
 



 
Leaving him alone was not an option. 
 
Ash Oakley is on the verge of having it all. The 
alternative rock band he formed with his best friend 
(with benefits), just came off a major tour, opening 
in stadiums for rock legends across the globe. The 
only thing missing is his brother who died of a drug 
overdose three years ago. Ash decides to take a 
much-needed break from the hectic schedule, fast 
hook-ups, and endless partying of the road to rent a 
small apartment on the beach in the Bay Area of 
California and learn to surf before settling in to 
record the next album in a studio in San Francisco, 
used by some of his favorite 1960s rock stars. What 
he didn’t expect is to become captivated by a 
neighbor so gorgeous and so broken, he can’t leave 
him alone. 
 
Micah Knowles left his friends, his family, and his 
high-tech job to sit on the beach, day after day, 
struggling to heal himself from a devastating event 
he can’t even speak of out loud. He doesn’t deserve 
friendship and certainly doesn’t deserve love, not 
after what he did. When his world collides with 
Ash’s, he’s forced to either face his demons and let 
Ash in, along with Ash’s very different world, or 
succumb to the loneliness and pain he faces every 
day. Ash is not one to give up easily… 
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Prequel 

 
I took the photo after an awesome gig in Phoenix, 

opening for REM at an outdoor venue. The band had 
gelled perfectly. Wells was hot as hell onstage in black 
leather pants and no shirt… 

-Ash Oakley in Not Alone 
 
“Okay, we’ve got one more for you, Phoenix. Then 

we have to call it a night.” Ash, wearing a white, 
Jefferson Starship t-shirt and skinny jeans, stood at a 
microphone, squinting. He flipped his shoulder-length, 
blond hair over the side of his head, then looked across 
the outdoor concert stage at Wells. Best friend and best 
fuck buddy since forever. 

Wells’ shoulder-length, black hair fell in perfect 
waves around his chiseled, male-model features, his blue 
eyes large and intense, his muscled chest bare under the 
bass guitar, the black leather pants hugging him in all the 
right places. 

Ash offered him a wide smile and held up his fist. A 
jumble of beaded bracelets fell down his forearm.  

The crowd roared in response.  
Ash gazed out over the audience, only the first few 

rows visible through the harsh stage lights. Adrenaline 
coursed through his veins. This had been a good night. 
He twisted around, peering at Justin and Dilan. They 
nodded at him.  
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Ash dropped his fist and Justin, his black, gelled hair 
flopping over his forehead, filled the venue with a 
staccato electric guitar riff. Wells thumped his bass 
strings with his fingers and Dilan, his white hair shaking 
to the beat, pounded on the drums in time with Justin, 
making a rolling rhythm. 

Ash twisted around to the mic. The whole venue 
jumped up and down. The perfect song to end the perfect 
evening. He smiled and focused on his acoustic guitar, 
resting over his stomach, the strap slung around his 
shoulder. 

Justin broke off with a stronger, more melodic guitar 
riff. 

It’s time. Ash took to the mic and strummed the guitar, 
singing a slower melody while Justin now strummed 
every few beats, Wells and Dilan keeping the rolling beat 
going. As he came to the chorus, Wells and Justin 
stepped to their mics and backed up his vocals with 
harmonies. 

Ash glanced at Wells. Lust shivered over his spine. 
Damn, he was hot tonight. 

Wells smirked at him, then flicked his tongue over his 
upper lip. 

The fucker is mine tonight. Ash shut his eyes and sang, 
bouncing his knees to the rhythm, swaying with the 
guitar, giving his all, taking strength and energy from the 
crowd. 

As Justin started up a guitar solo, Ash stepped back 
from the mic and Wells came up behind him, their backs 
touching, standing sideways to the crowd. They played 
their guitars, bobbing their heads in time with the beat, 
their hair bouncing on their heads. The crowd roared, 
women screaming their names, men pumping their fists. 

 



Christie Gordon 

 

3 

Ash raced after Wells in a low-lit hallway of white 
cement, laughing. “Stop, man.”  

