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  Dear Reader


There is drinking. 
There is cursing.
There is sex.
There is an HEA.
First person limited, past tense.
This is book 2. IF you have not read Glitter On The Lawn, you will be lost.
Thanks for reading.
Jae






  
  Chapter 1
Sexy Shadow


The sun rose this morning, casting the world in hues of pink and orange, and the peace settled into my bones as Stryder and I paused to watch it. The day felt new somehow. Different. 
He ran three laps before heading to the gate, and on the way back to the barn, a jeep came down the gravel drive from the direction of the main house. We stopped to see who was awake at this time of day. 
The driver climbed out and paused when he spotted me. Violet eyes set in a smooth, warm brown, angular face stirred something in me, drawing me in. Two others, almost but not quite the same, joined him, and the moment between us snapped. He glanced back as if he wanted to knot it back, and I stayed, waiting for the other two to leave.
Reality slammed into me when the engine rumbled, and the man entered the barn.
I nudged Stryder forward again, remembering Dad’s guard—one more thing about home I'd forgotten.
My whole being searched for the man in the shadows and hummed with awareness as my nephew, Josh, came to brush Stryder down. 
My quarry stood next to the stall with the new stallion, hidden from sight, but damn if I couldn’t feel him there. 
Malcolm rounded the wall in front of me and smiled. “What are you doing today?”
We hadn't talked in a couple of days. Sex wasn't a conversation, and I'd become a booty call, but the delivery lacked relief. I'd jumped all in and Malcolm had one foot out now, as if I love you was the end of the road. I would try, though. Made promises with those three little words, didn't I?
“Not sure yet. Finding some coffee, I think. Why?”
“Just asking. You still moving in tomorrow?” Malcolm stopped in front of me and raised his eyebrows.
“Um, yeah.” I tried to ignore Mister Shadow. I was supposed to. One glance in his direction and he winked. Fuck. Hadn't talked to the man. Didn't know his name and did not care. I wanted him. 
“What is wrong with you?” Malcolm laughed. Good lord! Did I really forget Malcolm stood right there? 
“Nothing. Sorry. I’m going to find some breakfast.”
“And change!” Malcolm said as he walked away. “You look like shit.”
“Aw, thanks. Tell Colin to buy me some breeches, then,” I said as Malcolm walked into the tack room wearing overalls and a plaid shirt like he belonged on a country western show, but I didn’t say he looked like shit. Who said that? He hadn't complained before. 
Besides, until today, no one else was looking at me in the barn. Or if they were, I didn’t see them and didn’t care.
Well, damn. Now I had to find something decent to wear riding in the morning. Couldn’t have Mister Sexy Shadow thinking I looked like shit, too. 
And why did I even care?
That question had about fifty answers, and they were all wrong. I had a Malcolm who loved me, didn't he?
No. He thought I looked like shit.






