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Did that really just fucking happen? I didn’t know whether to ask someone to pinch me and wake me from this dream or leave me alone to bask in my fantasy. The one person I’d longed for, for as long as I could even remember had said he wants to be with me? After all these years? Falling in love with your best friend wasn’t all rainbows and lollipops. Especially not when their heart didn’t want yours in return. I’d waited in the shadows, not always patiently, but I waited. Waited for him to find me. And now you’re telling me he finally sees me as I’d always seen him?

Standing there, looking around at the smiling faces of our friends and family as they congratulated us. For what? I wasn’t so sure. I wanted to believe it was true, that Joey’s heart was really mine. But we needed to have a serious convo before I’d buy into it. My heart wouldn’t survive losing him again.

I wasn’t sure what the look on my face conveyed. Happiness? Shock? Confusion? Possibly all three. Glancing over at my mother, I saw nothing but elation on her beautiful face. All the late nights we’d spent talking about this, I’d resigned to it never happening, not even being a remote possibility. Yet here I stood, hand in hand with the man I fell in love with before I even understood what love was. It was so surreal.

My heart wanted to believe he meant it when he uttered the three words I’d longed to hear, I love you.

“Boys,” my internal melee was interrupted by Sal’s booming voice, “you embark upon your new journey shortly. But we set up a quick buffet for you and your families to enjoy in one of the suites. I hate to cut this short, but you need to be on the bus in an hour.”

Still silent, so not the norm for me, but I was afraid of how my voice would sound if I tried to use it right then.

Joey nudged my shoulder. “You okay, Stoli?” he whispered, although whispering wasn’t his strong suit and he was usually still heard by all.

My head managed a simple nod.

“Let’s go eat with our family. We’ll talk more on the bus,” he suggested. The uncertainty on his face alerted me to the fact that he was just as scared and confused as I was. How well that would bode for both of us, well, only time would tell.

“’Kay.”

He squeezed my hand in his before he reluctantly let go only to place his palm against the small of my back, guiding me further into the room and toward our guests.

Must snap out of this…

“Ricky, can I talk to you for a minute?” my mom asked, but smiled at Joey, letting him know everything was all right. The group had wandered ahead to the suite under Sal’s insistent guidance, leaving my mom and me behind.

“Ricky,” she cupped my cheek in the palm of her hand, her tiny face gazing up at me, “I thought you’d be happier about this. But you look scared to death.” A small, strained smile crossed her angelic face.

“I want to believe it’s true, Mom, trust me I do. But after all these years he professes his love for me in front of the powers that be and a huge ass audience. How can I not help but find it hard to swallow?” More than anything, the naïve child in me needed my mom to have the answers. But the educated adult in me knew there was no way she could.

“I know, baby, I know. But if you’d seen his face onstage as he sang the lyrics to Time To Move On, you’d feel otherwise. When he realized it was about him, it was like something smacked him upside the head and time stood still. Then when he looked down at you, it all hit home for him. Brett, Joe and I had tears in our eyes. But you and Joey need to work this out – together and in a way that works for the two of you. You know we love you both and will stand by your sides no matter what choices you make.”

“Thanks, Mom.” We hugged before joining the others inside the suite.

Walking in, my eyes immediately locked on Joey’s. He looked fearful, sad even. I smiled, at least I’d hoped it came across that way as opposed to a grimace. I didn’t want to worry him. Right now, our time with our families was limited and we needed to enjoy it as best we could. We only had a couple of breaks during the next eighteen months while we were out on the road, so we’d be going for long stretches between trips home. I wished I could’ve seen my little brother Brandon tonight, but I’d video chat him as often as our schedules would allow.

Trapped inside my own head yet once again, the hair on my neck prickled and when I scanned the faces in the crowd, I found all eyes were on me as I was still standing in the doorway having never entered the room.

“You okay?” Joe’s deep voice right beside me startled me, as I’d not heard him walk up.

“Yes sir, sorry.”

“No need to apologize, Ricky. It’s been a hell of a night for you. But I think my boy is stressing out too.” He lifted his chin in Joey’s direction.

“Sorry, it’s just a lot to take in.” I nervously ran my fingers through my hair and sighed.

He clapped my shoulder. “Understood,” he said before walking over to fill up his plate.

Joey was standing off to the side, picking at whatever it was he had on his plate. Time to man up, I thought while walking toward him.

“Hey,” I started, wiping my sweaty palms off on the front of my jeans.

“Hey,” he returned, poking at a cherry tomato with his fork. “Are we okay, Stoli?” He glanced up at me.

“We will be.” Come on Stoli, get it together.

“Promise?” His eyes pleaded with mine.

“Yeah, I promise.” I risked placing my hand on his side, still unsure what the boundaries were but did it anyways. Seeking the closeness between us that I craved, my thumb traced a circular pattern against his hip bone while gauging his reaction to my touch. Thankfully, it was met with acceptance in return. I suppose I’m going to be nervous, even fearful for a while every time I touch him. At least until all of this finally sinks in or blows up in my face.

He leaned over, touching his lips to the skin beneath my ear. “I meant what I said, Stoli.” 

