
	When Angus learns his sister is dying, he must return home to face his demons... his ex-lover... and confront Eli.

	 

	 

	Hot guitar player Angus Mackay learned how to escape unhappiness early in life. The only love he’d ever felt came from his big sister, Debbie. When he learns she is dying, he’s forced to return home and face not only his demons, but hers as well. He must deal with Steven, the lover he left behind, who helped Debbie raise her daughter, Sherry. But Angus is in for a rude shock. Not only must he confront his past, but what could have been his future because Eli Borich, a man he had an amazing one-night stand with, is Steve’s lodger, friend, and employee. Can Angus cope with it all?

	Eli had his hopes set on a musical career and a relationship with Angus before they’d even met. Given the chance to play one night in Angus’s band, his hopes rose then fell when Angus split town and didn’t look back. Eli’s musical hopes have died but he senses that Angus isn’t as indifferent as he initially seems. What are the odds that Eli’s luck is about to change for the better?
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	Dedicated to our readers, with love

	 

	It is a risk to love.

	What if it doesn’t work out?

	Ah, but what if it does?

	 

	—Peter McWilliams

	 


Chapter One

	 

	 

	Angus drank down the last of his beer and scanned the crowd. The place was packed. He had already been approached by a promoter, but everything was going to shit. Karl Dobbs, the lead singer, came up beside him and placed a hand on his shoulder.

	“I’m as bummed about this as you are, man.”

	“Really?” Angus looked at him. “Well, if you’re so bummed, I would guess you’d find a new girlfriend. One that supports you.”

	“That’s not fair, Gus,” he said. “Julie just doesn’t want to live like this.”

	“She’s jealous of the women that flock around you,” Angus scoffed. “Anyway, I told you I didn’t want to talk about it anymore. You made your decision.”

	“You’re a great guitar player. You’ll find another bunch of guys and—”

	“You’re talking shit, and you know it. Come on. Time to get back up there.” Angus set down his glass and looked at the stage.

	They both knew what it took to find the right bunch of guys. It was magic when the ingredients came together and an exercise in frustration when they didn’t.

	The size of the crowd in this club every time they played was testimony to the fact that they had a great sound here.

	Angus was in a bad mood when they walked up on the stage that night for the final time.

	It was all over. The drummer, Jimmy Hanson, had just been filling in until his brother was ready to go on the road again with his band. Now that tour had been set, they’d be on their way. The bass player was Karl’s best buddy and didn’t want to stay in the band without him.

	Angus was going through the motions up there, brooding about Karl’s idiot girlfriend when he glanced up to see a gorgeous hunk standing near the stage. He was tall and muscular with wavy, light brown hair. Angus had a hard time taking his eyes off him.

	He seemed to be really into the music, dancing in place and clapping loudly after every song. Angus began showing off a bit, getting fancy with the guitar solos and moving around the stage.

	The guy’s attention remained centered on Angus, and a few times, their gazes met and locked. When the hunk smiled at him, Angus was thinking that maybe he’d get lucky.

	When the set ended, Angus glanced at his watch and realized it was last call. The guys all went off in different directions. He headed to the bar. On the way, a few of the patrons patted his arm and told him how much they loved the music. Angus smiled politely, wondering if that hunk had stuck around.

	The bartender had his beer ready for him. “Sorry to see you guys go,” he said, leaning across the bar so Angus could hear him.

	The jukebox was belting out some seventies rock ballad.

	“Thanks,” Angus said. “It was great here.” He took a sip of his beer and turned around to scan the crowd. Where did he go?

	When he turned back to the bar, he felt a tap on his shoulder. He turned to see that hunk. My God, he has the bluest eyes.

	“Hi,” he said.

	“Hello,” Angus replied. He could hardly breathe.

	“You’re one hell of a guitar player.”

	“Thanks.” Angus grinned. Take me home. Take me anywhere. “What’s your name?”

	“Eli. Eli Borich.”

	“Hi, Eli, my name is—”

	“Angus McKay.”

	“How did you know that?”

	“It’s written on the poster outside.” Eli grinned.

	“Oh, yeah. Right.” Angus laughed. “Can I buy you a drink?”

	“I’m not thirsty,” he said, meeting Angus’s gaze.