  
  Chapter 2
Falling Into Place


This afternoon I wore jeans and a fitted black tee with the purple Vans I ordered and Colin hated. Josh and Jasper were still in the barn based on the music playing through the building, and "Light Me Up" by Ingrid Michaelson greeted me as I entered. I sang on my way down the aisle, and Mister Sexy stepped into the light. Our gazes connected and held, begging me to hide in the dark with him. I didn't want to name the connection between us because if I did, I'd have to own it along with our heritage, and I wasn't ready. 
Until the bubble burst, I was Ian Graeme, six-four ginger, stable hand, sometimes actor.
I walked by Stryder’s stall, dropping the bags in front of the door, and rubbed his nose. “Don’t come hunting me now. I’ll be upstairs. I’ll be here in the morning.”
He nipped at my palm, and I hoped it meant he agreed.
Malcolm hurried towards me, grabbing my things, and I saluted the guard in the shadows.
“What are you doing?” Malcolm asked.
“Me?” I winked, and he laughed. Oh, God. I'd gone back to flirting without purpose. 
Malcolm was oblivious to the sizzling slice of warm holding up the wall, ready to shoot anyone who dared enter Dad’s barn without permission. 
I shouldn’t be looking at fine ass men when I had a boyfriend, but I was. I was in trouble. No one had ever turned my head like this and occupied every waking thought.  
I didn't even know his name!
Malcolm and I headed up the stairs, and Colin met us at the door, taking the bags, glaring over the dirt on the satchel. 
“How did you manage that?” Colin asked as he grumbled on his way to the bedroom. My bodyguard, friend, and gayest straight man I’d ever met, avoided the inside of the barn, hated my barn boots, and tried twice today to throw away my barn joggers—the old ratty ones that kept me covered but weren’t worth much else. We’d come to a silent battle of glares until he gave me a defeated sigh and walked away again after I asked for breeches to wear in the barn. Wouldn’t be getting those unless I ordered them online and hid them after they arrived.
“So,” Malcolm ran his hand down my chest and grinned. “I ordered supper, and it will be here in thirty minutes.”
I looked around as those fingers unbuttoned my fly. “Is there somewhere to do that?”
We ended up in the office beside Colin’s room, and I bent Malcolm over the sofa arm, teasing him with my tongue first. 
“Ian, just fuck me!” he hissed.
Foreplay would have been nice, not that I needed motivation. I’d had a semi erection for two damn days. The mere promise of relieving the ache in my balls perked it up.
“As you command.” I tore the wrapper on the condom, added extra lube, and pushed in slowly. 
An image of that fine guard below floated through my mind, and I concentrated on him as I moved. Gorgeous black hair, low fade, smooth brown skin, and the softest lips…I imagined him naked, how tight his ass was, and what his flesh would feel like squeezing me.
I pounded into Malcolm then, and he pushed back, yelling for more.
My balls tightened; I was almost there, and Malcolm trembled, cursing, but pulling away. It broke my concentration, and I bit back my disappointment. Would I ever get to finish again?
My balls ached, and my cock throbbed as he stood, bitching about the jizz on the upholstery.
“What was that?” Malcolm raised his eyebrows at me. “That was wow.”
“Good wow or bad?” 
“Good,” he nodded, and stared at my cock, which waved proudly. “You didn’t cum?”
“Sorry?” What was the right answer here? He lasted less than a minute, and I needed at least two. Or five. Five was a good number.
Colin hit the door on his way by and Malcolm shoved himself into his pants, leaving me.
I sighed, stripped the condom off, and hissed at the glide of cotton on my sensitive flesh as I tucked myself into my jeans.
Colin and Malcolm got the food, and I headed to the master bathroom, closed the door, locked it, and took care of myself because it wasn’t going away.
Thinking about Malcolm didn’t help, and I pictured Shadow Guy again. That did it. Hot cum spilled over my fingers, and I sighed in relief before cleaning up. 
Why was I so fickle? Malcolm and I worked together, didn’t we? Wasn’t that enough? Okay, no. This was the fourth time Malcolm came before me, and didn’t let me finish, but the first time he figured it out. Maybe we should have talked about it, but I didn’t want to hurt his feelings. He loved me, didn’t he? He accepted me, the man, and not the actor? It was what I wanted, right?
Malcolm glared at me when I met him in the living room. Colin had taken his food to the bedroom, so we had a modicum of privacy. Modicum in the sense that seeing and hearing were different things.
“What did you do?” Malcolm asked.
“Finished. It wouldn’t go away until I did.”
“Why didn’t you finish with me?”
He left me in favor of food! I frowned, ignoring Malcolm’s part in the situation. “I’m sorry. Can’t time these things.”
