he bucked his hips forward, delivering a jolt of intense friction, which made Cameron intake a gust of air and sent his hormones colliding. He was starting to think that making a mess was inevitable. “Is there an emergency dry cleaner in this place?” 
 
    Brandon winked and gestured down the hallway. “No. But there’s a janitor’s closet.” 
 
    Feeling frisky and deliciously naughty, a surge of excitement made goosebumps run up Cameron’s back. “Lead the way, rock star.”  
 
    They hurried down the hallway but slowed their pace and tried not to smile when another couple passed them in the opposite direction. After several yards, Brandon paused in front of a door clearly marked as containing janitorial supplies. With his finger to his lips, Brandon looked around to make sure no one was watching before quietly turning the knob, and the door opened without a sound.  
 
    They shared a mischievous smile and were about to step into the closet, but the sound of heavy breathing made them freeze in place. The closet was already occupied by a guy with blue hair pumping into a stunning blonde. Her eyes were rolling up in her head with her chin jutted toward the ceiling. Her cheeks were flushed, while her chest heaved out raspy gusts of air, seemingly on the verge of an orgasm. The guy was biting his lip and his brows were pinched together as he pounded into her. Holy hell. Hetero sex was fucking hot!  
 
    Instead of shutting the door and leaving, both Brandon and Cameron stood and stared, as if mesmerized.  
 
    “We should go,” Cameron whispered, though he made no attempt to leave or avert his gaze, and Brandon never responded. 
 
    The couple barely slowed their momentum when they noticed the intrusion but looked briefly at Cameron before their eyes settled on Brandon with recognition. 
 
    “Sorry, bruh,” Brandon said, with a crooked smile, and then closed the door. 
 
    Cameron pulled Brandon down the hall, covering his mouth to stifle a laugh, but as soon as they made eye contact, they both burst into hysterics.  
 
    “I know that dude,” Brandon said, wiping a tear from his eye. 
 
    “You’re kidding?” 
 
    “No. That was Kane Keller. He’s the bass player for MFB, a local band out of San Diego.” 
 
    Cameron threw his head back and laughed harder. It was one thing to get busted by a total stranger. Getting caught with your pants down by someone you knew was so much more embarrassing.  
 
    As they continued walking, Cameron realized that their little rendezvous had been quickly extinguished, and disappointment made him sigh. “I guess we’re not going to bring in the new year with a bang.” 
 
    “That’s not the only closet in this place.” Brandon led Cameron around a corner and stopped in front of another door. 
 
    “What did you do, get a blueprint of the building?” Cameron asked with a smile, his spirits lifted. 
 
    “I always have a backup plan,” Brandon bragged. He tried the knob and raised his brows. “Bingo.” They stepped inside, quickly shut the door behind them, and switched on the light.  
 
    It was a storage closet, which contained empty coat racks, seasonal decorations, and extra chairs. More importantly, it was unoccupied.  
 
    Impatient, Cameron made the first move. He took hold of those broad shoulders and pushed Brandon against the wall, knocking over a tall lamp in the process. His lips assaulted Brandon with a kiss so hard his teeth hurt. The guy tried to push back by latching onto Cameron’s waist, but Cameron used his entire body as leverage, leading with his crotch. Their tongues twirled together, and their hips gyrated against one another in a frantic bout of posturing and lust, as if they hadn’t been together in a month, when, in reality, it had only been last night. 
 
    With a sudden burst of power, Brandon pushed off the wall and marched Cameron backwards until he hit a table, sending a box of Christmas ornaments scattering across the floor.  
 
    “I’m going to take you right here. On this table,” Brandon announced, with authority.  
 
    Cameron challenged him with a hard gaze. “How about I take you on this table?” 
 
    “Not a chance.” 
 
    Quick as a cat, Cameron slipped out from underneath Brandon and circled him. With a hand on Brandon’s upper back, he pushed his husband down until his chest hit the table and thrust his hips forward, so his erection hit Brandon in the money spot.  
 
    Brandon looked over his shoulder with shock and surprise plastered across his face and an aroused look in his eyes. “Where’d you learn that move?” 
 
    Cameron shrugged one shoulder. “I got skills.” 
 
    “Shit yeah, you do.” 
 
    Cameron peeled the studded leather jacket off Brandon’s shoulders and tossed it onto a nearby chair, then added his tuxedo jacket to the pile. He slowly unbuttoned his dress shirt, maintaining eye contact with Brandon, who was now standing upright and watching with a hypnotic gaze. The rest of their clothes joined the heap on the chair, and they stood facing one another completely naked, challenging each other with an unmoving stare and solid jaws.  
 
    They reached for each other at the same time. Mouths smashed together in a hungry kiss, while their arms grabbed hold of one another in a hefty bear hug that quickly turned into a wrestling match for the upper hand. Cameron found himself pushed against a pile of boxes. A corner of one of them hit him in the back of the thigh before it fell over with a thud. With their lips still pressed together, he retaliated by forcing Brandon to walk backwards in the opposite direction. They knocked into a coatrack, causing most of the wire hangers to hit the floor with a splatter of metallic pings. They postured and dominated each other with a test of strength for a few more moments before Cameron finally submitted. He stopped fighting and went limp in Brandon’s arms. The aggressive hold they had on one another melted away, and the forceful kiss became soft and tender.  
 
    “I surrender. I always do.” Cameron sauntered over to the table, bent over, and supported himself on his elbows. He looked over his shoulder and gave Brandon a smile under hooded lids. “Is this how you want to take me?”  
 
    Brandon’s eyes glazed over, and he licked his lips. “You fucking know it.” 
 
    “Then what are you waiting for, rock star? Get the hell over here and show me how much you love me.” 
 
    Brandon raced toward the pile of clothing on the chair, dug into his jacket pocket and produced a tube of lubricating jelly. He was prepared, and it made Cameron smile. 
 
    A strong, slippery hand bathed Cameron’s bottom with slickness as Brandon used his fingers to stretch and prep him with precision until he was ready. A deep guttural moan left his lungs as his husband invaded him with one deep thrust. He arched his back and leaned his head back. “Oh God that feels so fucking good.” 
 
    Brandon responded by thrusting repeatedly, hard and deep, as his fingers dug into Cameron’s hips and held him with force and control. Their bodies slapped together, pushing and pressing their love into one another. 
 
    Thoroughly inebriated by the sensations coursing through him, Cameron peeked over his shoulder to watch the pleasure on his husband’s face.  
 
    Brandon’s blue eyes were covered in a haze of euphoria, and his long blond hair framed his face in wild waves. It swayed in the breeze created by their combined momentum like spun gold.  
 
    Brandon’s hand suddenly grabbed hold of Cameron’s shaft and stroked it hard and fast. Each long stroke sent shockwaves through him. His body hummed and his nerve endings vibrated until he could take no more and all the sensations collided at once, and he exploded. When his body settled, Brandon was riding through his own orgasm. After a few moments, Brandon let out an animalistic grunt, finished with a deep thrust, and slowly collapsed with his arms around Cameron’s waist. He placed a soft kiss in the center of Cameron’s back, letting his lips linger. “You still drive me fucking crazy, Cam.”  
 
    Cameron slowly found the strength to straighten up, his heartrate settling back into a normal rhythm. He gently took Brandon’s cheeks in his hands and kissed the man he loved more than anything in the world. 
 
    Brandon smiled into the kiss. “Look at this room.” 
 
    It was a mess. Boxes were knocked over. The coat rack teetered on three legs while the hangers were in a mangled pile underneath it. A lamp was on the floor, and Christmas ornaments were scattered everywhere. Cameron chuckled at the disarray. “Let’s get outta here.”  
 
    Just as they finished getting dressed, the door swung open. 
 
    “Whoa. Are you two finished or just getting started?” It was Alan, standing with Jeremy, wearing identical grins. 
 
    “Look at his hair.” Jeremy pointed at Brandon and laughed. “He looks like he just got his ass pounded for an hour.” 
 
    “Dude, I’m not a bottom,” Brandon replied. 
 
    Cameron raised a brow. “Not this time.” 
 
    “Not important,” Alan stated. “Either skedaddle or take the other side of the room, because I’m horny as fuck.” 
 
    “All yours.” As they left the room, Brandon clapped his hand onto Alan’s shoulder. “Try not to trash the place, bruh.” 
 
    Alan grunted. “It looks like it’s too late for that.” 
 