Wells ran sideways. “If you want it, you have to catch 
it.”  

“Fuck that.” Ash sped up, his arms pumping, his blond 
hair bouncing on his shoulders. He caught up to Wells 
and shoved him into a doorway. 

Wells stumbled, then righted himself, a wide grin 
playing over his generous lips. “What are you going to do 
now?” 

Ash stalked into the doorway and looked around, 
panting. A set of gray stalls lined the wall to the left and 
urinals hovered on the wall on the right. He glanced at 
himself in the mirror over the sinks, his steadfast, blue 
eyes under straight, brown brows and his lower lip, 
plumper than the top. His silver hoop earrings flashed in 
the fluorescent bathroom light. His gaze darted to Wells. 
“Fucker, why were you running?” He stepped to him and 
walked chest to chest until Wells’ back hit the wall. As he 
pressed against him, he dropped his gaze to his mouth, 
desire flickering up his spine. 

Wells raked his teeth over his lower lip. “I’m just 
fucking with you.” He twisted Ash around, shoving him 
against the wall, then lifted his hands over his head, 
pinning him. He flicked Ash’s lips with his tongue. 
“Want some of this?”  

“On my cock.” Ash snickered and thrust his swelling 
shaft against Wells’ thigh, need humming through his 
groin. 

“Yeah? Soon enough.” Wells brushed his mouth 
against Ash’s, then over his cheek, and tongued the hoop 
earring in his left ear. 

“Fuck.” Sensation tingled from Ash’s ear to his shaft, 
making it twitch. His knees went weak. “You always 
know how to make me hot.” 
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Wells skimmed his lips over the shell of Ash’s ear. 
“You are hot.” He ground his leather-clad, solid cock 
against Ash’s hip, then pressed his lips to Ash’s, freeing 
his hands. 

Ash drove his tongue inside Wells’ mouth, releasing a 
long moan. Lust tingled up his spine. He grabbed Wells’ 
tight ass, intensifying the pressure on their hips.  

“Fuck, man. Can you take that somewhere else? I 
gotta piss.” Justin, dressed in a black shirt and black 
skinny jeans, strolled into the bathroom, scowling. 

Wells broke away from Ash and snorted. “Go find 
another bathroom then. This one’s ours.”  

“The fuck? How about I piss on you two? Looks like 
you could use some cooling off.” With a smirk, he stood 
in front of them and unfastened his jeans. 

“No fucking way, man.” He might just do it. Ash 
widened his eyes, seized Wells’ hand, and hauled him out 
of the bathroom. “Fuck you, Justin.” He flipped him off 
on the way out. 

A round of laughter erupted from the bathroom. 
Ash led Wells down the hallway and opened a black 

door, a white board stuck to the top with The Swarm 
written in black marker. As he stepped inside, he perused 
a mess of people, women clad in barely-there clothing, 
men in concert t-shirts and reporters with cameras, all 
huddled around a banquet table or an open bar. The scent 
of weed filled the room. “Where is Jeff?” He glanced at 
Wells. They should probably get the chat with the 
reporter over with, so they could be alone. 

“Fuck if I know.” Wells wrapped an arm over Ash’s 
shoulders, then came close to his ear, whispering, “Let’s 
go in the bus.” He palmed Ash’s groin, cupping his sac, 
and spread a sly grin over his mouth. 
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As desire swept over Ash, he bit his lip. “Good idea. 
Fuck Jeff.” The bus had a bed and was stocked with 
everything they’d need. Everything else could wait. He 
turned to leave. His arm caught. 

Jeff tugged Ash’s arm. “Where are you two going?”  
Ash looked over his blue sport coat and brown, 

thinning hair. “The bus.” And there was nothing Jeff 
could do about it now. 

“Before you do that, I’ve got the reporter over here 
who wants to talk to you.” Jeff glanced at Wells. “And 
Wells.” 

“No, man. We’re done.” Ash cleared his throat, 
grabbing it. “My voice is shot. I need to rest it.” Last 
thing Jeff wanted was a singer who couldn’t sing. And 
the first thing he needed, was to get off with Wells. 

