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Introduction

A gay paranormal romance omnibus full of happy-ever-after goodness.

Close friends to steamy lovers. Seduction and unrequited love. Second chances, redemption and alpha heroes. From the myths and legends of Kokopelli to cursed charioteers, genies, a space captain and a troubled werewolf, Under His Spell contains five gay romances.

Seeking Kokopelli – rock stars meet the legend of Kokopelli.

Last Wish – a genie dreams of a normal life.

Curse Across Time – two Roman charioteers are cursed to live in a statue in this friends-to-lovers time traveling tale.

Lone Wolf – a werewolf meets an older more experienced wolf and falls for him, but politics gets in the way.

Fallen Idol – another friends-to-lovers romance full of second chances and redemption.


SEEKING KOKOPELLI

Shelley Munro


Introduction

Ever since Nate McKenzie hired on as a roadie, musician Adam James has lusted after him. So far Adam has kept his distance, knowing Nate is mourning his dead wife. But lately Adam has caught the man returning his stares. Maybe it’s time to test the waters.

Besides, there isn’t much chance Nate will find out that Adam was once his people’s Kokopelli. His powers were stripped from him, along with the magical tattoo on his chest, when his orientation was discovered.

Nate is going crazy with guilt. Before his wife’s death, he never looked at anyone else, woman or man. Now his dreams are filled with Adam. He tries to keep his mind on his job and off Adam’s sexy body, but in a moment of weakness they share a kiss that sends them both up in flames.

Their relationship risks both their hearts and Adam’s female fan base, but the attraction is too strong to ignore. Then someone takes a shot at Adam—and his tattoo begins to reappear, forcing him to come clean with his lover. And Nate must decide exactly where his future lies…before a killer steals it away from them.

Warning: This book contains rockin’ music, smoky pubs, the mystical legend of Kokopelli and lots of playful, hot manlove.


Prologue

Legend says Kokopelli was a Native American fertility god, a prankster, a healer and a storyteller. He wandered from village to village in the Southwest of America, playing his flute and spreading his magic, bringing fruitful harvests and many new babies. He blessed the land and its people.

What most don’t know is that the legend is true. Kokopelli lives on, the magic passed from son to son in the James family so the people and the land will thrive.


Chapter One

The plaintive notes of a sax throbbed through the gloomy pub. Nate McKenzie watched Adam James’s strong fingers as he played, enthralled by both the performance and the man—a sexy, dark-haired figure illuminated in a golden spotlight. Adam caressed the music from his instrument, his eyes closed while he focused on playing the song.

Despite the other men and women in the crowded room, Nate felt as if Adam played for him. Only for him. Blood pounded through his veins, his cock drawing tight beneath the unforgiving denim of the faded jeans he wore. It was the same every time Adam played his saxophone or sang in that smoky voice of his. Intense arousal surged through Nate’s mind along with confusion.

How could one man make him feel this way?

So lost. So incredibly aroused.

So damn needy.

Nate clenched his fingers around a bottle of beer and forced himself to take a sip. The warm taste of hops made him pull a face. Rosa. Thoughts of his wife should fill his mind, bring the sting of arousal to his cock and pull his body taut with desire, not his employer Adam James.

Sweet Jesus, Rosa hadn’t been gone for that long. It was far too soon to try to fill the empty gap her death had left. His lips pressed tight. Both men and women might have interested him before he’d met his wife, but one look at her dark hair, flashing brown eyes, her curvy body, and he’d been smitten. He hadn’t looked at another man since meeting Rosa.

Until Adam.

A pair of red lace panties sailed through the air and struck Adam’s thigh before plopping to the stage. Adam continued playing smoothly as if nothing out of the ordinary had happened, filling the pub with his sultry, seductive music.

A woman screamed, “I love you, Adam.”

The crowd roared. A few hooted with laughter. A second woman hollered an obscene suggestion of what she’d like to do if she cornered him alone.