	Angus shrugged. “Oh. Well, we could get out of here.”

	“You work fast.” Eli moved closer.

	“Too fast for you?” Angus raised an eyebrow.

	“No.” Eli shook his head. “But I’m starving. I know a great all-night place nearby. The hamburgers are incredible. You’re not a vegetarian, are you?”

	Angus laughed again. “No. Hamburgers sound great, actually.”

	“Been living on a liquid diet recently, have you?” Eli asked.

	“Something like that.”

	Angus left the rest of his beer on the bar top and followed Eli out of the club. He would have followed him just about anywhere. Angus’s cock was hard from just looking at him. He would have fucked him in the bathroom if Eli would have given him the sign. But it appeared Eli wasn’t in any kind of hurry to get down to it.

	“You’re not used to dating,” Eli said as they reached the corner. Traffic whizzed by, and they waited for the light to change.

	“Dating?” Angus looked at him. “Oh, is that what this is, then? A date?”

	“Something like that.”

	The light changed, and they walked across the street.

	“Do you know I’ve seen you play at that club a dozen times?”

	Angus narrowed his eyes. “Really? Why didn’t I notice you?”

	“You weren’t ready.” Eli grinned at him. “I was at the back of the room. I only caught the last ten minutes or so. I’ve been working nights, and sometimes I get gigs playing drums.”

	“You’re a drummer?”

	Eli shrugged. “I dabble.”

	“Um, gives me ideas,” Angus said as they turned the corner.

	Eli grabbed his hand and pulled him close. “I hope so,” he said softly, then pushed him away with a laugh.

	“Ah, so you’re a tease.”

	“Yes, but I always please,” Eli said with a wink. “We’re here.” He reached for the door of a place that was so dimly lit Angus wondered if it was closed.

	As they stepped inside, the pleasant smell of garlic, fries, and broiled meat made Angus inhale with deep appreciation.

	“So why have I never tried this place?” Angus asked as Eli took his arm and pulled him to a booth against the far wall.

	“Probably because the others couldn’t wait to get you in bed, but I like the anticipation.”

	“Others?” Angus asked.

	“Told you I’ve seen you before. It’s rare that you leave alone.”

	Angus just grinned.

	They slid into their soft, warm bench seats. The place was small, but it smelled marvelous. Six booths and all filled with happy-looking, hamburger-devouring customers.

	“We’re lucky,” Eli told him, handing him a menu.

	Angus perused the food options.

	“It was meant to be,” Eli said.

	Angus glanced at him. That was a strange thing to say. “Do you believe in that kind of thing?”

	“What? Fate?”

	“Yeah.”

	“I do tonight,” Eli said, meeting Angus’s gaze. “The bacon cheese is to die for,” he added.

	“Okay, that’s what I’ll have.” Angus put down the menu. “So, why tonight?”

	“What do you mean?”

	“All those times you saw me, and yet you chose tonight to talk to me.”

	“It was your last night there. I was afraid to lose you. Anyway, I came close, but you were otherwise... ah...”

	“Oh,” Angus said.

	“Ever gay man in that bar dreamed of taking you home, not to mention the ladies.”

	“And you dreamed of eating a hamburger with me?” Angus smirked.

	“Funny guy.” Eli reached out and touched Angus’s hand. “Believe me, eating hamburgers with you doesn’t even begin to explain my—”

	“Take your order, boys?”

	Angus was still staring at Eli when Eli ordered for both of them. “Two bacon cheeseburgers with the works,” he told the tall brunette. “What do you want to drink, Angus?”

	“Just water, thanks.” He smiled at the waitress.

	She grinned back and walked off.

	“Tell me more about these fantasies of yours.” Angus stretched out his legs.

	“I will,” Eli told him. “Later.”

	Angus’s cock twitched. He sure as hell hoped this guy was a fast eater.

	The burgers arrived. They talked about music, and Angus told him how disappointed he’d been when Karl let him know he was quitting and why.

	“The music wasn’t important enough to him,” Angus bit into his burger, moaning with appreciation. He’d told Eli ten times how this was the greatest burger he’d ever eaten.

	Eli sipped his iced tea. “I think he may give it up now, but he’s going to resent her in the end. Music in the blood. And she’s not doing herself a favor. He could end up hating her.”

