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When the light turned off in the bathroom, a shiver ran up Lucas' spine. He didn't want to do this. It didn't happen often—the expectation of sex, but it came up at least once a week. His girlfriend had stuck around for 4 years, putting up with his indifference when it came to intimacy. He couldn't understand why Angie kept trying to spice things up in an attempt to coerce some interest. 

He turned onto his side to watch her enter the bedroom. She was gorgeous, she really was. And sweet as the sugar coating on the rim of a White Lady or Sidecar cocktail. Lucas wasn't sure why Angie had stayed with him so long. They were more like semi-platonic best friends or roommates with occasional benefits. Not the loving romantic couple Angie wanted them to be.

In an effort to redeem himself and salvage the only long-term relationship he'd ever had, Lucas had asked Angie to marry him. They'd been engaged for 7 months with no wedding date marked on the calendar. He wasn't sure he could go through with it anyway—marrying Angie.

The uncertainty added to his chronic foul mood. Everything pissed him off. His day job in construction he was forced to go to even though he'd prefer to be playing music for a living. His boss, the asshole. His asinine co-workers whose only thought seemed to be fucking women.

He hated the fact that at the age of thirty-six, he was still in a cover band rather than an originals band. He hated his inability to find time to write his own music. Hated the buskers in downtown Victoria, BC strumming out their own originals and looking like they were having fun doing it. He hated crowds of tourists on the streets. Idiot drivers. Public arguments.

Just people in general.

The list went on and on.

And now Angie wanted to have sex. She was dressed in some sexy purple lingerie she had bought that afternoon. He had helped her pick it out. It did nothing for him.

He ran his hand through his hair.

Maybe I am impotent.

Angie had suggested going to a doctor to find out if his testosterone levels were low. He'd gone along with the idea and been told everything was fine. All should be in good working order.

Now, he was lying there naked, praying to God he could get an erection and keep it. Angie settled between his legs and took his cock into her mouth. She soon had it hard. That part wasn't a problem usually. Sometimes he couldn't get hard no matter what she did. Other times, his mind wandered and he was able to remove himself from the situation and just exist in the tactile world.

Tonight was a wandering night. He closed his eyes and thought about everything he could other than the fact Angie was sucking on his cock. The band. The audience. New song lyrics.

He opened his eyes when Angie released him and shifted. She moved until she was straddling his hips. She rocked back and forth on his hard cock with her pantie-covered pussy, her hands grasping either side of his belly. Rocking and sighing and moaning.

Lucas had to close his eyes again.

He wished he could close his ears.

The sounds and motion did nothing to keep him hard. It was more likely his erection would wane. He needed to stop her before she made him soft.

"Can you get off." Lucas grasped Angie's hips and guided her off. There was only one position he could do this in. He needed to have her on her knees. She knew the drill. She rolled off him and kneeled near the head of the bed. All he could see was her ass. He peeled off her panties as his heart rattled around in his chest. He felt a little panicky. Almost nauseous.

It had to be this way, her facing away from him. He didn't want to see her breasts bouncing to the motion of his thrusts. It was a turn-off. He didn't even want to see her face. If she looked into his eyes, she'd be able to tell in an instant he wasn't into this. That he was doing it for her.

He guided his cock to her vagina and reacquainted his cockhead with it. He so badly wanted to press into the hole above. Angie had only let him do it once and she had hated it. But it had felt so good to him. The perfect tightness and warmth. His cock had remained rock-hard throughout.

Lucas slid into her. She moaned and pushed back against him. He placed his hands on her hips and set a rhythmic pace. It was like keeping time with a drummer. Every thrust took up two beats. Three more and that completed 8 beats—a measure. Then he'd start again counting in 8s.

If he didn't think about what he was doing, he might be able to cum.

I'm so broken.

He pinched his eyes closed and steadied his breathing. When he was a teenager, he could have fucked and cum with anyone—anything. A girl, his fist, a pitted peach—anything. It wasn't until he hit his third year in university that he started having trouble. He reminisced back to that time.

Student party. Incredibly drunk. He'd found himself in a back hallway with a guy who had been eyeing him all night. Lucas had only been in search of the bathroom. The guy had followed him. He never did find out his name. While he waited for the bathroom to be available, the guy approached him. Didn't say a word. Just leaned in and kissed him.

Lucas hadn't pulled away. He'd explored what the guy was offering even cupping the guy's face to keep him in place. The only reason they'd stopped was the bathroom door swung open.

The guy had walked away and he'd never seen him again.

He allowed himself to drift back to that kiss. What it had done to his insides. The guy had been an amazing kisser. It had made him hard then. It made him hard now.

He continued his strokes into Angie and kept that kiss in his mind.

The taste—the feel; chasing every sensation as their tongues tangled.

The heat between them.

The guy's hard cock pressed against his.

His hole clenching with anticipation.

Yearning—aching.

Lucas grunted and spilled into Angie.