    Brandon and Cameron returned to the ballroom and found their table, which was empty. A quick scan of the place found Derek standing on top of the bar playing air guitar while rocking his long black hair all over the place. He was wearing his “fuck me” kilt, undoubtedly giving full frontal to the people below. Travis stood on the bar next to him belting out the lyrics to Kiss’ Rock and Roll All Night into a beer bottle mic.  
 
    Cameron chuckled at their antics. “The night isn’t complete until Derek dances on a table.” 
 
    When the song ended, they climbed down and joined Brandon and Cameron for a drink.  
 
    “Way to class up the place, guys,” Cameron joked, with a laugh. 
 
    “I can’t help it. I gotta rock!” Derek said, holding up a shot glass before tossing it back. 
 
    “And he twisted my arm.” Travis displayed a sly smile because everyone knew that he was often the instigator. 
 
    Twenty minutes later, Alan and Jeremy returned from their liaison in the storage room. “This place is nuts!” Jeremy exclaimed. “Did you see the silent auctions? I bid on a 40-foot sailboat.” 
 
    Cameron’s eyes immediately shot to Brandon, who, surprisingly, didn’t own a boat. The guy had practically every extravagance imaginable, but not a boat. “Let me guess. After the tour is over, we’re going boat shopping.” 
 
    “You know me so well.” 
 
    “There’s even a tattoo booth set up on the other side of the room,” Alan announced. “Let’s all get a commemorative tattoo.” He slapped Cameron on the back. “Ready to get inked for the first time, bruh?” 
 
    Cameron’s eyebrows skyrocketed. He loved the tattoos that covered Brandon’s chest and arms, as well as the artwork the rest of the guys had, but he was too conservative. Plus, he wasn’t a fan of pain. “No way. Not me. You guys go ahead. I’ll be happy to watch.” 
 
    Alan looked around the table at the rest of the guys. “Everyone up for a new tat?” 
 
    They all nodded, and the group left the table together. There was a small commotion now that Bulletproof wasn’t in the VIP area of the ballroom, and they needed security to accompany them to the tattoo place.  
 
    A pierced, tattooed woman greeted them with enthusiasm. She was obviously a fan, and her whole face lit up when she saw Bulletproof was at the center of the security escort. But she remained professional and quickly ushered the group to an area behind the velvet rope and into the booth for privacy. “Please feel free to browse through the artists’ portfolios. Someone will be with you shortly.” 
 
    While the guys all picked up a bound album, Cameron gazed at the setup. Men and women sat in chairs and on tables while machines buzzed, and artists adorned their bodies with art. He stretched his neck to inspect their selections and the artists’ work. It was all beautiful. 
 
     “There’s some nice shit in here,” Alan remarked, while he flipped through an artist’s portfolio, with Jeremy looking over his shoulder. “Does anyone have an idea about what to get?” 
 
    Brandon was the first to answer. “I’m getting my signature mantra. We. Are. Bulletproof. In hammered letters like the band’s logo.” 
 
    Derek displayed a wide smile as he draped his arm around Travis’ shoulder and pulled him in for a side hug. “My guy got the Bulletproof logo on his butt.” He winked at Travis. “Show ‘em, baby.” 
 
    Without hesitation, Travis dropped his jeans, turned, and pulled down the top of his boxer briefs to expose the band’s logo – 3-D block letters that spelled out “Bulletproof” above twin bullets meeting head on. The detail was amazing, and it looked more like a sticker than a tattoo. 
 
    Jeremy traced his finger over the lettering and inspected it closely. “Wow. When did you get that? It’s awesome.”  
 
    “When I first met Derek.” 
 
    Derek simultaneously yanked on Travis’ arm and swiped Jeremy’s hand away. “Dude, get your hands off my husband’s butt.” 
 
    At the same time, Alan jerked Jeremy back by his T-shirt. “Yeah. My butt’s the only butt you’re touching.” 
 
    “Chill.” Jeremy held his hands up, innocently. “I was just admiring the artwork.” Then he smiled playfully and winked at Travis. “Ya got a hard little butt there.” 
 
    Travis thew his head back and laughed, while both Derek and Alan glared at Jeremy. 
 
    A dude approached with a bunch of clipboards and handed them out, interrupting the teasing banter taking place. “We have three artists ready in about five minutes,” he said. Three more will be ready shortly. Who wants to go first?” 
 
    Without thinking, Cameron raised his index finger. “I’ll go.” He didn’t know what the hell came over him, but he suddenly wanted a tattoo. There was something about this fun-loving group of guys that always made him push his boundaries. Their sense of freedom and no-holds-barred good times brought out his adventurous and impulsive side, something he never exhibited until he met this crazy bunch. 
 
    “You want to get a tattoo?” Brandon asked, shocked at the announcement. 
 
    Cameron nodded. “I want to get the Bulletproof logo. Like Travis. Only . . .” He placed his hand over his left pec. “I want it over my heart.”  
 
    Brandon sorta melted and bent his knees slightly as he clutched his chest and displayed a warm smile, then wrapped Cameron in a hug. “I love it.”  
 
    They decided that Cameron, Brandon, and Derek would go first, and Alan, Jeremy and Travis would wait for the next set of artists. After filling out the paperwork, Cameron found himself shirtless and flat on his back on a tattoo artist’s worktable. His heart fluttered, and he swallowed a gulp of nerves. He was really doing this. He sucked in a deep breath as the needle came down onto his chest. It hurt and stung, but it was tolerable. It wasn’t as bad as he expected, and he was proud of himself for conquering another first in his life. He turned his head and caught Brandon staring at him from the other artist’s workstation.  
 
    “You OK?”  
 
    Cameron nodded, then turned his gaze up to the ceiling and dazed out until his tattoo was done. He sat up and admired it in a handheld mirror. It was beautiful, and he loved it. It solidified the connection he had not just to Brandon, but to this group of friends that he now considered brothers. “It’s gorgeous.” 
 
    Brandon’s blond hair filled the outskirts of the mirror’s reflection from behind Cameron. “That looks rad,” Brandon commented. 
 
    “It does. I’m so happy with it.” He thanked the artist and turned around to inspect Brandon’s tattoo. The lettering was perfect, and he could practically hear Brandon chanting the mantra on stage.  
 
    It took about another hour and a half before everyone’s tattoos were finished, and they all came out awesome. It was a really cool idea, and Cameron was happy that Alan had suggested it. 
 
    As they were admiring each other’s artwork, Felix flew into the tattoo booth frantically waving his arms. “Thank God I found you! Did you forget you have a show? I’ve been looking for you for fifteen minutes!” 
 
    “Chill,” Derek told Felix. “We haven’t missed a show yet. We ain’t gonna start now.”  
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    The surge of energy that raced through Cameron’s body every time he watched Bulletproof perform always made him feel as if he were flying. His heart pounded in time to the heavy beat of Alan’s double bass drum. The guy played as if his life depended on it, and his biceps bulged as he assaulted his drum kit with so much strength that he broke a stick during the first song. He grabbed a new one and threw it high into the air, where it almost hit one of the overhead light cans. He caught it as it tumbled toward him and seamlessly continued with the song.  
 
    Cameron’s eyes shifted to Jeremy, who was closest to the side stage where he stood with Travis, watching the show. Bulletproof’s bass player leaned back as he plucked grungy notes that thumped through the air. Stoic and lost in the sound of the music, he suddenly sprung to life and jumped onto a riser at the front of the stage and projected the low rumble of the bass guitar at the audience.  
 
    Brandon let out his signature scream – a warrior’s call that shook the room and demanded all eyes on him. He had ditched the black T-shirt he’d worn earlier and went bare-chested underneath the black studded jacket and added a top hat to commemorate New Year’s Eve. A heavy silver chain and cross swung between his massive pecs, and the large skull rings that adorned his fingers picked up the stage lights as he held the mic to his lips. His hair fanned his shoulders and upper back like a blond cape and blew in all directions under the wind machine. Brandon Bullet was the rock god of rock gods.  
 
    Cameron stood, mesmerized, for several songs as he watched Brandon strut across the stage while delivering powerful vocals that stood up to the hard, loud beat of the music, until Derek fell to his knees at the apron. The kilt sprawled around Derek’s legs as he delivered a series of quick twangy notes that soared from his fingertips. He whipped his long black hair back and forth, sending the fans into a chaotic frenzy. Derek shot to his feet and faced Brandon while he let loose with a killer guitar solo that had the entire room pounding their fists in the air. 
 