Another pair of panties hit the stage. Nate turned away in disgust, telling himself it wasn’t jealousy. He tipped back his head, swallowed the dregs of his beer and ordered another. His last one for the night, because he needed to make sure Adam and the other three members of Stampede made it back to their hotel rooms safely. He and Keith helped the band when they were on the road with security and anything else they required. Sometimes the women refused to let the band leave or, worse, tried to sneak into their vehicle or rooms.

Nate didn’t expect problems tonight. This crowd appeared well behaved. They’d get the band back to the hotel. What the guys did after they reached the hotel was up to them. Nate’s responsibilities for the night usually ended there.

Nate shot a quick look at Adam, took in the way the damp T-shirt clung to his chest and gulped. He saw a cold shower in his near future. And if that didn’t work, he’d go for a run and take another icy shower when he returned. He would not think about Adam. He would not jerk off while thinking about the man again.

And no more spending time with Adam. If he followed these rules, maybe he’d manage to stuff the man into the ‘friends box’ instead of letting him drift into bloody uncharted territory. He was still faithful to Rosa, dammit. It was way too soon to replace the memories he clutched close to his heart. And Adam—Adam had more women than he could possibly want. Why would Adam show interest in him?

The last haunting note of the sax drifted away, and the rest of the band joined in with the melody. Adam started to sing. His gaze drifted across the rapt audience and, although Nate knew Adam wouldn’t be able to make him out in the gloom, the man seemed to stop looking when he glanced in his direction. Nate’s breath caught in his throat. He stared at Adam’s face, the intense eyes, the high cheekbones, the dark golden complexion. And that mouth…

A groan built deep in his throat. The man had him tied in knots and didn’t even know it. Despite his growing fame, Adam was a private man. He handled his fans and the reporters with aplomb, hiding behind easy charm. They thought they knew him, but Nate looked deeper than most.

Adam James had secrets.

Nate didn’t know what they were, didn’t want to. A man deserved some privacy.

The song slid to an end, and the crowd burst into applause and cheers. Somewhere a woman hollered about her underwear, and Nate winced at her crudeness.

“Thanks,” Adam said in a husky voice. “We’re about to play our last song for the night. It’s a new one for us. It’s called ‘Alone’.”

The band started playing, with Adam singing the poignant lyrics about a man being alone, looking for love, a mate. The words tore at Nate’s gut, ripping him open and laying his heart bare. He noticed a woman sitting not far from him with tears pouring unchecked down her cheeks.

Rosa. Damn, he missed her so much. She’d filled the empty loneliness inside him. It was almost one full year since she’d passed, and he missed her every single day, despite the weird yearning that struck him whenever he spent time near Adam.

Adam held the last note of the song, and the music trailed away. There was a long pause of pulsing silence before the cheering started. Nate couldn’t help his pleased grin. Stampede had a new hit on their hands.

He stood, grabbed his Stetson off the bar and slapped it on his head before pushing his way through the crowd, holding his breath when a strong, heavy perfume hit him. He much preferred the honest scent of clean sweat. Soap. Some of these women needed to learn about subtlety.

Nate reached the stage at the same time as Keith, the other roadie. They were a small unit and worked well together. The two of them stood between the band and the crowd. Watching. Waiting while the band packed their equipment, ready to leave the stage and head for the rear entrance. Adam, Morgan, Cade and J.T., the men who made up Stampede, were pros and they worked efficiently together.

A couple of pub staff helped them and, fifteen minutes later, they were ready to depart for the hotel. A few women rushed outside, hoping to get autographs before the band left. The rest of the crowd stayed put to order more drinks and enjoy the evening. Someone dropped coins in the jukebox, and the notes of a country tune commenced with Shania informing the girls to get ready.

Nate breathed out a sigh of relief. It didn’t always go easy like this. At the last place, the women had mobbed the band before they left the stage. He still bore a bruise on his ribs where a woman had jabbed him, using her elbows like weapons.

“Coming, Nate?” a voice called.

His heart skipped a beat when he realized it was Adam. “Yeah.”

Adam stepped closer, his sensual lips stretched into a lopsided grin. “Are you bringing those with you?”