It was as though he were inside my head, reading my thoughts. “We’ll talk more on the bus, okay?” I asked, not wanting to get too far ahead of ourselves.

He agreed, but the uncertainty crossing his face led me to draw him into my arms. His free arm wrapped tightly around me. As he leaned in, I spoke so only he could hear, “It will be okay, I promise.” I kissed his neck, and he shivered. To know that I was the one who drew that reaction from him, made me happier than I’d been all night.

When we broke apart, I braved the waters, pressing my lips to his for a quick kiss. “I’m gonna get some food and then we should mingle.” 

He nodded in agreement before we released one another.

As if he were being summoned, Sal magically re-appeared. “Thirty minutes, boys,” he announced to the group. 

Thank you, Big Ben.

After stuffing my plate full, I walked over to talk with Mom and Brett and spotted Joe Sr. making his way toward Joey. My eyes seemed to have trouble diverting from him. Maybe it had always been that way, but I was just now noticing it.

“How’s Brandon feeling?” I asked, taking a taste of the pasta salad on my plate. Not sure what the ingredients in it were, but it tasted damn good, so I shoved a huge bite in.

“Pace yourself, son,” Brett laughed, but Mom just shook her head having lived with my less than stellar eating habits for as long as she had. The feeling I got every time Brett called me son was beyond words. He was the only real father figure I’d ever had. Uncle John did a great job filling in, but as far as a step parent went I couldn’t ask for better. It made it much easier to be on the road for as long as we’d be knowing he’d be there for my mom and brother. 

“Brandon’s fever finally broke so Grandma is watching him for tonight. She said to give you a big hug and tell you how proud she is and that she loves you,” Mom told me. 

I loved my grandmother dearly and to hear her express that sentiment meant a lot. “Tell her I love her too,” I mumbled through another mouthful.

“Some things will never change,” she grumbled.

“Is it cool if I video call Brandon tomorrow? I’m gonna miss the little guy.”

“Of course it is, just don’t call when you know it’s his bedtime. He idolizes his big brother and is going to go crazy not seeing you or Joey,” Brett told me.

“Hey guys,” Easton shouted over the voices filling the crowded room, “we have to leave in a few minutes, but I’d like to get some pictures of you with your families.”

We lined up for a group shot first. Joey and I, as usual due to our heights, were in the back row with Diamond, Brett and Joe. Poor Mickey and his parents were stuck in the front row with my mom and Mickey’s younger sister Julia. I hated that Diamond’s family wasn’t here to show their support, but given the circumstances of how they parted ways, it was probably best for him that they weren’t around. I’ll never understand how anyone could treat their kids as badly as they’d treated him.

Joey and I slid our arms around each other’s waists as we’d done a million times before for photos, but this time it felt different.

Diamond reached around, smacking Joey in the back of the head. “Ouch! Fuck dude, what was that for?” he whined.

“Language, Joseph,” my mom scolded Joey, causing everyone to crack up.

“You got busted, dude,” Diamond teased him. 

He loved to torment Joey. They’d more or less become brothers now that they lived together. I supposed after we got back from this tour, we each should look at getting our own places and turn into real functioning adults. Ha, like that would ever happen, but it was time to get our own places for sure.

Easton snapped what felt like his hundredth photo when Sal shut it down telling us it was time to say goodbye. After tons of hugs and both moms had been reduced to tears, we loaded up the bus and headed out on our eighteen month US tour. First stop, the McDonald Theatre in Eugene, Oregon. 

Once we were on the road, Easton made his first attempt at conducting a team pep-talk, “All right, guys, is everyone ready for this?” Poor guy was met with nothing but blank stares.

Sal wanted to rent a new bus for us, but the four of us politely declined his offer. Betsy held a piece of each of us within her walls due to the amount of labor and money we’d each invested in her rehab. He warned that the bigger our band’s following got, the more we’d need to consider better traveling options. I told him we’d cross that bridge when we reached it. With this tour, we’d net our biggest profits to date, and we were steadily working on upgrading our equipment first. Some of which our road team were picking up for us along the way. We’d be doing quite a few longer sound checks before shows to get the new pieces tuned to where we’d need them, but it would be more than worth the extra effort.

My guitar collection was growing nicely, but whenever a song called for an acoustic, I always deferred to my first – the one Brett gave me. She was old, but reliable and worth more to me sentimentally than any pristine new piece ever could be.

Brett mentioned once that I should consider replacing the old girl, but I told him she’d have to die in my arms first for that to happen. His eyes glazed over when I said that to him. The smile on his face let me know the feeling was reciprocated. My mom did good when she found him, and I counted my blessings every day that we were lucky to have him in our lives. Not just for my mom, Brandon and me, but for my band brothers as well. Without Brett’s help, we may not have come as far as we had.

The cheers of my band brothers shook me from my day dream and I’d missed what had been said. I could only assume it was something good since they were smiling. Glancing from face to face, I decided to reel it back in. “All right, guys, hands in,” I said, breaking into our band chant.

“Brothers,” I began.

To Diamond. “Till.”

Then Mickey. “The.”

And lastly Joey. “End.” As the hands released, we turned our attention back to Easton.