    A noise made Cameron turn to his right. It was Travis, who had a huge smile on his face as he stared at Derek.  
 
    “Look at my husband!” Travis boasted. “And that kilt.” He swooned. “Someone’s getting laid tonight! If I can wait that long.” 
 
    Cameron chuckled as he remembered the storage closet and his quickie with Brandon earlier in the evening. “There’s plenty of storage closets near the restrooms.” 
 
    Travis laughed and gave Cameron a high five. There was unexpected silence, and they both turned toward the stage. 
 
    A screen behind the band lit up with a countdown starting from the number 60. Brandon was wiping his face with a towel, then he brought the mic to his lips. “Grab the person you love the most!” He shrugged. “Or the person standing next to you! It doesn’t matter! Just make sure you got someone to kiss because we’re ready to rock in the new year, Bulletproof style!” He extended his arm to Cameron. “Get out here!” 
 
    Both Cameron and Travis ran on stage to their respective spouses, which incited a roar of screams from the fans in the audience. It was most likely due to Travis’ notoriety as a country music star, but Cameron liked to believe that some of it was for himself, as well. 
 
    Alan stepped down from the drum riser and joined Jeremy, so the six of them were paired together at the front of the stage as Brandon began the countdown. “Ten! Nine!” The rest of the room joined in. “Eight! Seven! Six! Five! Four! Three! Two! HAPPY NEW YEAR!” 
 
    Firebombs went off along the front of the stage, pyrotechnics lit up the back of the stage, and Auld Lang Syne blared through the sound system, as Cameron shared a kiss with his husband that lit up his heart brighter than the fireworks on display. “Happy New Year, rock star.” 
 
    “Happy New Year, Cam. This is going to be our best year ever.” 
 
    “And next year is going to be better than this one. And the one after that will be better still. Every day we’re together is the best day of my life. I love you.” 
 
    Those gorgeous baby blues watered and Brandon gulped. “I love you too.”  
 
    They shared another long kiss until their friends bombarded them with wishes of Happy New Year. When they broke apart, the fireworks display was over, and hordes of balloons were falling from the ceiling as confetti rained down in a blizzard of silver and gold. They all shared big bear hugs with one another, and then the guys started calling Felix on stage.  
 
    Bulletproof’s ever-present manager was rarely in the spotlight, and waved off the invitation, but the guys weren’t having it. As all four band members marched toward the side of the stage, Cameron exchanged a glance with Travis, who was watching with his arms crossed over his chest and a smile on his lips.  
 
    “I hope they’re not going to throw him in the audience,” Travis said. “When I first met Derek, the guys threw me into the pool.” 
 
    “Me too!” Cameron exclaimed, and they shared a laugh. 
 
    The guys returned to the stage, carrying Felix by his arms and legs, as if he were sitting in a chair, except there was no chair. For a moment, Cameron really did think they were going to throw him into the audience. But, instead, they set him on his feet in the center of the stage, and they all besieged him with hugs. 
 
    “Wait a minute,” Derek said. “Who did you kiss at midnight?” 
 
    Felix shook his head. “I didn’t kiss anyone. I exchanged a handshake with the road crew.” 
 
    “What?” Brandon leaned back, as if it were absurd. He and Derek looked at one another, and then they each grabbed hold of Felix and gave him a long, loud kiss on the cheek at the same time. 
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    While Cameron waited in the dressing room for Brandon to shower so they could rejoin the party, he called his mom in New York and wished her a Happy New Year. As soon as he ended the call and stuffed his phone in his pocket, it buzzed. Before he could answer it, Brandon’s phone started ringing on the credenza. Both phones would have to wait, because the door to the bathroom swung open, and a dripping wet, 6-foot 2-inch blond-haired rock god stepped into the dressing room, wearing nothing but a stark white towel around his waist. The unanswered phones quieted, and Cameron swooped in for a kiss that drenched him in water and heat.  
 
    The damn phones started blowing up again, and Brandon growled with frustration. “You know they won’t stop until we answer.” He looked at the caller id. “I knew it was my mom.” 
 
    Cameron looked at his phone screen. It was Brandon’s oldest sister, Ava. He put the phone to his ear, expecting a cheerful greeting wishing him a Happy New Year, even though it wasn’t yet midnight in California, but the bombshell he received almost knocked him off his feet. His eyes stayed glued on Brandon’s as they both received the same news. Lisa was just rushed to the hospital.  
 
    Everything that happened in the first few minutes after that was a blur. Felix was suddenly there and took charge. He corralled everyone into a limo, collected the dogs from the hotel, then they were all on Bulletproof’s private jet on the way back to L.A. 
 
    The flight was horrific – not because of turbulence – because everyone was on edge. Cameron’s stomach was a rolling mass of knots, and his heart was beating heavily. He was trying to keep it together, but everyone around him wore worried expressions. The guys were obviously afraid to add to the stress level, so they remained quiet, and the silence in the plane was maddening. 
 
    Brandon was taking it the hardest. It wasn’t just the babies. It was the uncertainty of his youngest sister’s health that had him bouncing his knee so hard that the two-seater couch felt as if it were going to come unhinged.  
 
    Cameron knew better than to tell Brandon not to worry, because there was genuine cause for concern. They didn’t have much information – only that Lisa started bleeding heavily and was on the way to the ER. The babies’ due date was still seven weeks away. He’d read enough prenatal books to know the seriousness of the situation, and his mouth bowed downward at the complications that could be in store for his precious little girls.  
 
    He knew that the babies were probably being delivered by emergency cesarean at this very moment, and his heart ached. He didn’t want them to experience one second of discomfort, especially during the first few moments, days, or weeks of their lives. He didn’t want them born without their daddies there to hold them. He didn’t want them staying at the hospital until they were strong enough to come home. He wanted them in their beautiful little nursery. “The nursery.” He didn’t realize he said it out loud until Brandon’s knee stilled.  
 
    “Nothing’s ready.” Brandon’s eyes watered. “If Lisa’s in labor and the babies are born early, nothing’s ready. They’re supposed to come home to their own room, with the pink walls and frilly curtains and those little baby animal murals we picked out. I didn’t want them in the house while renovations were going on. I thought we had plenty of time.” 
 
    The interior designer promised it would only take two weeks to turn the large spare bedroom into a magical kingdom fit for two little princesses, complete with a canopy shaped like a castle over their cribs. A crew was scheduled to start next week after the tour ended. They thought it was more than enough time, but they’d been mistaken.  
 
    Dread filled Cameron’s heart and spread across his chest as he stared into his husband’s expressive blue eyes. He didn’t want to tell Brandon that if the babies were born now, they wouldn’t be coming home. They would be too small. They’d most likely be in neonatal intensive care for a few weeks. He blinked and touched the corner of his eye so Brandon wouldn’t see the tear forming. 
 
    Felix thrust a short glass of whisky in each of their hands. He had his no-nonsense, adamant business face on. “We have another two hours in the air. Don’t spend it driving yourselves crazy. I know firsthand how quickly the mind gets away from you and imagines the worst possible scenarios. We need to keep a positive outlook. Your sister has the best doctors in the country. I will do everything within my power to make sure those babies and Lisa are taken care of. I promise you that.” 
 
    They both stared at him, transfixed, because Felix had a reputation for moving mountains. If he stated something was going to be a certain way, it was almost guaranteed. And, right now, they needed to cling to that steadfast reassurance and certainty.  
 
    “I’m trying,” Brandon replied, meekly. “But it’s hard. Those are my babies. And that’s my little sister.” 
 
    Felix let out a deep sigh, leaned over and squeezed the ball of Brandon’s shoulder. “I know.” Then he poured himself a glass of whisky and sat in one of the captain’s chairs. 
 
    Brandon’s foot started bouncing again, and his jaw ticked. He suddenly jumped up, faced the front of the plane, threw his hands in the air, and shouted, “CAN’T YOU FLY THIS FUCKING PLANE ANY FASTER?” The deep baritone of his voice boomed in the small, enclosed area like thunder, and everyone flinched. The two flight attendants recoiled in their seats, which were just outside the cockpit and in the direct line of fire of Brandon’s roaring voice. 
 
    “It’s gonna be all right.” Cameron stood and placed a soothing hand on the small of Brandon’s back. “Come on. Sit back down with me.” 
 