Nate followed Adam’s gaze and a flush of heat flooded his cheeks. Shoot. He kicked the offending red panties off his boot. “Don’t you get tired of getting pelted with panties?” He’d bet half of them weren’t even clean. Nothing surprised him anymore.

Adam shrugged. “Comes with the territory.”

The reply did nothing to tamp down the weird jealousy streaking through Nate. Damn, what the hell was wrong with him lately? He glanced at Adam and away again, almost as quick. It seemed as if his mind had settled on one track, and that way led to Adam.

They slipped into silence, an edgy one on Nate’s part, and exited the pub via the rear. As he’d expected, several women clamored for attention from the band.

“Do you want to sign autographs?” Nate wondered if Adam would accept one of the inevitable propositions that came with the territory. Hell! He forced the thought away. None of his business.

Adam smiled politely in the direction of the group of waiting women. “I’m tired, but I’ll sign a few before we leave.”

“Adam! Adam!” A petite woman with impossibly large boobs forced her way past Nate and thrust a marker pen at Adam. She glanced up at him coyly, fluttering her long mascara-laden lashes. “Sign my breasts for me.”

“This is a permanent marker.” A faint smile twitched at Adam’s lips.

Although Adam wasn’t talking to him, a shiver of awareness pulsed across Nate’s skin. Then the words sank in. The woman wanted Adam to touch her breasts. A growl escaped before he bit back his instinctive order for her to back off.

Not his place.

Adam chuckled. Nate wasn’t sure if it was because of his reaction or the woman’s request.

“I know,” she cooed. “I don’t want it to wash off too soon.”

“Just as long as I don’t get in trouble with the men in your life,” Adam said as he uncapped the pen.

Nate turned away from them, glad of the hat and the dim light hiding his reaction to the situation. It was none of his business if Adam wanted to touch a woman. Hell, Adam could fuck her and it would still be none of his business.

He worked for Adam and Stampede. That was all.

There was something about a long, slow seduction. Adam scrawled his signature across the top of the woman’s breasts and handed back the pen with a wink.

“How about a kiss?”

“Sorry, sweetheart.” Adam restrained a satisfied grin at the second low growl behind him. “I don’t want to get in trouble.” He blew her a kiss and turned to the next woman waiting impatiently for an autograph.

While a slow seduction didn’t have physical advantages, the furtive courtship he engaged in with Nate was the most fun he’d had in ages. Nate had started looking back. So far he hadn’t registered Adam’s pursuit, but he was interested. Confused too. Satisfaction pulsed through him at the secret knowledge.

After signing three more autographs, Adam waved to his fans and strode to the van. Nate walked directly behind him, and the devil in Adam made him halt abruptly. Nate crashed into his back. Seconds before he hit the ground, Nate grasped his hips, steadying him. Their bodies brushed before Nate stepped away, his hands falling from Adam’s hips.

“Sorry. Thought I saw someone I knew.” Adam caught his breath at the frisson of heat and climbed into the van before stupidity reared its head any further and he did something truly obvious. Nate followed and closed the door behind them. J.T. drove and, twenty minutes later, they pulled up outside their cheap hotel.

Morgan climbed out of the van, raising both tattooed arms into the air in a huge stretch. A groan vibrated in his throat before he spoke. “Man, I’m beat.”

Cade smirked, his blue eyes sparkling with devilment. “Old man. I’ve got a date. I’ll be late, so don’t wait up.”

“Me too.” J.T. winked as he tugged the leather band from his dark brown hair. He ran a quick hand through his curls. “See you guys tomorrow at rehearsal.”

Cade and Morgan both played guitar and did vocals while J.T. rocked big time with the drums. They’d started after Adam met Cade in a pub. Cade had introduced him to Morgan and J.T. and things had taken off from there with the band rapidly growing in popularity. They spent most of their time together. The band was his family now.

Morgan yawned. “What are you doing, Adam?”

“Gonna chill.” Adam grabbed his saxophone. And plan his next move with Nate.

