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Chapter One

Devon Ducaine knocked cheerfully on the door of Scott's condo, excitement making his usually calm body twitch with anticipation. He'd hoped Scott would answer right away, just come flying to the door because he missed Devon so much and couldn't wait to get his hands on him. When that didn't happen, Devon fought the urge to knock again. He didn't want to seem too desperate or needy and it was ass o'clock in the morning so he forced himself to be patient, humming an old tune quietly to pass what seemed like hours of standing on the stoop.

But as minute after minute passed with no response he felt his confidence ebbing away. He stood on the step a while longer, shuffling his feet and wondering just when the hell he'd become the nervous one in his and Scott's relationship. He suspected it had something to do with the mutual I love you's they'd confessed during their reconciliation, barely a week ago. There was just something different—something awesome but also scary—about loving someone and knowing they loved you back. And having the words spoken brought everything to an all new level.

Devon had never told anyone he loved them before, except his bandmates and family, of course, but saying it to Scott had seemed natural. Scott had even questioned how he could say it so easily. To be fair, Devon had just been punched in the face by his best friend and probably had a concussion, so the words might have rolled off his tongue a little more freely than they normally would. But concussed or not, he'd been feeling them in his heart for a quite a while before.

Being in love felt good. Devon though it was like the end of a really awesome gig that had the audience screaming and stomping for a first, second and third encore, except one hundred times better. He'd had a hard time keeping his business-face and composure on his recent trip when an overwhelming urge to smile seeped into his heart every time he thought about Scott. Which had been just about all the time.

They'd texted a few times a day plus talked every night about whatever popped into their heads. There might have been a little phone sex, too, but it was mild compared to what Devon really wanted to do to and with Scott, once they were in the same freaking state. Though just holding him when he slept was pretty far up on the list, as well.

Scott had also sent a ranting email about his mother that Devon had tried his hardest to dissect, but the words had been little more than frustrated, rambling sentences on the page. The email had worried Devon a bit. He'd tried to bring it up with Scott but had been met with a dozen assurances that is was "nothing important" and a brick wall of apologies for sending the email in the first place. Devon's mama hadn't raised any fools though, and he knew Scott well enough to realize whatever he was trying shrug off had to be damn important. Not something Devon should just let go.

No worries, Devon would wait Scott out. He was good at waiting. He'd dropped the subject, filed it away for later and kept up the low-key texting with Scott even though every conversation just made his all-consuming need to see Scott—touch, hold, just be with him—more intense. This love stuff was tough.

Of course, Devon had torment of his own circling his brain. Guilt about not having been honest with Scott still lingered and simmered in his subconscious, along with echoed memories of the pain of having his heart shatter when they broke up. He'd been dead wrong about how he'd handled their relationship, he'd made bad choices, choices that inevitably had blown up in his face. His untold lies had backfired, sending Scott storming out of his life instead of keeping him close. It was a time he still hated to think about.

Getting back together had taped up the major breaks in Devon's heart but he knew there were still cracks to be filled and penance to be paid to Scott. He also knew Scott still had questions, concerns and trust issues—who could blame him—and Devon hoped the things he had planned for today would help to ease Scott's mind about who Devon really was. He hoped he could repair the damage he'd done and bring Scott back into his arms with no leftover hesitations or fear.

 So love had proved to be both good and hard all at the same time. No matter how sure Devon was about his feelings for Scott, no matter how much he believed Scott loved him back, it was still a new experience for him and it definitely made him act a little out of the ordinary. Like right now. Why else would he be standing on Scott's stoop after only four hours of sleep, sweating like he'd just been ripping it up on stage, a stupid heart-shaped box of chocolates hanging heavy and awkward in his hand? He felt like some grade school reject waiting for the cute boy in the desk behind him to notice he existed, not a multi-album rocker with a reputation of being a badass… or whatever he'd been trying for.

He knocked again, stepping back to the edge of the top step. He never had any anxiety when he was getting ready to take the stage, just excitement and exhilaration mixed with hell-yes anticipation that made everything speed-up in his head and body. This uncomfortable quivering in his belly, the bassline heartbeat thumping in his ears and the clamminess of his palms were all completely new experiences for him.

This was an important day as far as he was concerned, and obviously his body was responding accordingly, if annoyingly. Come to think of it, if Scott's anxiety and panic attacks were anything like what Devon was feeling—and he knew they were in fact much worse—he had to give so many props to his boyfriend for dealing with such discomfort on a day to day basis. Scott was one of the strongest, most caring people Devon knew and he always made Devon remind himself to man up and try to be half as strong as Scott.

Despite wanting to see Scott so badly, Devon was beginning to seriously contemplate getting back on his bike and starting the day over—later, much later. He hadn't given Scott an actual time for when he'd be coming over. It was Scott's day off. Maybe he just wanted to sleep in for a change and not be bothered by Devon's early morning enthusiasm… The rattling of the chain lock brought him back from his thoughts. He couldn't chicken out now. Nerves or not, he had plans… big plans and since he was the planner, wiggling out of them was just not an option. The deadbolt slid open and Devon was finally facing a very sleepy-looking gorgeous, rumpled, hot—and possibly confused—Scott Weston.

"Good morning, darlin'," Devon said slipping into his best Southern drawl, the way he knew melted Scott from the inside out. He'd never called Scott anything but Scott and the occasional babe but he liked how the word rolled off his tongue. He was feeling pretty melty himself right then, too. He smiled hopefully into Scott's heavy-lidded eyes.

The glazed baby-blues weren't focusing on him though, and unfortunately, Scott didn't seem to be heading to the melting department too damn fast either. "You look like you've seen a ghost. Didn't wake ya, did I?"

Scott wrinkled up his nose and pursed his lips, one hand scrubbing over his face without the slightest hint of coordination. He was pretty damn adorable.

"Dev? Of course you woke me…what are you…what the fuck time is it?"

Devon snorted and chuckled at Scott's response. That was more often his own reaction than Scott's. Maybe Devon was a bad influence. "Just after eight."

He marveled at the sleep-wrinkled face he'd become so attached to while Scott just kept trying to blink and rub away his bleariness. His eyebrows knitted together into a V, his mouth opened wide as a jaw-cracking yawn overtook him, and he stretched his arms over his head for a moment. Devon was dying to run his fingers through Scott's short hair that was sticking up in every direction, slide a hand around his waist then under the striped pajamas top, then down in the matching bottoms that hung loose on his frame.

Devon always thought Scott was attractive but there was something about a freshly woken Scott that made Devon tingle all over. Of course it had also been four days of not seeing Scott, not touching him or kissing him. Dammit, the girlie squeeing—he was well aware how it sounded from personal rockstar experience—in Devon's head told him he could barely wait a second more to do all of the above. Great. He wasn't that grade school reject now but a fangirling groupie instead.

Clearing his throat to relieve the lump of squee lodged in his esophagus, he reached out to cup Scott's face in one hand. "Time to get your ass out of bed, darlin'. I missed you." He leaned in and pressed a quick kiss to Scott's unprepared lips, expecting to either get smacked or shoved away. Scott surprised him by parting his lips and slanting his mouth over Devon's. It didn't last long but it cleared the anxiety from Devon's head and made him want to growl like some possessive alpha dog claiming his mate. Mine. With a nip to Devon's bottom lip followed by a final lick to soothe the pain, Scott pulled back.

Devon sucked in a breath and grinned like an idiot, his thumb lazily swiping at a dot of dried drool in the corner of Scott's mouth. "I was gonna ask you if you forget about our date but I think we're pretty clear on that now."

Scott touched his index finger to his lips, a tiny smile forming in the corners of his mouth as his eyes brightened and shone. "How could I forget, when you ordered me to take the day off? Of course I thought days off, even forced ones, were meant for sleeping-in." Scott smirked and settled a hand on Devon's hip.

"Dude, I didn't order you." Dammit, Devon just wanted to grab Scott and have his way with him right there on the steps. It was a hell of dick-twitching thought but unfortunately, it wouldn't help accomplish any of the things he had planned for the day. He shook off the notion but not enough to deny the flash of desire that still heated him from the inside out. Tonight was a totally different story.

"Sorry…" Scott smiled sweetly. "Requested day off. But I still don't know what's going on. Care to share with the class?"

"Nope."

Scott narrowed his eyes, one hand poised on his hip. "Is it something I need to be anxious about because you know how that might work out—"

"Not telling you a thing, sweetheart, although I might be open to bribes."

"Bribes, huh? I think I can manage that."

The sudden press of Scott's body and mouth sent Devon off balance but he recovered quickly, sliding his hand around the back of Scott's head to pull him in closer. When Scott's tongue shoved inside his mouth, twisting this way and that, trying its hardest to reach Devon's tonsils, Devon pulled away with a mournful groan. "Maybe we should take this inside. Or do you have a new exhibitionist kink you wanna share with me?"

Scott's cheeks pinked up, his gaze searching up and down the street as he abruptly pulled away. "Are there people out…" He met Devon's smirk with a scowl. "You jerk. I can assure you that will never be a kink I'll be accused of." The frown turned to a smirk when Scott brushed is fingers over the crotch of Devon's jeans. Scott snickered at Devon's hearty groan before grabbing the bottom of Devon's leather jacket and tugging him through the door.

"I never knew rockstars got up so early," he teased as he closed the door and went about relocking it.