Jeff narrowed his eyes. “Uh-huh.” He released a long 
exhale. “Go get on the damn bus.” He waved his hand at 
them. “I need to get you all over to the hotel anyway. 
You can see the reporter tomorrow.” 

Ash lifted his brows to Wells. “Did you hear that?” 
“Hell yes.” Wells grabbed Ash’s hand and guided him 

out and down the hallway, then through a set of black 
doors, over pavement and to a large, brown tour bus with 
black trim. They approached the open door at the front 
and climbed up the steps, Ash first.  

As Ash reached the top, he surveyed the bus. The low-
lit ceiling lights illuminated a table with a bench of U-
shaped, brown leather seats, the kitchenette and a set of 
couches facing each other beyond that. “Dilan’s here.” 

“What?” Wells stepped up behind him, swaying his 
head. “And he’s got women.” He smiled at Ash. 
“Threesome?”  

Ash shrugged. “Maybe.” He wasn’t much in the mood 
to share him tonight. Not when he was wearing those 
leather pants. He lifted a corner of his mouth. 
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Wells smirked. “Maybe, huh?” He grabbed him 
around the waist from behind and pushed him to the 
couches, chuckling along the way. “Hey, Dilan.” He 
shoved him to the couch across from Dilan. 

“Hey!” Ash plopped down sideways on the couch. 
“Be careful.” He righted himself and peeked at Dilan, 
sitting between two blonde women, one in a tiny black 
dress, the other in red, both looking him up and down. 
How was he going to get Wells out of here? 

Dilan offered him a lopsided grin, his blue eyes under 
black brows a contrast to the bleached, white mop of hair 
hanging over the shaved sides of his head. His white t-
shirt barely hid his unfastened, black jeans. He waved at 
Ash, his eyes narrowing to slits. “How’s it going?” 

“How fucking stoned are you?” Ash let a faint smile 
play over his lips. Did the women give him a blowjob 
before he and Wells got there? 

“Stoned? I’d need weed for that.” Dilan giggled.  
Ash glanced at Wells, then peered at Dilan. “What do 

you mean?” They weren’t supposed to have stronger stuff 
on the bus. 

The blonde in the red dress lifted from the couch and 
sat next to Wells. She raised a baggie in her hand, filled 
with joints. “Don’t listen to him. He’s a smart ass.” She 
chuckled. “I’m Laci, by the way.”  

“Well, hello.” Wells lifted a brow at her. “I’m—” 
“You’re Wells Tollefson.” The woman in the black 

dress, next to Dilan, spread a smug grin over her face. 
She pointed at Ash. “And he’s Ash Oakley and I’m 
Stephanie and let’s fuck.” She ticked her head. 

“Shit, I’m okay with that.” Wells smiled, then glanced 
at Ash, his smile fading.  

Ash huffed and crossed his arms over his chest. The 
fucker was going to do it. “Go ahead.” He thinned his 
lips.  
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Wells threw an arm over Ash’s shoulders, then tugged 
him into his side. In his ear, he whispered, “You know I 
only want to fuck you tonight.”  

Heat flushed Ash’s face. “You better.” He laid a leg 
over Wells’ thigh and edged into his side, pressing his 
lips to Wells’, sneaking his tongue between them.  

Wells kissed him fully, holding his cheek, tangling 
their tongues, then broke the kiss. He brushed a lock of 
blond hair from Ash’s forehead, gazing into his eyes. 
“Let’s get stoned first, okay?” He rested his hand high on 
Ash’s thigh, sliding his thumb over his hardening cock 
through his jeans. 

As sensation pulsed Ash’s shaft, he gulped hard. 
“Yeah.” He’d do whatever he wanted, as long as he kept 
that up. He adjusted his jeans, giving his cock more 
room. 

Wells turned to Laci. “Fire me up one of those, will 
you?” He continued to stroke Ash with his thumb. 

Laci stared at Wells’ stroking finger a moment. 
“Sure.” She blinked, then shook a joint free from the 
baggie, lit it and sucked in a drag. As she blew out a 
plume of smoke, she handed it to Wells. 

