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  Chapter 1

Lucien


Lucien chased Élio's mouth, breathing hard into the kiss, fisting his blond hair. He'd been gone for six months, six full months of him touring across Europe, singing his heart out to anyone and everyone that would listen, leaving Lucien alone with only Nicholas and his friends to keep him company. 
"Lucien," Élio chuckled, pressing a firm hand to his chest. "Wait, mon cher, we're in the bathroom. Anyone could hear."
"I want them too," Lucien breathed, eyes dilated. 
It had been six months of pure torture, and now that Élio was back, in his arms, he wasn't going to waste it being nice. Lucien tightened his hold on the lapels of Élio's jacket, feeling a strange desperation well up inside him. He'd never let Élio know the fear he felt daily of not knowing who Élio was with. He knew Élio was faithful, but the groupies were sometimes too much. Even as they boarded the plane, people were throwing their underwear at Élio, men and women. Lucien found himself awkwardly standing by and watching as Élio interacted with the fans, sunglasses hung low, blond hair brushing his shoulders.
Broken Sun was massive, one of the biggest indie bands in the world, and Lucien was glad to be a part of it. Yet, he still felt he only ever got pieces of Élio, tiny fragments that slipped through his fingers like sand. Élio chuckled. He cupped both sides of Lucien's cheeks, bringing him in for a slow, luxurious kiss that had his knees trembling."Don't tempt me," he whispered. "Things will be very different in France… I fully intend to break every law imaginable once I get my hands on you."
Lucien whined, arching up to deepen the kiss. It started growing heavier as Lucien's hands ran up and down Élio's silver silk top. It was tucked into his skin-tight leather jeans, but Lucien hurried to pull it out, desperately wanting to sink to his knees and worship his fiancé—no, his soon-to-be husband—except the bathroom was the size of a box, and they were both grown men, Lucien a little shorter than Élio's six feet. He wasn’t going anywhere.
Lucien moaned out his frustration, trying to get closer, forcing Élio to let out a breathy chuckle, just as they reached the perfect angle for Lucien to rub against him, when there was a loud, frantic banging on the door.
“Um… you guys in there? Because, uh… someone really needs to pee, and it’s not me! Dad, Rafael, is being annoying.”
“I'm not a brat!"
Both men froze, eyes wide, hearts hammering, as their perfect moment went up in smoke. Lucien took a deep breath and sighed. Élio chuckled and slowly let go. They straightened and fixed their wrinkled clothes.
"I'll go out first," Élio winked and slid out the door, leaving Lucien there for a moment alone with himself. He braced his hands against the small counter, trying to gather himself. Married. He was getting married. To Élio Dupont—that alone was insane, but the fact that it was happening was making his gut twist with nerves. He chewed on his lip, staring at his big blue eyes in the full-length mirror. Was he really ready for this? After everything that happened with his mother, would he be prepared for this? Lucien splashed cold water on his face and headed back to his seat, but when he did, he noticed Rafael was already there across from Élio, deep in conversation, while Nicky was staring up at him expectantly.
Why were all the child duties regulated to him? Lucien gritted his teeth and sighed. "Pee?"
"I can go myself," Nicky said, turning up his nose slightly. "Just… stand there. You look like someone’s stepdad who got lost at Target.”
“Thanks,” Lucien said dryly, but he knew that after Nicky’s accident, the kid struggled with coordination issues, so he stood by as promised. His gaze drifted to Rafael and Élio, who were talking about upcoming songs, Rafael’s hand resting on Élio’s knee as he spoke. That was another thing—although Lucien was Canadian and knew the French tended to be touchy-feely, there had to be a limit. Rafael was always touching Élio—hand on his shoulder, lower back, arm—even during performances. And every time, it made jealousy spike within him.
But he didn't know how to approach Élio with this. The first time he brought it up, after Rafael had kissed him during a live performance, Élio had completely brushed it off. Even after Nicky's accident, and Rafael was still living with them and practically glued to Élio's hip, Élio still didn't see anything wrong.
"Scowling gives you wrinkles," a voice said to the side.
Lucien startled when he realized Nicky was done and standing right in front of him. During the six months Élio had been gone, Nicky had grown a little. His blond hair had been cut and styled to cover up the bald spot, but he looked so much better, and Lucien beamed down at him.
“What are you looking at?” Nicky scoffed, then followed Lucien’s gaze to where Rafael was leaning in close to Élio over a song setlist. “Ugh, his desperation knows no bounds.”
Lucien’s laugh slipped out before he could stop it. “What makes you say that?”
“Because it’s Rafael,” Nicky said matter-of-factly. “He’s carried a torch for Papa since the Stone Age. It’s pathetic. I have to remind him daily that no matter how much cologne he marinates in, my Papa’s already smitten with you.”
