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Prologue

 


The hospital was a
cold place, but William Wellborn knew that already. He’d been
coming here with his parents for a long time. Or, more rather,
coming with his mom, Abigail. She had an inoperable brain tumor. It
had all happened so fast. One day he came home from sixth grade and
saw his mom burying her head in his dad’s chest. She wouldn’t tell
him what was wrong at first, wouldn’t tell him that she was
dying.

But then she
did.

His mom was his
whole world. Some kids have moms who scream too much or push too
hard, but his mom was just … his mom. She was always full of
laughter, always pulling pranks like frosting a birthday cake with
mayonnaise after he’d put fake poo in the bed. She was funny like
that. Always funny. Always laughing. Yet here she was now … pale,
thin, her lank blonde hair hanging in a face that had once held so
much life. He could taste bile in his mouth.

“Will,” his mom
said, reaching for him. “Hold my hand.”

When he took her
hand, it was cold, so much like the rest of the hospital. It was as
if God was stealing her soul bit by bit and soon she’d be a frozen,
empty corpse. He choked on a sob, wondering how long she had. Days.
Hours. Minutes. Some kids get their moms around until they have
grandchildren. This wasn’t fair.

“I hate that you’re
seeing me like this,” she said softly, as he tried to pretend her
lips weren’t blue.

“Are you kidding?
You could model. Bring in the press.” His words came out all
croaky, and he wasn’t sure if she could even understand him.

“That’s my boy.” She
reached out with her free hand and stroked his face so gently it
was like a soft breeze upon his skin. “Keep making people laugh.
You’re so good at that.”

“I will,” he said,
hair hanging in his tear-dampened face. “I’m going to miss you so
much, Mom.”

“I know.” She pulled
him into her freezing arms. “Shh. I know.”

“Don’t go. Please
don’t go.”

She tightened her
hold on him and only let him go when his dad came into the room
with their dinner. His dad was quiet, the kind that spoke very
little about feelings or anything else. His mom was the only one he
confided in. What the hell was he going to do without her? Still he
made her a promise, and he sat back, head tilted toward his
dad.

“Hey, Dad, what
present did the bird give his valentine?” he asked, ignoring the
sound of the blood pressure cuff tightening on his mom’s arm.

“What, buddy?” his
dad asked.

“Tweets.”

His dad gave a fake
chuckle and ruffled his hair. The room fell silent, the kind that
was as cold as the hospital itself. It was as if he knew, knew that
his mom was going to die that night.


Chapter One

 


After the concert,
William Wellborn, aka Wobbles, sat in his apartment and called his
dad. It was his birthday, after all, and he hadn’t heard from the
man in what? A year? The phone rang and went straight to voicemail,
as it did every time he tried to call him. His dad had been distant
since his mom died. Well, fuck him. He didn’t need him anyway. He
pushed off the couch, running his fingers through his blue
hair.

From outside he
heard the sound of knocking and then the handle jiggled. Not the
kind of jiggle where someone was actually trying to get in, but the
kind where they were trying to make a point. “Are you coming, or
what?” said someone through the door.

“I’m coming now,
just like I will be later tonight,” he said, stuffing his keys in
his pocket. Still the feeling of disappointment that his dad had
ignored his call lingered, but he hadn’t answered in so long it was
stupid for him to care.

“Gross. I don’t want
to hear about your sex life,” Ace said, as Wobbles opened the door
in his knee-high leather boots and leather pants.

“You’re just jealous
because you don’t have one.” He locked the door behind him before
they headed downstairs.

Cum Buckets was a
four person band, consisting of Aryan, the lead singer, Ace, a
guitarist, Tilt, also a guitarist, and himself, the drummer. Today
all four of them were waiting to hit the club, including Aryan’s
now husband, Dante, and Emery, the manager. When his eyes found
Emery in the hall in his stiff business suit and tie, he almost had
to laugh. The guy would wear a suit in the middle of Armageddon.
Emery was there to drive them in their large van, which would keep
them from making a fool of themselves in the back of Ubers on the
ride home.

None of them knew it
was his birthday. He didn’t bother them with shit like that. He
hadn’t celebrated it since his mom died. His dad had fallen into a
pretty deep depression after his mom died and never bothered to
acknowledge it, and now the habit just stuck. Though maybe going to
a club counted as celebrating.

“Are you guys
ready?” Emery asked, running his fingers along his silk tie. Maybe
it was weird, but sometimes Wobbles imagined ripping it off of him,
just to see how the other man would react.

“I’m always ready,”
he said, tossing a strand of blue hair from his eyes. “I call
shotgun.”

“You always call
shotgun,” Tilt said.

“Because I’m the
only one smart enough to think of it,” he said.

“Or because you like
to annoy me.” Emery smirked at him.

Despite Emery’s
words, the drive to Airport, the most popular club in the area,
went without a hitch. He was the first out of the car and the first
inside. Immediately he made a beeline for the bar and ordered a
shot, throwing it back. He was eager for a buzz, and he was
rewarded. The others found a table. He ordered more drinks, chugged
them down, and joined them.

“Take it easy,”
Emery said, eyes on his new drink.

“It’s fine,” he
said, tossing it back. He pretended he wasn’t getting shitfaced
because of his dad, but he was. “I’m going to dance.”

Under Emery’s
watchful eye, he went to the hip hop room and was immediately
joined by a twink with bleach blond hair, a mesh shirt, and
skintight jeans that showed a generous package. Now this was what
he was talking about. Alcohol and good sex. That was what he needed
to get rid of this sudden burst of sentimentality. He reached out,
snagging the guy by the waistband of his jeans. The guy was only
too happy to respond. The guy drew close to him, grabbing his
ass.

“What’s your name?”
he asked, leaning forward.

“Tyler,” the guy
yelled over the music. “You’re that drummer, right? From Cum
Buckets?”

“That’s me.” He
grinned, leaning in close.

Now he had no
interest in monogamy and was used to the joys of multiple lovers.
He wasn’t ashamed of it. No one thought that he was their
boyfriend. He liked good sex and fun times. Reefer only, of course.
He wasn’t stupid. Without hesitation, he leaned forward, kissing
Tyler on the mouth. His strong arms circled his neck, holding him
there. But Wobbles was a top, so he immediately took over, hands
dropping to his ass and kneading with his fingers. Ah, the joys of
gay bars. One could get as horny as shit and nobody would
notice.

Except all of the
sudden his world twirled. Suddenly, he was regretting all of those
drinks he’d chugged down. How many had he had? Three? Four? Damn,
he wasn’t great at impulse control. He wasn’t as stupid as everyone
seemed to think he was, but he didn’t have much common sense and
had trouble holding himself back. He pulled back, swaying. Before
he could stop himself, he threw up fifty dollars’ worth of liquor
all over Tyler’s Nike sneakers.

The guy stepped back
in disgust, eyes on the pink liquid now coating his feet. “Ew.”

Wobbles straightened
up, murmured, “I’m sorry,” and staggered away. His plan was to
marry the bathroom toilet. This was not the first time he’d drank
too much, and he knew what he needed to survive. But then he felt
cool fingers pressing against the nape of his neck, very different
from Tyler’s, yet more familiar than a hangover. Emery.

“Come on,” Emery
said, removing his hand from his neck and wrapping his arm around
his shoulders. “Let’s get you home. I’ll take you.”

“What about the
others?” he asked weakly.

“They can take an
Uber, for
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