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  Dedication


Dedication:
To the Lambert House in Seattle
Your welcoming arms have helped so many in the LGBTQ community, efforts that shouldn’t be needed but unfortunately are. Without your love and support, so many would be left wandering.
To those in need, please know that you aren’t alone. I know you feel like you are but there is help out there all you need do is ask.
Please visit the Lambert House website and find out how you can help the LGBTQ community.
http://www.lamberthouse.org











  
  Potential Triggers:
Addiction, self-loathing, verbal abuse, and mentions of past physical abuse. There is one off-screen scene that could be construed as an attempted oral sexual assault.









  
  
Never Enough
Character Flaws
Forgive Me Not
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Hell Yeah – 333
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Powerman 5000 – When Worlds Collide
I Prevail – Bow Down
Light The Torch – Die Alone
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  Chapter One
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Easton was pissed, and I knew it. He’d been rapid-fire texting me every fucking time that dumbass waitress came anywhere near me, and it was ri-goddamn-diculous. I hadn’t hooked up with anyone since Easton and I decided to be exclusive after last year’s bus accident, yet his insecurities kept resurfacing.
No matter what I said, it was never right nor was it ever enough… The story of my fucking life, never enough.
My phone vibrated the entire ride up the elevator, but I wasn’t about to pull it out of my pocket to respond. Not in front of the guys and not while he was banging the keys on his phone so hard all eyes were glued to him.
When we got back to the suite, he stormed in ahead of us and straight into our shared room.
“What the fuck was that all about?” Stoli asked, hoping one of us knew the answer. I did, but there was no way in hell I was airing our dirty laundry. Not until Easton and I were on the same page. But I had a feeling that things were about to come to an explosive end.
Joey and Mickey looked at each other, shrugging before Joey responded, “No clue.”
Easton came out a few minutes later dragging his rolling case behind him, walking right past us and out the door without a word. How the fuck am I going to fix this?
“What the fuck is going on?” Stoli again asked the group.
“Hey Diamond, what’s up with you and that waitress?” Mickey stupidly asked me which only pissed me off further. Considering he wasn’t privy to the inner turmoil I was battling, I needed to stay grounded and not blow up at him.
“Nothing, she just wouldn’t take no for an answer,” I told him, eager that he’d let it go.
“Everyone’s paired off, when are you going to find a nice girl and settle down?” Joey added.
“That’s not gonna happen, man,” I told him, but I knew they wouldn’t leave well enough alone and now was not the time to have this conversation. Fix this, Diamond, I repeated to myself, pacing back and forth in front of the wall of windows in our suite.
“Are you all right?” Mickey asked, probably of me, but I ignored his question.
“Clearly,” Stoli stated, “he’s not okay.”
I ran my hands through my hair, barely resisting the urge to yank it right out of my skull. With each pass I mumbled to myself, at least I hoped these thoughts were still only in my head, but every solution that came to me was quickly squashed. Was it getting hot in here, or was it just me?
“Dude, his head’s gonna explode,” Joey said, using his hands in a makeshift explosion.
“Damnit! I fucked up!” I yelled, far louder than I’d meant to.
“You did?” Mickey questioned. “How exactly?”
“Stoli,” Stoli can fix this, I turned to him, “call Easton and get him back here.”
“You call him,” he retorted, blowing me off.
“He won’t answer my call if I do. Just do it!” I barked, and everyone jumped.
“Not until you tell me what’s going on first.” Stoli stood defiantly, crossing his arms over his chest. Man, I was not in the mood for his arrogant ass, and for the first time ever, I got in his face.
“Get him back here, or I’m done,” I growled.
“What the fuck?” Joey and Mickey said at the same time. Benny and River curled up in the corner of the couch holding onto each other like the world was ending.
Stoli was pissed, he hated not knowing everything that was going on, but he pulled his phone out and did as I asked. “East, man. I don’t know what’s going on, but you need to come back up here. No, not tomorrow, now. Look, get up here now, or you won’t have a band to manage tomorrow!” Stoli threatened, hitting the end button on his phone hard enough to break it before stuffing it back in his pocket.