“We have a short drive to our first stop, but since we left late we’ll sleep on the bus tonight. Sound check isn’t until three for us tomorrow afternoon. Dad booked the band that opened for you guys tonight, Better Off Dead, for the tour as your opening act. Did any of you happen to catch their show?” Easton asked us.

None of us had, we were dealing with the shit storm Joey’s mom brought on by showing up at the concert. Fuck, I wanted to kill that woman. She put him and his dad through hell the first time around, and I had no clue what she was thinking by trying to pull this crap again.

“Well, I’ll be overseeing both bands for this tour, so I’ll try to divide my time evenly. They have some rented Winnebago they’re traveling in which I hope like hell I won’t need to sleep in. But I trust you guys and hope you can be the big brothers, so to speak, on the tour.” He eyed us questioningly.

“No problem, East, it’s all good,” I assured him. “Do what you have to do and let us know how we can help. We can sic Diamond on them if you need us to?” 

Everyone laughed, but Easton blushed when he looked at Diamond. Seemed someone had a little crush on the token straight guy.

Diamond cracked his knuckles and flexed his biceps. “Come get me if they give you any shit, East.” He winked at him. 

Easton’s face flushed several shades of red before settling on burgundy. Clearing his throat, he tried to speak albeit a bit shakily, “Um, okay, guys, thanks. I’ve got some work to do.” He picked up his laptop and spread out on the couch with the table in front of it. 

Diamond and Mickey took the other one, grabbing the Xbox controllers and booting the console up.

“Come on,” I nudged Joey’s shoulder, nodding toward the back of the bus where our bunks were. He got the hint and followed me. When we reached his bunk, I pulled back the curtains and motioned for him to get inside. As soon as we were both seated, I closed it. While closing the curtain wouldn’t give us the privacy we needed as far as being overheard, and whispering wasn’t Joey’s forte, it would at least block us from prying eyes.

“Sorry for putting you on the spot,” he apologized while toying with the fraying edge of his comforter.

“I wouldn’t say that. It was more like you shocked the hell out of me.” I took his hands in mine, needing the physical contact with him for this conversation.

“I mean, did I read things wrong?” he asked me. 

I hated that he was questioning himself. “No, you read them right,” I sighed, “but it’s a lot to take in after all these years. When it comes to you, Joey, it’s all or nothing for me. And my heart can’t take being broken by you again.”

“What do you mean?” He looked up, making eye contact for the first time since we sat down.

“Ugh.” I toyed with my dad’s dog tags. Putting my heart out there wasn’t easy for me, but I knew I needed to do it in order for him to fully understand where I was coming from. “It’s like this, I found my true love, soul mate if you will, whatever stupid label you want to put on it when I was five. For twelve years I thought he felt same way. That is, until some stupid, hot, little piece of ass came prancing along and took him away from me. Broke my fucking heart, Joey. I can’t lose you again without losing me in the process. So either we go all in for this – whatever this is, or we stay friends and walk away from the whole possible boyfriend scene. But you need to tell me now before I get my hopes up.”

“Boyfriends?” He smirked, tossing me a crooked grin with that fucking dimple that I loved making its appearance.

“You and that God damned dimple will be the death of me,” I joked, trying to lighten the mood.

“I have a dimple?” He smacked the wrong side of his face in mock surprise.

“Yeah, but it’s on the other side, Einstein.”

“Stoli,” he reached over, touching the side of my face lightly with his fingertips, “I love you, I really do.”

“I know, you’ve reminded me numerous times over the years that you love me like a brother.” My greatest fear was that was how his declaration was meant now as well.

“Ugh, no. Let me try this again.” He guided my head with his fingertips, turning it to face him. “Stoli, I’m in love with you. I’m all in. There’s no one else for me. I can’t go back to being just friends with you. You are and forever will be my best friend, but I want us to be more. Tell me you want the same thing?”

Speaking past the lump in my throat, I swallowed before managing an, “I do.” Famous last words.

“So, we’re gonna give this a shot? This boyfriend thing?” he clarified, gesturing between the two of us.

“Ha, yes, this boyfriend thing. My first friend, my first and hopefully last boyfriend,” I added before leaning in to kiss said boyfriend. Who from now on, I’d be able to kiss whenever I wanted to.

“Your first boyfriend?” he questioned me.

“Yes, Joey, you’re my first boyfriend.”

“But I’ve seen you with other guys, what did you consider them?”

“A bunch of anger bangs. What did you think they were? You never saw any of them twice did you?” Not sure where he was going with this, but it was clear he’d seen something that wasn’t there.

“Why are they anger bangs?” he prodded.

“Because they weren’t you, dumbass. They fulfilled a need. They weren’t who I wanted.” I was desperately trying not to get angry, but Joey’s sense of self-worth was shit and I was sure that stemmed back to his mother walking away from him. Shit, my calling him dumbass probably doesn’t help with that either.

“Come on, boyfriend, let’s listen to some tunes.” He pulled out his earbuds and handed me one. We laid side by side, enjoying one of our favorite pastimes. Only this time we got to share kisses from time to time as well. We listened to music until the weight of the emotional day pulled us under, consuming us both.