Wells took the joint and moved his palm fully over 
Ash’s hard shaft, rubbing over his jeans. “You first?” 

As pleasure hummed through his body, Ash lowered 
his eyelids and stifled a moan. “Yeah, sure.” He opened 
his mouth and shimmied his hips, giving Wells better 
access. 

Wells slid the joint between Ash’s lips.  
Ash drew a deep inhale, burning filling his lungs, and 

held it. 
Wells pulled the joint from his mouth and took a hit. 

In a low voice, he said, “You’re fucking gorgeous when 
you’re like this.” He quickened the pace of his hand over 
Ash’s groin. 
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Ash’s breath caught in a choked gasp, and he released 
a cloud of smoke. His head buzzed. Need pulsated 
through his groin. He nuzzled his face into Wells’ neck 
and peeked at Dilan, now getting a hand job from the 
blonde in the black dress. What was her name again? 

Wells toked on the joint, then placed a long kiss on 
Laci’s mouth, his hand slowing over Ash’s shaft. 

“Hey.” Fuck if I’m sharing tonight. Ash bit his chest. 
“Ow.” Wells rubbed the bite mark. “Damn, you’re 

possessive tonight. I like it.”  
“I’m not possessive.” Ash rocked his hips against 

Wells’ palm. “You slowed down.” He wasn’t fucking 
possessive. 

Wells brought the joint to Ash’s mouth. “More?” 
“Yeah.” Ash parted his lips, taking another hit, the 

buzzing in his head heightening. 
Wells handed the joint to Laci, then unfastened Ash’s 

jeans and snuck his hand inside, rubbing him over his 
boxer briefs.  

Ash groaned as sensation coiled inside him. “Fuck, 
Wells.” He rolled his hips and sucked at Wells’ neck, 
then stroked over the swollen cock under his leather 
pants. He tipped his head and stole a peek at Laci, 
watching him, biting her index finger. 

“You two are fucking hot.” She crept closer to Wells 
and laid her hand across his stomach.  

A shock of heat flared in Ash’s chest. He didn’t want 
her touching him. Not tonight.  He raised his head, 
sneering. “Hey, I think Dilan needs you.”  

“What?” She lifted her brows. 
Dilan motioned to her. “Come on over here and watch. 

Ash is having a moment.” He sniggered. “You can do 
whatever you want to me. I’m not picky.” 

Ash glared at Dilan. “I’m not having a moment.” 
What was with everyone tonight?  
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Justin stepped up from the bus stairs and spread his 
arms wide. “Where are the women?” He strolled down 
the center of the bus. 

Laci jumped from her seat and trotted to Justin. “Hi, 
I’m Laci.”  

Justin draped his arm around her shoulders. “Hi, Laci. 
Let’s go to the—” 

“Nope.” Wells seized Ash’s hand, yanked him up, and 
hauled him through the isle, past bunk beds and into the 
back bedroom, then slammed the door shut. “Fuck if I’m 
going to let him have the bedroom tonight.” He placed 
his hands on Ash’s cheeks and crushed his lips in deep, 
wet kisses, penetrating him with his tongue. “Not when 
you’re like this.” 

When I’m like—Lust quivered over Ash’s body, and 
he shut his eyes. Finally…He moaned into Wells’ mouth 
and lost himself in a frenzy of kisses, kneading his hands 
over Wells’ bare chest and down his back.  

Wells shoved him to the bed. 
The back of Ash’s legs hit, and he fell. 
Wells climbed over him, then rocked his hips against 

his thigh, nuzzling his neck, placing soft kisses up to his 
chin. In a raspy voice, he said, “What do you want to do 
first?”  

“I don’t care. Just make me come.” Ash thrust against 
him, hungry for pressure and friction on his aching cock. 
He’d been eye fucking Wells all night and Wells had 
been teasing him, it was time for some relief. He dug his 
fingers into the leather over Wells’ ass. 

“You already want to come? We’re just getting 
started.” Wells licked down to Ash’s chest and sucked on 
a nipple, then flicked his tongue over it. 