That was not what I wanted him to say, and I knew that was gonna come back to bite me in the ass. But fuck man. I was at my wit's end with Easton. He, of course, took his sweet ass time getting back up to the room, and when he came in, he barely walked two feet inside before coming to a stop. He remained in place, shifting his glare between Stoli and me. I wanted to take him over my knee and beat his ass, but that would’ve ended with me buried to the hilt inside him which wasn’t the answer this situation warranted. Nor would my brothers have been cool with that peep show.
“Look, I don’t know what the fuck is going on, but it ends right fucking now,” Stoli started in. “Do either of you care to explain, or should I just call Sal and ask him to change out our tour manager?”
Easton paled, his face fell in defeat, and I wanted to fucking throttle Stoli for making that threat.
“Come on, man, there’s no need for that,” Mickey said to Stoli. Way to go little bro. But will he still feel the same way once I out myself? Will any of them?
“You’re right, this ends now,” I blurted out, but Easton still had one hand on the door handle prepared to bolt. So, it was now or never. “There’s a reason why I won’t be settling down with a nice girl.”
“Oh yeah, why is that?” Easton said, challenging me.
I stared at him and only at him, my eyes never strayed. He needed to hear and see the sincerity behind the words I was about to say and pull his head out of his fucking ass, “Because I already have someone.”
“You do?” the room questioned in stereo. Well, all but Easton that is.
“Really?” Easton spat like a defiant child. “Do tell.”
“You know, there’s really no need for that fucking attitude.”
“Go tell it to your little waitress,” he pushed.
I reached into my pocket and pulled out the paper she’d given me, tossing it down on the coffee table. I’d never even looked at it. I wasn’t interested in her or anyone else, and Easton needed to get that through his thick skull.
Easton was shaking now and looked to be on the verge of tears as he creaked out a shaky, “Why?”
“Because I’m in love with you.” Those words flowed far easier than I’d envisioned and now I couldn’t grasp why I’d taken so long to say them.
He stormed off, slamming the door to our room behind him. Not the response I was expecting.
“FUCK! FUCK! FUCK! I can’t fucking win with that man!” I yelled before following him. “Easton,” I began after the door closed behind me, this conversation was meant for us and not the group.
“Don’t,” he held up his hand to stop my forward movement but refused to turn around and face me. “I’ve waited so long to hear you say those words to me and you chose to blurt them out in front of our friends?”
“That alone should tell you how much I meant them. Not only did I say them, but I outed myself at the same time in front of my family.” His shoulders quivered, and I knew he was crying. Crossing the room, I wrapped my arms around him, fully expecting him to fight off my advances. But when he didn’t, I hugged him tightly to my chest, repeating the words he needed to hear most. “I love you, Easton.”
His sobs increased as he turned in my embrace, the tears that streamed down his face broke my fucking heart. Why had my dumbass waited so long? We probably could’ve avoided this whole dramatic scene had I removed my head from my lower orifice earlier. “I love you t...” My mouth found his before he could finish sounding out the last syllable. Each time we kissed; it was like the first time all over again. This man did things to me, things I couldn’t explain, and I knew without a doubt that I’d do everything in my power to protect him. Even if it meant keeping secrets from my brothers as I had been.
I wasn’t the reason we’d kept our relationship in the shadows, not entirely that is. Easton was. He was afraid the guys wouldn’t understand and feared they’d say he was playing favorites. I told him time and again, that wasn’t how we rolled. None of them would think that but having Stoli threaten him as he did tonight made me see things from Easton’s point of view. Stoli and I would be having a “come to Jesus” conversation real fucking soon about that shit.
“East, I’ve told you more times than I can count that there’s no one but you. I can’t control what others do. I ignored her, and you saw that firsthand,” he nodded, so I continued. “What’s it gonna take for you to believe me?”
“Look at me, Diamond. I’m the skinny kid in the back of the room that no one sees. You’re this, this gorgeous percussionist with equally beautiful people fawning at your feet. How am I not supposed to feel insecure?”