"Not a rockstar today, babe—Devastation Caine is not in the building. I'm just Devon, and Devon has an awesome day planned for you once you get your cute, little ass out of those pajamas."

Amusement quirked Scott's lips. "You want my ass naked? But won't that just make us not leave the… oof!"

Devon pushed Scott up against the wall, the box in his left hand falling to the floor as he covered Scott's body with his own. He pinned Scott's wrists on either side of his head; the crush of lips that followed wasn't chaste or even tender as he kissed Scott with unbridled need and want and lust and love. Scott returned the pressure, pushing and arching his body against Devon's.

Tangling his tongue with Scott's, Devon reveled in the taste, the smell, the feel, while the tell-tale heat of arousal warmed his gut and spread over his entire lower body. He moaned into Scott's mouth, smiling against his lips when the sound was reciprocated. After adjusting his grip on Scott's wrists, he shifted so he could slip a thigh between Scott's legs. He pressed his knee carefully against Scott's groin, rubbing over the half-hard bulge inside Scott's pajamas. Scott gasped and bit at Devon's bottom lip, his eyes closing as Devon applied a little more pressure and friction with his thigh. Had it really only been four days? It felt like four months since he'd touched Scott.

Devon stroked his tongue over Scott's bottom lip, his heart fluttering and his dick filling when Scott sucked it harshly back into his mouth. Devon felt a sudden need to really touch Scott. He released Scott's hands so he could cup his face between his fingers, licking deep into his mouth and leaning harder against him to get the full-body contact he was craving.

Devon's brain was swirling as much as the lust in his veins. It would be so easy to give in to what they both wanted, to just sweep Scott into his bedroom and spend the day in bed with nothing to do but kiss and suck and lick and fuck. But that wasn't the plan and since it was rare for Devon to plan anything, he intended on seeing this one through. Of course that didn't mean he couldn't enjoy a little more Scott time before the day began.

Scott deepened the contact, his mouth working hard on Devon's in a clash of lips, tongue and teeth. They'd discovered kissing was one of their favorite pass-times and there were some days Devon just wanted to feast on Scott's lips, taste him until there was nothing left to taste. He wanted to kiss him until their mouths were red and chapped, and their tongues exhausted from the effort. This was definitely one of those times.

There had been one time when Devon had made Scott come without touching anything but his hair, face, mouth and throat. It was the most erotic and intimate thing he'd ever seen; Scott thrusting and convulsing against thin air while Devon held his face between his hands, licking, kissing, nipping across his jaw and up behind his ear. He'd nearly came himself when Scott cried out his release and a wet spot appeared in the front of Scott's jeans as the smell of sex seeped into the air. Just thinking about it now made him almost reconsider is plans.

When Scott started fingering the zipper-pull on Devon's jacket, Devon slid his thumbs over Scott's cheekbones, mapping his face while he peppered soft kisses over his cheeks and jaw. "Fuck, I want you right now," he whispered as Scott chased his lips for another kiss. "How did I ever manage a month away from you when I can't even do four days now?"

Scott licked Devon's bottom lip, soothing the burn from his earlier nips before sucking it it between his teeth and giving it a gentle tug. "Bedroom?" His eyes shone stormy blue, dark with lust and sparkling with desire and hope.

They were both hard, their bodies so close they could barely breath, rocking against each other just enough for their lengths to softly rub and rut. Scott's pupils were blown, the heat of his gaze sending sparking shivers up Devon's spine. He couldn't believe he was going to say what he needed to say but…

"No. I need you to get dressed… preferably in a room I'm not in so I can try to get my goddamn little soldier to stand down and not at attention."

Scott's laugh was endearing and heartwarming to Devon's ears. It had only been a week since they'd reconciled, not enough time for Devon to get his fill of the soft timbre of Scott's voice, the joy of his laughter, the muffled snorts he tried so hard to hide. The sound, the feel, the taste of Scott made Devon realize how much he'd missed him during their month of estrangement, how empty and broken he'd felt. He still remembered the look in Scott's eyes when they'd broken up at the concert, the hurt and anger and just fucking pain that Devon had caused with his dishonesty.

Before that day Devon had never thought about how fast and hard he'd fallen for Scott and then, it had been seemingly too late. He'd never regretted anything in his life as much as the actions that sent Scott running from Devon's life. It was a miracle to have him back, one he'd never take for granted. And if he had to grovel and beg for the rest of his life, he intended to make it up to Scott—starting with today if they ever got their asses in gear and out of the house.

"Your soldier doesn't feel so little right now, sure you don't want me to give him some special attention?"

Devon snapped his attention back to the happy Scott of the present who was taking full advantage of having his hands free, one settling on Devon's rear and the other resting over his obviously-interested dick.

"I thought we were supposed to relax on our days off… rest, be lazy, indulge in some calming activities. I love calming you, Dev… you and your little soldier."

Devon growled low in his throat, his jaw dropping open when Scott suddenly fell to his knees and mouthed his cock through his jeans. "Oh fuck, Scott. I'm trying to be grown-up and organized and shit then you gotta go and get me all… fuck that feels good… I have the whole day planned out and this… Jesus Christ! How the hell do you do that through… stop, Scott… I don't have any other clothes with… fuck…"

Devon words were lost in a tangle of groans, gasps, curses and he was very sad to say say, even some whimpers. He threaded his fingers through Scott's hair before flattening both his hands against the wall to steady the shakiness of his legs, leaning in a little closer to Scott and his fabulous mouth. Said mouth slid over the denim, back and forth, Scott's lips shaping and outlining Devon's cock perfectly. He looked up into Devon's eyes, his own dark and determined with lust but silently questioning. He pressed the heel of one hand over Devon's clothed dick, the pressure and heat sending a pulsing wave straight through it and into Devon's balls. There was no way in hell Devon would have even considered stopping him.

After the slight nod of Devon's head, Scott dipped his lowered his mouth again and resumed his teasing. Moisture seeped through the denim, some from Scott and some from Devon, and Devon dick's strained even more against the rough jeans. Scott concentrated on the hardened head, tongue rubbing in circles, teeth scraping lightly against the fabric before he managed to suck the tip into his mouth. Devon was so goddamn teed-up, he was sure he'd internally combust right on the spot.

"Jesus, Scott… don't do… oh fuck… I'm gonna…"

Devon's eyes rolled back and a gasp slipped long and low from his mouth. A shudder started at the base of his spine and spread quickly, threading out into every nerve in his body, tickling, zapping, electrifying. Orgasm ripped hard and fast through him, the confinement of his dick seemingly having no effect on the explosion of cum that drenched the inside of his jeans. He tightened his grip on Scott's hair and pulled Scott in closer to his groin, trying like hell not to buck too hard against Scott's face.

Scott continued to suck and mouth at Devon's pulsing arousal, his lips working harder and faster to grind against Devon's crotch, his own need apparent and lusty against Devon's body. He dug the fingers of one hand into Devon's ass and rocked him in jerky movements back and forth against his mouth while Devon rode out his climax.

"Jesus, Scott," Devon hissed when he found his breath again. "This was supposed to be your day…"

"I don't… don't need a day…" Scott's voice was as breathless as Devon felt, his breath hissing through his teeth in between words as he fought to refill his lungs. "And it's not my birthday anyhow."

His forehead was leaned against Devon's thigh, the warmth of his rapid exhales scorching through the drenched fabric. He moved his head, palming across the widening spot on Devon's denim before licking his hand and rising to his full height again. He kissed Devon slow and sloppy. "When was the last time you came in your pants, Mr. Rockstar?"

Devon shook his head, pulling Scott close, hugging him tight and hard against him while the tiny aftershocks zipped through his body. "This is one of those times you'll be bragging about later on, right? Remember the time I made you come in your jeans like you were a horned-out teenager looking for his first lay."

"First of all, I would never say that, at least not in those exact words or that girly tone." Scott's lips vibrated against Devon's neck, sending those same tremors straight to his softening-but-still-interested dick. Jesus Christ when did I become that horned-out teenager again?

"And second of all?" Devon said, nuzzling his nose against Scott's neck. He inhaled Scott's scent, considering some way to bottle it for times when they weren't together. Damn, he was acting like a teenager with a virgin hard-on and a crush the size of Texas. "I know you have some sort of list in your head so just let me have it."

Scott chuckled and managed to free himself from Devon's grip. The smug grin on his face told Devon everything he needed to know; his ill-timed coming would definitely be brought up again at a most inopportune time.

"Second… I can't believe I just made you come in your pants. I didn't even get to touch any skin which is truly sad."

"Goes on your list of firsts, does it?"

"At the top of the list. Not since you were a teenager? Really?"

"Yep. Always managed to at least get my pants off first."

"Even with all those sex groupies hanging off you?"

"Already told you, I never did groupies. Although I might have if they had signs or T-shrits that actually said sex groupie."

Scott's shoved at Devon's shoulder but his smile felt like heaven inside Devon's heart. "Well, howdy-do. I have felled the great rockstar, Devastation, from his top ranking sexual prowess position."

"Anyone ever tell you you're crazy as a fucking loon?"

