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You snore. I'll be back for this, soon. Don't leave without me.
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Also By L.C. Giroux


In the charming small town of Salvation, Kevin Tarrant finds the man of his dreams, ranch foreman, Bo Hopkins. Sparks fly, but Bo's guarded past keeps him tight-lipped, leading to a misunderstanding that tears them apart for three agonizing years.

Bo, used to being an outsider, feels a connection with Kevin, another outsider. Now, Bo is ready to take a chance, but when danger threatens their newfound love, will he throw it all away again?

Will Bo risk his guarded heart for a second chance at love? 

Can they build a future together, or will prejudice tear them apart?

This heartwarming story explores the love of family, both the one you're born into and the one you create along the way. It's a tale of second chances, the power of vulnerability, and the courage it takes to fight for the love you deserve.

Dive into Salvation today and discover the healing power of love and belonging!

This is a contemporary cowboy romance between two men for whom family and friends mean everything. It is part of my Lovers and Other Strangers series but can be read as a standalone. The other books in the series feature M/F relationships but family plays a huge part in those too.

Escape to the Lovers and Other Strangers world today. This contemporary romance series travels across the US with stops in Boston, Las Vegas and the Southwest, Seattle, and Chicago. With each new book you'll find characters that feel like friends and catch up with past favorites lives. 
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Author's Note:

This book was a stretch for me but a love story is still a love story even if the characters are not your standard fare. Truthfully, this may be my most touching story written to date, not exactly what I expected when Kevin tapped me on the shoulder and DEMANDED (Sorry! He just wouldn’t let it go.) his and Bo’s story get written. If you read All In (Book 5) then you know most of the characters here. If you picked up the series in Seattle, well, this won’t make sense in context but it can still be read as a standalone. So how did the woman who writes steamy very Hetero contemporary romance end up writing an almost sweet story about a gay hairdresser and his cowboy lover? Funny you should ask! It all started as a joke. Kevin (named after my brother in law, he’s a pretty macho ex-marine, so he just laughed when I told him.) figured pretty prominently in All In. He wasn’t supposed to. He was supposed to be a cliche that you didn’t really even think about. Except he kept showing up and was so fierce and fabulous I kept him on the page. The joke ended up being on me. People kind of loved him. I wrote him a quickie happy ending in the epilogue of All In and figured he was done. Except he wouldn’t go away. Most of my books the hero and heroine realize they need each other pretty quickly. Kevin and Bo have three YEARS between when they meet and when they finally get together. In L.C. Giroux land, that is forever! Kevin wanted to know why, then Bo did too. They started haunting my dreams! Sometimes I get why writers have been known to drink. Yes, my boys get their happy ever after and everybody is there to play their part. If I did it right, you might even tear up a little. That’s okay, you’re supposed to cry at weddings.

L.C. Giroux
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Prologue

Kevin Tarrant looked over at the gentleman next to him and smiled. Curley hadn't been kidding about this cowboy. It meant something, knowing that a man like Curley felt he could rely on this guy. He ran the man's name through his mind again. Bo Hopkins. It even sounded solid. If he was even halfway compatible, then this could be a match made in heaven.

If he had a type, Bo would sure as hell be it. Broad shoulders, muscular body, hair you wanted to twirl your fingers through–hey! He was a hairdresser, after all. Bo had firm and kissable lips. Kevin hated mushy-lipped guys; they tended to be slobbery and all tongue. Of course, the guy's conversational skills could use some work. He'd said he liked the strong silent type but Bo took silent to a whole new level. How the hell were you supposed to get to know someone who barely spoke?

“So have you been in Salvation long?” Kevin tried again.

“'Bout three years.”

“What do you like about it?”

“No one hassles me.”

“What did people hassle you about before here?” The question earned Kevin a look and an end to the conversation. He hadn't expected much but Bo was stingy with words to the point of being a miser. “Forget it. If you don't want to show me around, you can drop me off back at the ranch. I need to get up early tomorrow to catch the bus back to Vegas.”

“You leaving already?”

“I hadn't planned to be moving here but the chance to have my own place and to work with people I like and respect was too good to pass up. I have to close my shop and settle up accounts and then get everything here.”

“Oh.” Then dead silence.