	Angus nodded. “You’re pretty smart.”

	“Everyone knows a true artist could never totally stop creating and be happy.”

	“The timing sucks.”

	“You’re really good, Angus. One of the best guitarists I’ve heard. You’ll get another band together.”

	“I’ve lost heart a bit.”

	“Don’t.” Eli shook his head. “If you need a fill-in drummer anytime, I could do it.”

	“I’ll keep that in mind.” Angus took the last bite of his burger. A few minutes later, he took out his wallet.

	Eli shook his head and grabbed his hand. “No you don’t. I asked you on this date, remember? It’s on me.”

	“You sure?” Angus eyed him.

	Eli leaned closer. “You’ll pay your part,” he said softly. “Where are you staying?”

	Angus’s heart beat quickened. He smiled. “Ah, about a block away.”

	“How convenient.” Eli took out his wallet. “Just let me pay the bill.”

	“I’ll wait outside,” Angus told him.

	An unusually strong and bold wind blew up the street. It was fresh and somehow healing. He filled his lungs with the night air and looked around as Eli came out.

	They grinned at each other.

	Eli took his hand as they walked side by side. It was the sweetest thing.

	When Angus’s digs at the modest, three-story motel came into view, he said, “This is it. It’s nothing fancy but it’s clean.”

	“It’s the most beautiful place I’ve ever seen,” Eli told him, reaching up and pulling his face close. “Let’s go inside. I think I’ve had just about all the anticipation I can handle.” Eli kissed him ever so briefly. “Time to pay your tab, guitar man.”

	Angus laughed. “With pleasure. Come on.”

	They hurried into the lobby like two breathless boys who’d just finished playing an invigorating game of tag. Angus didn’t wait for the elevator. His room was on the second floor, and they climbed the stairs.

	Angus got to the door and fumbled with his key. Eli was right behind.

	Something felt different when he walked in. He’d come to this room before with various men, whose names he could barely remember three days later. They’d walk in, get down to it, and then they would leave.

	But with Eli, Angus was feeling a little nervous. Eli pulled him into his arms and kissed him. It was a slow, passionate kiss with no signs of letting up. The butterflies went away. There was no awkwardness. Only a feverish desire.

	Eli led him to the bed as the kiss continued. They sat down together on the end, and Eli’s mouth moved from Angus’s lips to his throat.

	“Oh God.” Eli breathed heavily as his lips trailed over Angus’s skin. “I knew it would be like this. I dreamed it.”

	Angus placed a hand on Eli’s thigh, and Eli opened Angus’s shirt with trembling fingers. Lips replaced fingers as Eli undid each button and laid Angus’s chest bare. He pushed the shirt off Angus’s shoulders and sat back for a moment, letting his gaze move over the exposed flesh.

	“Beautiful.”

	Angus moved his hand up Eli’s thigh.

	Eli placed a hand on Angus’s and shook his head. “Not yet. I’m so close to... There’s so much I want to do before... And if you touch me...” He seemed shy in that moment, glancing down. “I don’t think you know how much...” He raised his head again and then reached out and caressed Angus’s hair. “I’ve never been so...” He noticeably swallowed.

	“It’s all right.” Angus kissed his forehead. “We’ll take it slow.”

	Eli shook his head. He stood, pulled off his T-shirt, then unzipped his jeans. “I don’t want to take it slow. I’m going to lose control, but that’s okay, isn’t it?”

	“Oh, yeah,” Angus said, grabbing the top of Eli’s open jeans and pulling him forward between his thighs. “That’s really okay, baby.”

	Angus pulled the jeans down over Eli’s slim hips. There was a wet spot on his white briefs. Angus traced the outline of his hard cock through the material. Eli let out a gust of air. Angus pressed his lips to Eli’s, inhaling his scent. Eli threaded his fingers through Angus’s hair.

	Angus looked at him and then pushed down the briefs. Eli’s erection practically leaped into Angus’s hand. Angus stroked it a moment, then lowered his tongue to it. He made a trail from the base down to the head, then encircled the tip with his tongue.