"All the time… but mostly you. It's why you love me, right?" Devon bit his lip so he didn't reply right away, forcing himself to enjoy the return of blush to Scott's face. "I didn't mean to say that…"

The love stuff was still pretty new to both of them, still a little uncomfortable and awkward and having only admitted it once, and not seen each other for a few days made it even more so. Devon slid a hand into Scott's hair, tugging him closer and brushing their mouths together. "I do love you, but that's definitely not the only reason though, darlin'."

Scott's lips quirked into a smile against Devon's mouth—his response swelled Devon's heart. "Are we supposed to miss each other after only four days, nine hours and about twelve or thirteen minutes?" Scott whispered moving his head so his words tickled against Devon's hair.

"I don't know. I'm as new as you are to this… L-O-V-E stuff. But things seem a little one-sided at the moment…" Scott stiffened in Devon's arms. "Not the love part, sweetheart… the getting off part. So… how do you want me?"






Chapter Two

Scott shuddered when Devon slid his mouth to his ear, the already sexy drawl in his voice skittering low and raspy over his skin. "You want me on my knees sucking you off in the entranceway? On the couch with my legs in the air? On all fours waiting for you to take me in the kitchen?"

Throaty groans filled the room and it took Scott a moment to realize they all belonged to him. "Dammit, I missed you, Dev."

"Me, too. Seems like it might be a perfect day to stay in bed and indulge, huh? My plans can wait for another day."

Scott pulled back, his skin still tingling where Devon had pressed against his ear. He searched Devon's eyes. "You had actual plans?"

Devon nodded, reaching down to cup the front of Scott's pajama pants. Scott flinched back at first then hesitantly leaned into the touch.

"Is it so hard to believe I can make a plan?" Devon asked, eyebrows knitting into a V. "And speaking of hard… where exactly did yours… go… your hard-on I mean. I thought you were enjoying it, too. Did I do something to—"

"I already came." Scott hadn't meant to blurt it out but between the flushed embarrassment rushing though his entire body and the mess running down his leg, his brain was otherwise occupied.

"What?"

He fumbled with his words, the air in the room suddenly dense and hot, not to mention the uncomfortable stickiness inside his pj bottoms. "I never meant to… I wanted to wait for you to… but it just… uh, it just happened."

Scott might have died on the spot if Devon hadn't yanked him back into his arms and chuckled demonically in his ear. "You sneaky bastard. How did I not know you came?"

Scott shrugged then buried his nose in Devon's mass of hair. "Guess I can't razz you about your indiscretion when I did it too?"

Devon kissed the side of his head and Scott tried to stay still enough to hide his discomfort. Devon was anything but a fool though. "Probably doesn't feel too good running down your leg either, huh?"

"Dammit, Devon." He'd been trying very hard to ignore the wet trail, trying to be grown up and not have to run to the bathroom to quickly clean it up before it drove him freaking crazy. Devon had caught on long ago that Scott always needed to clean himself up right away. He liked the warmth and the thought of Devon's—or his own—cum on his body but the instant it started to cool and became sticky then crusty, it made his skin crawl and his brain twitch.

"You're gonna freak out about cleaning that up in a minute, aren’t you?" Devon smirked, holding Scott tighter while Scott shifted his feet and crinkled his nose. "Should we maybe go do something about that before—"

"Oh God, yes!" Scott blurted out He finally tore himself away from Devon then made his way painfully slowly toward the bathroom. He walked on his tiptoes so his movements didn't cause the trickle to slip faster down his leg while he stifled the big "ewww" that desperately wanted to escape his lips. He flicked and twisted his hands in front of him, the action stuffing down some of the anxiety he was feeling though he knew he probably looked like an escapee from the loony bin. It was okay though. He could show his true self since it was only Devon who was seeing him—Devon who loved him.

"You sure you don't wanna hug me some more? I really missed you—" Devon's voice made it clear that was a gentle tease.

"No!" Bastard. Scott didn't turn around but he made a note to smack Devon—hard—once he was clean. "Later, and then you're going to tell me about these plans of yours."

Scott breathed a sigh of relief when he entered the bathroom, his fingers already poised in the waistband of his pants as he caught the sound of first one then another boot dropping to the hardwood floor out in the hallway. Knowing Devon, that was a prelude to him coming to check on Scott.

He fought back the revulsion in his throat and annoying tick of the corner of his mouth when he pulled his pajamas down, trying to avoid smearing the ooze any more than it was. He groaned with mild disgust when he accidently slid his foot over the mess when he was almost free of his pants. He wasn't sure if the soft pad of bare feet—Scott was still trying to introduce Devon to the invention of socks, let along underwear—closing in on him made him feel better or worse.

"Need any help?" Devon asked leaning his shoulder against the doorframe and crossing his arms over his chest. Scott looked up at him, and wanted to devour him on the spot. There was no way a man who'd just shuddered his release in his pants should look so debauched and perfect at the same time. Four days apart had seemed like a month away from Devon and the words "I love you" still glowed inside Scott's head and heart.

He flicked his wrist at Devon, making a circular motion in the air to accompany his question. "I thought you were in a hurry to start whatever it is you have planned?" Devon just smiled, his eyes raking over Scott's now-naked body.

Scott tried not to return the look, wrapping a towel around his waist and picking up his soiled pajama bottoms between two fingers. He deposited them in the hamper, silently adding a reminder to the always on-going list in his head to clean out the damn thing A.S.A.P. He was both impressed and embarrassed that Devon had remembered his panicky feelings about being sticky, even if he still gave him a hard time about it. Scott had managed to hide his disdain for drying semen for all of a month until Devon had caught on. He could blow Devon and even swallow his cum with no problem, but having either of their stickiness cooling on his body made him run for the nearest wet towel to clean up. He couldn't explain what exactly his issue was either but Devon just took it in stride like everything else, usually jumping up to get a wet cloth after they'd made love rather than wait for Scott to do it.

Reaching over the tub, Scott turned on the tap and pulled the lever for the shower, the steaming heat filling the bathroom instantly. Scott glanced at Devon who hadn't moved from his position holding up the door. His gaze drifted down to the patch of dark blue wetness over Devon's crotch. "You can't possibly be comfortable with all that… stuff in your pants."

"Doesn't bother me," Devon replied with a smirk. He reached down to palm the front of his jeans for effect and Scott had to swallow and look away. "It's a nice reminder of how just how wrecked you can make me and just how much I really liked it.'

"You're impossible." Scott laid a clean bathmat on the floor, trailing his fingers over the edge so it was perfectly in line with the bottom of the tub. Two fluffy white towels were next out of the closet. Scott hung them over the towel rack with care and attention to detail as always:  even and identical.

There were things he did in front of Devon that he'd never done with anyone else and letting his O.C.D. shine through without trying to hide it was one of the most important. Devon never ridiculed or questioned him on his quirks and habits, not even after separating for a month. He teased, maybe, but never in a way that hurt. He just went with the flow and did his own thing Devon-style.

"Want me to help you with the towel, darlin'?"

Scott shook his head at Devon's unique Devon-style. One minute he was hurrying Scott along and the next…. well, he just managed to bring out goosebumps all over Scott's body when he got into sexy mode or hell, any mode really.  And holy crap, Devon was calling him darlin' now. It was silly how one word could make Scott's heart even more in love than it already was. But the simple endearment sent tingles down Scott's spine whenever Devon said it.

He attempted to stare Devon down as he moved closer, Devon's steps slow and determined while his hungry brown eyes never left Scott's. Any thought or reason always disappeared from Scott's head when Devon looked at him like that.

"Saves time if we shower together, don't you think?" Devon's voice was little more than a raspy growl but Scott felt the vibrations from his head to his toes.

He unsuccessfully stifled a groan then shifted backwards until his back hit the wall with Devon pursuing him every inch of the way. It was like being stalked by a hungry panther, the cat toying with him until there was nothing he could do but let himself be devoured. The very thought made Scott's dick rise beneath the towel and the panther's eyes latched on immediately.

When Devon covered Scott with his body, a high keening sound drifted between them and Scott wasn't sure whether it came from him or Devon. Sounded like him, though. He was suddenly nervous about what Devon had planned, his brain overruling his cock as it often did during some very unlikely moments.

He pressed his hands to Devon's chest, feeling the firm muscles quivering under his fingertips and the rapid thumping of his heart matching Scott's. Scott was pretty attached to that heart and the rest of Devon too, but he had couldn't stop the worry that had already planted seeds of panic in his head.

He tried to fight the panic back with a bit of snark. "So you made plans? Like actual plans? Because you know plans are just like making a list. Why Devon Ducaine, did you actually make a real list?"

Devon smirked. Then he was kissing Scott thoroughly, and though the exquisite taste of Devon's mouth, his lips, his tongue, distracted Scott's for a minute, the worry just settled back in when they pulled away to breathe. "Do we have a time frame to follow? Shouldn't you get out of those wet pants?"

"Fuck plans," Devon growled, so close to Scott he felt the vibrations shiver through his own body. "I figured you'd be a little reluctant so I got here early to convince you. And you're right, I can't wait to get my pants off. Wanna help?"

Scott cleared his throat, flattening his hands over Devon's T-shirt, willing his fingers to not move to the sexy tattoos on Devon's arms. It had been four days since Scott had mapped them, touched them, licked them… focus… panic, remember?. "And um… where exactly would you be convincing me to go?"

"You don't want to ruin the surprise, do you?"

"I'm not much for surprises, Dev."