Nate and Keith drifted away with murmured good nights. Adam headed for his room, the one he shared with Cade. He’d intended to shower, grab a beer and blob in front of the box. Didn’t happen. Restless energy filled him, and he couldn’t sit still. Nate intruded again. Moodily, he kicked off his footwear. He’d never felt this way about a man before. There had been men over the years, clandestine sex that didn’t mean a thing. This thing with Nate—it felt different.

Important.

He knew about Nate’s marriage and his wife’s subsequent slow death from cancer. Hell, he knew it was too soon for Nate. The man still grieved. Despite the knowledge, he couldn’t stop. Something inside him, something mystical, propelled him toward Nate, his gut telling Adam they’d be good together even though the man obviously preferred women. A sudden scowl formed. Heck, he was probably putting himself in the way of a shitload of hurt. His mind ordered him to walk away, but he couldn’t. His heart ached to ferret out the possibilities.

Cursing softly, he grabbed a towel and his room key and strode past the row of rooms to the hot tub, wincing at the bite of gravel beneath his bare feet. Someone was already there when he arrived. About to retreat, he spied a familiar black Stetson sitting by the side of the tub. Nate.

“Great minds,” Adam drawled, pitching his voice so it was audible above the bubble of the water. “Am I interrupting?”

Nate jackknifed to a sitting position. His mouth opened and closed before he sank under the surface again until only his head showed. The water plastered his dark hair to his skull. A faint dark moustache and light beard framed his mouth and chin. The rest of his face was cleanly shaven. Dark brown eyes glanced at him, then Nate averted his gaze. “Nah,” he muttered finally. “Too wired to go to sleep yet.”

“Me too.” Adam yanked his black Stampede T-shirt over his head and shoved down his jeans. For propriety’s sake, he left on his boxer-briefs before sliding into the warm water. They were both tall men and, for a brief second, their legs touched. Nate drew back like a startled cat.

“I won’t bite.” Adam kept his voice low and even. He’d like to do more than bite. He felt the surge in his body, the slight filling of his cock. Maybe this wasn’t such a good idea. “And I don’t have any nasty diseases.”

Nate still refused to meet his gaze. “I’m not good company tonight.”

“Problem?”

“Nothing I want to talk about.”

Adam nodded. “Fair enough.”

“Why aren’t you with one of the women who throw themselves at you?”

Adam leaned back, letting the warm water work its magic. “Maybe I’m not interested.”

“I guess it gets old fast.” Nate frowned thoughtfully. “A man likes a challenge.”

Yeah, the challenge thing worked for him. Time to kick up the pace in his seduction plan. “No.” Adam watched Nate’s face closely, needing to read him and his reaction clearly, if that was possible. “That’s not what I meant.”

Nate’s brow furrowed. He sat up so his broad shoulders and upper chest were visible. A light furring of dark hair covered his chest, arrowing downward beneath the water. “What do you mean?”

“Maybe I’m not interested in women.”

The water stopped churning and stillness descended, interrupted only by the faint hum of traffic and the drone of a TV from the nearest guest room.

“You’re gay?” Nate whispered, confusion and dismay on his face, a trace of panic.

Adam shrugged and leaned over to turn the timer on again. The water jets bubbled into motion, enveloping them in their own private world. He turned back to Nate. “I don’t do labels.”

“Why the hell are you telling me?” Nate sounded pissed now, and Adam wasn’t sure why. “What the hell are you telling me?”

“I think of you as a friend.”

“Man, I’m not that kind of a friend,” Nate barked, his back straightening to military alertness, indignation snapping in his eyes.

Beneath the annoyance, Adam thought he caught a flash of heat. He wasn’t sure what to make of it and sought to reassure. “Chill. We’ve known each other for almost a year. I haven’t jumped you and I’m not about to.” Yet. If Nate gave him some encouragement, that could change fast. Adam had to work to control his impassive expression. No, he hadn’t been wrong. He saw that flash of heat again. There was something there; otherwise, why would Nate sound so panicked?

Nate checked their surroundings before turning back to him. “Do the others know you’re gay?”

“We’ve never discussed it.”

“So why are you telling me? Women throw panties at you. They get you to sign their tits.”

“What’s your point?”

Nate shook his head, his throat moving as he swallowed. “I don’t understand.”

