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Blurb

A society wedding—the celebration brings both joy and regret for groomsman Jesse Peters. Jesse wishes things were different and his dreams of becoming a professional rugby player didn’t come between him and fellow groomsman and rugby teammate Grayson Lynford, the man he craves and has secretly lusted after for months.

One chance encounter and everything changes—hot, steamy lovin’, blistering passion and primal heat. Hunger between Jesse and Grayson blazes searing and intense. A future seems possible until reality intrudes and threatens to destroy Jesse’s relationship with the best man he’s ever found.


Chapter One

“You have the photos and info I asked for?”

Grayson Lynford paused in the shadows cast by the droopy green strands of a rimu tree. Gut instinct told him to duck beneath the trailing foliage and hide. Something about the voice, the furtive tone, shot apprehension up Grayson’s spine. The mumbled reply gave no clue as to the identity. He couldn’t even tell the speaker’s gender, but it had to be a wedding guest, one invited to stay overnight.

He frowned in concentration. Security was damn tight for the nuptials of his friend All Black Nolan Dion to Cassie, society babe and daughter of New Zealand entrepreneur Maxwell Pendergrast. No one entered the Pendergrasts’ secluded country estate near Clevedon in South Auckland where the wedding would take place, not without a formal invitation. The entire bridal party had already arrived for tomorrow’s ceremony along with a few of the guests.

“Yes. What about the money?”

A second voice and once again unrecognizable.

“More photos? Do you have them? I’ll take what I can get.”

Grayson waited in the secluded spot while they concluded business and wondered how to handle the situation. Shots of Nolan and Cassie together were worth good money and in high demand by the tabloids. He cursed under his breath when he realized he couldn’t get closer without discovery. Bloody hell. Both Nolan and Cassie hated the way the press chased them. Sure there were the normal photos that couldn’t be avoided but nothing scandalous had appeared in the papers to date. Nolan and Cassie wanted to keep it that way, and Grayson could hardly blame them. He had his own secrets he wouldn’t like broadcast to all and sundry.

A couple of minutes later a man emerged from behind the bushes not far from where Grayson loitered. When he saw the man’s face, acute disappointment seared his gut.

Jesse Peters.

Nolan’s other groomsman and his unrequited crush. Grayson grimaced at the thought. Not the done thing for a big, bad rugby forward to fall for a teammate so his attraction remained hidden, a fascination he shoved to the back of his mind. Although he didn’t know the man well—Grayson’s transfer to the Auckland rugby club was a recent one—that didn’t stop his unbroken sleep, the slow slide of lust every time he spotted the man.

Jesse and Nolan had attended school together and were best friends while Grayson had met Nolan at Mt. Maunganui where both their families used to spend the summer holidays. Their common love of swimming and surfing had meant they’d both ended up as trainee lifeguards, and they’d reconnected once Grayson signed with the Auckland club.

Nah. Grayson shook his head, doubtful Jesse would betray Nolan this way. The man had integrity, which was part of the attraction. Nah, he couldn’t believe it despite the circumstantial evidence. Hell, what the fuck should he do? He didn’t want to spoil Nolan’s big day by telling him his best friend intended to sell him out. As he sifted through his limited options, a woman came into view.

Serena Pendergrast, Cassie’s younger sister.

Well, hell. Now he had two suspects. His eyes narrowed while he watched her hurry past. Perhaps if he shook the bushes he’d find more candidates for the crime. He continued to watch the petite woman. She followed Jesse with a purposeful stride, running a few steps to catch up. Serena called out and Grayson caught Jesse’s scowl when he turned to speak to her. Frostiness dripped from him and echoed in his taut stance. Not happy. Guilt maybe? Grayson decided his best option was to keep a close eye on both Serena and Jesse for the rest of the day and before the ceremony took place at four tomorrow afternoon.

He and Jesse were sharing a guest bungalow. At least now he’d have something else to ponder instead of his wayward cock and the way it jolted to life every time he went near Jesse.

Grayson waited until Jesse and Serena walked from sight. Two more men strolled past without noticing him and Grayson took note of their faces for future reference. He’d watch for them at dinner and discover their identities. Until he learned the truth, everyone in the vicinity remained on his list of suspects.

Nolan was not only a good friend but knew his secret, having spent time with Grayson and his ex-partner when they’d met up at Mt. Maunganui the previous year. The man hadn’t judged him and had remained a true friend, treating him no differently than before. Grayson intended to return the loyalty and watch his friend’s back.