“Has anyone ever told you that you’re a troublemaker?” Lucien chuckled, steering Nicky back to his seat.
“All the time, but what would you do without me? I keep that swampy bastard in line.”
“Language,” Lucien admonished.
“Très bien… je garde ce salaud de marais à sa place.”
Lucien flicked his ear as they headed back to their seats. Nicky shot Rafael a dirty look, and he quickly left Lucien's spot and slipped back in beside Élio. The second he did, Élio sighed and took his hand, threading their fingers together and kissing his knuckles. 
“I can’t wait for you to see my home,” Élio said, a faint smile playing on his lips. “You’ll love it.”
“Tell me about it,” Lucien breathed, leaning closer. “Côte des Blancs region of France… in your villa.”
Élio’s eyes softened. “It’s right on the edge of the sea. White stone walls, big windows that let in the light… You can hear the waves from every room. In the morning, the sun turns the whole place gold. And at night—” he lowered his voice, “—the tide sings you to sleep.”
Nicky had his headphones on, deeply engrossed in a new video game. The bandmates lounged in the back, their quiet chatter fading into the background. The steady hum of the jet, paired with Élio’s low, melodic voice, began to lull Lucien toward sleep, though part of him wanted to stay awake just to keep hearing Élio’s world unfold.

      ***Lucien woke to soft lips brushing against his forehead. He sighed, seeking Élio's mouth for a quick kiss before fully coming awake.
"Come, we've landed," Élio said.
Lucien groaned, stretching until his arms cracked, and slowly opened his eyes. Everyone else was just as groggy after the seven-hour flight. Élio took Lucien's hand, threading their fingers together as they deboarded the jet. There were already screaming fans waiting on the tarmac, held back by security. A part of Lucien always wondered how they managed to get so close.
Nicky was behind Lucien and quickly grabbed his hand to keep him from being swallowed by the crowd. The SUV limos came hurrying around the corner, and the band boarded quickly.
The only problem was that the second Lucien sat down near the far end of the limo—and Nicky slid in beside him—Rafael immediately took Élio's place. He sat directly across from Lucien, forcing him to watch Rafael and Élio seated together.
Annoyance pricked through Lucien for the tenth time that day. What the hell was Rafael playing at? Why was he suddenly so touchy-feely with Élio? Has something happened between them? The thought twisted in Lucien's gut, and he forced himself to look out the window.
He was in France, for Christ’s sake—and getting married. He shouldn’t be worried about Rafael.
Besides, he’d never told Élio that he’d almost kissed Michael. Michael, who was very much the captain of his hockey team, the Toronto Red Blades. Michael, who was very much a guest at their wedding.
The ride to the villa was warm, the summer heat of France pressing in even through the tinted windows. Outside, the setting sun cast gold and rose light over the rising hills. The land seemed endless—rolling slopes covered in neat rows of green vines, their grapes glowing in the soft evening light. Small stone houses with red roofs dotted the countryside, tucked between trees and winding dirt paths. It was the Côte des Blancs, beautiful and calm, like a painting come alive.
"Look!" Nicky screamed in Lucien's ear, clamouring onto his lap to get a better view. "So many grapes!"
"Oof!" Lucien laughed, hissing a little as the boy’s elbow dug into his ribs. He steadied Nicky so he wouldn’t fall off. "Wow."
It was very impressive.
"Papa, you lived here!" Nicky exclaimed, wide-eyed.
"Yes, mon petit chou," Élio said, leaning forward. He had to reach around Rafael, who seemed to drink in the closeness a little too eagerly.
Lucien forced his gaze away. This bothered him. It struck him that it did—he hated it. How close Rafael always was, how he never left Élio’s side. Always there, always talking about music—something Lucien knew nothing about with his fiancée.
Rafael wasn’t even part of Broken Sun. He was a singer, yes, but not in the band. So why was he always here? And why wasn’t Élio stopping it?
The limo rolled to a stop at the top of the hill, and there it was. The villa rose like something from a dream—white granite walls glowing under the last streaks of the sunset. A wide balcony stretched across the front, its railings smooth stone and its doors black wrought iron, tall and elegant. Beyond, Lucien could already see the glitter of water—the pool ran the full length of the terrace, catching the pink sky on its surface.
It was wonderful. Perfect for a summer wedding.
Lucien stared in awe as they all spilled out of the limos. Michael and Eric looked just as surprised, their mouths parted as they took in the sight. Nicky didn’t wait; he broke into a run, his small figure darting up the steps toward the entrance.
"I haven’t even shown you the best part," a voice whispered in Lucien’s ear, sending a shiver racing down his spine.
He looked up into a pair of silver eyes. Élio’s mouth curled into a teasing smile as he laced their fingers together and tugged Lucien toward the house.