    Brandon collapsed onto the couch, leaned his head all the way back and covered his face with his hands. It made Cameron’s insides twist with pain to see how badly Brandon was handling this, but there wasn’t anything he could do, so he just sat next to his husband and pulled him into his embrace. Brandon clung to him and buried his face in Cameron’s shoulder. They didn’t speak because there wasn’t anything to say. His mind was running wild though, and he knew Brandon’s was as well.  
 
    After a while, Brandon lifted his head, tears glistening in the corners of his eyes. “What if something happens to them? I don’t know if I could handle that.” 
 
    Cameron couldn’t let that thought enter his brain, and he shut it down right away. “They’re going to be fine. They have to be.”  
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    The second the elevator doors parted, Brandon grabbed Cam’s hand and sprinted down the hallway. His heart hammered in his throat as he raced to his sister’s room and flung the door open. The rest of his family was there, but the bed was empty, and his stomach plummeted to the floor. “Where is she? How are the babies?” 
 
    His mom stepped forward. She had her fist pressed against her chest holding a balled-up tissue, while fresh tears glistened in her eyes. “She’s in surgery. The bleeding got worse. They’re delivering the babies right now.” 
 
    “No! It’s too soon. They need a few more weeks.” Brandon thought he was prepared for an emergency C-section, but he wasn’t. Reality hit him hard, and he crumbled. He held his head in his hands and wept openly. Cam’s strong and supportive arms enveloped him, and he held onto his husband as tightly as he could. He heard the guys and Felix enter the room and his mom explaining that the babies were being delivered, but he felt as if they were a million miles away. He couldn’t stop imagining how tiny his baby girls were and worrying if they’d be OK or not, and it brought on a crippling pain in his chest.  
 
    Brandon let Cam lead him to two chairs that were in the corner, away from everyone else. He had always been close with his family, and the guys were like brothers to him, but he just needed to be with Cam right now. As he covered his face with his hands, strong fingers massaged the back of his neck and soothed some of the tension, but it did nothing to diminish the tirade of worrisome thoughts, not just about the baby, but about his sister, as well. He slowly lowered his hands and lifted his head. “What if Lisa can’t have kids after this? It would be my fault. I didn’t realize it could be dangerous for her. This is so fucked up. I should have never asked her to do this.” He wouldn’t let himself think about something happening to his little sister or the babies. He wouldn’t. But the thought kept knocking at the depth of his subconscious, trying to get in. He squeezed his eyes shut and wiped a hand over his face. This whole thing was like a bad nightmare that he couldn’t wake up from. 
 
    “It’s not your fault,” Cam reassured, hugging Brandon closer. “None of this is anyone’s fault.” 
 
    “I know.” Brandon sighed heavily. “It feels like it’s my fault, though, because I was the one who asked her.” 
 
    The doctor walked in, and they both ran to him. “How are the babies? And my sister?” Brandon asked. 
 
    “The birth mom is fine. She needed a transfusion. Other than that, she had no complications. She should be coming back to the room shortly.” 
 
    “And the babies?”  
 
    The doctor took a deep breath. “Baby Girl A is 3.5 pounds and breathing on her own. Other than her low birthweight, she appears healthy.” He paused for what seemed like an hour while everyone held their breath. “Baby Girl B is having a little more difficulty.” 
 
    A wave of lightheadedness hit Brandon, and he thought he was going to hit the floor, but his head cleared as he heard the doctor’s voice continue.  
 
    “She’s having some respiratory issues, so she’s on a ventilator. Her birthweight was significantly less than her sister’s. She’s only 2.6 pounds, but she’s a ball of fire. We’re hopeful.” 
 
    “Hopeful?” Brandon’s voice was frantic. “What the fuck does that mean?” 
 
    Again, Cam’s hand on Brandon shoulder calmed him. It didn’t make him less concerned, just less explosive, even though Cam’s hand was shaking. 
 
    “It means that she needs a little more attention and monitoring than her sister,” the doctor explained. 
 
    “Can we see them?” Cam asked. 
 
    “Of course. Right this way to the NICU.”   
 
    Each step felt as if it took an hour. Brandon was holding onto Cam’s hand so tightly that he feared he may actually break a bone. Nurses wheeled carts of medication and orderlies walked through the hallways, oblivious to the knowledge that two baby girls just entered the world, one with significant medical problems. He froze, mid-step, as he realized that his babies weren’t the only babies in the Neonatal Intensive Care Unit. There would be a host of other babies that could be gravely ill, maybe even clinging to life. He wasn’t prepared for that. 
 
    “It’s OK,” Cam reassured. “They’re going to get through this.” 
 
    Still in a stupor, Brandon nodded and started walking again. They turned a corner and entered a set of swinging double doors. There was a lounge area, where people were sitting, but he couldn’t make eye contact with any of them. He focused on the glass-windowed wall and the rows of tiny incubators behind it. Two of them housed his babies, and he practically sprinted through the next set of doors that led into the NICU. 
 
    The doctor asked a nurse to bring Brandon and Cam to the Bullet twins. As they followed her, Brandon searched frantically for his girls. The moment he saw two babies wearing pink hats and snuggling together, he knew it was them, and he stopped dead in his tracks. His heart dropped to his feet and tears blurred his vision as his eyes rested on his little baby girls. They were so tiny that they shared one incubator without crowding one another.  
 
    Love suddenly filled his body with overwhelming bliss. It started in the center of his chest and spread outward, like a fire fanned by the wind, until it consumed him. He ran to them, a quivering smile stretched across his lips. “They’re so beautiful.” They were both rosebud pink and absolutely perfect. It didn’t matter that one of those little babies was smaller and not as strong as her sister. She was equally perfect and unblemished. 
 
    “I love them so much.” Cam squeezed Brandon’s hand and they turned to look at one another. As soon as they made eye contact, it was as if all the worry and concern left their bodies, and they only felt joy and relief. They wrapped their arms around one another in a powerful hug and clung to each other for several moments, before they leaned over the incubator that housed these precious tiny lives.  
 
    “We love you little babies,” Cam cooed, touching the glass barrier.  
 
    “Do we have names yet?” the nurse inquired.  
 
    Brandon shook his head. They had discussed a million names and had narrowed it down to several, but they knew they couldn’t assign names until they saw these little cherubs in person.  
 
    “That’s OK. Sometimes it takes a few days.”  
 
    When the nurse opened one side of the incubator, Brandon realized what she was doing and gasped. “We can hold them?” 
 
    “Of course.” 
 
    “But they’re so tiny.” Brandon was terrified. His big meaty paws were clumsy, and the babies looked so fragile. 
 
    “Have a seat if you’re nervous. You too, Mr. Douglas.” As soon as the nurse picked up Baby Girl A from the incubator, she let out a loud wail that startled everyone in the room.  
 
    “She has your lungs,” Cam said, possibly smiling wider than Brandon. 
 
    They hadn’t talked about paternity yet and had no idea which one of them was the biological father of these two angels. It really didn’t matter. All Brandon cared about was that the babies were healthy. 
 
    The nurse placed the baby in Brandon’s arms, and he stared down at the cherub resting blissfully in his embrace. His heart ballooned so fast he thought it was going to burst through his chest wall. Her initial outburst forgotten, she slept peacefully, and it calmed his shaking hands. 
 
    Sitting next to Brandon in the double glider, Cam leaned over and kissed the top of the baby’s head, then kissed Brandon’s cheek. “You look so beautiful holding her.” 
 
    Emotion stole Brandon’s voice, and he couldn’t reply. Never had he felt so much love in his heart as he did at this moment.  
 
    The nurse placed Baby Girl B in Cam’s waiting arms, who wasn’t happy about being removed from her sleeping place. She kicked her legs, balled her tiny fists, and flailed her arms in defiant protest. A half sob/half laugh erupted from Cam’s throat at her feistiness. “I think she’s going to be a drummer.” 
 
    Brandon smiled down at the tiniest little girl he’d ever seen. “I think you’re right.” 
 
    The nurse explained that as soon as they got breast milk from Lisa, they could feed Baby Girl A. 
 
    “What about this one?” Cam asked, inquiring about the tiny infant in his arms. 
 
    The nurse frowned slightly. “She’s on a feeding tube because of the ventilator.” 
 
    Brandon immediately burst into tears. He somehow looked past all the tubes that were attached to his smallest baby girl and only saw perfection. Now that he was forced to confront her condition, he felt gutted. 
 
    “It will be fine,” the nurse assured. “I’m sure she’ll be able to breathe on her own soon and all this will be gone. She’ll be up to speed with her sister in no time.”  
 