  
  
Chapter Two






[image: image-placeholder]

Road trip day one - Eugene, Oregon




Waking up with our limbs intertwined, even with the weight of Joey lying half on me, I felt like I could finally breathe. I’d been walking on eggshells for so damn long around him, that I’d forgotten how good it felt to feel alive again.

“Good morning.” I brushed his hair aside, pressing my lips to his forehead.

“Morning.” He opened his eyes, wiping the sleep from them with the backside of his fists. He was the only person I’d ever seen wipe at their eyes that way.

“How’d you sleep?” I asked.

“Better than I have in a long time. You?”

“Same.” I leaned in for a morning kiss, pausing just before making contact. “Is this okay?”

“As long as you don’t mind morning breath it is.” He lifted his head, meeting me halfway.

God, how I’ve longed for this. Waking with him in my arms. Fuck, I wanted to bury my cock so deep in his tight ass, but I didn’t want to rush things. He meant more to me than a hook-up.

The historic building that housed the McDonald Theater in downtown Eugene was a smaller venue than playing at the Tacoma Dome, by a long shot. Not sure what Sal had envisioned with this booking, but I was certain he had his reasons for it. Plus, playing in a smaller setting would allow for a more intimate interaction with our fans. When you sat and thought about the history that was held within the vintage walls, it blew your mind. If only the walls could talk, they’d have us enthralled for hours on end with their stories.

Exiting the bus, we emerged into a rare, but sunny day in the Pacific Northwest which was both a blessing and a curse. Blessing because the sun was shining, but a curse because I’d left my damn sunglasses in my bunk.

“You good, Stoli?” Mickey hollered as I jogged back inside the bus.

“Yeah, I forgot my shades. Be right out.” I snagged them before heading to where the guys stood nearby waiting. “Ah, much better,” I said, sliding them on.

Joey stood off to the side, hands fisted inside his front pockets. Clearly still unsure how to act around me, which was something I needed to remedy ASAP.

“Hey—” I walked up, pulling him to me by his belt loop so we were chest to chest. “We’re good, Joey. I’m yours and in case you can’t tell,” I took his lips in mine, “PDA with you isn’t an issue for me, so do whatever you feel comfortable doing.” I ran my thumb along his jawline before turning to face the cat calls coming from the crew behind us and flipped them off.

Joey slid his hand in mine, and we walked over to the crowd. The guys in Better Off Dead had just surfaced from their Winnebago.

“So, no more sulking, Stoli?” Mickey teased.

“Fuck you,” I laughed, turning to the guys from BOD. “Long ride?” They looked like hell as they rolled out.

“I’m Jamie,” the slender, blond standing in front of the other three said. “Dex here,” he gestured to the guy with the blue mohawk standing beside him, “got a wild hair up his ass to play adult I Spy while Sean and Noel took turns driving,” Jamie said while trying to block the sun from his eyes with his hands. Sean and Noel, both of which looked like they weren’t old enough to have a driver’s licenses gave us a half wave – salute from where they stood.

“Adult I Spy?” Diamond asked, eyeing them as though they were insane.

“Every time you couldn’t figure out what the fuck he was spying,” he finger quoted the word spying as he spoke it, “you had to take a shot of some gut rot vodka he picked up at a mini mart. Mind you, neither Sean nor Noel can drive worth a shit. That mixed with too many shots later while the bus jerked back and forth had me running for the toilet which fucking Dex hadn’t cleaned yet. That disgusting mess only forced me to vomit everything I’d eaten for the past ten years. Now the stupid fucker has double bathroom duty.” He laughed.

“Fuck, I forgot about that. Do you guys have a hose by any chance?” Dex asked us.

“Highly doubtful, ask our bus driver Rob,” I told him, and he headed over to where Rob was standing. “Is this your band’s first road tour?”

“This big, yes. But we’ve done some west coast bar gigs before, though,” Sean said, brushing his disheveled jet black hair to the side.

“Nice to meet you guys,” I said, firmly shaking each hand in turn. “I’m Stoli, this is Joey, Diamond and Mickey.” I pointed to each of my band brothers in turn.

“Looks like I’m riding with the grade school field trip in the Winnebago tonight,” Easton announced. 

I didn’t notice him standing off to the side until he’d spoken. Poor guy was in for one hell of a trip if he had to ride with them.

While Dex took care of his bathroom duties, the rest of us headed inside to get the scoop for the night from the venue manager. Our merch had been sent ahead of us by Sal and set up in their shop. We were now at the stage in our career where we no longer sold our own shit which was kinda cool. We still got to do meet and greets with the fans, which in our opinion was one of the best parts of each show. 

When we got to the dressing rooms, I decided to call my little bro and see how he was feeling. “Hey, Mom, how’s Brando feeling?” 

She cringed at my nickname for him. “He’s doing better. He’s right here hold on.” She positioned the phone so I could see him better.

“Hey Brando, how are you feeling?” I asked, noting his little cheeks were still pinked from having a fever.

“Ricky!” he yelled, throwing his arms in the air which made me laugh.

“I miss you, buddy.”

“I sick,” he pouted in his cutest baby voice.

“I know, I’m sorry, but Mom will take good care of you,” I assured him.

“JoJo!” he hollered.

I turned finding Joey leaning over behind me. “I’m here, bud. How are you feeling?” Joey asked him.