That guy had ruined him for every relationship he'd had after that. Nothing intimate had ever felt like that kiss again. Every time he thought about it, he longed for it to happen once more.

Just once—he only needed to experience it again once.

He slipped out of Angie and waited for her to flip over. He lay down beside her and ran his middle finger between her cum-slicked labia. She was already close. It wouldn't take long.

She gasped and sighed beside him, then trembled and convulsed. Despite his aversion, Lucas felt obligated to help her finish. It was the right thing to do. He was her fiancé after all.

Work sucked. But at least they had a gig tonight. It was Friday and the pubs downtown were always looking for live music. The Mike Waters Band was sought after. When they played, the dance floor was packed and well-lubricated with alcohol. They knew how to bring the party.

Lucas arrived an hour before the gig. It would take them a while to set up and do a sound check. The bass player was already there, adjusting his monitor and tuning his guitar.

Lucas stepped up on stage, guitar case and microphone carry bag in hand. He was the lead guitarist and lead vocalist. He had a bit more to figure out. He started with his guitar, plugged it into an amplifier, then positioned his microphone and mic stand, attached a cable to the mic, and plugged it into the mixing board. He took a few minutes, tuned his guitar, and checked his monitor to make sure his sound levels were good for the pub. In addition to his floor monitor, he had in-ear monitors. He only wore one and used it to focus on his voice.

He and the bass player played around and made sure there wasn't any feedback from their monitors. Lucas touched his overdrive pedal a few times to ensure it was in the right place. He didn’t want to be looking for it in the middle of a song.

The two of them were all set and ready to go.

There was always one guy in a band who was late to everything. Their guy was the drummer. He was barely there in time to adjust the drum kit before they ran sound. It was the drummer's band though, so it's not like they could say anything. A friend of theirs from another band popped in and offered to set up their sound levels. It was a relief not having to do it himself.

Leaping on and off the stage. Adjusting volumes. Trading off the soundboard tablet with the bass player. Hoping to hell his own sound was good everywhere in the pub. It was better if someone else with more experience did it but not all pubs had their own sound techs.

This very popular pub right downtown on Government Street did not. It wasn't the best place to be on a Friday night but it paid well enough. Being a 3-piece band meant they'd each walk away with two hundred dollars in their pockets. Three nights a week of that and it was decent money.

Just not enough to make it his solitary income.

Once they were set, the girls all showed up. The drummer, Mike was married. So was the bass guitarist, Samuel. Lucas' Angie filled out the trio of groupies. At least once a week, they'd come to a show. The three women had become good friends with each other over the years.

Angie approached the stage. Lucas leaned down and kissed her. In public, they made a good show of it, looking like they were in love. Behind closed doors, they rarely touched each other.

The band began the sound check.

Lucas stepped up to his microphone. "Check. Check. Testing. Testing." A few song lyrics.

Thumbs up from their friend. "Samuel. Your mic."

Samuel sang a short chorus. Mike's mic was next.

"Just going to do a quick sound check," Lucas said to the audience and then they played the first half of one of their popular songs. They got a spattering of clapping.

They all hopped off the stage. They still had 15 minutes until they had to start. Enough time to down a beer and order another. Once it was time to start, Lucas brought his second beer up on stage with him and set it on the floor next to his all-important fan. The lights could get hot.

He adjusted his tablet on the mic stand. It had their suggested set lists on it and the words to each song in case he had a brain fart and forgot the lyrics. Never happened but he felt better having them there. He didn't always stick to the set list. He often gauged what they were going to play next on the crowd. Were they paying attention? Were there people on the dance floor?

"Hey, we're about to get started," Mike said to the audience through his microphone.

"We're The Mike Waters Band," Lucas continued. "And we're going to play you some rock classics tonight." He pointed at an empty, plastic water pitcher at the front of the stage. Their glass tip jar had been lost between gigs somehow. "And we have a tip jar if you're feeling generous." It didn't often amount to much. They usually walked away with ten dollars each.

The first set consisted of fourteen songs. Some people in the pub were barely listening. Never looked toward the stage; instead, they continued their conversations with people at their table.

Then there were the people who sat and listened and clapped after each song. And lastly, there was the enthusiastic crowd. Singing and dancing to the music. The third crowd gave them energy. Made all the practices worth it. The band schedule took up three to four evenings of Lucas' week.

It was a commitment. But they all loved playing music. Performing was infinitely better than being a weekend basement band just playing for their own enjoyment.

Lucas loved being on stage. Loved being the center of attention as the lead singer. All his annoyance with the world melted away. That version of Lucas on the stage was unrecognizable. His singing was full of emotion and he bantered with the band and joked with the audience.

He was never happier than when he was performing.

Lucas had a surprise for the band tonight. During the third set, a saxophone player jumped on stage and joined them for a few songs. The audience ate it up. Cheering and whistling. He'd found the guy through another band he knew, a friend of theirs only in town for a few days. He was well worth the fifty dollars Lucas would be paying him out of his own pocket.