    The tears streamed down Brandon’s face as he watched Cam cuddle their tiny baby daughter. He looked at Cam, who was trying to be strong, but the tears were seconds away from falling. 
 
    “Let me hold her?” Brandon asked.  
 
    The nurse helped them switch babies, and Brandon cradled the tiny baby who wasn’t much bigger than his hands. Tubes were everywhere. She fidgeted. She wasn’t happy. She was a fighter. She wanted all these tubes out of her body, and she wanted everyone to know it.  
 
    She couldn’t cry because the tube blocked her voice, so Brandon cried for her. “I wish I could give you my lungs, little baby,” Brandon blubbered. “I wish I could breathe for you.” He didn’t know what to do or how to help her. His job was to protect her, and he already failed.  
 
    He sniffled as he watched his two babies – one uncomfortable and squirming in his arms, the other sleeping peacefully in Cam’s.  He leaned his head on Cam’s shoulder and snuggled against him, which made the babies’ feet touch. Baby Girl B settled down as soon as she felt her sister’s presence and quickly fell back to sleep, comforted by the bond the twins shared. It made Brandon’s insides melt, and he shared a quivering smile with his husband. Love bounced between them as they reveled in their new little family, and their lips gravitated together to share a kiss. 
 
    They sat together and watched both babies sleeping quietly for over an hour. The nurse remained nearby, periodically checking the monitors, and checking on Brandon and Cam. “I think you have an audience,” she said, motioning to the window. “Grandparents?” 
 
    It wasn’t only Brandon’s mother and father with their noses up to the glass. His brothers and older sister were there, as well. 
 
    “I haven’t even called my mother yet,” Cam said, a little despondent. “She has no idea that she’s a grandmother.” 
 
    With the nurse’s help, they returned the babies to the incubator with little fuss. While Cam went to call his mom, Brandon greeted his family. “How’s Lisa?” he asked, as his mother hugged him. 
 
    “She’s fine. A little exhausted, but she’s comfortable. She wanted to come see the babies, but I told her to rest.” She turned to the window and pressed her palm against the glass, worry lines marring her forehead. “How are my grandbabies?” 
 
    Brandon needed a second to answer. “They’re beautiful. And they’re both going to be fine,” he said, firmly.  
 
    His dad, a tall man with a hefty build, hugged him so tightly he could barely breathe. “Congratulations, son. You’re going to make a wonderful father.” 
 
    He patted his father’s back. “Thanks, Dad.” He chatted briefly with his brothers and sister until Cam returned, then the two of them went to see Lisa. 
 
    She was asleep, with the covers up to her chin. A long, relieved sigh left Brandon’s lungs at the sight of his little sister. He’d been so worried about her and didn’t care that she was sleeping. He needed to speak to her. “Lisa.” 
 
    Her eyelashes fluttered and she stirred. “Brandon? Are the babies OK? Did you see them?” 
 
    “Yes.” He looked at his hands, remembering how the infants fit perfectly in his palms. “They’re so tiny. But they’re OK.” 
 
    “Oh, thank God.” A tear fell from the corner of her eye, and she wiped it away.  
 
    Cam took her hand. “We were worried about you. It’s been a rough couple of hours, but I think we can all breathe a little easier now.” 
 
    She nodded, and another tear fell down her cheek 
 
    Brandon kissed his sister on top of the head. “Don’t cry. How are you feeling? Are you in pain?” 
 
    She let out a small laugh. “I’m hopped up on tramadol. I don’t feel anything.” 
 
    “There they are! The proud papas!” It was Derek, leading the way with the guys and Felix following behind him. Alan and Jeremy each had a giant pink bunny in their arms, Travis carried a huge floral display, and Felix looked as if he were carrying the weight of the world on his shoulders. After bear hugs were exchanged, Derek held up a box of cigars. He opened the lid, stuck one in his mouth, and handed them out. 
 
    Brandon clamped the Cubano between his teeth and slung his arm around Derek’s shoulder. Although his mind was still frantic with worry about the health of the twins, he finally allowed himself to feel the elation associated with the birth of his daughters. “Thanks, bruh. These are perfect.” He brought the cigar under his nose and inhaled the rich tobacco, then held it up is if making a toast. “I’m a daddy!” 
 
    Derek exhaled and shook his head, as if he couldn’t believe it, and displayed a broad smile. “Look at us. We’re married. You’re a father. This adulting thing ain’t so bad after all.” 
 
    “No. It’s not.” Aside from the setback of the premature birth, everything in Brandon’s life was absolutely perfect. “It’s actually pretty fucking fantastic.” 
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    They slept on the glider in the NICU, only a few feet away from the babies. Well, Brandon slept, Cameron spent most of the night watching the twins’ little chests rise and fall and listening to the monitors beeping in the background. He was tired, but still riding a wave of adrenaline. Right now, he was having skin-to-skin with the two babies, and his heart was racing with joy. He still couldn’t believe these little miracles were real. He looked down at his two precious daughters nestled on his chest, sure they felt his heart beating against their rosy cheeks, telling them how much he loved them. 
 
    The poorly timed tattoo remained covered on the left side of his chest under a cloth, but it was OK because his tiny daughters both fit on the right side. They had names now. Baby Girl A was Hannah, and Baby Girl B was Carina. Cameron sighed happily. They had been in his life for less than a day, and he couldn’t remember life without them. 
 
    Hannah suddenly started to cry and fuss, which filled Cameron with a small bout of anxiety at what to do. The noise woke Carina, who wiggled and squirmed. Her little eyes opened wide and darted toward the sound of her twin’s distress. In an attempt to console her sister, Carina rested her tiny fingers on Hannah’s cheek. Hannah huddled closer to Carina, then settled and fell back to sleep. The tender moment the babies shared caused a huge lump in Cameron’s throat, and he wanted to cry from how sweet the two babies were with one another. “Did you see that?” he asked Brandon, who was sitting in the double glider with them. 
 
    Brandon nodded, with tears in his eyes. He kissed each baby on top of the head, then kissed Cameron lightly on the lips. His long hair tickled Carina, and she swatted it away with annoyance. He laughed at her feisty attitude. “She’s a firecracker!” 
 
    “She sure is.” Cameron had been holding the babies for a long time and could stay like that forever, but he knew Brandon was patiently waiting his turn. “Do you want to hold them now?” 
 
    It was heartwarming to see how gently Brandon picked up Hannah and held her. He was more relaxed now and confident, when only a few hours ago he was unsure and awkward. 
 
    Cameron placed Carina next to her sister, and Brandon cradled both girls against his massive bare chest. They looked like tiny dolls under his protective hands, flanked by his broad biceps.  
 
    Carina fussed at being disturbed and wiggled uncomfortably, which made Brandon momentarily panic. He had two babies in his arms and really couldn’t do much, so he hummed softly as he rocked the glider back and forth. After a moment, he began to quietly sing to the girls. Not his booming heavy metal voice, but a soft and soothing lullaby, something Cameron never heard before.  
 
    At the sound of his voice, Hannah opened her eyes and looked directly at Brandon with wonder. Carina settled and stopped fidgeting, comforted by the beautiful melody, and fell peacefully back to sleep.  
 
    Watching this tattooed, muscled, long-haired rock star coddle and sing to two tiny babies was the most heartfelt thing Cameron had ever seen, and never had he been filled with so much love. It pulled at his heartstrings. He loved them all so much. He draped one arm over the back of the glider behind Brandon’s neck and the other across the babies. As he held his entire family in his arms, he rested his head on his husband’s shoulder, and they just sat like that. Together.  
 
    After a long while, the nurse appeared with a manila envelope wearing a broad smile. “I have the results of paternity.” 
 
    With all the commotion going on, they’d forgotten about it, and both Cameron and Brandon looked at one another with anticipation.  
 
    The nurse opened the folder and read the results directly to the babies. “Hannah, your biological father is Cameron Douglas.” 
 
    Cameron almost fell off the glider. He was sure both of these babies, with their rosy cheeks, fair hair and deep blue eyes, bore Brandon’s genes. He wasn’t expecting to have paternity, and it sent a wave of emotion through him. Before he could say anything, the nurse continued.  
 
    “Carina, your biological father is Brandon Bullet.” 
 
    Tears rolled down Brandon’s cheeks. His hands trembled as he cuddled the babies closer and kissed them each on the top of the head. Then he nuzzled Cameron’s cheek. “We each have one.” 
 