“I sick, JoJo.” 

His nickname for Joey got me every time. This kid had me wrapped around his little finger and I think he knew it.

“I’m sorry, Brando, I wish I could make you feel better,” Joey pouted back at him.

“JoJo, you and Ricky come play cars with me?” He perked up, opening his eyes wide. 

Joey and I had so much fun setting up our race tracks for him to play with before we left. He seemed to enjoy them as much as we did when we were kids.

“I’m sorry, bud, we aren’t home. But we wanted to call and check on you. I miss you,” I told him, attempting my own version of a pouty voice while Joey wrapped his arms around my chest.

“JoJo misses you too,” Joey added.

Someone knocked on the door. “BOD’s taking the stage guys,” they hollered from the other side of it. We’d told them to notify us beforehand, so we could catch their set tonight. The control freak in me needed to see what to expect for the tour.

“We’ve gotta go, Brando. Love you, bud.”

“Love you, Brand,” Joey told him.

“Love you too,” Brandon said while excitedly waving his hand at the phone.

After I hung up, I leaned back with my face up to Joey. “That damn kid owns me I swear.” 

“I’m right there with you.” He bent, kissing me.

“Let’s go, lovebirds,” Mickey chided.

The four of us headed out and were pleasantly surprised by what we saw. The guys from BOD may act like giant children off the stage, but on it they rocked the shit.

We did our pre-set chant and headed toward the stage, exchanging hi-fives with the guys from BOD as they exited from behind the curtain.

Mid-set, when it was time to play Time To Move On, Joey took the mic while I grabbed my acoustic and the stool I’d requested earlier to sit on while I played.

Chuckling to himself, Joey spoke to the crowd, “You know, I don’t claim to be a Harvard genius, hell some days I’m lucky I can walk and chew gum at the same time. But until last night, I hadn’t fully understood the meaning behind the lyrics of this next song.” 

The crowd clapped, some whistled and Joey laughed again. 

“My lifelong friend here beside me, waited patiently for my dumb ass to realize what was going on. All the time I wasted.” He looked down toward the stage floor, shaking his head. “This song should be renamed Wake-up Call, since that’s what it was for me.” He glanced my way. 

I winked. Much to my surprise, he kissed me and the cat calls that overshadowed the handful of complaints from the crowd mirrored the blissed-out look on my face. 

Turning back to the fans, he announced our next number, “Here is, Time To Move On.”

When I wrote this song, I never thought for a second that I had a chance with Joey. I was turning into a pissy son of a bitch and needed to get over him and move on. Now I saw the lyrics in a different light. No longer filled with the pain of longing for what might never be. It’s the song that ended up bringing us together. When we perform it, it’s our moment in the spotlight to shine as a couple. And until he kissed me in front of the packed house tonight, no one outside of our band family knew that. But soon the world would come to know it as our song.

We finished up late, taking a bow at the front of center stage before I threw out a couple of picks and Diamond tossed a set of drumsticks into the crowd. Tonight, we played to a much smaller, but just as rowdy crowd and I had to say it would go down in the band tour log books as one of my favorite shows and venues that we’d ever played.

They didn’t have showers on site for us to use, so we sprinted to the bus yelling “dibs” as Diamond shoulder checked his way through us like he was defending a goal on the ice, before running onto the bus and locking himself in the tiny bathroom we had. Rob laughed, “Don’t worry, guys, Sal booked us a spot at KOA two hours down the road with water hookups and community showers. We’ll camp there for the night and you can shower then if you can wait that long.” He shifted the bus into drive and headed out of the lot. Arriving in the dead of night would allow us some anonymity from the public eye at least.

Joey and I plopped down on the couch, opting to play GTO as Diamond and Mickey traded places in the bathroom. I was positive they were draining the small water tank, so waiting was a no brainer for me.

After pulling into our spot, Rob went to check us in while Joey and I changed into gym shorts and flip flops. We grabbed our towels and toiletry bags and headed straight for the community showers.

“Don’t do anything I wouldn’t do,” Diamond hollered as we exited the bus.

“That doesn’t leave much does it?” I asked Joey.

He snickered, “No and since neither of us has a vagina, I’m not sure where he was headed with that.”

Approaching the showers, I wanted to ask him to shower with me, but wasn’t sure how to approach the subject. I reached for the door knob to the first one I came to and stopped.

“Wanna share?” Joey suggested.

I met his eyes, even in the dim yellowed campground lighting I could see the pink tinge in his cheeks. He was just as unsure as I was. I nodded and pulled the door open for him to enter ahead of me. He reached over, turning the timer on the wall which activated the lights as we gazed around, taking in our surroundings. The entire stall was tiled floor to ceiling with a skylight overhead. There was a single shower head, toilet, sink, and mirror. We hung our towels up on the wall hooks before staring at each other, wondering who was going to make the first move. I locked my thumbs in the waistband, gearing up to pull my shorts down while Joey turned the shower on, allowing the water to heat up.