	Eli’s fingers tightened in Angus’s hair. He was trembling all over. He pushed his hips forward a little, and Angus took Eli’s cock into his mouth. With his tongue and his lips, Angus coaxed sounds of pleasure from Eli that grew in intensity as Eli neared the brink. Angus tasted Eli’s cum in his mouth and knew he was on the edge.

	He reached up and pulled Eli onto the bed. They broke contact for a moment, hastily removing the rest of their clothes, then Angus pulled Eli down into his arms. The meeting of their unclothed bodies brought a cry from Angus. He moved his hands over Eli’s smooth, muscular flesh and felt totally enthralled.

	Eli moaned as they kissed and let his cool fingers fondle Angus’s cock. Angus moved around on the bed and positioned his head at Eli’s cock again, placing himself so that Eli could do the same. It was magic. The more pleasure Eli felt, the more he gave to Angus, and the same was true in reverse. Eli came first, but it didn’t take long for Angus to follow.

	Eli quickly moved down to face him, and they lay together like that, letting their breathing calm and their heart rates return to normal. They looked into each other’s eyes. Neither could look away. They had no breath for words, and no words would do. Eli caressed his chest, kissed and licked his nipples, smiling as he handled Angus’s cock. Angus was hard again.

	“Are you a... top or bottom?” Angus asked him. “Maybe you’re... I don’t know.” He moaned and pulled him close. “God, Eli, I want to fuck you.”

	Eli met his gaze. “I’m versatile.” He grinned.

	Angus reached over to the nightstand and opened the drawer. He dropped lube and condoms on the bed.

	Eli reached for him.

	Angus surrendered to his touch and to his kisses. He couldn’t resist their passion. Eli ran his hand down over Angus’s chest and lifted Eli’s cock in his hand.

	“Looks like you’re ready.”

	Angus nodded, his chest heaving with anticipation. He leaned on his elbow and pushed Eli onto his stomach. He couldn’t wait much longer to be inside him. “My turn to make you ready for me.” Angus lowered his mouth for a kiss as he popped the top on the lube. His hand moved down over Eli’s back to his ass.

	“You could bounce pennies off that ass.”

	Eli glanced back at him and grinned. “You’re not going to try it, are you?”

	“Not right now.” Angus kissed his shoulder and opened his ass cheeks. “It’s going to be a little cold but not for long.”

	Angus laughed when Eli made a sound like a small boy who’d just dipped his toe in a cold lake.

	“Sissy.” He teased Eli’s ass with a slicked finger.

	Eli chuckled, but his mirth quickly graduated to soft sounds of pleasure as Angus used his fingers and tongue to make sure Eli was ready for his cock.

	“Angus, Jesus,” Eli moaned. “Fuck me. Fuck me now.” Eli lifted himself up to his knees, his palms planted firmly on the mattress. He opened a condom with his teeth and turned to roll it onto Angus’s cock. “Damn, you’re beautiful. And big.”

	Angus let his head go back. He closed his eyes, savoring the sensation of Eli’s fingers on his cock. Eli took some of Angus’s hair between his fingers and kissed his mouth, scraping his fingers down his chest.

	“Don’t hold back,” Angus breathed.

	Eli didn’t have to worry about that. Angus pressed him forward and positioned his cock. He tried to enter him bit by bit, but the moment the head of his cock was inside Eli, his cock stopped listening. He seized Eli’s hips and thrust deep inside him.

	Eli let out a cry that bounced off the ceiling.

	Angus froze.

	“It’s a good cry,” Eli shouted. “Shit... Don’t stop, baby. Go!”

	 

	* * * *

	 

	Eli flopped back on the bed. He was sweaty, spent, and oh so satisfied. Angus lay beside him with his eyes closed and arms spread out Christ-like. Well, he was the nearest thing to a heavenly creature Eli had ever seen, so it was fitting. Eli smiled as his cell phone rang. He went to grab it out of his jeans pocket, but it wasn’t there. It had fallen on the floor. He checked the readout. It was after midnight. Who the heck could be calling him?

	“Sorry, but I think this is work,” he told Angus and took the call, but Angus was asleep.

	“Hey, is that Eli?” a gruff male voice asked.

	“Yes, it is.” Eli swung his feet off the bed.

	“I know it’s late, but we just got into town. My name is Harry Levinson.”

