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  To those in what society deems unconventional relationships:

Don't let others condemn you for what works for you and your partner(s). It's no one else's business.
Be happy and stay true to yourselves.








  
  Although they were not in a formal relationship at the time, a single act takes place that could be construed as cheating subsequently followed by a bout of depression and self-loathing.
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  Chapter One
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When I walked into the studio, casually late I might add, mindlessly whistling Five Finger Death Punch’s version of House Of The Rising Sun, eight sets of eyes turned my way. The small room was packed full of Social Sinners and Maiden Voyage bodies. Easton stood off to the side, clicking away on his phone like normal, but glanced up long enough to assess me. He’s a man of few words and this time I was grateful for that.
“Attacked by a group of rogue vampires?” Stoli teased me.
Shit, I’d forgotten about the love bites they’d marked me with last night. I’d felt them sucking, but honestly, the pleasure of having their mouths scattered across my skin made it more than worth the ribbing I was about to take.
“Better. Twins.” I smiled proudly and winked, recalling the details of the wild ass night I’d partaken in.
“Twins?” he tossed back, his response tinged with disbelief.
“Not blood-related twins, but damn near identical. Best friends who say they do everything together if you know what I mean. Sound familiar?” I had to laugh, eyeing Joey and Stoli while waiting for what was sure to be a smart-ass response coming back at me.
“Yeah, except Stoli and I only share our bed with each other,” Joey quickly added.
“Meh, your loss,” I replied picking up my beloved five-string bass. I’d never in a million years sleep with my friends, but that was the only comeback I had. Lightly I stroked her neck as I slid her into place and adjusted the tuning pegs. She was my therapy and the only woman I’d ever let into my life or on my lap for that matter. “Let’s get this show on the road, gentlemen.”
Joey fidgeted beside Stoli, pulling a paper out of his back pocket. He stared down at it as if he were waiting for it to spontaneously combust or bite him.
“What’s up, babe?” Stoli asked.
Reluctantly, Joey handed the paper over.
“What’s this?”
“A song I wrote. Thought we could play around with it today if you felt it was worthy.”
Stoli unfolded the paper and read the words to himself, not speaking until he was finished. The look on his face said it all. “Fucking A, babe. You kill me with your lyrics. They’re always so damn heartfelt,” he pulled Joey tightly against him, kissing his temple.
The love they had for each other ran so damn deep, levels I couldn’t even fathom. I loved seeing my friends happy, even if they were sickening in love and now engaged. Hell, I didn’t even know if I had it in me to love one man for the rest of my life. So, kudos to them for finally coming to their senses after all these years and taking the plunge. Stoli had silently, well sometimes not so silently, pined after Joey for as long as I’d known them. When he was done reassuring Joey that his song didn’t suck, he read it aloud to the group. The song was titled You Were Always There. Man, Joey had a way of hitting you right in the soul as if you’d been punched.
“So, does that mean you do or don’t like it?” Joey shifted uncomfortably, fiddling with the mic stand while he waited for Stoli to say something.
I’d never understood this shy side of Joey, he craved Stoli’s approval, but his lyrics freaking rocked. Hell, he and Stoli wrote most of the band’s songs so in my opinion his uncertainty was misplaced when it came to that.
“You know I love them. Let’s add them to the next CD. Cool?” Stoli told him, scanning the rest of us for our two cents worth of input on the subject.
Diamond and I nodded our approvals when his eyes reached ours, we were easy when it came to our band’s songs, and we trusted them to have the band’s best interests first and foremost. If there were ever a line that didn’t resonate or sound right, we’d work it out as a group and continue on.
“Yeah?” Joey beamed, scanning the group. “Cool.”
“All right, lovebirds,” Ryder’s booming voice filled the room, “let’s jam.”
And just like that, the teasing came to a halt, and it was back to the business at hand – making music for the masses.
Man, the life we’re living far exceeded even my wildest of dreams, from a band standpoint that was. You’d think we’d be sick to death of each other by now, but it was the exact opposite for us. Our friendship, the love, and support of our families… how many people could actually say they had what we did collectively? Well, Diamond and his blood relations aside. It’s total BS the way they treated him. They didn’t deserve his love. Smart-assed as he may be, the dude had a heart of gold, and I knew his sarcasm was a diversion tactic he used to mask the pain he felt inside at times.
When we finally called it a night it was well after midnight, and we were hangry. My fingers hurt like a son of a bitch from being off for so long after the accident. But man, had I lost any of my brothers, fuck, I’d never be able to play again let alone even look at my bass. Nervously, I rubbed at the scar on my right cheek, remembering that fucked up night as if it had only happened yesterday. Diamond and I were the lucky ones to have walked away with minimal injuries. Joey man, not so much, but his physical therapist was awesome, and he was damn near back to a hundred percent. Stoli diligently stood by his side, participating in his rehab every step of the way and Diamond and I stepped in when we could. Poor Easton didn’t fare as well and had to see a therapist three times a week. Continual nightmares kept him up at night which was directly reflected in the dark circles shrouding his eyes. I couldn’t even fathom the things he saw, those visuals alone would surely do me in.