"Then how about I tell you after you take off my pants and fuck me in the shower?"

"Jesus." The word was involuntary and barely a whisper but the smug look on Devon's face said he'd heard it loud and clear.

"Did I mention how much I missed you?"

Scott felt his guard slip, taking the niggling worry right along with it. He'd missed Devon too, more than he thought was possible or logical. And the poor man had to be suffering with all that stickiness still squishing around against his junk. It would only be polite for Scott to help him, being a good host and all that. And his fingers were really itching to trace over those tattoos he loved so much… so good host it was.

"You could mention it some more if you like," he said, sliding his hands from Devon's chest, down his flat abs and over the waistband of his pants. His fingers wrestled with the buckle, finally getting it unclasped before thumbing the button on Devon's jeans open. He paused when he'd pulled Devon's zipper part way down. "No underwear, Dev? Really? You're probably chafing the shit out of your privates."

Devon's eyes were pure black, bottomless lust. "You could rub some lotion on them for me."

Scott huffed out a chuckle. He shifted his hands to Devon's hips, using his whole body to make him take a step back. "I've got no problem with fu… doing you in the shower but I'm not touching you until you—"

"Wash off the stickiness?"

"You know me so well."

"Better believe it, sweetheart. And love every single part."






Chapter Three

They were cleaned-up and dressed—redressed in Devon's case—in a reasonable amount of time. Luckily he'd left a pair of jeans and some underwear at Scott's place or he would have been walking around sticky all day. Going home to change was definitely not in the plan. He even managed to laugh off Scott's lecture about his lack of underwear under his jeans. Damn, the inside of those suckers was a freaking, disgusting mess and Scott was absolutely right about the chafing. Devon was lucky he hadn't ended up with some kind of rug-denim-burn from the harshness of the material and zipper. Of course getting hard again when he was still gummed-up hadn't helped the situation. Sometimes commando sounded sexier than it really was. Bearing this in mind, he'd chosen the underwear option for the rest of the day.

Devon gathered his boots and coat again while Scott slipped on his shoes beside him. He didn't think anything of it when Scott leaned over towards the wall to pick something up, but then flinched and wanted to crawl inside himself when he saw what it was.

"Devon," Scott said slowly, his eyes twinkling with of amusement. "What's a heart-shaped box of chocolates doing in my living room?"

Devon hid behind his curtain of hair as he reached down to tie his boots. He didn't know why he'd bought the damn thing and obviously getting off—twice—had scrambled his brain to the point he'd completely forgotten that he had. It didn't even matter that they were expensive, designer chocolates either. It was the damn heart box that made them cheap and tacky. He should have gone for flowers instead.

"Man, isn't it bad enough that you rubbed one out of me in my favorite jeans? Now you wanna rub that in, too? Valentine's Day is supposed to be sweet not vindictive." Devon smirked but Scott wasn't looking his way until his mouth suddenly dropped open.

"What did you say… it's Valentine's Day? Oh, it's Valentine's Day. Shit, I had no idea."

"How could you not know?" That was another thing he loved about Scott—the sweet honesty he just couldn't contain. Devon would have at least claimed he knew it was Valentine's Day to save face but that sort of thing never even crossed Scott's mind. "Haven't you seen all the cheesy heart crap everywhere?"

"Cheesy heart crap like this little box?"

Devon tilted his head, hoping to hide some of his embarrassment behind his hair again.

"Sorry." Scott grinned at him with way too much amusement, his words not matching the look on his face in any way, shape or form.

"Yeah, it's Valentine's Day and I got a dorky heart-shaped box of chocolates especially for my dorky, annoying boyfriend. Satisfied?"

Devon was caught unprepared when Scott flung himself into his arms. He wobbled dangerously to the side as Scott forcibly attached himself but somehow managed to keep them both upright.

"I never realized because I've never received a Valentine before or had a Valentine date or whatever you're supposed to call it… so the day has never been anything but a… day." He kissed the side of Devon's head with such vigor and excitement that Devon's heart resumed its pounding bassline in his ears. "Thank you, Devon."

Once Devon composed himself, he dragged his arms out from between his and Scott's bodies and wrapped Scott in tight to his chest, his fingers stroking through his hair and down his back. "You never have to thank me for doing things for you, sweetheart. But when you talk about your past that I never know whether to kiss you or cry."

Scott pulled back, eyes bright with emotion. "Kissing is always the right answer but I've never seen you cry so that could be interesting…" He paused with a smirk that Devon wanted to kiss away… ruthlessly. "Why exactly would you cry?"

"Ah, everyone should have at least a couple Valentine's Days to remember." Dammit, but Scott just broke Devon's heart in two sometimes. Such a sweet soul had no business being as lonely and alone as Scott had been before Devon came into his life. If he had his way, Scott wouldn't ever be either of those things again.

"Well, so far I've had three orgasms—"

"Three?" Devon's brain spun to remember when the third had happened. Maybe he'd came three times too without knowing it.

Scott just smirked and continued, "And I have the rest of the day to spend with you. That's all I need."

They kissed again, just a soft, lazy pressing of mouths. There was no desperation or lust, just love and a happy start to the day. When they pulled apart Scott quirked an eyebrow at him. "So you're taking me out for Valentine's Day, all day? Really?"

Devon nodded, kissed Scott's forehead then released him to finish with his boots. "Yep. I have it all planned out. The pants-coming incident wasn't in the original set list or the shower clean-up session, but I managed to pencil them both in afterwards." He chuckled under his breath as Scott slapped him lightly on the back of the head. "And no, I don't have an actual list written down." He paused to rub then tap the side of his head. "It's all in here."

Scott faked a gasp. "I need to start teaching you the fine art of list-making, don't I?" He snorted and moved around Devon to grab his coat from the closet. "I should probably bring my bottle of Ativan, huh?"

Devon sighed before smiling sadly at him. "I hope I don't stress you out that bad, but better safe than sorry, right?"

He and Scott had delved into some pretty deep discussions about Scott's anxiety disorder and panic attacks, both in person and on the phone while Devon was away. He couldn't say he completely understood what Scott went through, but he did understand the importance of the anti-anxiety medication Scott always had on hand. Scott said it wasn't a cure to the attacks, just a quick fix when things were spinning—sometimes literally—out of control. But when that happened it was an essential, not a luxury.

When they finally had everything they needed, Scott locked and relocked the door behind them, turning right at the end of the walkway and heading for his car. Devon stopped him with a hand around his waist. "Not today. My plan, my ride."

The look on Scott's face would have been comical had something actually been funny, but Devon knew it wasn't a laughing matter when Scott started wringing his hands together. "You want me to… ride… on that… on your bike? Are you torturing me for Valentine's Day? Because I certainly didn't know that was part of the ritual I've been missing all these years."

Devon could sense anxiety quickening Scott's words and tugging a little at his left eyebrow, but as bad as he felt about that, he was still determined to get Scott on his bike. He circled his arms around Scott's waist and pressed a lingering kiss to the side of his neck.

"You can do this. I know you can and you said before you wanted to try. I thought today was as good a day as any and I even got you something special so you could give it a shot." Scott wiggled and sighed but Devon hung on. "Relax, babe. I'm not gonna force you and if you really think you can't, we'll take the car. But I'll just ask one more time, okay? Give it a try… for me?"

"You're not… not playing fair, Dev. Do I make you… um… do I make you…" Devon waited him out. "Fuck. I can't think of… I got nothing."

Pressing his nose to Scott's neck, Devon sucked up a very faint mark behind his ear. He growled out his reply. "Because I'm very compliant to anything you ask me to do, right? Because I'll do anything you want?"

Scott squeaked and tried to pull away. "You're impossible but I'll keep that in mind for later. Right now you're just… really annoying."

Devon backstepped them so they stood in front of his bike at the curb. "Close your eyes."

"Dev… I don't know that I can…"

After a quick press of his finger to Scott's lips, Devon reached into the saddlebags and slipped a butter-soft leather jacket over his shoulders, drawing a small sniffing sound from him. "Okay, open them."

"Smells like leath… oh, it's so soft." Scott's baby blues opened wide then narrowed before he even blinked. "You bought me a leather jacket? But you know I never go anywhere without my trench coat."

"That's why I bought it big enough to go over your coat. I keep telling you rockstars can come equipped with brains as well as awesome talent and stunning good looks."

Scott snorted softly. "Not sure how that's possible when that damn music you play makes people's ears bleed."

Devon forced his face into a dark scowl, his best attempt at feigning being offended. He knew Scott's opinion of his music but as long as Scott loved him, it didn't matter in the least that his taste sucked. "I've never seen any evidence of that. Now just try on the damn jacket so I can give you your other surprise."

"Ah, Dev." Scott turned to face him, twisting to slide one arm then the other into the supple sleeves. "Damn, that feels nice and the smell… like a brand new car."

Devon covered his smugness with his fingers. Scott was like putty in his hands… well, sometimes… or usually the other way around. "Now, the pièce de résistance."

"You're French now, too? Just a man of many facets, aren't you, Mr. Devastation."

The comment rang a faint alarm bell in Devon's mind. Devon had left town only three days after he and Scott had gotten back together, but even though it had only been a few days there was something different about Scott that he couldn't quite put his finger on. Scott's silent but aggressive insistence of getting  Devon off before he even removed his boots had been surprising and out of character. Not that Devon had minded all that much—or at all—but generally Scott wasn't the one to be the initiator or pursuer. Yet today he'd practically thrown himself at Devon on the step in public—not to mention fondling him.