How many times over the years had I seen his bare chest? His slender muscles, the way his ink flowed over his left peck, up onto his shoulder, before weaving down his back and stopping at his waist. I had the colorful variations in his full sleeve memorized. I remember every tattoo he got, having been by his side or on the table next to him getting my own work done each time. How many times had I wished I could run my tongue along them, outlining each one? Licking my way down his spine, between his cheeks, seeking that which I desired most. To enter him. Make him mine. I’d never rimmed anyone before, never wanted to and now I could think of nothing more than my desire to do so to Joey.

He turned, facing me. We eyed one another curiously as we moved to take our shorts off at the same time. Uncertainty flooded me, only to be replaced with desire as I drew his naked body against mine. Our rapidly hardening cocks came together. Feeling the naked flesh of my best friend against me as we now crossed the line to lovers was beyond words. That realization jolted my core, and I flinched.

“What’s wrong?” Joey asked, moving back and covering his private area with his hands preparing for a rejection that wasn’t coming.

“I’ve waited so long for this, I’m just finding it hard to believe that it’s finally happening.” I licked my lips before once again pulling him to me, consuming his mouth with mine. His lips parted, my tongue wasted no time before diving inside and seeking his. Gripping the back of his head possessively, I took control fearing he’d disappear right before my eyes if I let him go.

His hand snaked between us, wrapping around both our shafts and lightly stroking from base to tip. I wrenched back, drawing in a breath between my teeth as I looked down. Seeing our cocks together in his fist forced shudders through me. Between the fact that I was in such a sensual setting with Joey, and that I hadn’t hooked up with anyone in more than three months, I was nearing the edge faster than I wanted to. Mesmerized, I watched our heads darken on each upstroke. He added a twist, before gliding his hand back down. After several strokes, the release building in the base of my spine was refusing to be held back any longer.

“Joey,” I panted.

“I know,” he mumbled, pressing his lips to mine and sucking my tongue in tune with his ministrations. 

With his hand and mouth fucking me in unison, there was no holding back. I thrust up into his hand, once, twice before I couldn’t take it anymore. My come coated his hand and I felt his cock throb before his release spilled over, mixing with mine.

I braced my hand against the wall, steadying myself. My knees were weak, my heart was racing, and my head was flooded with the fresh memories of our encounter.

Joey reached into the shower, rinsing off his hand before grabbing me and pulling me under the water with him. 

I’d never been an open, emotional man. I wasn’t one to share my feelings. But right then, my emotions were all over the damn place. Me, the man who was always in charge, always certain of my decisions was now reduced to a head over heels in love sappy lump. A simple act of frotting had now become the most memorable sexual encounter I’d had to date. I’m not sure if that was a good thing or just plain old sad.

“Hey,” Joey paused, staring at me with soap in hand.

“I love you,” I blurted out, somewhat unconsciously.

“Okay, wasn’t where I was headed, but I love you too.” He kissed me. “Turn around and let me wash your back before we run out of hot water.”

Just as we finished drying off, the timer shut off, turning the lights off on us. We walked out into the dark of night and on to an extremely quiet bus. Looked like Easton kept his word and was hanging with the Winnebago gang since I didn’t see him in his usual spot on the couch. He wasn’t gonna be a happy camper tomorrow, which made me thankful it was going to be a full day of travel.

I didn’t so much as finish that thought when Diamond came storming out from the bunk area as we stepped further into the bus. “Easton needs our help. The newbies are at it again.” Joey and I dropped our stuff as Mickey emerged from the back and the four of us headed over to the slip BOD had for the night. We heard the music blaring before we even rounded the corner.

“Fuck, they’re gonna get us kicked out of here,” Joey said.

Bang, bang, bang, Diamond pounded on their door so hard the siding vibrated. An extremely frazzled Easton emerged. “Thank you.” The poor guy looked like he was nearing a total meltdown.

“What the fuck is going on in here?” Diamond yelled, and they froze. 

The rest of us entered behind him, striking the most threatening poses we could. Arms crossed, biceps flexing, jaws tightly clenched. 

Sean was the first one to smart off, “It’s our fucking ’bago man, we can do whatever the fuck we want.” 

Diamond was on him before he had a chance to move, picking him up by the front of his shirt and lifting him off the ground. “It’s our fucking business when you’re on our fucking tour and you’re not listening to a fucking word Easton is saying. Keep in mind, his dad runs this show and if you do anything to fuck this up we’ll make damn sure nobody else books you for their tours.” He tossed him back down on the couch, landing with a bounce while hovering over him like a bear ready to attack. Diamond may not be as tall as Joey or me, but what he lacks in height, he more than makes up for in muscular girth. One punch and Sean would have been down for the count.

Jamie reached over, turning off the radio. “Sorry, guys, we’ll shut it down.”

“Well guess what, since Easton’s staying here tonight, now so am I,” Diamond informed the group before plopping down in the captain’s chair up front.

“Seriously, dude, we’re chill now,” Noel said. “Plus there’s no room for Easton let alone a mammoth of your epic proportions.”

I caught the sideways glance and grin Diamond sported with that compliment. Easton walked over to him, putting his hand on his shoulder. “It’s okay, Ethan, I’ve got this.” 

Ethan, no one calls him that anymore. I cocked a brow at Joey who shrugged in typical Joey fashion.

“Ethan?” Dex questioned, once again drawing Diamond’s unwanted attention.