Derek smacked his hands together, garnering the attention of the room and sending my pulse skyrocketing as I jumped. “Time to eat,” he announced.
“Jesus man, you scared the shit out of me,” I complained, holding my hand over my racing heart as though it would help calm it. I’d never understood why that was our first reaction when anxiety kicked our hearts into overdrive. Kinda like smacking the passenger in your car across the chest when you slam on the brakes. Neither reaction helped, yet we did them without thinking first.
We packed up our instruments, loaded up our vehicles and tailed each other to IHop. It was one of the few places open to eat at this late at night, plus the crew there knew us well and kept the general public at a distance when we needed them to. The playful banter and comradery between our two bands made for great times whenever we were together. The late-night diners weren’t always impressed with our antics, but it was every man for himself when the nine of us were together. You never knew what would come out of our mouths, hell, or what shit Diamond would conjure up. Man, this summer’s double headlining tour with them was going to be epic. That was as long as no one wound up in jail.
Before long with our stomachs full, the playfulness died down, and our tired asses called it a night. Bidding the guys from Maiden Voyage farewell as they were headed back to LA on their private jet.
Someday, we’ll have our own, too.
Good night, good night! Parting is such sweet sorrow that I shall say good night till it be morrow. Shakespeare really had a way with words, even if at times they were a challenge to decipher. My love of poetry never died, but I had yet to share that side of me with the guys. I wrote it for me, it was a relaxer, something to keep for me, myself, and I to reflect upon in my time of need.
Thoughts of goodbyes as I laid my weary head down after Diamond and I got home brought forth favorable memories of last night’s tryst with the twins once again. Don’t get me wrong, I’d been in other three ways before, but for some reason, this one really resonated within me drawing out a feeling of needing more…
I’d dropped into All About the Vinyl, our local record and instrument equipment shop in Lynnwood. I needed some new strings for my old practice bass I was tuning while the band was on hiatus. Having shot the owner James a text before heading over, he knew to expect me and let me in through the back of the building via the employee entrance as he always had a line of people waiting out front to get in when they opened.
“Yo James, how’s business?” I greeted him with a fist bump.
“Can’t complain, Mickey. Was surprised to hear from you. How’re the guys doing?” he asked me as he locked the door behind us.
As we walked through the back corridor, he flicked on the lights, illuminating our path to the front. The overcast sunlight was attempting to nose its way through the clouds, and in past the poster filled storefront windows.
“Physically, everyone is healed up. Emotionally, well, that’s going to take some time. Now that everyone’s in their own homes it’s actually a blessing in disguise that we’re not on the road. Gives everyone a chance to get settled in and keeps our minds off the accident. Which brings me to you, my friend. I’m looking to restring my old stand-by bass and realized I have no supplies for which to do so.”
“I’m sure I can help you out there, mi amigo.” He tossed a couple selections on the counter for me to pick through. After snagging a few extras for my back stock, I scanned the store. “Hold on to the strings. I’m gonna check out some new vinyl for my collection. Looking for an old Misfits LP.”
“No worries. We can order whatever you’re looking for if you don’t see it out on the floor,” he told me as a couple of his employees came in. He introduced me to them before they dove into their opening tasks.
“Right on, thanks man,” I said, making my way over to the vinyl selections. I knew albums were a thing of the past for most, but the nostalgic side of me still enjoyed them. Growing up a child of hippies, we spent many a Saturday night, my sister and I listening to RUSH and Blue Oyster Cult on my parent’s turntable, singing along with them. My parents may not be as conventional as some, but they never lacked when it came to showing how much they loved us, or each other. To this day, I’d never met a couple more enamored with each other than they were. It gave me hope, which was odd having that come to mind now as I’d never thought much about love before. Diamond and I had bought a turntable and set it up for our game room. I was having an awesome time shopping for some of the classics my parents had played for us as kids and reliving the fond memories.
Lost to the sea of vinyl, I’d located the Misfits album I’d been searching for but decided to order the Misfits Coffin CD box set as well. The chances that it would ever be opened were slim, but it’d look dope displayed on the reclaimed wood shelves we had installed in our game room. With the decision made and my toe tapping away to the beat of Jonathan Davis Basic Needs playing over the speakers. Mouthing the lines of the chorus, I glanced up scanning the room in search of James and found two sets of eyes clocking my every move. Normally, I’d politely wave and go on about my business. But the way these two smiled back kinda threw me for a loop, and I lost myself in their watchful gaze. As they neared, my palms began to sweat, and I couldn’t take my eyes off them.