Of course they hadn't had a lot of public time since they'd been together. Devon's fault completely. He had big ideas on how to remedy that and in the meantime he'd just think about exactly how Scott seemed different before openly saying anything to him.

He wondered if it had something to do with the phone call from Scott's mother. If so, getting Scott to open up was going to be tough. It probably wasn't a subject to be brought up on Valentine's Day anyway and Devon didn't want to make Scott feel self-conscious or cause any unneeded stress between them. He'd mull it over in his head, then figure out what to say or do. But first he had to solve the bike issue.

Devon reached back and brought out what he hoped would change Scott's mind about riding with him. Scott's eyes widened when Devon put the shiny new helmet in his hands, seemingly not knowing what to do with it. Or what to say was maybe more like it.

"It's the top of the line, safest, full-face helmet on the market. It's been tested under any and every condition and has been approved by anyone whose approval is important."

Scott gazed up into Devon's eyes, fingers stroking over the shiny blackness as he tilted his head. His grin went from amused to concerned. "Why is this so important to you, Dev? To have me ride with you?"

Devon bowed his head, scuffing the toe of his boot in some frosty rocks on the street before raising it again and sweeping the hair from his face. He twisted around to grab his own helmet, hesitating a moment before turning back to Scott. His mouth felt like he'd been chewing sand and his throat was more than a little clogged with something he didn't want to admit was emotion. He'd never been one to tamp down how he felt and he was the first to admit he was just a big old softie, especially when it came to people he loved. But there was a time and place for showing his wussy side and this wasn't it. He swallowed everything down then took a deep breath.

"It's not like it's a deal-breaker and if you really don't want to do it I'm not going to be angry, but I just… I just really want to share something that's special to me. When I was growing up my mom was great but my dad… he was the biggest deal-breaker of them all, literally. "

He paused, knowing he was making little to no sense. They weren't in the best place for him to spew his confession, especially since he didn't want to spill his heart all over the sidewalk in front of Scott's neighbor's house—the neighbor who was trying very hard to not be seen peeking out from behind her sheer living room curtains. But her really, really wanted Scott to understand and give this a try.

"Dev." Scott pushed more wayward hair from Devon's face, stroking across his cheek as he gazed adoringly into his eyes. "We can talk about it later, if it's something hard. For now. how about showing me how to straddle this contraption so I don't fall on my ass in the street. I'm usually pretty good at the straddling position, you know—cowboy, cowgirl, cow-whatever—but this is a little more action between my legs than I'm used to."

With a low-throated chuckle to cover up the leftover swell of emotion threatening to choke Devon, he side-hugged Scott as hard as he could. Pressing his lips to Scott's hair, he continued. "Long story short, my dad drank a lot, fucked around a lot and liked to hit me and my mom a lot." He nuzzled his nose against Scott's neck, Scott's scent seeping into his senses like a drug straight into his bloodstream. "When I got my first bike, I felt like I was finally free. It wasn't true, not really, but knowing I could get the hell away if I really wanted—needed—made things a little easier."

Scott pushed his fingers through Devon's hair, massaging the back of his head while he ghosted his lips over his jaw. "I'd do anything for you, you know that, right?"

Devon had no words, just the tightening of his arm around Scott's shoulders and the excessive increase in his heart rate. "I um… you know I feel the same. We could go for a little spin around the block to see if you can handle it first? If not, we'll take the Volkswagon instead."

He loved the smile of gratitude on Scott's face and let him know with a quick brush of his lips. Scott returned the kiss then stepped back from Devon, his gaze traveling determinedly to the motorcycle at the curb.

With a heavy sigh, Scott flicked his gaze back to Devon. "We're still learning each other and out of all the days we've had together, today is quickly becoming one of my favorites… I think."

*****

Devon stifled a chuckle as he helped Scott off the bike seat, steadying him with an arm around his waist while Scott's knees threatened to buckle and he white-knuckled the bottom of Devon's jacket. "You okay, babe?"

Scott didn't answer and since the helmet still hid his entire face and head, Devon wasn't sure what to think. There hadn't been any screaming. Their practice run around the block hadn't sent Scott running to his car or, and had Scott seemed to catch on to the logical aspects of riding behind Devon, the important ones being leaning when Devon leaned and not causing gaping welts in Devon's sides from gripping too tightly. Devon thought Scott had done awesome. He hoped Scott felt the same way because he sure as fuck didn't want to have broken his boyfriend on Valentine's Day.

"Darlin', you're freaking me out. Can you say something at least? Do you need to sit down or take a pill or somethin'?"

Mumbles came from beneath the blackness of the visor just before Scott raised a shaky hand and tried to lift the helmet over his head. There was more grumbling when he let go of Devon's jacket with the other hand and grasped the thing properly. Devon imagined that In cartoons there would have been a loud "popping" sound when Scott tugged it off but unfortunately, this was the real world so it was only a loud gasp that followed.

Scott's hair was again sticking up here, there and everywhere, a touch of static making it even more over-the-top. His eyes were wide and somewhat stunned when he finally gazed at Devon, his mouth pulled tight into a straight line so Devon had no idea whether to hug him or duck and cover.

"Um… babe," Devon said gently, moving his hand to rest on the small of Scott's back, his other hand trying to smooth down the wild nest on top of Scott's head.

"I'm not sure if I'm going to come or throw-up," Scott whispered. "You… that… does it always… um… vibrate like that?"

Holy hell, Scott had his first bike-woodie! That was so damn awesome that the next thing that popped into Devon's head was hauling Scott into the closest alley and dropping to his knees. His thoughts of Valentine's Day obviously leaned more to the lecherous than the romantic, at least so far.

"Gives you kind of a kick, doesn't it? How's the anxiety? No panic?"

Scott drew in a noticeably large breath but shook his head in response. He handed Devon his helmet then gazed at the place the building they'd stopped in front of. "Eat Big or Go Home?"

With a grin a mile wide, Devon stashed the helmet and tangled his fingers with Scott's. "Best damn diner in the city. The band and I practically live here. This is gonna be great, I promise."



Chapter Four

The bike ride hadn't been anywhere as terrifying as Scott had imagined. It had actually been a little exhilarating in a nervous kind of way. He'd loved being pressed against Devon's back and holding him tight, and if he had to pick the biggest perk of taking the bike instead of the car, that would be it.

As for the diner, however, it looked anything but great to Scott. He tried to keep a neutral expression on his face as he peered around at the crumbling buildings, over-flowing garbage cans on the curb, and dingy storefront windows but it was near impossible. He forced a tight smile and gazed back at Devon's obvious enthusiasm. "But.. why?"

"It's one of my favorite places. Besides, you did us both proud by getting on that bike and it wasn't so bad, right? This'll be a piece of cake and you can even have cake for breakfast if you want."

"Well—" Scott cocked his head to the side, his free hand slipping down to not-so-casually adjust the crotch of his jeans. It had certainly been interesting and Devon's ear-to-ear grin was killing Scott in the very best way. But he wasn't read to give in just yet. "Why couldn't we have just eaten breakfast at home? I mean, my place? I bought you some new herbal tea when you were away."

Scott frowned at a look of seriousness suddenly shrouded Devon's face. "Damn, I think I'm really fucking this up today," Devon said, scuffing his boot against the gritty pavement. "I've been feeling really bad about hiding everything from you." Scott's heart ached a little but when he opened his mouth to reply, Devon shushed him with a finger to his lips. "I know I did that and no matter the reason, it wasn't fair to you and I'm sorry."

"Dev—"

"Today is about sharing with you, Scott. I want you to see me for the open book I usually am. The bike, the restaurant, the people inside the restaurant…"

"People?"

The look on Devon's face was pure sweetness and honesty, his eyes bright with hope, mouth barely turned up into that beautiful crooked grin Scott loved. Scott just wanted to grab him and wrap him up in a big fuzzy blanket.

"I want you to meet my friends and I want them to meet you, but I don't want it to be a bad thing for you. I guess my excitement got the better of me. I didn't think things through. You already told me you don't like surprises so it's okay if we don't—"

Scott's finger over Devon's mouth silenced him this time. "Is there anything else in there I should know about before we go inside?"

He watched as Devon tried not to grin… too much. "I swear there's no cockroaches inside the restaurant."

"No… what?"

"I'm just kidding… I hope. But seriously, I want this to be your decision. We can go inside or skip the whole damn thing. Your call, babe. I just wanna spend the day with you. You can meet my friends some other time."

Scott's heart pounded harder against his ribs but for once in his life of fearful anticipation, it wasn't panic… just love. "Do you remember our talk about my panic attacks?"

Devon didn't skip a beat. "I should talk to you in a low voice but not get excited. Stay close but not touch you unless you ask me to. Recite M.I.S.S.I.S.S.I.P.P.I. to get your attention and let you sit on the floor unless you look like you're going to pass out."

Scott was simply amazed at the recitation, nearly word-for-word of what he'd told Devon. He should really stop being amazed since he figured the joy of Devon would just keep happening to him over and over again. "Perfect. So I have you and a pocket full of Ativan in case anything should happen. There's nothing else I need."

"What do we do now?"