	Eli sneaked a glance at Angus, who hadn’t stirred. Eli suspected that he was supposed to know who Harry Levinson was but had no clue. He moved to the corner where a table and chair were positioned to give a full view of the rest of the room. Both had been screwed to the floor. Eli had never seen that before. It was awkward trying to fit his long limbs under the table.

	“You answered our ad for a gig at our recording studio over on Franquette Avenue,” Harry said.

	“Yeah, I did.” Eli hoped he didn’t sound as shocked as he felt that he’d actually had a callback. Applying for jobs online seemed like whistling into the wind most of the time. Angus was so quiet that Eli was afraid of disturbing him. He untangled himself from the chair, moved across the room, and put on his jeans. He let himself outside as Harry went on.

	“I believe you already talked to our office manager, and he booked you for tomorrow.”

	“No. I haven’t heard from anybody.” Eli choked on a bubble of emotion he couldn’t believe got stuck in his throat. Trust me to choke to death before I can book a decent gig. He listened as Harry fumbled with papers on the other end of the line. Don’t tell me they’ve called the wrong guy. I need a break.

	“Huh,” Harry said. “That’s weird. Your résumé is right on top, and it’s impressive.”

	Oh boy, you do have the wrong guy. Eli practiced some deep, calming breaths and tried to swallow his disappointment and sound normal when he said, “Oh thanks.” He gave himself a mental shoulder pat. His nonchalance sounded almost convincing to his own ears.

	“Yeah,” Harry enthused. “You’ve been training the Blue Devils Drum and Bugle Corps. One of the best corps in the world.”

	“Yes.” Oh man, did I just squeak?

	“You must be good. They don’t hire hacks for that gig. So can you come and help us out on a song tomorrow?” When Eli didn’t immediately respond, Harry went on. “I figure if you can wrangle a whole drum corps, you can handle a couple of hungover pop st—er, singers.”

	Harry had almost said “stars.” Eli was curious now but didn’t want to ask. It was a gig regardless of who they were.

	Harry Levinson offered nothing more except to say, “Somebody will get back to you with the time. Looking forward—” He ended the call without finishing his sentence.

	Gotta love those music biz producers. Eli couldn’t believe his luck. For the first time since he’d stepped outside, he took a good look at his surroundings. This must have been the type of motel that catered to music bands, because across the parking lot, he noticed a decrepit van crawling in. The band members jumped out to push it into a parking space. They hauled out their equipment, then lugged things toward a room at the end of the motel.

	Eli stared at his surroundings. It had a distinct ‘Bates Motel’ vibe, but something crackled on the air. The scent of music. And hope. Actually it was bacon and eggs, but musicians ate what they wanted, when they wanted. Especially in the middle of the night. Eli smiled to himself. He was in a good mood, and that hadn’t happened for a while. And to think he’d been ready to give up his dream and take the job at the movie theater in Concord. The owner, Steve, was a nice guy, and Eli sure needed the money. He had to find an apartment soon, especially since he was being forced to move out of his current abode.

	He took a deep breath and slipped back inside. To his joy, it hadn’t been a dream. Angus was really in that bed, spent from their wild and crazy lovemaking. Eli shucked off his jeans and climbed back in.

	He’d recently seen the short movie Session Man, and it seemed to have seeped into his soul. In that movie, the guitarist got his potentially life-changing call in the middle of the night. Unlike the movie, however, Eli had to wait until the next morning to audition.

	So far, this was the best day of his life. He’d had a fantastic drumming gig earlier in the day, and he’d just gotten to fuck Angus McKay. I’m afraid to pinch myself. If this is a dream, it’s a good one.

	Angus scooted closer to him, and Eli held him, his heart beating so hard he could feel it in his head. Angus dozed, and Eli’s thoughts raced.

	He’s going on the road, I heard. Maybe I could meet him after my gig is done. It’s just a studio gig, but a gig is still a gig. I got a job! And not just any job. Man, he’d had a few of those. Coaching kids. Training drum-and-bugle corps. No, this was a real drum-playing gig.

	Tomorrow.

	He was so happy the theme from Annie ran through his head. Tomorrow is only a day away!

	“Did you say something?” Angus mumbled.

	“No.” Eli twisted his head to look at him.

	“I thought you said ‘tomorrow.’”