    “No.” Cameron’s voice was a shaky mess. “We both have two. I never expected to be the biological father. I knew Carina had your tenacity. She’s a warrior, just like you. And Hannah has those beautiful dark blue eyes. I thought she got that from you.” 
 
    “Most babies are born with blue eyes,” the nurse commented. “Their features darken as they grow. Her light brown hair may very well turn as black as yours, Mr. Douglas.” The nurse stood there for a moment, obviously with more to say. “Congratulations. And not just on the birth of your beautiful girls. Hannah and Carina were delivered at 2:28 and 2:29 a.m., making them the first babies of the new year delivered at this hospital. That’s kind of a big deal. With your permission, we’d like to display their photos in the lobby as our New Year’s babies this year.” 
 
    “New Year’s babies!” Cameron exclaimed, but quietly so he didn’t wake the girls. 
 
    Brandon’s beautiful blue eyes glowed with pride and his smile radiated across his face. He nodded. “I think that’s a wonderful idea,” he told the nurse, then turned to look at Cameron. His beaming expression lost some of its sparkle and he turned serious. “At first, I thought the premature birth was a horrible way to start the new year, but now I realize it was a gift. We were given new life. And that’s the best way to bring in the new year.” 
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    Six days later, Carina had her breathing tube removed without complication. The tremendous war cry she let out the moment it left her lungs proved how strong she was and that she was, indeed, Brandon Bullet’s biological daughter. It caused a cheer to rise up through the NICU and a round of applause at her independence from machines and tubes. She was so much happier now, and the relief that she was as healthy as her sister felt as if a huge weight had been lifted.  
 
    After five weeks in the NICU, both babies were finally ready to go home.  
 
    Hannah and Carina were bundled in pink fuzzy blankets and matching beanies, even though it was still relatively warm in California. Security shadowed Cameron and Brandon as they exited the hospital with the babies. Barricades needed to be set up because of the amount of people stationed outside. They’d been there since the babies were born and never left. Shouts from the fans and questions from the paparazzi filled the air. Camera phones were all around. Brandon, the proud father and showboat, stood taller at the attention. He lifted his chin, smiled wide, and put his arm around Cameron’s shoulder, proud to show off his family. “My baby girls are going home!” he shouted. Eventually, Cameron knew that Brandon would make a statement to the press and release a professional set of photos, but, right now, the main priority was getting the babies home safely and away from the crowd.  
 
    They slipped into the back of the limo, with Vincent, Brandon’s driver, at the wheel and Rocco, Brandon’s personal bodyguard, riding shotgun. An SUV filled with security led the way and another followed behind them.  
 
    Brandon beamed with a wide smile as he held Cameron in his arms and gazed at the babies, fast asleep in their car seats. “We have such a beautiful family. I can’t believe how our lives have turned out.” 
 
    Cameron nodded, too overwhelmed to speak. When he vacationed in Rio a few years ago and met a hot-as-fuck rock star disguised as a regular guy, he never imagined that it would change his life so much. They were polar opposites. A wild rock star and a conservative accountant from New York clashed on so many levels, but through compromise, they somehow fit together perfectly. Brandon reined in his out-of-control lifestyle and Cameron loosened up. And their lives were better for it. 
 
    Screams suddenly filled the air from outside the car and grew louder as the gates to the mansion came into view. A crowd of fans lined the block wall, all cheering and holding banners welcoming the babies. Stuffed animals, flowers, and wrapped presents were on the lawn. Paparazzi were everywhere. 
 
    Brandon opened the sunroof and popped through it. He waved at the fans like the Queen and shouted, “Thank you for welcoming my baby girls home!”  
 
    The fans screamed in reply, but Hannah and Carina were too sleepy to appreciate the reception and never stirred. 
 
    Security held back the crowd so the limo could safely enter the grounds and proceed up the winding driveway. Then Cameron and Brandon quietly entered the house with their baby girls. As planned, the babies’ room had been transformed into a fairytale befitting two princesses. Hannah and Carina settled into their beautiful nursery without a sound, happy and content, as if they knew they were home. For now, they slept in the same crib, so they could be near each other.  
 
    A pitter-patter of toenails on the marble floor made Cameron lift his eyes from his sleeping daughters, and he watched just as Brandy trotted into the babies’ room. She circled his and Brandon’s legs, thumping her tail, and they both knelt down to pet her and give her hugs. They had read all the books about how to prepare the dog for the babies’ arrival and were ready to introduce her to Hannah and Carina. 
 
    “Let’s meet your two baby sisters.” Cameron gave Brandy a healthy pat on the back and pointed to the crib. “This is Hannah and Carina. Your job is to protect them. And play with them. And eat all the food they drop on the floor.” 
 
    Brandy wagged her tail furiously as she sniffed at the crib and let out a happy little whine. It woke Hannah, who looked startled at seeing a big black dog. Then she opened her mouth and displayed a wide toothless grin.  
 
    Brandon boomed with laughter and patted the dog on her head. “I think Hannah likes you, girl.” Then he gazed at Cameron with a contented sigh. “It’s February, and we barely had 15 minutes to celebrate the new year before everything went haywire. I think we should pick up right now as if the clock just struck midnight and forget the hospital and the tubes, the needles, and the bright lights of the NICU.” 
 
    Although the time at the hospital contained the vital first few weeks of the babies’ lives, it was bittersweet. Cameron would obviously never forget that time of their lives, but he was happy to gloss over it, for now, and start anew with his baby girls in their home, perfectly healthy and filled with love. He nodded. “I like that idea.” 
 
    Brandon tugged their bodies close together.  Happy New Year, Cam.” 
 
    “Happy New Year, rock star.” 
 
      
 
    The End 
 
      
 
    If you’d like to read more about Brandon, Cam, Travis, Alan, and Jeremy, and Brandy the black Lab, pick up the international bestselling Bulletproof series on Amazon: https://tinyurl.com/thebulletproofseries 
 
    

  

 
   
    Other Books by Jenna Galicki: 
 
      
 
    Street of Dreams 
 
      
 
    One street touched a thousand lives and sent two boys in opposite directions.

For Reid Mackenzie, Street of Dreams offers hope for a better life and a chance to share his music with the world. For Jake King, it reinforces his life of crime and the ties to a city that empowers him.

They were two boys, growing up side by side in the same neighborhood, but their lives couldn’t be more different. Mac comes from a humble Scottish family and dreams of the stage and the day he has enough money to escape Chicago’s South Side. Jake knows he’ll never leave. The impoverished city, and his notorious father, have a hold on him that won’t let go.

Circumstances force them to carry on their relationship in private, until it explodes in the worst way. With the will of a warrior, Jake vows he’ll do whatever he has to in order for them to be together, no matter how brutal the consequences.

This is a story of courage, kilts, and second chances.

Street of Dreams is the fourth book in the multi-author Road to Rocktoberfest series. Each book can be read as a standalone. 
 
      
 
    Praise for Street of Dreams: 
 
      
 
    ★★★★★ I hurt for both of them. Basically, I was as wrecked as they both were.... if you’re in the mood to be agonizingly destroyed, read on.
★★★★★ Street of Dreams is riveting, exceptional and all-consuming. I am still shocked by how amazing this Jenna Galicki book is. It is definitely one hell of an impressive read. 
★★★★★ A high angst roller coaster that you will not want to put down...This is one that will be read more than once.
★★★★★ It’s a thoroughly absorbing read: engaging characters with a complicated past, gritty themes and a hard-won, emotional HEA.
★★★★★ It pulled on my heartstrings. I was rooting for Jake and Reid with everything I had.
★★★★★ I loved how multi - dimensional each personality was in this story...The relationship between Jake and Mac was boiling hot, but it’s development on the pages left me with a mouth hanging open.
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    Sample: Street of Dreams 
 
      
 
    Jake sat with his back against the headboard, smoking cigarette after cigarette, while re-runs of Friends played on the flat screen. He glanced at the time on the cable box for the fourth time, just as a knock sounded on the door. One side of his mouth drew back in a smile while he slowly brought his feet to the floor. He snubbed out his Marlboro in the ashtray on the nightstand and leisurely walked across the room. Another impatient knock on the door made him slow his stride, even though he wanted to run. He counted to three before he turned the knob. “I knew you’d come.”  
 
    Mac didn’t reply. He only stood there glaring at Jake with fire behind his eyes. 
 