Inside, the villa was even more stunning. The air smelled faintly of lavender and polished wood. Smooth stone floors stretched beneath their feet, pale limestone cool against the warmth of the evening. The ceilings arched high above them with carved beams of dark oak, each detail showing age and care.
Wrought iron lanterns hung along the entrée, their glass panes catching the golden light of the chandeliers. The wide salon opened into a series of tall French doors that led out onto the terrasse, where the pool shimmered under the last of the sunset.
“Holy crap,” Michael muttered, his voice bouncing off the stone walls. “This place is insane.”
Eric gave a low laugh. “Insane? This looks like a palace, man. Look at those doors!” He ran a hand over the iron handles as if testing to see if they were real.
Nicky pressed his nose against the glass of the terrace doors, bouncing on his toes. “Papa! Papa, can we swim? Please? Right now?”
Élio chuckled, leaning over Rafael’s shoulder to answer. “Not yet, mon petit chou. Later.”
Rafael smiled faintly, like he enjoyed how close Élio was, and Lucien’s jaw tightened.
“This pool is longer than my entire apartment,” Michael said, giving a short laugh. “And I thought my condo was decent.”
“Try not to break anything,” Eric teased, nudging him.
“Mon dieu, it’s like a dream,” one of the bandmates whispered from the back, his eyes on the vineyard stretching out past the windows.
“It is a dream,” Élio said, his voice calm, almost proud.
Everyone stood mesmerized, faces lit by the fading sun glinting off the water.
But Élio only smiled, squeezing Lucien’s hand. “Come,” he whispered. Before Lucien could protest, Élio pulled him away from the others, down a quieter hall lined with portes-fenêtres.
They stopped before a set of double doors, carved with curling vines. Élio pushed them open and led Lucien inside.
It was their bedroom.
A wide canopy bed draped in white linen sat at the center, the curtains tied back to reveal soft pillows stacked high. French windows lined the far wall, opening to a private balcony that looked out across the vineyards. In the distance, the hills rolled on forever, glowing in the twilight.
“This,” Élio said softly, turning to him, silver eyes glinting with mischief, “is the best part.”
Before Lucien could speak, Élio’s lips crashed against his. His mouth was hot, wet, tongue sliding in deep and claiming him like he’d been starving for it. Élio groaned into the kiss, nipping at Lucien’s lower lip before sucking it between his teeth, kissing him harder, ravishing his mouth until Lucien moaned helplessly against him.
“I’m going to make love to you for hours,” Élio whispered against his lips, only to drag him back into another filthy kiss, tongue thrusting past his, tasting him over and over as if he couldn’t get enough.
Lucien moaned louder, arching into him, his hands curling into Élio’s shirt to pull him closer.
“Six months—six months without your perfect face, without these perfect lips. How could I stand it? Driving me absolutely crazy—” Élio’s words tumbled out between kisses, his mouth finding Lucien’s again and again, licking, biting, devouring.
“Élio, please, take me—” Lucien begged, breathless.
“Let me kiss you a little while longer,” Élio whispered, shoving his tongue back into Lucien’s mouth like he couldn’t bear to stop. “I’m desperate to hold you again, to touch you, to—”
“Papa! Rafael is bothering me again!” Nicholas’s voice rang through the heavy iron doors.
Élio froze, lips still crushed to Lucien’s, his hands cupping his face. “I swear I’m gonna send that kid to a convent.”
“Papa!”
“Coming, mon petit chou,” Élio sighed, pulling back just enough to groan. His silver eyes burned. “Will we ever get a second alone?”
“Not in this lifetime,” Lucien whispered, winded, lips swollen and wet from the rough kisses. “Tonight?”
Élio kissed him again—filthy, tongue deep, greedy—like he wanted to brand Lucien’s mouth as his own. They almost got lost in it again, drowning in each other, when Nicholas’s impatient knock rattled the door.
They pulled away, both breathless, when Nicholas’s knock came again. With a low growl, Élio yanked open the doors. His silver eyes blazed, and Nicky shrank back at once, shoulders curling.
Élio caught himself, exhaling hard, his face softening as he crouched down to Nicky’s level. “Désolé, mon petit chou,” he said gently. “We’ll go swimming, I promise. Just give Papa a moment.”
Nicky’s frown melted into a hopeful grin. “Really?”
“Really,” Élio said, brushing his hair back.
As Élio soothed him, Lucien turned away, ready to change into something lighter for the evening. That was when he saw it—an envelope on the bedside table, pale against the polished wood.
It was addressed to Élio.
Frowning, Lucien picked it up. His chest tightened when he read the handwriting.
“Meet me on the terrace at midnight. Forever yours, Amélia.”
The breath caught in his throat.
She was here.
Amélia Bellamy.
The woman who had tricked Élio into having a baby.