"You introduce me to your friends, Dev."

Devon kissed his temple and laced their fingers together. "If they give you a hard time, just say the word. I know all their weak spots and can have them moaning on the ground in the blink of an eye."

"Good to know."

Scott's insides vibrated as Devon led him by the hand into the grungy-looking diner. Despite his words of encouragement and his self-assurance that he wasn't going to panic, nervous energy rattled within him like a butterfly convention. It wasn't quite panic but Scott knew to pay attention to any other clues that might join the fluttering insects. He wanted to do this, needed to do this for Devon and for himself. Devon's confession had melted his heart and all he wanted to do was make him happy and lay to rest some of the guilt he was obviously carrying.

The break-up hadn't been strictly Devon's fault and Scott vowed to be the best sport possible in Devon's still-mysterious—and unfortunately, not written-down—plans. A conversation with his mother earlier in the week had sparked an almost violent, rebellious reaction in him. He had this wonderful man at his side, and his mother knew nothing about his life. He was bound and determined to prove her wrong and make Devon proud at the same time.

Still her voice seemed to echo in his head.

"You can date as much as you want, Scott, but in the end you're just going to be alone like I always told you. Men do not stay with men. Get this gay phase out of the way and find a nice woman to give me some grandbabies before I'm too old to enjoy them. You have good genes so she doesn't even have to be attractive. You should be settled into your life by now and God knows you don't like new things so just finish sewing your imaginary wild oats and then give me something to enjoy for a change."

He'd pictured the smug look on her face through the phone and it took everything he had not to just hang up, or better yet tell her she was an ugly, old hag with no friends. It wouldn't have been the snappiest of comebacks, more juvenile than anything else, but he didn't generally have any comebacks at all so it would have been a start.

Instead he'd impaled his short nails into the thighs of his dress pants and sworn he'd die before he'd give up who he really was. God knew she'd been trying to change him for his entire life. "I'm not sure why you always forget you already have a grandson."

She'd huffed out her disapproval into the receiver. "I haven't seen him since he was a baby—"
 


"Because you disowned your daughter for having him out of wedlock."

"I'm quite capable of finishing my own sentences, Scott. You tend to forget she was only an adopted daughter who's no longer a part of this family. Her child is no flesh and blood of mine."

"She's still part of my family."

His mother ignored his statement and rattled on. "So you are my last hope of being a grandmother. That's an impossible thought isn't it, if you keep the notion you have in your head that you prefer men?"

"I'm not getting into this with you again, Mother." Scott pictured Devon, sweet, caring, Devon who loved him. If anything could get him through a conversation with his mother, Devon could.

"How long has it been since your last date, Scott? Or do the gays even call it dating? I heard a phrase on television the other night… let me think… oh yes, they called it hooking up. Is that what you and your supposed dates do, hook up? I'm willing to bet you aren't any more successful with the men than you were with the girls, given your failure to handle newness."

He hadn't told her on purpose, it just wailed out of him in the midst of frustration and goddamn anger. "I have a boyfriend and we do much more than just hooking up!" 
 


And right there with that sentence, Scott had fallen into her trap.

"Really, Scott, such vulgarity."

He'd snapped back at her, his frustration not sated in any way. "You always bring out the best in me, Mother." Oh, Dev, I need you so much right now.

"So if this man is so important to you or even actually exists, when will you be bringing him by for your father and I to meet?"

Scott had done his best impression of a goldfish, his lips flapping and sucking air but no words forming on his tongue let alone spewing out into the phone. He should have known better after so many years. His mother claimed her victory with the disappointed clicking of her tongue.

"I thought as much," she said, her voice as emotionless and cold as ever. "Lying about imaginary boyfriends at your age? Really. Has your desperation finally sunk that low, Scott? When was the last time you saw your therapist anyhow? Maybe you need your medication changed again. You know how you get when you're not dosed right."

"At the summer house," Scott blurted.

"Pardon me?" his mother said so damn politely Scott wanted to poke her in the eye through the phone. "What about the summer house?"

"I think Dev… I think my boyfriend might like the beach, so I'll… I'll bring him to the summer house when you and father are there." He had no idea if Devon liked the beach or not. It would be a good idea to ask him soon.

His mother clucked again. "But that's months away, Scott. Do you think he'll even still be around then? What did you say he did again?"

"He will be around and I didn't say."

"I'm thinking your birthday in April would be the perfect time to introduce him to us if he's still—"

"Don't say it again, Mother. Fine." His resolve crumbled as it usually did when she confronted him. "I'll bring him in April as long as he's free."

"Would you prefer dinner at home or at the club?"

"Are you cooking?" He tried to get a dig in but she didn't bite.

"Don't be ridiculous. Selena will be preparing the meal."

"That's fine then."

"I'll have your room and the guest room made up since I'm assuming you'll stay the weekend."

"No promises and we don't need two rooms."

"Well you're certainly not staying in the same room under my roof."

"I'm thirty-two years old… one room or we don't come at all."

The conversation had ended much the way it began, abruptly. His mother made some often-used, backhanded comment about the failure that was Scott's life, hung up and as usual, Scott shuffled around the room, chanting and pacing to get himself out of the panic attack he'd known was coming.

He didn't understand why he still let his mother draw him into her crap after so long but what was done, was done. For some unfathomable reason, he still cared about what she thought. Or maybe he just wanted to finally throw all her taunting and bullying back in her smug face.

Now all was left was for him to prove to her that he was happy with his life, that he could experience new things and that he did have a boyfriend who would stick around long enough to come to dinner and to the cottage. And oh yeah, he also had to figure out how to tell Devon that they had a very uncomfortable date in April… if Devon was still around in April.

No!

He refused to think that way. Devon would be around. Devon loved him and he loved Devon and nothing his mother could do or say would change that…geez Louise what the fuck had he done?

"Scott? You okay? You're kind of blocking the doorway, babe. Do you need me to grab your Ativan from your pocket? Scott?"

Devon's words surfaced slowly into Scott's reeling subconscious. Devon… motorcycle… Valentine's Day… diner… friends. Oh shit. "Sorry. Yeah, I mean no. I don't need it. Just a blip in my head from all the vibrating I guess." He tried to laugh it off but Devon's eyes told him he was wasting his time.

"If you need to go home, we can do that. Or I can call a cab instead of taking the bike." Devon loosely wrapped his fingers around Scott's wrist, his thumb lightly pressing over the pulse point that Scott knew he was not-so-sneaklly trying to feel.

"I'm fine, Dev."

"You're paler than a goddamn ghost and it was like you weren't even hearing me. We can walk right back out…. Just say the word. Honesty, remember?"

Scott exhaled a calming breath then worried at his bottom lip. "No. I'm good. Just some family stuff stuck in my head—my mother as usual. I promise we'll talk about it when we have a little more privacy, okay?" He leaned up and kissed Devon's scruffy cheek, letting his scent wash over him, adding to his calm.

He hated the worried look in Devon's warm copper eyes, that set of his jaw that meant his usually laid-back boyfriend was ready to package Scott up and squirrel him away somewhere quiet. He refused to let his mother's venomous attitude ruin his first real Valentine's date. "So, are we going meet your friends and eat or are you going to let me starve and fade to nothing on my first Valentine's Day?"

Devon eyed him cautiously. Scott could see just a whisper of a smile returning to his eyes, then when Scott lightly swept his hand over Devon's hip, his face finally brightened. "Only if you're sure."

With a sturdy nod of his head, Scott turned from Devon and for the first time actually saw the room they'd stepped into. He supposed it wasn't as bad as he'd thought; the inside of the diner appearing clean and organized despite its outward appearance. If anyone knew anything about outsides not matching insides, it was Scott. And Devon was a prime example that things weren't always as they seemed.

He swiveled his head to inspect the rest of the room and a table in the corner immediately attracted his attention. "Dev, is that one of the guys from your—" He didn't finish his sentence since the guy in question had pushed back his chair and was making a quick beeline towards them, a dopey grin plastered on his face. Oh, those friends.

"Hey, Dev. Good to see ya, man." The larger man clenched Devon's hand before pulling him into a chest-bumping hug or whatever men called that alpha male form of bonding that reminded Scott of two gorillas beating each other against their chests. With a hard slap to Devon's back, the man stepped away, eyes appraising Scott from head to toe and back again. "And you must be Scott. Nice to finally meet you." He stuck out his hand and Scott involuntarily flinched back.

Devon's fingers settled on his lower back, pressing firmly but tenderly to hold him in place. "Scott, this is Wolfie. He's the bass player for Smoky Grey. Wolfie, Scott Weston."

The large hand reached out again and with a glance at Devon's reassuring face, Scott accepted it between his own.

"You can call me Will or Wolfie, whatever you want. I'm easy."

"You got that right," Devon added with a chuckle.

Wolfie had a nice smile and the curliest, yet longest hair Scott had ever seen on a man. It wasn't afro-curly but rather like someone had taken a curling iron and formed big relaxing ringlets all over his head. Surprisingly, Scott quite liked it. "Nice to meet you. It seems I'm at a disadvantage since you knew I existed long before I accidently found out about you."

It was meant as a subtle tease towards Devon but the loss of warmth at Scott's back hadn't been the reaction he was going for. "I'm sorry—" he began.

"Well, that's our Dev," Wolfie interrupted. "Never did like to share his toys. Always keeping us away so we didn't embarrass him."