    Jake knew that look so well. It was burning lust, overwrought with passion, and he allowed himself to drink in the man in front of him. How he’d missed that mane of deep red hair and those incredibly soulful eyes. They were bottomless pools of emotion. And they were boring into Jake with madness that seemed incomprehensible. They conveyed equal parts of love and rage.  
 
    Jake had always thought a hair separated love and hate, anger and passion, and that both sides of the emotions were interchangeable at times. Mac proved that theory, because seeing how his eyes shifted from hostile to deep longing and back again was like flipping a switch on and off.  
 
    Jake watched as Mac’s nostrils flared and his deep breaths blew his long hair off his chest. His hair and his upper body had grown significantly. The tight T-shirt strained across Mac’s broadened chest, and the short sleeves pinched the indent between his deltoids and biceps. Jake’s eyes dropped lower, and his knees almost buckled. Mac had worn the kilt. It wasn’t the same one he wore earlier at the show, which meant Mac had showered and changed, and deliberately worn a kilt at Jake’s request. Warmth, that hadn’t been there in a long time, filled Jake’s chest, and a crooked smile spread across his lips. “You wore the kilt.”  
 
    Mac pushed past Jake and marched into the room, tugging at the roots of his hair. He suddenly stopped and swung around, wildly. “I couldn’t stop fucking thinking about you! I can’t believe the way you get in my head!” 
 
    Jake’s smile broadened because he knew that passion lurked under all the anger. Mac wouldn’t be here if he didn’t care. There wouldn’t be fire behind his eyes, and his jaw wouldn’t be clenched. Labored breaths wouldn’t be blowing in and out of his lungs, and there wouldn’t be such vehemence behind his words. But Jake never doubted Mac’s feelings for one fucking minute. Not one fucking second. The two of them were bound together by some kind of invisible rope, that may stretch to the limits sometimes, but it would never break. Their lives couldn’t be more different, but their souls were cemented together.  
 
    

  

 
   
    Radical Rock Stars Series: 
 
      
 
    The Prince of Punk Rock (Book 1 – Finalist, Bisexual Book Awards. Winner, Angel, Tommy & Jessi – Saints & Sinners Couples Battle. Winner, Jessi Blade – Best Rocker Babe.) 
 
    I love her, but I also love him. 
 
    She’s everything to me. 
 
    He sets my world on fire. 
 
    It’s our dirty little secret, and it’s about to blow our record deal sky high. 
 
    I’m Tommy Blade, the Prince of Punk Rock, and this is our story. 
 
      
 
    Between A Rock and A Hard Place (Book 2)  
 
    She’s a rock goddess. 
 
    He’s a sex pistol. 
 
    I need them both, in my life and in my bed, and I’m not living without either one of them. 
 
    I’ll do whatever it takes, even if it costs me everything I’ve ever wanted. 
 
    I’m Tommy Blade, The Prince of Punk Rock, and this is the continuation of our story. 
 
      
 
    Punk Rock Resurrection (Book 3) 
 
    This is a dark tale of loneliness and self-worth and how the love of a woman can save a man. 
 
    My world was dark and filled with pain. 
 
    Loneliness gnawed at my soul. 
 
    I found solace in a bottle. 
 
    Music was my only refuge . . . until I met her. 
 
    She was a dark Gothic goddess in thigh-high leather boots. 
 
    She brought light into my life and showed me what it was like to be loved. 
 
    But could she handle the demons that haunted me . . . and the vices that kept them at bay? 
 
      
 
    Rock Star Redemption (Book 4)  
 
    I live life in the fast lane.   
 
    My days and nights are a never-ending party of women, fast cars, and alcohol. 
 
    I’m the one your daddy warned you about. 
 
    I have everything I ever wanted—except Audra Abelman. 
 
    She was always the good girl.   
 
    She was off limits. 
 
    I held out for almost a decade. 
 
    It’s time to set her inner bad girl free.  
 
    I’m Jimmy Wilder, and I’m going to claim the most sought-after girl in the record industry. 
 
      
 
    Punk Rock-A-Bye Baby (Book 5)  
 
    Revisit our original trio and follow up with the evolution of Angel, Tommy & Jessi’s relationship.  Time only makes this trio burn hotter! 
 
    She rocks my world. 
 
    He sets my soul on fire. 
 
    We’ve traveled down a bumpy road, but we’ve finally found the balance. 
 
    It’s time to bring a new little rock star into our lives. 
 
    I’m Tommy Blade, the Prince of Punk Rock, and this is the next chapter in our story. 
 
      
 
    The Stage (Book 6 – an Immortal Angel/Bulletproof crossover novella)  
 
    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. 
 
    Epilogue by Brandon Bullet of Bulletproof. 
 
      
 
    The Roadie (Book 7 – an Immortal Angel/Bulletproof crossover novel) 
 
    “Let’s live the dream. Let’s make the fairy tale come true.” 
 
    This isn’t an angsty, tear-your-heart-out, ugly-cry romance. This is a love story. 
 
    Thirty days on tour with a sexy, bearded and tattooed roadie is exactly what Kira Abelman needs in order to light up her boring life with passion. It’s supposed to be a no-strings-attached good time, but it turns into so much more. She knew their time together had an expiration date, but she isn’t ready to say goodbye. Can Kira finally get her happily ever after and prove that fairy tales do come true? 
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    Praise for The Radical Rock Stars series: 
 
      
 
    “The Prince of Punk is one smoking hot rock and roll fantasy where the boy gets everything he ever wanted - a hot wife, a hot boyfriend and a hot band playing sold out venues.” ~ Kindle Crack Book Reviews 
 
      
 
    “...racy, hot filled with fury...From love to hatred, from peace to turbulence...I could almost see it happening on the big screen.” ~ Adriana LG “L.A.N.G.” 
 
      
 
    “…mesmorising, unputdownable and exhausting - but SO worth it. . .Stunning.”  ~ Wicked Reads Team 
 
      
 
    “Crazy writing and reading at its best...I loved it.”  ~ Wicked Reads Team 
 
      
 
    “This book was just heart wrenching. The emotional roller coaster all of the characters go through was almost more than I could take.”  ~ Jodie’s W.I.N.E. List 
 
      
 
    “Jenna Galicki gives us a scorching hot romance . . . Ms. Galicki doesn’t hold back and gives us the gritty lows as well as the highs.”  ~ Illustrious Illusions 
 
    

  

 
   
    Radical Rock Stars Next Generation 
 
    The progeny of legendary punk rock band Immortal Angel brings you an enemies-to-lovers and friends-to-lovers duet. 
 
      
 
    LUCAS BLADE, Duet Book 1 (Enemies to Lovers) 
 
    He’s the son of guitar legend, Tommy Blade. He’s smart. He’s gorgeous. He’s talented beyond belief. He’s perfect. And he knows it. He’s also giving me the opportunity of a lifetime. He’s trying to teach me his wisdom, but I just want to play music. He’s so damn confident and self-assured it makes me crazy. He’s also breaking through all of my barriers. 
 
      
 
    She’s a spitfire. She’s got a smart mouth and an answer for everything. I’m trying to help her, but she’s fighting me every step of the way. She challenges me, something no one has ever done before. I can’t stand her, but I can’t stop thinking about her, either. 
 
      
 
    Lucas Blade was born into a world of extravagance. 
 
    Sindy Cavanaugh can barely afford to pay for necessities. 
 
    He has a close and loving family who support him. 
 
    She has dysfunctional parents who only call her for money. 
 
    Their backgrounds couldn’t be more different, but music brought them together. 
 
    From the moment they meet, they challenge one another with defiant attitudes and oversized egos, and their constant arguing disrupts rehearsals. They come to realize that the turbulence between them is really only a guise for suppressed passion. With their band about to go mainstream, they need to figure out if they should put their feelings on hold or risk everything they’ve worked toward. 
 
      
 
    MASON WILDER, Duet Book 2 (Friends to Lovers) 
 
    She’s my best friend’s little sister. She’s off limits. She’s Tessa Blade Garcia, a girl who knows what she wants and isn’t afraid to go after it. And now she’s after me. 
 
      
 
    Everything in my life has had a predetermined path. The success of the band had to come first. I’ve put my feelings on hold long enough. The time is finally right. Mason Wilder is America’s most eligible rock star. Now, I’m going to make him mine. 
 