“Fuck.” As pleasure jolted from Ash’s chest to his 
cock, he arced his head back, grinding on Wells. 
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Wells lifted his head, grinning at him. “Oh, I’m 
playing with you tonight.”  

“Yeah?” Ash breathed heavily. “You can play with me 
all you want, just make me come now.” He snuck his 
hand between them. 

Wells snared his hand. “No, you don’t. That’s mine.” 
He pinned his hands above his head. “Now what are you 
going to do?” 

Ash wrapped his legs around his hips and thrust. “I’m 
going to dry hump you instead.” That’ll fix him. He 
quirked a corner of his mouth.  

Wells lifted off him. “Not so fast. Get undressed.” He 
unfastened his leather pants and shimmied them off his 
legs along with his black boxer briefs. 

Ash undressed, tossing his clothes against the door. 
His hard cock jutted up, almost to his navel. As he laid on 
his back, he placed soft strokes over his shaft. Sensation 
teased him. He wrinkled his brows, watching Wells lie 
over him. 

Wells rested on Ash, propped by his elbows, and 
gazed deeply into his eyes. “You still want to come right 
now?”  

Ash rocked his hips, rubbing his hard shaft over 
Wells’ bare skin, need knotting in his gut. “Yeah. I could 
probably come a hundred times tonight.” 

“Really? What’s got you so worked up?” Wells 
skimmed his fingers down Ash’s side. 

The hint of a tickle shivered through Ash. He gasped 
out a breath. “You in those fucking leather pants. Those 
things get me every time.” 

“Guess I’ll have to wear them every day.” Wells 
placed a soft kiss on Ash’s lips, then slid his tongue over 
them, rocking his hips. “It doesn’t matter what you wear, 
I’m always worked up for you. Always have been, 
always will.”  
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Ash smiled. “Remember the first time you kissed 
me?”  

“Yeah, after the senior year homecoming gig. How 
could I ever forget?” Wells kissed the tip of his nose and 
rocked faster. “Best decision of my life.” He tensed his 
face, moaning. “So…” He spit in his palm, then tucked 
his hand between them, rolling to the side, grasping both 
their cocks, and stroked, one rubbing against the other. 

Sensation pulsed though Ash’s cock. He bit his lip and 
groaned, arcing his back. “Faster.”  

Wells watched him, his breath quickening. He 
wrinkled his brows as his hand pumped.  

A surge of pleasure coiled inside Ash’s groin, 
tightening his sac. “I’m, I’m coming.” He gasped as wave 
after wave pulsated through him, spurting seed up 
between them. 

Wells groaned and thrust hard, his face tensing, his 
cock twitching against Ash’s, seed spilling over his 
fingers and onto their stomachs. As it slowed, he lifted on 
an elbow and brought his soiled hand to Ash’s lips.  

Ash sucked on his fingers, gazing at him, then licked 
at his palm. Wells tasted good, familiar. 

“Fuck it’s hot when you do that.” Wells grinned at 
him. “In fact, I don’t think I’m going to lose this hard-on 
if you keep that up.” 

“Then don’t. We have the rest of the night, right?” 
Ash snuck his hand between them and rubbed over 
Wells’ still solid cock with his slickened palm. Maybe 
they could go again, right now. He was more than fine 
with that. 

Wells shuddered and bit his lip, drawing a deep 
breath. “Keep going.” He licked at Ash’s mouth, then 
claimed him with hot, probing kisses, his tongue dancing 
against Ash’s. 
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Ash stroked him faster, then rolled him over and crept 
down his chest, kissing and licking all the way to his 
cock. He kissed the tip, then flicked the slit with his 
tongue.  

Wells squirmed on the bed. “Fuck, what you do to 
me.” He grabbed Ash’s shoulders and guided him up onto 
his chest. “But I do need a moment before you give me a 
BJ.” He smirked. “It was starting to tickle.”  

With a snicker, Ash gazed at Wells, his forearms 
wrapped around his head, raised on his elbows. "That’s 
fine. I can wait a few minutes.” He planted a quick kiss 
on Wells’ mouth.  