Kevin should have known better. He'd hoped there was a real conversation buried in there but no, just the one-word reply. Bo swung the truck around and headed back to the ranch. Kevin shook his head slightly; he'd had such hopes when the guy put an arm around his shoulders at the dance. They had fit together so naturally. He'd wanted to curl into him and rest his head on the guy's shoulder. He'd been out and on the scene long enough to understand the difference between sex and real desire. This kind of attraction didn't show up every day, at least not in his life. He wasn't naïve enough to think it might be love...Of course, Curley had fallen for Gianna in a matter of days and she fell just as hard back. Maybe he should wait for some kind of sign. He blinked when Bo drove past the buildings making up the ranch and kept going.

“Where are we headed?”

“Wanna show you something.” Half an hour with the guy and he still hadn't spoken more than a handful of words.

“Fine.” Two could play this game.

***
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BO SNUCK A GLANCE AT the man next to him. Kevin was like nothing he'd ever seen. Long hair that looked silky in a way no man he'd ever known before had. Eyelashes that made his brown-gold eyes hypnotic. He didn't look like some ten-pound weakling but everything about him was sleek and almost delicate. No, that wasn't the right word for it. Aerodynamic! He belonged in water, or air, as if all his hard edges had been smoothed off. Shit, Bo thought to himself, he sucked at small talk—actually any kind of talk—and that had served him well over the years. It was hard enough being a ranch hand and living in a bunkhouse full of men without the whispers of being gay, too. He'd learned early on to keep to himself and how to throw a well-aimed punch to shut someone up if need be.

Thankfully, coming to Salvation had been different. Ransom and Curley didn't seem to care who he wanted to be with as long as he did his job well, and after a couple of years, he'd come out to them. At that point, the ranch was a little heavy on the testosterone. Ransom marrying Sarina and adopting a handful of girls lightened things up. Curley getting married now would too. Getting promoted to foreman was a pleasant surprise and unexpected. Having someone to share it with would have been even better. He wished he could say something to let Kevin know how he felt but that would require words he didn't have. Showing, he was better at and he intended to do that now.

The top of the bluff at night had been his favorite place since shortly after coming here. It wasn't some secret place only he knew about but up there alone he didn't feel like such an ox or the moron he usually did. He only hoped that Kevin understood what he was sharing. He stopped at the top and threw the truck into park. Looking over at the guy who confused and scared him stupid, the denim jacket Kevin wore was not going to keep him warm enough. Bo spent about half a second wondering if he should offer to put his arms around Kevin. He still couldn't believe he'd done it in front of everyone but something in him wanted to let everybody know the guy was his. Except, of course, he wasn't. He shook the feel of the man off and reached under the back seat to grab the old quilt he kept there.

“Here. You'll want this.” Bo buttoned up part of his sheepskin jacket and got out. One look at the stars and the peaceful feeling reached down into him like usual. By the time Kevin got out of the truck, he was leaning against the hood with a boot heel cocked against the fender. He hoped he looked cool and confident; feeling it was out of the question.

“So what am I looking at?” Kevin was staring in the wrong direction. The ranch appeared insubstantial from here with the few lights on; at least the barn glowed with the lights Sarina had hung for the party.

“Show's up there.” Bo cocked his thumb towards the stars. He caught Kevin's shiver and the fact he hadn't taken the quilt with him. While Kevin stared up at the stars, he grabbed the quilt from the truck. When he walked back to the front, Kevin stared at it like it was a snake. “You want this?” he asked, trying to hand the quilt to Kevin.

“Look, I get that there aren't a heck of a lot of choices out here but I've never really been into the sorta faceless fuck thing. I'm old-fashioned and I like a little getting to know you first. And I don't bottom, so I think you should take me back to the ranch.”

Bo could only stand and blink. Sputtering and trying to explain himself seemed pointless if the guy thought he had wanted to treat him like some casual one-night stand. And damn, wasn't he just bold as brass!

Chapter One

Bo looked down at the dance floor from the balcony and asked himself the question he did every time he set foot in one of these places. “What in the hell are you doing here?” And he always ended up with the same answer. Hell if he knew! The only guy he had ever really wanted was in the backwater town he'd driven here from but as the only two gay guys, it felt too strange, and well, Kevin had made it clear he wanted nothing to do with him on the first night they'd been introduced.