Adam wasn’t sure he understood, either. Hopefully his instincts were right and he hadn’t fucked up things between them, because he valued Nate’s friendship. With Nate, he could be plain Adam James. He didn’t have to perform. Play a part. He didn’t have to live up to fans’ expectations. Or conform to family pressure. “I think of you as my friend. Apart from the band, I don’t have many friends. I wanted honesty between us.”

“You’re taking a risk, man. What happens if I tell the papers? Stampede is starting to take off. You’re playing bigger venues now. Women and the whole panty thing is part of it all. If word gets out you’re gay, you’ll get a backlash. It’ll hurt you, hurt the band.”

All true, but Adam was sick of hiding. Besides, he had good intuition about people. Nate wasn’t like that. They had a future together. Every instinct told him that, although he wasn’t about to expose Nate to the family woo-woo shit. His gut feeling had served him well in the past, and he wasn’t about to ignore it now.

“Tell me about your wife.”

“Why?”

“Because I can see you’re hurtin’. It’s been almost a year.”

“No.” The word was harsh, carried pain.

“Are you going to the rodeo tomorrow?” Adam smoothly changed the subject. One day Nate would talk. He could wait.

“Yeah, probably.”

“I used to ride bulls when I was in high school.”

“Yeah?” Interest flickered across Nate’s face, replacing the previous panic. “You any good?”

“Nope.” He grinned as he admitted the sad truth. “More enthusiasm than skill. I didn’t make eight seconds more than twice the entire summer. Man, it was a rush, though. Like a drug. The cheers from the crowd. The music. The other guys egging you on. You do your prep, climb on top and when the chute opens, time seems to slow. Then the bull explodes out, solid muscle clasped between your thighs. The animal jumps, spins. It bucks and tries everything to toss you off. Yeah, I loved the rush.” He grinned again in remembrance. “Although hittin’ the hard ground wasn’t so shit hot.”

“Why did you stop?” Curiosity glinted in Nate, and the anxiety in Adam seeped away. Everything would work out between them.

“I met Cade and he introduced me to Morgan and J.T. We hit it off and formed Stampede. I didn’t have time to do both music and rodeo.”

“So now you sing about rodeos instead.”

Adam chuckled. “Something like that, although we’re not strictly a country band.”

“Yeah, yeah. I’ve heard the official spiel.” Nate leaned back, visibly relaxing, much to Adam’s relief. “A blend of country and rock with a bit of blues tossed in.”

“He listens.” Adam stood and climbed from the pool. “I’ve had enough. Want to come back to my room for a drink before you hit the sack?” He knew his black boxer-briefs didn’t leave much to the imagination and turned to grab his towel. Wrapping it around his waist, he glanced at Nate and caught him staring. Damn. Adam fought an inner battle, but his cock developed a mind of its own. He grabbed his discarded clothes and held them in front of him to hide his erection.

“I won’t be good company.”

“Doesn’t matter.” Adam wanted to continue their conversation. It didn’t matter what they talked about. “I’ll leave the door open for you.” He walked away without looking back because he didn’t want to give Nate a chance to wimp out.

He would not jerk off. Nate glared at Adam’s departing back, wanting to call out and say he intended to go to bed. Alone.

Beneath the churning water, his cock rose, once again exerting a say on his actions. Guilt sliced his gut. This weird thing with Adam was killing him. He’d loved Rosa, he really had. But at the end she’d told him not to turn his back on a new love, that he had his whole future in front of him. Well, Nate didn’t think she’d had a raging affair with another man in mind. She’d wanted him to find a good woman. Have children. Raise the family they’d always talked about. It wouldn’t have occurred to her he might love a man, because they’d never discussed past lovers. It hadn’t been an issue. He’d loved her, had never strayed or thought of another—male or female—while they were together.

Nate swore and surged from the water. For decency’s sake, he wrapped a towel around his waist and tried not to think about Adam’s fit, smooth body dripping wet from the tub. He tried not to think about the impressive male bulge, the tight ass and the tattoo that covered one shoulder. Nate dreamed about smoothing his tongue over the fancy whorls of that tattoo. Dreamed about it often.