He was playing with the buttons on my shirt, avoiding eye contact. “Baby, look at me.” When his eyes met mine, I continued, “I see two people who love each other. I see the handsome, loving man in my arms who takes care of his friends no matter what it costs him. I see the man who found my heart, something I didn’t even know I had. When I look at you, I see my future for the first time.”
The guys were worried about Easton getting hurt, well Stoli was. All along their concern should’ve been directed the other way. Neither they nor Easton understood the depth of my feelings or the control he actually had over me and my heart.
“I suppose we better go talk to them before they call my dad.”
“They won’t do that, I’ll see to it,” I assured him, kissing his forehead. “It’s now or never, East.” I held my hand out, reluctantly he took it knowing we were headed out to face the firing squad. “It’ll be fine. They’ll be more zoned in on the fact that I’m dating a guy. Ugh, who am I kidding? This is not gonna go well.”
Hand in hand, we walked the plank, entering a room where all eyes were glued on us. Faces full of questions, some even laced with anger. I knew, in the end, it would be fine but at that moment, my stomach was up in my throat. Benny was grinning from ear to ear, so I winked at him, thankful for his playful distraction. That little shit got under my skin, bringing out the protective big brother in me but I loved the light aura he brought to the team. He and River were perfect for Mickey, and I was glad the three of them had found one another.
Papa Stoli was standing guard, arms crossed over his chest. “What the fuck man?” I knew he’d be the first to open his pie hole, he’d never been one to hold back unless it came to Joey.
“First and foremost, drop the attitude,” I warned him. His stance eased up, but he didn’t drop his arms, nor did he release his clenched jaw.
“How long has this been going on?” he asked us.
“I’ll answer you because I owe you that much, but I’ll tell you right now treating me like a fucking child will only end our friendship. I’ve never treated you with any disrespect, and I expect the same in return.” I loved Stoli, for all intents and purposes he was my brother but I wasn’t gonna sit back and take his holier than thou horse shit.
“You’re right. I apologize. You don’t owe us any explanation, but I will say it hurts to be lied to.” His words both surprised and cut me deeply.
“I didn’t lie to anyone. I just didn’t feel like my personal life needed to be on display to the whole fucking world. I’m no poster child for how anyone should live their life. Hell, most days I don’t even know what the hell I’m doing,” I said to him, which was so spot on it scared me.
He wasn’t finished though, not by a long shot. “You’re in a band full of gay dudes, and you let us believe you were straight this whole time? That’s the worst kind of catfishing there is. We love you like a brother, we trusted you, and this is how you repay us?”
“First and foremost, you assumed I was straight, and that’s on you– not me. Second, I’m not gay, I’m bi, which is my business and no one else’s. Well, aside from Easton’s. This, this right here,” I gestured between him and me, “is exactly why we didn’t want you to know about us. We knew you’d overreact and turn it into a confrontation.” That seemed to shut his pompous ass up, at least for now.
“You’re right, Diamond,” Joey said, stepping up beside us, “it’s not our business. We’re just surprised is all.”
“I’m so excited for you, Boo!” Benny announced, launching himself at my midsection.
“Oof.” My body released as his assault knocked the wind from me “Haha. Thanks, little man.” I hugged him but couldn’t resist ruffling his hair. He growled every time I did it, and it sounded more like a kitten trying to work on his big kitty roar than the scary warning he was going for.
“I can’t deny that I’m not surprised by this,” Mickey said. “There were signs we all ignored. But in reality, the only thing that matters to me is that my brother is happy. Are you happy, man?” The sincerity in his question resonated deeply with me.
I wrapped my arm around Easton’s shoulder, looking down at him as I answered Mickey. “Yeah, I really fucking am.”
“Then that’s all I need to know.” Mickey hugged me first then shocked everyone including Easton when he embraced him as well. “I can’t deny that I’m a little hurt. You’re my best friend, and we fucking live together. You never told me you were into dudes, let alone dating our band manager.”
Mickey’s gruffness shocked me, especially considering his last declaration. “Sorry man, but that’s my business, and it’s only been one dude, not dudes.”