Devon's smile returned as he shoved Wolfie's shoulder. "You're such a dick."

"Takes one to know one."

"Fuck you, dog-boy."

"Bastard—"

"Are you losers acting like children again?"

The female voice surprised Scott and he turned too quickly, his feet stumbling over each other in his haste. Luckily it was Devon's arms that he tipped into or it would have been even more embarrassing than it was. Warmth flushed his ears, spreading to his cheeks and neck as he forced himself to face the owner of the voice.

He found a thirty-something woman with bright red hair and a baseball cap pulled low on her forehead. "Just ignore these morons. They're still struggling to outgrow their childhood or maybe slipping back into it." She snorted when she was finished and Scott's immediate thoughts were that she was very endearing… and familiar.

"I've met you somewhere before, haven't I?"

"Yeah, at one of the gigs backstage. You weren't having such a great day. I'm Charlene, Wolfie's wife."

Recognition dawned inside Scott's brain along with an extra flash of blush to his cheeks. Oh, that day. The panic attack. "Yes. I never got to thank you for helping me. I was a mess but I remember your kindness." He reached out and patted her arm, surprising even himself with the act of personal contact. Devon squeezed his shoulder in encouragement or support or something that just felt really good.

"You guys gonna come sit?" Wolfie asked, sliding an arm around Charlene's waist only to have it smacked away. He dipped his head and grunted.

Devon urged Scott forward. "You in the doghouse again, Wolf?"

Charlene pushed herself in front of Wolfie. "Bastard was supposed to be at Charley's ballet recital yesterday but he never made it."

"I was at the studio. You know how I get lost when I'm writing."

"Tell that to your five year-old daughter, dumbass."

Scott liked Charlene more and more. "You have kids?"

"Yeah, Charley and one on the way."

"But you don't look—"

"Only a couple months along, too early to show. Don't think we even told the guys yet."

"Well, congratulations."

"Thanks. Hey, Dev. Cat got your tongue or are you reconsidering letting us play with Scott?"

Scott wasn't sure he liked the sound of that. He forced his voice to stay even and controlled. "Play?"

"That's just how she talks," Wolfie said. "You'll get used to it. He is pretty quiet though. You okay, Dev?"

Devon's smile was lazy and real. "Just taking it all in, guys."

Scott shifted his head to look into his eyes. He could go along with the fun and it was surprisingly kind of fun… so far. "You ready to share your toys, Devastation?"

Devon laughed and Scott felt the soft press of lips to the base of his skull. "Only if I get to take you home after."

"Always," Scott whispered as Wolfie looked uncomfortably away and Charlene took one of his hands in hers.

"Come on. Let me introduce you to the others." She smirked behind her shoulder. "You can come too, Dev."

Scott thought she was just about perfect.

*****

Devastation, Wolfie, Shadow, Bull and Slide.

Scott didn't know where Smoky Grey had come up with their nicknames but they were over-the-top strange yet fairly easy to remember. Of course he hadn't actually met Shadow but he assumed he was the man sitting by the wall with the cellphone attached to his ear. Devon had spoken about going to Shadow's wife's funeral and Scott really wished he could have helped Devon through it since he knew they'd been friends for a long time. Scott had seen the compassion in Devon's face when he'd hugged Shadow that night after the concert, pain and empathy written all over his face as he tried to comfort his best friend.

He couldn't imagine losing someone he loved at such a young age and as far as he could tell Devon had been the main person trying to help get Shadow through his grief. Shadow had also been the one Devon had been hugging when Scott peeked into the dressing room, just before he'd jumped to the totally wrong conclusion and swung hard into a panic attack. Thinking back to the things Devon had hidden and the over-reactions Scott had come up with, it was really a wonder they'd ever got back together. And from what Devon had said, Shadow had a lot to do with that.

Scott liked Devon's friends, his band. The only non-member was Charlene and she fit in just like one of the boys—the types of boys, men, Scott usually feared being around. He'd been bullied a lot when he was growing up, and sometimes when he was older as well. Unfortunately, the types of guys most likely to have given him a hard time were exactly the sort he was now having coffee and breakfast with on his first Valentine's Day. And yet, he was relaxed.

He'd always tried not to give in to prejudices but just as he'd been judged for his geeky manner and boring job—not to mention his quirky habits and practices—he'd always judged tougher-looking, rock and roll guys with their long hair and tattoos. Devon had been the first and only such man Scott had ever even talked to without being ridiculed or sworn at, and now Scott could add Wolfie, Bull, Slide and hopefully Shadow, too.

Devon's bandmates were easy-going, friendly and made Scott feel instantly like part of the group, telling him how much Devon had talked about him even from the first night they spent together. Scott had been completely unaware Devon had told anyone about their relationship so it gave him a little burst of happy that went straight to his heart.

At one point Charlene leaned in close and whispered that the boys came to the diner every Thursday they were in town and Devon had never brought anyone to breakfast before. Other than the odd hook-up after a gig, they'd never seen him with a boyfriend either. Scott felt unbidden pride swell through him and it felt damn good to be included in a conversation he never would have even tried to have if Devon hadn't become part of his life.

Scott had been keeping an eye on Shadow from the time he sat down. He felt a powerful need to talk to the man who'd been both the unfortunate catalyst to Devon and Scott's break-up and the apparently the push Devon had needed to get them back together. When Shadow finally finished talking to whoever was on the other end of the phone, Scott gathered his courage and rose up from the table. Devon opened his mouth to question him but quickly closed it when Scott bent to kiss the top of his head. He was amazed at his own bravado in approaching Shadow and seating himself in the chair beside him, and of course for openly kissing Devon in public without a thought, too.

Shadow lifted his gaze from his coffee cup, brilliant green eyes just barely visible behind a shaggy mop of red and black hair. "I don't mean to interrupt…" Scott began. He paused when a crooked grin appeared on Shadow's face and he tipped his head in Scott's direction.

"I'm assuming you're Scott since Devon's pretty much described you to a T."

"I hope he made me sound more attractive than I really am." The self-derogatory words left Scott's mouth before they registered in his brain. He tried to backpedal his way out of it. "I'm sorry for your loss."

"No, man. He described you perfectly. I'm Shadow by the way. Real name's Steve but I prefer the mystery. And thank you. It's been a tough year."

Scott let a respectful silence sit between them before he spoke again. "I'm happy to finally meet you. I saw you a couple times before Devon and I… you know, broke up."

Shadow nodded, his eyes shifting to the other end of the table where Devon raised his eyebrows in confusion. "I wish we'd seen you standing there, man. I felt horrible as shit when I found out you broke up because you saw him hugging me."

"It wasn't only about that, wasn't even mostly about that, so there's no guilt necessary." Scott leaned in a little closer, putting himself in a position he didn't normally assume except with Devon. For some reason Shadow felt safe enough for Scott to slip out of his comfort zone just a little. "I understand you had a lot to do with us getting back together though."

Shadow huffed out a laugh, his mouth turning up in a half-grin as he shook his head. "Naw. He just needed a kick in the ass. I had too much going on to listen to him moan non-stop about fucking up and losing you. He's been my best friend for almost ten years and I know he didn't mean to get on my nerves, but fuck, I'd just lost the love of my life and he was too damn scared to go and get his."

Scott's breath hitched in his throat and he stumbled over his words. "The lo… love of his… really?"

"Damn straight. He was all dopey-eyed from the minute he met you." Shadow flipped his hair back from his face again. Scott thought that was one of the reasons he'd never had long hair—he couldn't have handled having it in his face all the time. "He was a horrible mess when you dumped him or when he got himself dumped I guess you might say. He was strong as fuck for me when I needed him but wouldn't do a damn thing to crawl his way out of his own goddamn hole so I gave him a little push."

"By beating him up?"

Shadow snorted softly. "Hell, no. I didn't beat him up. We've done that a few times over the years... knock down fights complete with black eyes and hospital visits, but this wasn't like that. I just gave him a left to the jaw to knock some sense into his stubborn-ass brain. Seems like it worked, too."

Scott couldn't help smiling at the memory of Devon showing up on his doorstep, bruised and bloody. He hadn't made any excuses for his injuries and he hadn't been mad at Shadow in the least. In the long run it had been the thing that pulled both their heads out of their asses. Scott was immensely grateful to Shadow for that.

"He's a good guy… got the coolest head and most logical mind out of the five of us. I've never seen him start a fight or even let the anger get the best of him, and if any of us ever needed him, he was there."

Scott brain did a little flip at the word logical. "I'm pretty fond of him myself."

"That's cool. He deserves something for himself away from us losers."

"Speak for yourself," Wolfie interrupted.

"Fuck you, Wolf. You should be minding your own business, dumbass." They were an assertive bunch to say the least. "Anyhow, if he gives you a hard time, you come to me and I'll straighten him out."

A hiccup of laughter made Scott cover his mouth with his hand. "Sorry."

"He always said you were really polite, but dude, you will not last in this little group if you don't park that at home and tell it like it is. Now before we join these other meatheads who, I might add, are all chomping at the bit to get their time with you, including your curious as fuck boyfriend, can I ask you something serious?"

"Of course." Scott felt a thread of discomfort edge along the lining his stomach but the smile in Shadow's eyes stopped its progress.