“Yeah, my name is Ethan, but only one person is allowed to call me that and that person isn’t you.”

Dex put his hands up in defense. “Sorry, man.”

“I’ve got a better idea,” I stepped in, “Diamond and Easton will stay here with Noel and Sean. Jamie and Dex, grab what you need for the night because you’re crashing on our couches for tonight.”

“Fuck man, what gives?” Jamie bitched.

“What gives is that you guys could have gotten us kicked out of the KOA and we’ve got a long road trip ahead of us and you don’t have a fucking bus driver to cover your miles for you. So now, we have to fucking babysit your dumb asses and help keep you in line. Got it?” I told them in my pissed off Papa Stoli voice.

They both grabbed their pillows and sleeping bags and stormed off outside. “Diamond, Easton – do you guys need us to bring you anything before we turn in?”

“I brought my stuff already,” Easton replied.

“Nah, I’ll be fine. I’ll just take one of these shithead’s pillows if I need to.” He eyed Sean and Noel, daring them to argue with him, but it seemed his earlier outburst had put them in their place as they wisely chose to remain silent.

I snickered, shutting the door behind me before following the rest of the yahoos back to our bus. This was turning out to be one long ass night.

After we got inside, I woke Rob from where he’d crashed on one of the sofas and sent him back to my bunk. “You two, take the couches,” I directed them before the rest of us went back to the bunk area.

Morning came way too early for my liking with Rob whispering my name outside of the curtain. “Stoli, you up?”

“I am now, what’s up?” I asked while trying not to wake up Joey, who was snoring soundly beside me.

“Is Diamond or Easton driving BOD’s rig?” he asked, “Because we need to get on the road. Sal texted me that our next show was rescheduled so now we’re heading straight to Albuquerque. He booked us hotel rooms there, but we’ll be stuck in the busses until then.”

“Ugh,” I ran my hands through my hair, “let me get ahold of him.” I grabbed my cell calling Diamond. “Yo.”

“Sup,” he answered rather groggily.

“Rob says we need to get on the road. Looks like we have a schedule change and are now going to Albuquerque instead. You driving that rig for them?” I heard him ask Easton that same question for which he told him they might want to, at least for today.

“Yeah, I’ll drive. Let me run over and grab my wallet.”

A few minutes later, I heard him come in. “Hey Rob, are we KOA-ing it tonight?” he asked.

“Yes, Sal texted me the info so we’ll head there. It’s a ten hour drive so have Easton text me if you need to take a break or change drivers.”

“Sounds like a plan. Hey Stoli,” he asked as he entered the bunk room.

“Yeah?”

“Everything cool here?”

“Yeah. Everything good in ’bago land?” Saying that made me think of Legoland, which fit perfectly considering the BOD guys were acting like a bunch of dumbass kids.

“Not a peep from either of them, they’re probably gonna be pissed that we’re keeping them split apart for the day.”

“Tough shit, they need to chill the fuck out.” We must have woken Joey up as I felt his lips grazing my nipple rings.

“Oh fuck,” I breathed, heavily.

“Ha,” Diamond must have heard me, “and on that heavy breathing note, I’m outta here.”

Thank fuck, cause talking with the hard on my man’s lips wrapped around my overly sensitive nipples was erecting, was proving to be difficult.

“I love this,” Joey said, tracing the smattering of hair I had trailing down my chest. As his fingers slid lower, my dick twitched behind my gym shorts. He fisted it through the material, “and this,” he added, squeezing tightly.

He licked his way down, his tongue following the trail his fingers were tracing. As he pulled back the elastic waistband on my shorts he laughed, not the reaction I’d expected nor wanted considering he was looking at my dick. “Um, so not the right time to laugh. What’s so funny?” I said, somewhat put off by this.

“Carpe diem. Still cracks me up to this day. Oh well, I guess I’ll seize,” he said, licking the tip of my dick, “the day,” before sucking my head between his lips.

“Holy hell, you’re going to kill me. Can I please wake up like this every day?” I begged.

I felt him smile as he hummed around my dick while pulling my shorts lower. I lifted my ass up to help him, all the while he never removed his mouth from my cock. 

“Fuck, babe.” I had to see this. God, how long have I dreamed about this? How many times have I jacked off to this exact same scene playing out in my head? Those hazel eyes boring into me. His lips wrapped around my flesh, watching myself disappear between his lips. Saliva pooling in the corners of his mouth. He never broke our intense stare as he reached down between his own legs, freeing himself so he could jack it. Joey was getting off on this as much as I was and fuck, that alone was a huge turn on.

I grabbed his head with both hands, holding him in place as I fucked his face. His moans increased as did the motion of his fist. Tilting my head to the side I was able to watch his hand stroking as the sensations built at the base of my spine at an alarming rate. When I hit the back of his throat and he gagged, my balls drew up and I thought that was going to be the end for me. He lifted himself up, giving me a better view of his cock in hand. The drool slipping from his mouth trickled down my shaft. With his free hand, he gathered some with the tip of his fingers, staring up at me as his finger outlined my hole.