	Eli laughed. “No, but I was singing it in my head.”

	Angus’s eyes flew open. “I’m reading your mind now?” He seemed alarmed.

	Eli knew he had to act cool. “Relax. It’s only rock and roll.”

	Angus grinned. “‘Tomorrow’ is rock and roll?”

	“It has a vibe. It has a beat.” Eli removed his arms from around Angus and did some air drumming with imaginary sticks. Angus joined in with some classic air guitar and sang along.

	Angus laughed. “You’re such a goofball.”

	Eli grinned. “Thanks.”

	“So did I put that crazy grin on your face?”

	Eli almost said yes. Except that Angus had that wary look on his face again.

	“You did, but I also had good news today. I booked a gig.”

	“That’s great,” Angus said, but he didn’t seem enthusiastic.

	Eli realized that Angus was in a different class musically. He had an audience, and he was looking to move up in the world. When his cell phone rang, Eli rushed to turn it off, but something made him check the readout. It was Harry Levinson calling again.

	Oh no. Please don’t let him cancel. Please don’t burst my bubble. Not now.

	“Hey, Eli?”

	“Yes, it is.” Eli swung his feet off the bed.

	“Harry Levinson calling you back. Listen, you got a kit you can bring with you?”

	Are you kidding? Do I have a kit? I’m all about drum kits. “Yes, sure,” he said, hoping Harry didn’t think he was some kind of punk loser who didn’t have his own drums. Eli sneaked a glance at Angus, who could obviously hear the voice on the other end of the line because he seemed impressed and gave Eli two thumbs up. Eli grinned and shook his head.

	“Cool,” Harry said. “We’ll be in touch.”

	“You got a gig with Harry Levinson?” Angus’s eyes were lit with curiosity.

	“Yeah. I feel stupid saying this, but who’s Harry Levinson?”

	“He’s one of those rare managers who travels with his bands, going on the road with them for each and every gig. I read an interview with him in a magazine once. He’s got about six rising bands.”

	“Harry Levinson goes on the road with his bands?”

	Angus nodded.

	“Huh. And I play in bands where it’s hard to get the actual participants to turn up for a show.”

	Angus laughed. “You and me both. Well, I think this is worth celebrating, don’t you?”

	“I adore celebrations,” Eli responded, gazing into Angus’s eyes.

	 


Chapter Two

	 

	 

	Angus let go in a way he’d never done before. There was no world outside, no problems, and no regrets, only him inside Eli. Their cries, their whimpers, and their joys were something no other two people could have shared. And Angus didn’t want to stop fucking him. They came again and again, they rested, and they did it again before they fell asleep from exhaustion.

	Around nine in the morning, Angus woke up in Eli’s arms. It was the first time he’d let a guy stay all night, and when he looked at Eli, the feelings he had last night when he was inside him were still there. There was something different going on. It wasn’t just the heat of the moment this time. It was much more than that, and it was scary.

	Angus knew Eli was feeling the same way. They stayed in bed, side by side, but they didn’t touch. They didn’t make love. They just looked at each other, and it spoke volumes.

	Eli broke the silence by announcing he was hungry.

	“Breakfast is on me.” Angus got out of bed.

	“Good, I’ll go for the works, then.”

	Angus glanced at him. “You will, will ya? You burn some energy last night?” Angus laughed as he walked into the bathroom.

	Eli followed. “Might say that.”

	“Well, then. Can’t have you passing out.” Angus reached over and turned on the shower. He paused and glanced at him. “Join me?”

	“Um.” Eli seemed to consider it. “Can I get a double serving of pancakes?”

	Angus stepped under the spray. “I’ll let you know.”

	Eli moved in behind him and folded his arms around Angus. Angus felt Eli’s cheek on his shoulder, then several kisses. Eli moved his hand down to fondle Angus’s cock, which was on its way to making a comeback.

	Angus relaxed in Eli’s arms and gave him free rein. Eli took charge of Angus’s cock and balls while the other hand began to play with Angus’s nipples. With Eli’s lips on his throat, Angus was completely under his spell.

	Eli’s hard-on bumped against Angus’s ass as Eli took his ear between his teeth. “I know you’re a top, but...”

	“Yes,” he groaned. “Yes.”

