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There were no words for the elation. Strumming out those last few notes of a song and having the crowd erupt into applause ... there was nothing like it. The steady, thrumming beat of the drums, the singer reaching their final crescendo. All of it ... pure bliss.

We were a hometown band but had a significant following. Even had our own groupies. Rollin' Eagles. The name had been picked long before I joined the band as their bass guitarist. Not my first choice; bass. I could play lead too; preferred it, but the spot was already taken.

Music was my first love. My only love at the moment. My last boyfriend had taken a job across the country, and I hadn't wanted to pull up roots and go with him. We hadn't been that serious anyway. I couldn't see myself marrying the guy. It had been fun while it lasted.

Tonight, was a double billing. We were sharing the evening with a blues band from Texas. Hokum Pokum. They had played two sets before us. The crowd had loved them. They were a tough act to follow. After we finished our first set, I headed for the bar. I needed a fresh Coke fast. I was parched. Hokum's lead singer was loitering at the bar, lining up a couple of shots.

I took a long look at him. Tall, dark, and handsome didn't do him justice. The man was all over sultry. I hadn't been able to take my eyes off him when he was on stage.

"Nice sets." I opened the conversation.

"Your first one as well." He raised his shot glass then downed the contents. He slammed the glass down on the bar top. "You singer has some chops."

"Yeah, she does." I nodded. "We were lucky to find her."

"You from Portland?"

"We're based here, yeah. We travel a bit, though."

The guy extended his hand. "I'm Danny."

I grasped his hand and shook it. His grip was firm and confident. "Lucas."

"Pleasure to meet you, Lucas." Danny smiled at me then pointed toward his remaining shot. "Can I interest you in partaking?"

I looked toward the rest of my band seated at a table near the stage. One shot wouldn't hurt. I was officially in the middle of dry January, but I had already stumbled a couple of times.

Plus, being in Danny's company made my stomach flutter. I wanted to continue that feeling. I hadn't said no, so Danny called the bartender over and ordered a second shot. He pushed it toward me. "To living life on stage," he said and lifted his glass.

Now, that was a sentiment I could drink to. I held the glass to my lips and slung it back. It was a Jägerbomb. Not my favorite. It burned as it descended into my gut.

"Thanks for the drink." I set the glass on the bar. I hitched a thumb in the direction of my band. "I better get back. We're on in a few minutes."

"Good meeting you."

"Yeah, you too." I watched him for a moment. His eyes, even in the dim light of the bar, seemed to hold a kind of sexy secret. They were warm and welcoming, and a little playful, and crinkled at the corners when he smiled. He winked at me and walked away.

The encounter left me feeling a bit unsteady.

Back on stage, I searched the crowd for him. Bands didn't always stick around after they finished their sets; the appeal of sitting in a bar long since worn off after years of playing in them. But there he was, sitting at the back. One other guy from his band was with him. They were laughing and smiling, conversing, and watching our band. A few times, he caught me staring at him. His face would light up then he would go back to talking to his band member.

I swallowed, then turned my attention to the rest of the crowd. People were dancing and swaying to the music. The next time I looked toward the back of the bar, Danny was gone.

It was late by the time we were packing up. Well past two in the morning. I hungered for my bed. This was twelve nights in a row we had been playing. I was running out of steam.

"Hey, Lucas ..."

I turned toward the voice. Danny.

"Hey ... what are you doing back here?" I asked.

Danny's eyebrows rose. "I'm flattered you noticed I left."

I grunted and shoved my guitar into the back of my car. A rush of crimson rose in my cheeks. I had a habit of saying stuff before my brain had a chance to catch up. It couldn't be helped, though. Danny was gorgeous and he was making me nervous. When I was nervous, I blurted out shit.

"I did." I turned to him. Danny stood there blinking at me.

"Do you want to grab a coffee?" he asked.

Oh, man. I really should be headed for my bed ... but how could I resist? Danny looked like a dangerous predator ready to pounce as he waited for me to answer. This wasn't a casual ask.

"Sure." I slammed my car door and used the remote to lock it. "There's a place down the street that's open twenty-four hours."

Danny stepped back. "Lead the way."