“Are you a couple?” I blurted out and instantly wanted to kick my own ass for having done so. The despair in my eyes over my dumbass outburst made them laugh.
“Yes,” they answered in unison.
“Shit, I’m sorry. You probably wanted an autograph or something. I shouldn’t have assumed,” I trailed off, looking for something to sign for them and feeling like a total fucking idiot.
“I’m Benny,” the one with the gauges and short, coiffed platinum hair and thick black eyeliner said. “And this is my boyfriend, River.” He gestured to the guy beside him with damn near the same features he had sans eyeliner, but shoulder length, curly sandy blond hair who looked like he’d just rolled off a gnarly wave. Both sets of sparkling blue eyes were filled with mischief.
Just my type.
I reached out, shaking their hands. “I’m Mickey.”
They smirked. “We know who you are. We’re huge fans, but just to set the record straight we weren’t looking for autographs,” Benny said. They glanced at each other, something unspoken passed between them.
“Um, okay. What am I missing here?” Should my stalker senses be kicking into high? Confused as I was, they weren’t setting off any alarms internally, and my gut had never misled me. There’s always a first time.
“We were just heading out to grab a bite to eat, care to join us?” River asked.
I stared at his mouth, mesmerized by his full, pouty lips in motion. When his tongue darted out, licking along the crease, I spotted the shiny glimmer of a tongue piercing. Fuck me… Snap out of it, you don’t drool over someone else’s man.
Glancing back and forth between them, both faces were smiling expectantly back at me. It didn’t feel like they were the kind to up and kidnap me and go all Dahmer. I couldn’t deny the unnatural force pulling me to them. “Yes,” I replied without reservation.
I paid for my goods while the two of them waited off to the side. James eyed them curiously, prompting me to reassure him, “It’s all good, man. I’ll check you out. Later.”
Benny was the first to speak as we exited, “I hope you don’t mind walking. We were on our way over to this hole in the wall place we like when we stopped by the record store.”
“Cool, I’m not picky. Let’s go check it out.”
We crossed the lot heading toward One Hundred Ninety-sixth Avenue to a strip mall that was tucked away behind a furniture warehouse. I was happy to see it was a Mexican food joint, I’m always down for some carne asada tacos. Luckily, the place wasn’t packed because Sal would’ve been pissed if my random appearance somewhere drew a crowd and he saw it on the news. It was harder for Joey and Stoli to fly under the radar than it was for Diamond and me to do so, which we were thankful for.
It was one of those places where you ordered your food first and were handed it before taking a seat. We parked ourselves in a booth in the far corner and dug in. “So,” I started, a million questions swarmed my head, “how long have you two been together?”
Benny swallowed the bite he’d just taken and wiped his mouth, the smile he had said a lot. “Since grade school. River was my knight in shining armor during P.E. class one day. As you can see, I’m a bit more femme than he is and a couple of bullies thought they’d take it upon themselves to tell me what a real man should look and act like. Before they could land the first punch, along came my man who set them straight.”
“That’s seriously fucked up,” I told him. Bullies of any type pissed me off, and in my opinion, that’s a learned behavior that started at home.
“Yeah, we’ve been together ever since,” River said, kissing Benny’s cheek.
I found a bit of the jealousy bug digging at my guts. Not that River kissed Benny, but that yet another couple found their happiness. Lately, my hook-ups had become few and far between, and when they did happen, I felt dissatisfied afterward. Empty. Sure, I’d gotten off each time, but that satisfaction was short-lived and quickly replaced by one of emptiness.
“Are you in a relationship?” Benny asked me.
His question caught me off guard, and I damn near choked on my food. Our shit was all over social media, and nothing had ever even been mentioned about me dating. After taking a long drink of water, I was able to clear my throat well enough to speak. “No.”
“Sometimes we add a third to the mix,” River said, and that time I did choke.
Benny slid out of the booth and came to my aid, smacking my back between the shoulder blades until the chunk of meat I’d been eating dislodged and landed in the plastic basket in front of me.
“Excuse me?” I said partly in question and partly to apologize for my inability to chew my food before swallowing it. “Did I hear you right? You’re a couple, but you date other people?”
“No, not date necessarily,” he continued, “just screw around with from time to time. More like occasional third-party hook-ups.”
Okay, so maybe they were flirting with me at the record shop.
“How does that work exactly?” Now that they had my full attention, the wheels were turning, and questions were running rampant through my skull.
“We have set rules. One, we must agree on the person without a doubt between us. Two, no one hooks up without the other one present. Three is we rarely if ever, do repeats. That’s only happened once, but usually, that’s enough for us. It’s not like we have to have a third, but sometimes we just feel like playing with others,” Benny finished. Saying it like this was a normal everyday conversation we were having.