“Learn!” Malcolm yelled.
Learn? How did one learn to time it? The first time we came together was a fluke. What was I doing wrong?
A knock on the door interrupted our argument, and my shadow fantasy stood there, watching us through the windowpanes.
Malcolm continued to glare, so I answered the door, stepping outside.
“Hey,” I smiled.
“Ian, your dad asked for you to check the hay order?”
I closed my eyes and tried not to laugh, hoping Dad hadn’t heard Malcolm when we were in the office. “Yeah, I can do that. What is your name?”
“Finn. Finn Grayson.” 
“It’s nice to meet you, Finn.”
“Is it?” he arched a smooth black brow.
“Enjoyable? Pleasurable. Enchanting?”
Malcolm threw the door open, still glaring. “Food, Ian!”
Good lord, Malcolm was testy. Wasn’t that supposed to be me? I had to jerk off after Malcolm offered me… It didn’t matter. Shouldn't have to fantasize about someone else to come, so that was on me.
“Thanks, Finn,” I said on my way through the door, kicking it closed, but the spring hinge slowed the progress. “Is this your permanent look for me?” 
Malcolm frowned. “Were you flirting with him? Who was that?” 
“Yes, I was flirting. He’s Dad’s guard. How have you missed his fine ass in the barn?”
“Huh.” And that was the last thing he said to me.
We ate in silence, and after, he brought me a blanket and a pillow for the couch.
Well. I deserved that.
He went to bed, and I cleaned the kitchen before heading into the office to take care of the sofa. Sat down to find the information Dad needed and had to reset the laptop password because Malcolm changed it. Took a bit to organize the spreadsheet for deliveries after going through Malcolm’s emails for Graeme Place. Someone tried to organize it, but Malcolm couldn't leave it alone and changed things based on the communications.
Sent the week’s delivery schedule to Dad from my email, so he knew I took care of it.
I sat back, looking around after finishing. The silence and downtime played memories on a reel. 
Dad’s best friend, and the stable master here while I was growing up, showed me how to run the stables. Back then, Cappy did everything in ledgers until I installed the computer for him, and set up the spreadsheets. I could still hear the man's laughter in my mind when I told him I was leaving.
At sixteen, I didn’t want to run the farm.
Home was a lonely place, and I wanted acceptance. Thought if I left after high school, somewhere in the world had a place for a skinny, six-four ginger. Didn’t focus on my sexuality. 
I just wanted to be Ian Graeme, a person.
But all I learned was if I didn’t claim a box- didn’t accept labels other people created- Ian Graeme, the man, was no one.
I had a box, though—Ian Alec MacGraeme, son of the chief of the clans in the Tri-county area of home.
Horses dictated bloodlines for everyone else. My ancestors dictated mine. Couldn’t change who my parents were. No point in trying.
No point in fighting it, either. Admitting it was the first step to freedom, right? No. Wasn't admitting anything. I was Ian Graeme, actor, until someone demanded I be Son of the Chief.
I yawned, dreading trying to sleep on the couch. Had to try, though. 
Six came early, and tomorrow wouldn’t end until after the cast party. It was the last night of the play Wallace wrote. If only the changes I'd made were true instead of fiction. Wouldn't be lamenting my lot in life if it had. 
After the party, I had a week before the fall semester began, and had to teach drama.
I sighed. Me, a teacher. Not a box I would have ticked.






  
  Chapter 3
Fabulous and Fierce


Finn shadowed me tonight, which was strange since I had Colin. Something happened, and no one had shared yet. 
My sexy shadow remained silent as I hurried from one thing to the next. Malcolm called me exhausting and went to the office to wait.
We were in a mad rush backstage after the disco ball for the prom scene shattered. Mirrored tiles dusted the floor like snow, catching the stage lights. Camille, my assistant for the playhouse, stopped beside me after I had all the damn things in a pile, ready to go in the trash.
“Ian, honey, I have another one at home. I’ll just run and get it,” she said.
“Hmm. You just happen to have a disco ball?”
“Oh, yes.” she laughed. “In the bedroom. Campy loves the way the light from it shimmers on my skin.”
“That is more information than I wanted to know about you and Campy.”
To everyone else, the man was Mister Campton, head of Campton Productions. Camille was the only one to get away with calling him Campy.
“Oh. Campy asked me to redecorate your house. I ordered your new furniture for the living room. You just wait to see what I picked out for you!”
Dear lord. Didn’t I have any say about it? I understood Campton wanted to have the play parties and a few business meetings at my house. That hadn’t changed in twenty years. He’d rented my penthouse in California, and purchased the
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