Wells gazed deeply into his eyes and hooked his arms 
around Ash’s back. “Tonight, was fucking awesome, 
wasn’t it?” 

“Yeah, we were tight.” Ash kissed Wells’ cheek. 
Seemed like every night of this tour they were getting 
better. “There were a lot of people there to see us, too.” 

“Yeah, pretty soon we’ll be in the tabloids.” Wells let 
out a quick laugh, squeezing him. “I’m not going to lose 
you to some actress or model, am I?”  

 Ash chuckled. “Fuck no.” Like he’d ever do 
something like that. What they had was perfect. Best 
friends with the best of benefits.  

“Did you ever think when we started this band with 
your brother, way back in what, ninth grade, that we’d 
get this far?” Wells searched his face. 

Ash drew a deep breath. “Yeah, I guess I did. I knew 
we had something special.” He quirked his lips. “We still 
have a long way to go.” He brushed his thumb across 
Wells’ cheek. “Too bad Lane’s not here to see it.” He 
stared off behind Wells’ black head of hair, an ache rising 
his in heart. If only Lane had gotten clean. 

Wells shifted his head and placed a soft kiss on Ash’s 
thumb. “I’m sorry. I didn’t mean to bring it up.” 
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Ash laid his head on his chest, listening to the soft 
thumping of his heart. “It’s okay. 

Wells wrapped him up in a tight embrace and kissed 
the top of his head. “He’d be fucking proud of you, man.” 

“Yeah.” The ache in Ash’s heart lessened. “And of 
you, too.” Wells would always be here for him. He knew 
that. He smiled against his chest. 

“You okay?” Wells loosened the hold on him. 
Ash lifted up. “Yeah, I’m fine.”  
“Good. I’m ready for that blowjob.” Wells wiggled his 

brows. 
Ash sniggered. “Let’s give each other a blowjob at the 

same time.” 
“I like that.” Wells placed a long, deep kiss over Ash’s 

lips.  
 
Ash fluttered his eyes open to sunlight streaming in 

through the shuttered, brown blinds on either side of the 
bed. Where the fuck are we?  He lifted his head and 
shook his blond hair, then rubbed sleep from his eyes and 
scanned around him.  

Wells laid next to him, sideways, an arm and leg 
draped over his body, naked, his black hair splayed out 
behind him. 

The memories came flooding back. They were up 
fucking most of the night. They must have fallen asleep, 
and Jeff didn’t have the balls to bother them to go to the 
hotel. Damn. What time was it? Ash climbed off the bed, 
fumbled through his clothes by the door and found his 
cell phone. He held it to his face. It was after nine 
already. They should check-in at the hotel and shower. 
They had another gig tonight. 

Wells groaned and rolled to his back, lifting an arm up 
to wrap behind his head.  
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Ash smirked. Damn, he looked good right now. 
Maybe the shower could wait. He crawled over him and 
sat up over his hips, opening his camara app. He held the 
phone up. “Wells.”  

Wells opened his blue eyes. “What?” He curled one 
side of his mouth. 

Ash snapped a photo. “Gotcha.” 
“What the fuck, bro?” Wells lifted up and snatched the 

phone from him. “Delete that.” He tapped furiously on 
the phone’s display. “What’s your password?”  

“I’m not telling.” Ash fell to the side, laughing. “I’m 
keeping that forever.”  

“No, you’re not.” Wells glared at him, the ghost of a 
smile on his lips. “Delete it.” He handed the phone to 
him.  

“No fucking way.” Ash snorted. “In fact, I’m going to 
make it the image that comes up when you call me.” He 
burst out in a belly laugh. 

“You fucker.” Wells scrambled over him, sitting on 
his hips. “One of these days, Ash.”  

“One of these days, what?” Ash stuck his tongue out 
at him. 

“I got a better use for that tongue.” Wells dropped 
down on his arms and placed a long kiss on his lips. “If I 
give you a blowjob, will you delete it?” 

“No.” Ash sniggered. “It’s mine.”  
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