By the time they finished for the night, Lucas was six beers in. It was 12:30. There were places to go to drink until 2 am. They packed up quickly, stored their gear in Mike's minivan, and went in search of some entertainment. They had an hour to get completely wasted.

Lucas liked drinking way too much on gig nights. Alcohol and seeing him on stage made Angie horny but by his being too drunk, he had a ready-made excuse.

Too drunk.

Too stressed out.

Too tired.

He'd used them all. They wandered into Deckers Pub at the bottom of the square. Loud music was pumping through the speakers. The dance floor was packed. The space around the tables was packed. They found a small place to stand near the bar. It made the acquisition of alcohol easier.

Angie hauled on Lucas' arm. "Let's dance."

He was too drunk to resist her insistence. He let himself be pulled onto the dancefloor. The beats were easy to follow. He usually wasn't into pop music but moving his body to it felt good. He stepped aside as a tall muscular guy angled his way through the crowd and jumped on stage to make sure the band that had been playing earlier in the night had stored everything correctly. Some bands were better than others at cleaning up after themselves.

Deckers had a dedicated sound person who also took care of the stage. Lucas liked playing there. It felt more professional. The Mike Waters Band was popular so they were hired to play there at least twice a month. They paid more than the other pubs as well. An extra $200.

And they paid in cash.

Angie wrapped her arms around Lucas' neck as a slower song came on. She tried to kiss him, but his attention was on the sound guy. He'd only seen the back of him so far, but his ass was tight and high; his legs long, And his hair a deep chocolate brown. Every once in a while he caught a glimpse of facial hair and black-rimmed glasses in his profile.

"What are you looking at?" Angie asked,

"Nothing," Lucas lied. "Just thought I knew that guy."

When the guy leaped off the stage, Lucas was able to get a good look at him. His heart stuttered a little. He was stunning. Gorgeous. All the good words rolled into one. The wide, natural smile the guy had on his face as he passed through the crowd drew all sorts of emotions out that had been buried for a long time. Lucas' stomach twisted as the guy headed toward the back of the pub.

Lucas grasped Angie's shoulders. "Be back in a minute."

He wasn't sure what possessed him but he needed to talk to the guy. Lucas found him at the back of the bar tucking away the soundboard tablet.

"Time to head out?" Lucas shouted at him above the loud music.

The guy nodded. "Yeah. Long day." He raised his head. Behind his glasses, his hazel brown eyes surrounded by thick dark lashes blinked at Lucas and nearly dropped him. Up close, the guy was even more devastating to look at. He could feel a runaway, rapid pulse pound in his throat.

Fighting to recover, the guy's lips caught Lucas' attention as he flashed a smile at him. Pink and smooth as though they were specifically designed for joy. The smile made the corners of his eyes crinkle in a lovable way that felt like he'd known the guy all his life. In reality, he'd never seen him before. That was unusual. He'd thought he knew everybody.

He leaned forward and shouted.

"You new to the scene?"

"Just moved here two weeks ago!"

"From where?"

"Ottawa!"

"Ew! You'll find the weather here more agreeable!"

"One of the reasons I moved here!"

"You chose well!" Lucas scrolled through his mind looking for more questions he could ask. He wanted to get to know this guy. He was intrigued by him. "Do you do sound anywhere else?"

"This is the first job I've picked up so far but the guy who runs the sound here has promised to get me into a few more places!"

Lucas nodded. "Good! It's all about who you know in this town!"

"I've figured that out! It's a smaller scene than Ottawa! Tighter knit by the looks of it!"

"Everybody knows almost everybody! Or they've heard of you!"

The guy held out his hand. "In that case, I'm Nick!"

Lucas prepared himself to touch Nick's skin. He shook his hand as firmly as he dared. A shower of little sparks shot straight up his arm. "I'm Lucas! Lead singer of The Mike Waters Band!"

"You played up at the top of the square tonight!"

"That was us!"

"I caught half of your first set! Pretty sweet!"

"Thanks!"

"You do it full-time?"

"I wish!"

A song came on that shook the floor with thunderous sound. Lucas recognized it from the radio station Angie insisted on listening to.

"Pretty hard to do!" Nick shouted.

"What?" He hadn't heard Nick above the music.

Nick leaned closer to Lucas' ear. His warm breath rolled across Lucas' cheek.

"Pretty hard to do!" he repeated.

The two words, "Pretty hard," were all that stuck in his head. Nick's breath tickled his jawline. Nick was waiting for an answer, but Lucas' cock had stirred. He was busy trying to figure that out.

He was too drunk to get an erection.

"Lucas?" Nick shouted.

Lucas brought himself back. "Sorry. I've had too much to drink!"

"You need a ride home?"

If he'd been alone, he would have jumped at it. A ride with Nick. They could talk more. Share what bands they were interested in. Have a few moments of silence with him.
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