I groaned, “Yes.” He smeared it around before pushing in past the ring to his first knuckle and I was done. “Oh fuck, oh fuck. Joey, gonna come. Fuck, gonna come.” I thrust up, but still had a death grip on his head as I shot my load down his throat. His moans increased as I continued tracking the hand on his shaft. On the next upstroke, he released into his fist at the same time my limp cock slid from his lips and he collapsed beside my thigh. 

“Come here,” I called to him. “I wanna taste me on your lips.” 

As he neared, I swiped my tongue along his swollen mouth, clearing away what he didn’t catch before diving in. The salty tinge instantly filled my senses as I sucked his tongue clean. He reached around me for the box of tissues he kept in the corner and I laughed. 

“Sorry.” 

“No need to apologize.” He wiped his hand as best he could. “Sounds like everyone’s still asleep, but I’m starving.”

“Ditto. Let’s grab some cereal.” We pulled our shorts on and headed to the kitchen area, eyeing the two boneheads still crashed out on the couches.

When we got back inside the bunk, the interaction between Easton and Diamond popped into my head. “What did you think about Diamond’s reaction to last night’s situation?”

“What do you mean?”

Shrugging, I continued, “He seems a bit protective of East, don’t you think?”

“I guess, I dunno. Haven’t thought about it. Just starting to get my own shit together. Maybe he doesn’t want him to get in trouble with his dad.” 

“True, I can totally understand that.” Seemed I was the only one concerned with this, so time for a subject change. “Wanna work on some songs when we’re done eating?”

“Sounds like a plan,” he agreed, slurping the rest of the milk out of his bowl. “What?” he asked when he caught me watching him.

“Ha, you’ve got a little something there,” I pointed to the corner of his mouth where milk dribbled out. He stared at me as I clocked his tongue darting out to lick it away and he grinned. “Cocky fucker.”

“You love it and you know it, now give me your bowl and grab your shit. We’ve got some songs to write.”

When Joey came back, he seemed out of sorts, almost nervous. “What’s wrong?” 

“Um, nothing.” He reached under the bed, retrieving his notebook.

“Don’t lie to me. You were gone all of five seconds and now you come back looking guilty. What gives?”

He slapped his notebook against his knees a couple of times before running his hand over the cover. “I ah. I have a song I started writing the other day before we talked about moving into the boyfriend category.”

“And?”

“And, I love you. But you can be a bit harsh and unfiltered so I’m nervous as fuck to show it to you.”

He had me there. Joey was the far more sensitive one in this relationship. He’s the last person I’d want to hurt so I guess I had some things to work on. I nudged his leg with my knee. “Show it to me, I promise to keep an open mind.”


The song was titled, Don’t Doubt Us.

The first time I laid eyes on you, I knew

I knew you’d be the one to save me

Save me from myself

In the dark of night, your soul calls out to me

Grounding me

Holding the darkness at bay

How did I not see you before?

See you for who you really were

Things got out of control, yet you waited

Waited patiently for me to see you the way you already saw me

Chorus:

Now I’ve gone and said the wrong things again

Engaged in mouth instead of brain

Forcing you to reconsider what we have

Questioning all we’ve shared

But I beg of you

Please don’t doubt that our love isn’t real

I’ve been a fool for far too long

The boy next door, the one I always loved

Yet here you are standing your ground

Confessing your love, it’s so profound

Our love is so surreal

Forcing me to finally feel

Please don’t turn and walk away

Our love was never meant to stray

Chorus:

Please tell me I haven’t gone and fucked things up

When I should have shut the hell up

There’s no need to reconsider what we have

Although I know I’ve treated you bad

Took your love for granted, once again

But I swear that has come to an end

Please, I beg of you

Don’t say our love isn’t real

What’s mine is yours and that includes my heart

My life is meaningless

Without you to share it with

Without you by my side

Please don’t say goodbye

I’ve been cut down, beat down and left a mess

But nothing ever hurt as much

As losing your loving touch

Please don’t go away, just tell me you’ll stay

I swear, I’ll never give you reason to doubt us, again



Fuck. My hands were shaking, his lyrics hit me like a punch to the gut. My need to touch him, to hold him, overpowered me. I cupped his face in my hands before taking his lips in mine. Holding them in place, not wanting to release them. When we parted, I put my forehead to his, whispering his name, “Joey.”

My words were gone. The heartache I felt in his lyrics wrecked me. This song, these words he’d written straight from his heart, changed me. Changed my perception of him, of us. These words will never be forgotten.

Joey rubbed his hand up and down my arm, soothingly. “Do you like it? I can’t tell, you aren’t saying anything and now I don’t know what to think.” 

He bit down on his bottom lip, I reached up, freeing it with my thumb and kissed him again. “Fuck, babe, these lyrics really hit home. It’s hard to explain, but I feel them like, deep down in my soul.”

“But to keep it off the sappy side,” Joey said, “I was leaning toward heavy bass and going screamo on a couple of the lines.”

“Ha-ha, well we should be able to pull that off. Show me what else you’ve got.” He broke into the song, screaming I knew in the opening line as well as Save Me From Myself. The further he got into the song, the more I could visualize the music to go along with it. I was glad to have my songwriting partner back, I’d missed him during his dark phase. Fucking Lucas, that bastard better never show his face again.
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