      
 
    I’ve known her since the day she was born, but it’s taken me 22 years to realize how much I love her. Just when everything seems perfect, my world gets turned upside down, and I need to take sides between people I’ve loved and trusted my entire life, and someone I never thought I’d see again. 
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    Jealousy, a stand-alone novel  
 
    Is it possible to love someone of the opposite sex without being in love? Did you ever wonder what it was like to have a soulmate who wasn’t your lover? Find out in Jealousy. Two best friends, a straight woman and a gay man, struggle to find someone to love as much as they love each other.  
 
      
 
    He’s the shoulder she leans on. 
 
    He worships her. 
 
    She shields and protects him. 
 
    He watches over her. 
 
    They’re soul mates for life. 
 
    They’re not lovers; they’re best friends. 
 
    Their struggle to find someone who can handle their intense bond is met with a roller coaster of raw emotion, loyalty, and heartache. 
 
    Follow their journey to find love. 
 
      
 
    In this unique read, the reader gets two separate romances Heather’s (m/f) and Justin’s (m/m) and their friendship, which is the real romance. 
 
      
 
    When Heather Cooper married Peter, she thought that she had finally found someone who could handle the inseparable bond she shares with her gay best friend, Justin Perrotta. It’s only a matter of time, however, before jealousy rears its ugly head and Peter’s true feelings emerge. He starts drinking and his erratic behavior threatens their marriage. 
 
      
 
    Burned by an ex-boyfriend, Justin refuses to open his heart to love again. Wild relationships and one-night stands leave him lonely and unfulfilled, even though he will not admit it. He finds love when he least expects it, but his fear of commitment threatens to ruin the best thing that has ever happened to him. 
 
      
 
    Sample: Jealousy 
 
      
 
    “Feel the soft petals against your skin.”  Tyler’s voice was soft and seductive.  “Clear your head and don’t think of anything except the flower.  Visualize it in your mind.  See the deep blood red pigment of the rose.  See it touching your body.” 
 
    It was surprisingly erotic and made Justin yearn for deeper physical contact.  It was hard to lay still.  His hand searched the bed and slid across the silk sheets until it found Tyler’s thigh. 
 
    “Keep your hands flat on the bed.”  Tyler removed Justin’s hand from his leg.  “Let me touch you.” 
 
    Tyler gently ran the flower across Justin’s chest, down his right arm, then down his left.  The flower traced each finger from the knuckle to its tip.  Next, Tyler slowly glided it down the length of Justin’s legs, one at a time. 
 
    Neither one spoke.  The only sound in the room was Justin’s breath, deepening with each caress of the silky rose against his bare skin.  The flower found its way back to the center of his chest.  It made small circles around his nipples, first clockwise, then counterclockwise.  His nerve endings were standing at attention.  They were over-sensitized and over-stimulated.  His entire body was tingling.  A sweet aroma filled his nostrils and caused him to wrinkle his nose.  It was the flower. 
 
    “That’s it,” Tyler whispered.  “Let your senses experience the pleasures.” 
 
    The rose traveled across Justin’s throat and traced the outline of his collarbone.  It ran down his sternum and slowly outlined each one of his ribs.  Normally it would have tickled, but this flower was magical.  It was a wand filled with delight, bestowing joy and bliss, mingled with rapture. 
 
    All of Justin’s senses were heightened.  They were alive.  It was as if he was using them for the first time.  He not only felt the flower, but he heard it as it glided across his skin.  The sweet scent of the rose grew stronger, or lighter, depending upon its proximity to his nose.  The flower jumped to his ankle, floated over his calf, and lingered on his thigh.  The soft, velvety petals settled in the area where his thigh met his hip.  It felt like a thousand tiny fingers were igniting his flesh with sensations of grandeur.  Then it was gone.  It was no longer touching him.  He yearned for it, and silently begged for its return.  He lusted for the touch of a flower.   
 
      
 
    Praise for Jealousy: 
 
    “I fell head over heels in love with the story and the characters. This is a book that I will read again. The friendship between Heather and Justin is stunningly breathtaking.” – Book Happiness 
 
      
 
    “There were highs and lows, laughter and tears, it was an emotional experience I’m glad I chose to follow through with. There was virtually NO predictability.” – Happily Ever Chapter 
 
      
 
    “The story just jumps right off the page at you. Author has out done herself with this book.” - Amazon Reader 
 
      
 
    “What a wonderful read! I loved it and loved how it ended! Brilliantly done!” – The Book Obsessed Momma 
 
      
 
    “I love a book that sends me on an emotional roller-coaster ride! Anger, frustration, joy, sadness, shock! This book had it all!”  – Amazon Reader  
 
      
 
    “Jenna Galicki perfectly captures what it is to be someone’s soul mate without being their lover. There is such beauty and brutal truth in the relationship depicted between Heather and Justin.” – Amazon Reader  
 
      
 
    “Not only are the characters compelling and vivid, the plot twists, unexpected turns and the sheer velocity of the lives these characters live is breath taking.” – Amazon Reader 
 
      
 
    “Jealousy is a deep story that is fun, sexy, and has just enough twists that when you think you have something figured out, it changes.”  – Illustrious Illusions 
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    The Bulletproof Series - Alpha males; opposites attract; friends to lovers; stand-alone novels; emotional highs and lows; sexy MM rock stars. 
 
      
 
    The Undercover Rock Star (Book 1)  - only 99¢ - also on audio! 
 
    Sometimes life in the spotlight was a heavy weight to bear for Brandon Bullet. He never knew if men were interested in him as a person or just enamored with his rock star status – until he meets Cameron Douglas. It wasn’t often that Brandon shared a connection with someone who wasn’t aware of his notoriety. He’s determined to keep his identity a secret while the two of them get to know each other and before someone blows his cover. 
 
    
Branded, Book 2  
 
    Cam & Brandon’s story continues as these two dominant men adjust to life in the real world. 
 
    Two dominant men – one a worldly rock star, the other a hotshot corporate executive – steam up the pages as they battle their difference in personalities in this opposites-attract, testosterone-charged rock star romance.   
 
    
Bassist With Benefits, Book 3  
 
    Transitioning from bromance to romance isn’t as easy as expected, especially since Alan isn’t ready to share their newfound bond with anyone else. Stress from keeping their relationship a secret turns explosive as these two battle their passion in private.  
 
    
BULLETPROOF, Book 4  
 
    Two wild, out-of-control rock stars. One at the top of his career living the high life and enamored by the glitz and the glam. The other, just starting out and too sensitive for the rough-and-tumble world of a rock star, swallowed up by the pressures of newfound fame. Their lives collide with a series of highs and lows as secret issues of depression and anxiety come to light. They struggle and persevere and find that they’re just what the other needs. 
 
      
 
    Praise for the Bulletproof Series: 
 
    “The fight for dominance was freaking HELLA HOT! I need more Cam and Brandon in my world! ” - Amazon Reader 
 
      
 
    “I was so utterly amazed at the depth of this story and the heartfelt emotions that I had while reading it. I was entranced and I couldn’t stop reading. . .you feel [Derek and Travis’] pain and sadness, their joy and happiness and that is absolutely beautiful writing.” - Amazon Reader 
 
      
 
    “There was an incredible rush and energy in Jeremy and Alan’s story that was mesmorising and hooked me in completely. The chemistry between them was off the charts both on and off the stage. Well worth the read.” - LMB Book Blog 
 
      
 
    “This series is everything. The music, the men, the band, the friendship, the love, it is all amazing and perfect.” - Amazon Reader 
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    Follow up with the Holiday Collection: 
 
      
 
    A Bulletproof Christmas (Volume I) 
 
      
 
    Three sexy stories. One epic wedding. 
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    A Bulletproof New Year (Volume II) 
 
      
 
    Three Tempting Tales 
 
    Two sweet. One salty. 
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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 eyes.   She leaned closer to him, looked straight at him and said, “That was the hottest fuckin’ thing I’ve ever done.” 
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    About the Author 
 
      
 
    Jenna Galicki writes in multiple genres including mm, mmf and mf.  The Prince of Punk Rock (Radical Rock Stars Book 1) was a finalist in the 2015 Bisexual Book Awards. 
 
      
 
    A native New Yorker, she now resides in Southern California.  She’s a Rottweiler enthusiast and an avid music buff.  When she’s not hunched over a computer, you can find her front row at a rock concert. 
 
      
 
    Follow Jenna, she would love to hear from you: 
 
      
 
    www.jennagalicki.com 
 
    Facebook 
 
    Facebook reader group 
 
    Amazon  
 
    Instagram 
 
    BookBub   
 
    Goodreads  
 
    Twitter 
 
    All Author 
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