“Still…” he trailed off as he headed over to the twins. We’d nicknamed Mickey’s blonde brigade the twins when they came into the picture. They really looked nothing alike outside of their hair color, but the nickname just fit.
Seemed the conversation was over as everyone headed into their respective rooms. We had an early flight back to Seattle in the morning and were slated to return to the studio later this week. As soon as we were in our room, Easton started rummaging through his bag for his shower kit while I sat on the bed, removing my dress shoes.
“Diamond?”
“Yeah?”
“I’m sorry I overreacted. I don’t know what got into me.”
I had an idea what it was, but with his emotions running as high as they were, it would only start another fight. One I didn’t want but would get if I so much as attempted to broach the subject.
He came and sat beside me. “You know I have trust issues.”
“I do, but I also know I’ve done nothing to deserve the treatment you dished out to me tonight.” Easton had one serious boyfriend in college who broke his heart. After that, he retreated so deep inside himself, he buried his nose in his books too keep from getting hurt again. Now, five years later, I was the first guy to bring him out of his comfort zone. I won’t deny the time Stoli talked to me when we were on tour with Better Off Dead, that I knew Easton had a crush on me. It wasn’t until the night I stuck up for him when they were fucking with him on their bus, that I allowed myself to feel something in return. But I didn’t act on it. I’m pretty much an emotionless twat, or so everyone thinks. I hide behind my smartass persona. It keeps me from having to endure the pain burning beneath the surface from the years of verbal and physical abuse I’d taken from my father. I’m slow to feel, but if showing my emotions is what it takes to keep Easton and make him happy, then I’ll vow to never wear that mask again.
If I ever let the twenty-eight years of repressed anger inside me loose, it wouldn’t bode well for whoever’s around me. And I’d more than likely end up in jail. I remember the days when I would bang away for hours on end on my drums after my dad had beat my ass for something. Taking it out on my set was the only safe escape I had for the anger, hatred, and rage, I felt toward the man.
My love for the skins started after one of the parents at Sunday school suggested I take up a hobby such as music… as an outlet in lieu of the shit, I would always get in to. I’d been in the principal's office multiple times by that point for fighting. The clarinet was my parent's first instrument choice for me, which didn’t go over well. The music teacher at my school saw that was only making things worse and asked me to stay after class one day. I thought I was in trouble again because that was usually the case. But when he put the sticks in my hand and told me I could bang on something without getting my ass beat, it was like having an epiphany of sorts. Three afterschool sessions later, he called my parents in for a conference and told them he’d seen a drastic change in me. They agreed, and that was how the drummer in me got started. I guess I was eleven, maybe twelve when I got my first kit and had a knack for mimicking the drummers I heard on the radio.
My dad’s anger shot off the charts listening to me play at all hours of the day and night. I wasn’t much of a sleeper so when the mood would strike, I’d bang away. He moved the set from my room to the garage, and when that still wasn’t quiet enough, he made me pad them with pillows to keep the noise contained. By the time I was thirteen, the drums alone were no longer enough of an escape. Raging hormones and anger management issues made for a dangerous combination. So, I started lifting weights to balance it out. Over the next two summers, I shot up more than a foot in height and gained a sweet amount of muscle mass. Between major growth spurts and the bulk I’d added, I was quite formidable. That, accentuated by the permanent scowl I wore, made the other kids leave me alone.
“Come on,” I stood, and began undressing, “let’s go shower.” Easton may think he’s a skinny dweeb, but what he doesn’t realize is he’s perfect in my eyes. Maybe I should tell him that more often. I’ve never connected with someone for more than a quick fuck before him. Never had seconds. Never dated. I was a certified bachelor. Easton was the one who changed that for me. I go from zero to sixty when he touches me. I don’t know what it is about him and I don’t care to dissect it. I like it, and I’m not gonna question it.
Easton was so tense lately. The nightmares and sleepless nights were really taking their toll on him physically, and clearly on an emotional level as well. He needed a massage that came with a happy ending, and I was just the man for the job.