“Hey cowboy, can I show you a good time?” Bo looked at the man, closed his eyes and heaved out a sigh. Just because he was a cowboy, well, technically a ranch foreman, didn't mean he wanted one as a lover. Unfortunately, walking into a place like this, in what for him was most definitely not a costume, seemed to draw every man who had ever seen that damn movie. This guy was no different except he'd gone the extra mile and at least wore jeans under his chaps instead of beat-up cut-offs–like the cut-offs were supposed to be a turn-on. Maybe for some leather queen in San Francisco but out here it just made you look like an idiot. He needed to get out of here.

“Sorry, looking for someone,” he grumbled at the newcomer.

“Maybe I could keep you company till you find them.”

“Don't think so.” Damn, take a hint.

“Let me buy you a drink then?”

“Said I'm fine.”

“You sure do play hard to get.”

“Not playing. Not here for you.” Bo turned his back and started to walk away when the guy reached out and grabbed his arm. Bo just looked at the man's hand like it was a dirt clod to be flicked off. The guy reacted just as he expected and snatched his hand away, looking like he was going to burst into tears. Just because he'd only hit guys in self-defense didn't mean he couldn't look tough as hell when he needed to. This guy didn't need to know he was happiest hanging out with the little girls who now seem to fill the ranch and pretending to have tea parties with them. The thought made him smile, which scared the shit out of the guy who wouldn't take no for an answer. The clingy guy took off quick now and Bo managed to get himself downstairs. He was on his way towards the door when he sucked his breath in so hard he nearly choked.

How the hell had he missed him? There in the middle of a crowd of dancing idiots was his man. Okay, not yet, but from the minute he'd met him, he'd known Kevin was his, and seeing him surrounded by other men trying to get his attention put paid to waiting patiently any longer. He watched as one dancer after another tried to grind their hips against him. Bo's jaws got tighter and tighter. He stood on the edge of the dance floor for as long as he could stand it—about twenty seconds, give or take. He considered grabbing guys and tossing them. There were some advantages to working cattle. After a ton and a half of ornery cow, a two-hundred pound guy doesn't seem like such a big deal.

Ultimately, he decided to grab the one guy he wanted and haul his ass out of there. Kevin's eyes got round when he saw him and his mouth dropped open. Bo had the urge to wrap his arms around Kevin and kiss him at that moment but held himself back, as usual. He wrapped his hand around Kevin's arm and tugged him toward him. The man's brown eyes were suddenly black with a thin rim of gold. Kevin didn't even struggle while Bo hauled him out to the bar area.

Unfortunately, Kevin found his voice as Bo was trying to compose himself so he didn't scream at the man like he wanted to.

“What the hell, Hopkins? I don't belong to you.”

“You should.” Bo said it to his boots and with the music blaring, it wasn't a surprise Kevin didn't hear him.

“What?”

“What are you doing here?” Bo yelled louder.

“Blowing off a little steam, what the hell do you care?”

“Thought you didn't do faceless fucks?” The guy might as well have looked at him cross-eyed since he seemed to have no idea what Bo was talking about. “Can we get out of here? Somewhere we can have a conversation?” Kevin snorted. Bo swallowed on the urge to heft the man over his shoulder and walk out anyway. “Please?” He watched Kevin's face soften and a small smile break through.

“There is a Starbuck's on the corner.” Of course there was. Hell, even Salvation had a Starbuck's now. Things had changed in the last three years, not always for the better.

“I was thinking dinner?”

“Starbuck's is fine. I can't imagine this will take long, and then I can come back here.”

Bo ground his teeth but took what he could get.

Bo got his black coffee and Kevin's soy half caf latte extra foam whatever. Just having to order it made him seriously reconsider what he was about to say. He put down the concoction and Kevin slurped off the foam, sighing contentedly. Bo sat down and stared at his coffee for a second, maybe more.

“You're the one who wanted to talk, so talk.”

“I think you and I got off on the wrong foot.”

Kevin snorted. “And you think three years later is a good time to correct it? I think this conversation is done.” Kevin started to get up.

“Just sit your ass down a second and listen to me.” Kevin blinked and then sat. “I never meant to insult you. That first night I just wanted to show you someplace that meant something to me. The blanket wasn't a damn come-on. I suggested it because you were only wearing a jean jacket and it was cold. I'm not great at saying what I think and after you accused me of...well, honestly I was speechless. I've never had a one-night stand in my life so the idea of some random hook-up made no sense to me.”

Kevin looked at him like he'd grown horns. “That is the
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Chapter Two
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Chapter Four
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Chapter Five
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