"Devon's important to me. I think you already guessed that so I want you to be straight with me, Scott." Scott nodded slowly. Shadow lowered his voice, shifting even closer to Scott. "He'll kick my ass if he knows I said this but he cares about you more than I've seen him care about anybody, even me. But he's still my boy and I need to know I can trust you with him."

"You don't think he can take care of himself?"

"No, that's not it at all or well… maybe it is. He can handle just about any situation you throw at him but he does have one very fatal flaw."

"What?"

Shadow smiled softly, nudging his shoulder that rested against Scott's "His heart opens up a little too wide sometimes, like when his mom died or when I was going through my wife's cancer or even when he does his volunteering with the kids. I don't want to see him hurt, is all. Plain and simple, he loves you, so do you love him too?"

Scott tried not to let his jaw drop open but he was certain he failed miserably. God, he'd barely admitted to Devon that he loved him, let alone saying it to someone who had been mostly a stranger only minutes before. There was something about Shadow though, something honest and kind and aching. Maybe it was his grief talking or maybe he was just that caring kind of man that Scott could also see in Devon.

"I do and that's not something I've admitted to anyone but you and him."

"Good. Then I think we're solid, Scott. But like I said, if he ever fucks with you, come to me and he'll be on his knees apologizing before the sun comes up on a new day. I don't suspect you're going to need me for that though."

"I don't think so either."

"Now I suggest you get back over there and hold his hand or something cuz that hang-dog expression on his face will melt this whole goddamn band to the ground if he doesn't get what he wants. And you are all that he wants."






Chapter Five

Breakfast went over better than Devon could have ever imagined, and in the end had turned into breakfast, a shitload of coffee, then lunch. He had to pull himself back into the conversation several times, or have his rude-assed bandmates do it for him, when his gaze settled on Scott and he couldn't pull away. Scott had been casual and relaxed, easy laughter and teasing setting the mood for the entire group. It was so sweet to see, such a tug on Devon's already-bursting-at-the-seams heart. Devon was sure Scott himself couldn't have guessed he would have fit in so well.

Devon had always hoped he would though. His friends had taken Scott's side in the break-up without even knowing him, telling Devon in no uncertain terms he needed to get his act together and get Scott back. They'd offered him advice up the ying-yang until the fateful night when Shadow had made his point and preference very clear with his fist. Damn, Devon loved and hated him for that… but mostly loved ,since he wasn't sure he would have grown the balls to turn up on Scott's doorstep without the very painful push Shadow gave him.

He was so proud of Scott, could feel the pride and love oozing out his ears for everyone to see as they said their goodbyes and Scott hugged every single member of Smoky Grey and Charlene, too. Scott's face was bright, the corners of his eyes creased with happiness and it took everything Devon had not to grab him right there on the street and kiss him stupid. Then he did it anyway.

"What was that all about?" Scott asked, breathless and beautiful in Devon's arms as traffic and pedestrians passed them by. "Not that I'm really complaining but we're being stared at a little."

"Does it bother you?" Devon simply asked. "Kissing or hugging me in public, I mean?"

Scott cocked his head, brushing their foreheads together and tightening his hold around Devon's waist. "I always thought it would, back when I never thought it would happen to me."

"Baby, it would have happened even if I wasn't the one doing it. You don't give yourself enough credit."

"Doesn't really matter anyhow because I think I'd kiss and hug you anywhere you wanted, Devon Ducaine."

"Anywhere? Really?"

Devon ground his hips to Scott's, chuckling when Scott gave a little whoop and jumped. "Within reason," he growled, pinching Devon's middle until he moved back. "Rockstars are so pushy."

"Told you… I'm not Devastation today, just plain old Devon. You're the rockstar today."

"Rockstar? Don't think that quite fits."

"You rode on my bike, you made me cum… have an accident in my pants and you charmed the damn pants off my friends all in the span of a few hours." Devon raised one hand in a rock 'n' roll salute. "You, my sexy accountant, are the rockstar."

Scott pulled Devon in for another kiss, or at least a succession of tiny pecks over and around his lips. "We're not going to be one of those couples, are we?" Devon narrowed his eyes in confusion. "You know, the ones that drive everyone else crazy because they can't keep their hands off each other and say they, you know, like each other all the time."

"I would love to be part of one of those couples," Devon said with a smirk.

The shake of Scott's head and the wrinkling of his nose told Devon that wasn't the case for him. "They usually make me want to throw up, but maybe just for Valentine's Day?"

"I guess that's good enough, though I'll probably try to change your mind at some point." He ducked Scott's flying left hook and moved backwards towards his bike. "So… ready for the next part of my plan?"

"We're not done yet?" Scott took his helmet from Devon's hands. "I should have had you write it out on a napkin like all those groupies of yours do."

"You're not going to ruin my excellent mood with your jabs, darlin', so get your gear back on and let's ride."

"I usually like it a whole lot better when you say that in bed."

Devon threw his head back and laughed, startling the old lady sitting on the bench close to them. He mumbled an apology, and then turned back to Scott. "That's definitely on my list." He grinned so hard his face hurt. "But first we're going to see visit some fish."

Scott lowered his helmet again. "Fish? Valentine's fish, Dev? Really? I'm picturing red-dyed, heart-shaped fish swimming around in some bacterial-ridden pond at a sleazy restaurant where you get to pick which one you want to eat."

Devon shook his head to clear the what-the-fuck. "You need to get out more, sweetheart, but no, not just fish. I'm taking you to the aquarium." Scott looked at Devon like he'd grown another head. Devon loved that look of confusion. Hell, he loved every look Scott had. "My mom always said the best date she ever had was when I took her to the aquarium for her birthday when I was twelve."

"Oh, dear Lord. Shadow was right."

Devon flipped his leg over his bike, pausing half-way to glance back at Scott. He was almost afraid to ask what Shadow was right about.  "Shadow? And what did he say or do I really want to hear it?"

Scott moved closer, balancing his helmet on his hip and leaning into Devon's body. "Just something about your heart and romance and you being a big sap."

"An aquarium is not sappy and neither was my mom. It's romantic but if you don't—"

Leaning into press his mouth to Devon's, Scott tangled his fingers in Devon's hair, capturing every breath in his body. When they pulled back, Devon was almost panting with happiness.

"I've never been to the aquarium actually. I'm assuming you'll protect me from the big panic-inducing crowds?."

Devon felt his heart twinge and his brain turn to mush. Dammit, he hadn't thought about the crowds. "Always, babe. And you'll get to see me wear a hat with a shark's head on it."

"Wha—"

"Forgot my disguise at home so I'll need a hat and some sunglasses to go incognito."

"Bet we can find you some orange ones shaped like goldfish."

"And a dolphin backpack for you."

Devon chuckled at Scott's squeaky gasp. "How did you know I always wanted a dolphin backpack?"

"I've seen your video collection, remember. Dolphins are a definite theme."

"Can I say I love you in the middle of the street?"

"I don't know if you can but I'd sure like you to try."

Scott nuzzled his nose into Devon's neck as Devon brought a hand around to cup the back of his head tight. "I love you, Devon. I couldn't have asked for a better Valentine's Day."

Devon sighed, resting his head against Scott's and gently massaging his neck. "Love when you say that and love you more than you know." Scott lifted his head to gaze at Devon and Devon kissed him tenderly, letting his mouth linger against Scott. "Day's not over though. Still have a few plans that need to be ticked off."

"What else do—"

"Hey, you two! Get a room."

Devon didn't flinch or move his forehead from Scott's. "Bite me, Wolf."

"I'm thinking you might like that too much, Dev. You guys off to the aquarium now?"

Scott almost fell into the handlebars of Devon's bike when Devon suddenly startled to attention. "Who said anything about—"

Shadow stepped from the diner, arching his back. He shot a smug smile Devon and Scott's way while he slipped a leather jacket over his shoulders. "You've only talked about it since you met him, dumbass. Gonna take Scott to the aquarium someday… like it was some fantasy dream date you had. Weirder than fuck, man."

"We haven't been to the aquarium since Charley was small," Wolfie said as Charlene appeared at his side. "Why don't we grab her from the babysitter and make a day of it?"

"Damn, I guess you do have a few good ideas left in you. Sounds perfect." Charlene turned to Devon. "You guys ready to roll or you gonna stand there making out and scaring that poor lady at the bus stop?"

"We don't want you guys at the—"

Scott cut Devon off with a wink. "We're good to go."

Devon leaned in close to Scott again. "It's supposed to be just you and me, babe. Being romantic does not include bringing my bandmates along on our date. Trust me, it'll be more like kindergarten than lovers' lane."

"It'll be fun and if you're lucky I'll drag you behind the dolphin house and do things to make all the fish blush."

"Hmm. That works for me." He chuckled and whispered again, "Then we'll go back to my place and practice some long weekend laziness… and sex, of course."

"It's not the weekend, Dev… wait! Did you say back to your place? But I've never even seen…"

"New leaf, Scott. Full disclosure—flaws, warts and all."

Devon twisted his body further so he could wrap a hand behind Scott's head, pulling him in close and kissing him soft and slow. He let his lips linger for a moment on the sweetness of Scott's mouth, his heart thumping out that now-familiar and comforting bassline in his ears. Being in love definitely felt good.

"I love you. Happy Valentine's Day, darlin'."

Fin
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