I watched the cascade of warm water glide down his naked flesh while loading up the shower sponge with body wash and began washing him. His shoulders were tight, so I spent some extra time working the knots out with my hands.
“You should ask Benny for an appointment. You’re really knotted up,” I informed him.
“Mmm. Yeah, you’re right. Maybe I’ll set something up while you guys are in the studio this week,” he replied. I made a mental note to mention something to Benny in case Easton forgot. He always put the band and our needs first, and it was high time someone started looking out for him.
I couldn’t help myself, touching him always made me hard, but I wasn’t sure what kind of mood he was in. We spent most nights together even though the guys had no idea that we’d been doing so. At least now that we were out of the dating closet we wouldn’t have to fly under the radar any longer. When he leaned back against me, moaning as I rubbed his achy muscles, I was relieved he was finally starting to relax.
“Why do I always feel safe when I’m with you?”
“Because I’m your protector and you know I won’t hurt you,” I said, nipping his shoulder. While I wouldn’t call Easton a pain-slut, he did enjoy things a bit more intense when we messed around. For which there would be no complaints coming from me   ever.
“I need more,” he begged.
“I know baby. I could see it in your eyes.” How I used humor to mask my pain, Easton liked sex a little rough to get through his. I knew this day had been hard on him, and I fully anticipated his needs. There was a club in Seattle we’d frequent when he required more than the tools we had at home. BDSM was his way of letting go of not only what was plaguing him, but for living a life that he continuously had to be on top of his game for. He was in charge of everything we did, where we went, what we ate, how we got there– you name it. In the bedroom he didn’t want to think, he only wanted to feel. He wanted the thinking to be done for him, and he wanted it in a way that freed his mind from all it was overloaded with. He needed to share this with his therapist so the jackass would quit prescribing him pill after pill to take. Pharmaceuticals were not the answer. Easton was a walking pharmacy now, and I knew it was only a matter of time before it came to a head, and he snapped. More so than he had tonight.
“Did you bring any of our gear?” he asked as he dried off.
“No, we’ll have to keep it down anyways.” I scoured the room, looking for items I could improvise with. At the very least, I’d need to silence him. While he may be quiet when working, he was the complete opposite in bed, which was one of many things I loved about him. But this wasn’t the time nor the place to be vocal. Ah, my tie will do nicely. “Come here,” once he was gagged, the Dom in me entered the room. “Face down, ass up.” There’d be time for lovemaking later, tonight was about taking care of Easton’s needs.
That gorgeous ass in the air, begging for me to enter it had my cock rock hard. The females I’d been with weren’t fond of my piercing. Well, my size in conjunction with that was more than they could handle, but Easton fucking loved it. The symmetry for which the Prince Albert was defined, allowed me to peg his prostate every time. I grabbed the lube off the side table and tossed it on the bed beside him. We’d long since forgone using condoms after we were both tested a few months back. I landed a not so sweet smack to his ass. Adding a matching one to the other cheek and stood back, admiring the pinkish hue tinting his flesh in the form of my handprints, and how nicely they fit across each cheek.
“You better grab the headboard. This isn’t going to be nice, or easy, and I don’t want your head hitting the wall.” I clocked that ass I was about to nail, watching it scramble up the bed as his fingers firmly grasped the headboard. There’d be no foreplay tonight and minimal prep work. He needed it fast and hard and with every passing second, my need to give it to him as such increased. In hindsight, this was therapy for me too. As ridiculous as it may sound, we offset each other perfectly. With lube in hand, I poured a healthy amount on the head of my cock and smeared it down the shaft, tugging a couple times. I loved the feel of the piercing as much as Easton did.
After squirting some lube on his crack, I coated two of my fingers, outlining his hole with them before pushing in to the first knuckle. I drizzled some more around his entrance before driving them in all the way. Fucking hell, I loved the way his body welcomed me. It was like it was created with me in mind. Fingering his hole, in and out and in and out again, I watched as his pucker contracted when my digits retracted before entering once more. When Easton pushed back, riding my fingers, I knew he was ready for me.
I lined my cock up at his entrance, catching the glimmer off the ring before shoving my way
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