	The seconds Eli left him to get a condom seemed like eternity, but he more than made up for it. He lifted Angus’s leg up on the side of the tub and went into him, pumping slowly at first until he was deep inside him and then speeding up to a frenzied pace until Angus felt dizzy. At the end, after they’d come, Eli slowed down a little, fondling Angus’s dwindling cock until they collapsed against the tile, Eli’s arms tightly around his torso.

	Eli asked rather innocently, “So do I get the pancakes or what?” They both laughed like fools.

	Angus turned around in the tub and stroked back some of Eli’s hair. He looked into his eyes, traced his bottom lip with a finger, and said, “Yeah, you get the pancakes, but you’ll have to do this all over again if you want syrup.”

	Eli laughed, pulling Angus’s mouth in for a kiss and then said, “You drive a hard bargain, but I’m into negotiation.”

	They showered, got dressed, and left the motel. They ate an enormous breakfast at a little place near the water and then spent the morning walking around and talking about everything and anything. Eli was an interesting guy with many interests and a passion for reading unusual books that intrigued Angus.

	He makes me want to read more, Angus thought as Eli checked his cell phone, clearly waiting for the call about his gig. Angus wondered if Eli had been blown off and hoped not. Besides, he liked hanging out with the guy.

	It was a little past noon when Eli heard from Harry Levinson. Angus and Eli were eating again when the call came. They were sharing ice cream cones from a food truck in the park. Angus knew little about Eli, except he played drums and taught kids the basic techniques. He seemed to have lived in the same vicinity as Angus for some years, so it was weird they hadn’t met before.

	“You gotta go?” Angus asked as Eli ended his call. They traded ice cream cones once more. Eli had decided he liked the toasted coconut better than the double chocolate, but Angus wanted the coconut again.

	Eli looked over at some kids shooting a football back and forth in the distance. “Yeah. I’m trying not to get too excited. I’ve been disappointed before.”

	Angus touched his shoulder. “I’m sorry.”

	Eli shrugged. “The pleasures and pitfalls of the business. You must go through it too.”

	“More than I want to admit.” Angus worried about what would come next. Whatever happened, he’d go on the road. Steve would take care of the home front. He blocked the thoughts of his sister, Debbie, and his adorable niece, Sherry, from his mind. It wasn’t easy. Sherry was like a daughter to him, and Debbie wasn’t much of a mom to her. Debbie was her own freak show. Half woman, half self-made monster.

	He felt the weight of Eli’s stare. “What?” he asked.

	Eli shrugged. “I love music, but until I got this call, I didn’t think I’d be able to make a career out of it. I always felt there was something out there waiting for me. I just didn’t know what. Right now, I pick up work here and there. And I take courses. So this gig, however long it lasts, is a thrill.”

	“You like adventure?” Angus asked. The thought that Eli had had many lovers on the road suddenly dawned on him. He’d never really cared about that before, but picturing Eli with another guy was not an image he cared for. What the hell is wrong with me? It’s not like I haven’t been with other guys.

	Eli took his hand. “You mean sexual adventure?”

	“I... no, well... maybe.”

	Eli cocked his head. “I don’t like the idea either.”

	“What?” Angus chuckled.

	“Thinking of you in bed with other guys. I don’t much care for it either. Doesn’t make sense. We just met.”

	“I didn’t say I...” Angus sighed. “We’re getting off track.”

	Eli’s hand tightened. “I’m more on track than I’ve ever been in my life right now. And it’s because of you.”

	Angus swallowed. He wasn’t sure what to say. Then his cell phone saved him from saying anything. “Hello.”

	“Gus, it’s Mike at the Dune. I’m in desperate need of a band. The one I scheduled for tonight bailed. You guys up for it or are you booked?”

	“Ah... sorry, Mike. We’re not together anymore. Karl had other... priorities.” He didn’t try to hide the bitterness.

	“Damn, that’s too bad. Shit. Look, my cousin plays bass and sings, but he can’t do it alone. I’m not keen on those machines. If you could find a drummer... Shit, I’d owe you big-time.”

	“Drummer?” He looked at Eli and grinned. “Think I might know one.”

	Eli’s eyes widened.

	“Hold on.” Angus covered the phone. “Want a gig tonight?”
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