As we walked, we talked about the road tour Danny's band was on. Where they had started in Texas, their route, and where they would be closing out their tour. It was a six-week-long venture. Portland was a halfway point, and they would be back on the road in the morning.

We slipped into a booth in the coffee shop and ordered our coffees.

"You from Portland?" Danny asked.

"Born and raised. You?"

"Missouri ... Springfield."

"A mid-west boy."

"Yup." Danny twirled his coffee cup on the table then added three heaping teaspoons of sugar into it and four creams. He stirred the whole off-white mixture around with a spoon.

"You not like the taste of coffee?" I grinned at him.

"Not really." He pursed his lips then smiled. "Wasn't sure what else to ask you to do."

I shook my head. He could've asked me to do pretty much anything, and I would have been all over it. The fact he was looking up at me all shy-like now made him even sexier.

"Wouldn't have mattered," I replied.

"So ... I pegged you right? You're gay ... bi?"

"Gay. Lifelong member."

Danny laughed and swiped a hand across his brow. "Phew. It's always a damned gamble."

"What gave me away?"

"The way you were looking at me."

Ah ... yeah. The staring.

"Couldn't help myself," I said.

"Mmmm ... ditto." Danny reached into his coat pocket and withdrew a couple of paper bills and tossed them onto the table. "Want to get out of here?"

"And go where?"

"I don't know. Bloody well anywhere with fewer people."

I cracked a smile. I hadn't been picked up like this in years. Maybe in my early twenties. But now in my thirties, it hadn't been something in my sphere of possibilities.

I followed Danny out of the coffee shop. The streets were wet, the air hanging onto the chill from the rain that had passed through earlier. Danny grabbed the back of my coat and pulled me into an alley. I managed a quick, "Fuck," before he pressed me to the wall and attacked my mouth.

The hunger ... unprecedented. I ran my hands into his hair and pulled him closer, savoring every bit of his full, decadent lips. As he sang on stage, I had been fixated on them, wondering what they would taste and feel like. Imagining them on me; my lips, my abs—my cock.

Danny groaned and pinned me to the wall with his hips, his hard cock grinding against mine. He undulated against me, making me gasp. I was desperate for him. I locked our lips together and drove my tongue into his mouth. It was a tangle of wills—a battle for dominance.

In the end, Danny prevailed. I melted against the wall, offering him everything—anything he wanted. A touch to my shoulder, and I sunk to my knees. I unlatched his buckle, belt, button, and fly. His cock was straining under his purple briefs; a spot of precum darkening a patch of the material. I brushed my lips along his shaft—then licked the cotton with my tongue. I breathed in the warmth and the scent of him. Clean soap, a hint of sweat—and pure sex.

Danny dug his hands into my hair. I pulled down his briefs and released his cock. I shoulder-checked the street to make sure we were alone, then took his cock into my mouth. I encased it with my kiss-reddened lips, my tongue stroking it, my fist gripping the base. He tasted pungent and salty. I lapped it up, sucking in mouthfuls of his beautiful cock.

"That's it ..." Danny rolled his hips, pumping into my face. He was gentle about it. Not rushing. Enjoying every second. In the faint light of the alley, I could see him licking his lips—his eyes closed, his head tipped back. I swirled my tongue around his cockhead, sucking his slit, then dove back on, slicking up the entire surface of his shaft. I released it and lifted his cock until it was pressed to his belly. I sucked one of his balls into my mouth, wetting it, turning it over again and again with my tongue. I closed my lips around it, sucking it as I let it go.

"Fuck, yeah ..." Danny groaned and lifted his other ball for me to take. I brushed it with the bridge of my nose then sucked it into my mouth. My tongue washed over it, warming it. I was in heaven. I released his musky sac and took his cock back into my mouth.

I bobbed up and down on it—humming. He tasted so good.

Danny touched my chin. "Stand up."

He helped me to my feet. My pulse was thundering in my ears. I turned and faced the wall. I knew where this night was going. He stepped up behind me, panting in my ear. He closed his chest against my back, plastering me to the wall, and thrust his hips at my ass.

"Yes." It came out as a strangled exhalation. My knees nearly buckled when Danny took the
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