* * * * *

Jesse Peters scowled at Serena Pendergrast. Pity he couldn’t ignore her greeting. The bloody woman was a menace, always touching and pushing for more than he wanted to give. He’d gone out with her once—a casual date to the movies. A mistake he lived to regret.

“What do you want?” he asked, his voice containing a growl that would have warned off anyone else. Not Serena. The petite blonde sashayed straight up to him and attempted to land a kiss. He grasped her upper arms and pushed her away, holding her at arm’s length when she tried to wriggle closer. “I’m not interested, Serena. Go test your wiles out on someone else.”

“I’m very good in bed. I could make you very happy.” She swiped her tongue over her full bottom lip until it gleamed with shiny moisture.

Hell, she obviously believed in direct marketing. He wished she’d do her advertising elsewhere. “There’s someone else, Serena,” Jesse snapped. “I’ve told you before.”

“Who? I haven’t seen you with another woman.”

Because he preferred men. “I like my privacy.”

Serena’s brown eyes narrowed. “She must be married.”

Jesse shrugged. “I’ve got to go.” He released her and stalked off without another word. The woman was a problem he didn’t need, especially this weekend. Bad enough he had to spend time with his new teammate Grayson Lynford but he had to share a room with him as well. He’d gone for a walk, hoping the fresh air would help him settle.

It hadn’t.

Grayson still figured large in his fantasies, the other man constantly on his mind. A few days ago, he’d woken up from a spectacular dream, his cock engorged and aching for release, Grayson’s name on his lips. The dream had been so real he’d felt the other man’s mouth wrapped around his cock, felt the silkiness of his dark brown hair as he’d gripped the man’s head.

What would happen if he gave himself away this weekend? Grayson was going out with Cindy Malcolm or at least he had been. Grayson had loads of girlfriends. Difficult to keep up with the latest play when it came to women and Grayson. Somehow, he remained friends with all of them. Jesse dragged a hand through his hair and cursed. Hell, he needed a drink. He headed for the house. Maybe he could entice Nolan into a game of pool and a few beers—anything to stop thoughts of Grayson and ideas of what he wanted to do to the sexy male.

He found Nolan skulking at the bottom of the stairs. “What’s up?”

“Me,” Nolan said dryly. “Cassie should be here soon. We’re gonna snatch a few hours together before her mother thinks up another wedding chore for us.”

“Sex, huh? Good luck on that. I’m dodging Serena,” Jesse said.

“Cassie told her to stop hounding you.”

“She didn’t listen. Hell, my butt is blue from the pinches she snuck in at the rehearsal dinner last night.”

Nolan sniggered. “I thought a winger could sprint. You should have been able to outrun her. She’s only a wee bit of a thing.”

“Yeah, well, on the rugby field I can tackle or shove the opposition out of the way. I didn’t think that would go down well at the rehearsal dinner.”

“I owe you, mate.” Nolan grinned without an ounce of sympathy.

“Damn straight. I’m going to the billiard room for a beer. Gonna barricade myself in for a few hours of peace. Have fun with Cassie.”

“Intend to. Hell, tomorrow night can’t come quick enough. I might respect her parents’ wishes about separate rooms but it doesn’t mean I have to like it.” Nolan clapped him over the back and grinned suddenly. “Cass. Ready to go?”

The intimate timbre of his voice brought forth envy in Jesse. It wasn’t because of Cassie. It was the whole relationship deal, having another person to share the highs and commiserate on the downs of life. Someone to fill the cracks of loneliness.

“See ya later,” he said, and with a wave at Cassie, Jesse headed for the billiard room. Unfortunately, several men had sought refuge and the table was in use. Jesse grabbed a beer and flopped into a leather easy chair at the far end of the masculine room. Might as well brood in company.

One beer led to another. He played a couple of games but most of the time kicked back and brooded, nursing one frosty can after another. Two hours later, he lurched from the billiard room to head for the guest bungalows out the back of the main house. The pungent scent from the sweet peas that crawled over wooden frames caught in the back of his throat. It made him cough and laugh at the same time. Damn. Too many beers. Hell, Cass would kill him if he turned up for the wedding with a hangover. Better go and sleep it off.

Jesse staggered down the cobblestone path. He’d eat in the bungalow instead of joining the others at the casual buffet starting in an hour in the ballroom. The door opened at his touch and he stumbled inside. The wind caught the door, slamming it shut before he’d crossed the small lounge-cum-kitchenette to the separate bedroom. A drunken chuckle escaped. It was like a confirmation he’d drunk too much. Inside the bedroom, Jesse kicked off his sandals, whipped his T-shirt over his head and unfastened his jeans, balancing awkwardly like
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