“There’s no jealousy or animosity when you’re doing this? Not even afterward when someone else has handled your man?” I wasn’t sure I could share someone I had a relationship with, but then again, I’d never been in one to even be able to gauge what my feelings would or wouldn’t be.
“No,” River continued, “we never sleep with them. We go into it being open and honest with the third and never do sleepovers. Once the sex is over, it’s time to part ways.”
“Wow, I guess that could be cool.” How does one respond to this?
“You’ve never had a ménage?” Benny’s question was totally laced with doubt.
“Oh yeah, plenty of times. I’ve just never been in a relationship or knowingly had a threesome with another couple. The ones I’ve partaken in have been with random groupies, so there were no feelings or potential arguments during or after it.” But now that the wheels were turning I had to wonder, would I be able to navigate an open relationship like they have?
“Interested in playing with us?” Benny asked right as I’d taken a drink of water, subsequently launching it out my nose.
I was sure that less than stellar sideshow was enough to turn them off.
After I cleaned up my mess and regained composure, I attempted to once again speak, “Excuse me?”
They both laughed. “No pressure man, it’s just an offer,” River added sliding his arm along the top of the booth behind Benny.
“Sorry, you guys shocked the shit out of me.” Which was putting it mildly. This was the first time I’d ever been propositioned in this manner. Usually, there was a heavy make-out session, hands wandering, alcohol, one thing leading to another…
“Your call,” River said before walking over to the front counter, returning a minute later and handing me a piece of paper. “Here’s our address and phone numbers. We’ll be home around seven tonight. If you stop by, you stop by. If not, then no harm no foul.”
Their offer rendered me speechless. I sat there, staring at their retreating backsides until they were no longer visible. When muscle memory made its appearance and my weakened legs remembered how to carry me, I made the trek back to my truck. As I started her up, a text from Diamond popped up asking me to meet him at the adult toy store across the street. With Diamond, you just went where he wanted you to be and asked questions later.
“Dude, I have had the strangest day,” I stated as I walked up to his truck.
“Oh yeah? How so?” he asked.
“I hit the vinyl shop for some new strings and snagged an old Misfits LP for our system. Just as I’d finished scanning the records, I caught two sets of matching eyes tracking me. Both blond, both blue.” Recalling their features was the final straw I needed to tell myself that there was no way in hell I was passing up their offer.
“You and your twink blond kink.” He laughed.
I’d not put two and two together until Diamond said it, but it did appear as though I had a theme to my preferred hook-ups. Scratching the back of my neck, I dwelled on his words when it hit me. “Ha, yeah. I guess I’d not caught onto that. Anyhow, we decided to get some food, and while we were there, they proceeded to invite me to partake in a three-way with them.”
He froze as the last word left my mouth, pointing the six-inch rainbow-colored dildo he had in his hand at my nose. “Dude, tell me your dumb ass didn’t decline?”
“I didn’t do anything except shoot water out of my nose,” I informed him.
He took off through the store, swinging the dildo over his head while screaming like a girl at the top of his lungs, “Mickey’s getting tag teamed tonight! News at ten!”
Needless to say, the sales associates were not impressed by his antics. In fact, we were asked to leave the store but laughed our asses off all the way to our trucks.
“Meh, fuck ‘em,” Diamond laughed as we exited. “I can order shit online without their haggard old ass glares. Re-fucking-pressed,” he yelled back at the closed door. “Let’s grab a beer. My treat.”
“Your cheap ass is buying?” I teased, and he nodded his head in agreement. “Then I’m drinking my body weight in alcohol.”
“You’ll never get it up tonight if you do. You know, this is actually kind of ironic,” he told me, stopping to open the bar door.
I was thankful it was still early enough that the place wasn’t packed. “Oh yeah, how so?” I asked him, claiming a seat at the bar.
He ordered, sliding one of the beer bottles my way, clanking his against it before taking a draw from his own. “The fact that the twins in The Shining freak you out as much as they do and yet here you are, getting ready to be sandwiched between a pair,” he said far too loudly as the bartender grinned and snorted.
“What makes you think I’ll be in the middle?” Why the hell would he assume this? I mean, I have no problem with the act itself, but what made him come to that conclusion?
“It’ll be the best of both worlds for you. If you’re going to do this, you’ve got to do it right.”
“Dude, it’s hardly my first three-way.”
He raised a questioning brow, “Seriously?”
“Yeah, seriously. Why are you so surprised? But I’ll be damned if I’ll ever sleep with any twins that even remotely resemble that creepy as fuck pair in The Shining.” I shivered, recalling their eerie faces staring back at me from the end of the hallway parked on their tricycles.
“Just never saw you with doubles before, only singles. Kudos to you, my man,” he said raising his beer to me in some sort of I’ve reached a new plateau of appreciation toward him, way. The man never ceased to amaze me. He was a seriously talented drummer, had a fantastic sense of humor, but I could never figure out what made him tick. Surrounded by
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