He stomped back to his room, fumbling for the key. The door opened before he could fit the key to the lock.

“I’m heading to town. You want to come?” Keith, the other roadie, was a great guy. They worked well together.

“Nah, not tonight.” Nate was grateful for the concealment of the clothes he carried. “I’m gonna crash. Have a couple of drinks for me.”

He shut the door after Keith, glad to have the room to himself. That was one of the problems with being on the road all the time. The lack of privacy. It hadn’t worried him at first. He’d needed the company after Rosa’s death, but now, since the weird attraction to Adam, he craved solitude.

Nate padded to the bathroom and flipped on the shower. A hint of citrus aftershave and the lingering scent of soap filled the bathroom, telling him Keith had cleaned up before he left to go out on the town. Nate dropped his clothes and the towel on the tile floor before peeling off his navy blue swim trunks. His breath eased out with pure relief when his cock bobbed free.

When he stepped into the shower cubicle, the water sluiced over his tense shoulders and ran down his body. Nate sighed and picked up the soap. He dragged it over his chest and lower, scrubbing it over his groin. A slice of pleasure cut through him and, with a curse, Nate set the soap aside. Although he’d promised himself he wouldn’t do this, he was in no condition to leave the room. He shouldn’t stop by Adam’s room, either. Knew it and intended to go anyway.

He fisted his cock, stroked, planting his feet firmly, and gave himself over to the pleasure. An intense burst of heat traveled the length of his body when he rubbed the bulbous head, palmed the sensitive underside. A couple more firm strokes, and he threw back his head, a moan of pleasure and Adam’s name squeezing past his lips when orgasm took him. He continued stroking, milking himself until he had nothing left.

Heart pounding, he leaned weakly against the wall of the shower, the warm water still pouring over his body. Although he tried not to think about Adam, his mind went back to their conversation in the hot tub. Why had Adam confessed he was gay? And why hadn’t Nate known?

Their manager probably had something to do with that. An older woman with a lot of business savvy, she’d crafted the band into a business package. The sexy image helped sell their music and pulled in the crowds at the intimate concerts they tended to play. Nate sensed the small gigs would become a thing of the past very soon because of the contract Stampede had signed two weeks ago. Susan wouldn’t want anything to screw with that.

If it got out Adam was gay…

Nate stepped out of the shower to grab a towel and cussed. He was doing that a lot and knew Rosa wouldn’t approve. Damn, he missed that woman, which made him an even bigger fool for thinking about Adam.

He pulled clean underwear, faded black jeans and a T-shirt out of his suitcase and dressed rapidly. This was a mistake. He knew it, but he still thrust his feet into a pair of Tevas, grabbed a bottle of whiskey from near his bed, and the key. Adam was right about one thing, and that was the only reason he was going for a drink. They were friends, and that’s all they ever could be. Friends.

* * * * *

Somewhere in New Mexico

The man played the flute, the lilting notes hanging on the air before drifting away to be replaced by the next. A crowd gathered outside the open window of the faded motel, listening to the music with grim expressions. One woman cried, tears streaming down her face. Another, heavily pregnant, held her belly in a protective manner.

The music ended abruptly, and the crowd dispersed with low murmurs. Several entered the rundown pub, the P of the illuminated sign no longer working. Others returned to their homes, seeking what pleasure they could in the comfort of familiar surroundings.

Three men remained, silently staring at the open window. Their well-patched clothes told of stretched budgets and unemployment. Their lined faces told of pain.

“Justin has lost his magic,” one said, his gray hair pulled back in a long braid. “Kokopelli no longer favors him.”

“The crops have failed for three years running. Hardly any of the women bloom and grow round with child,” the youngest of the three said.

“I think we made a mistake,” the third said. Lines underscored his eyes and bracketed his mouth. “We shouldn’t have pushed Adam away, forced him to make a choice. We shouldn’t have gone through with the ceremony and transferred the power of Kokopelli. We are being punished for our arrogance.”

“We did what we thought was best,” Gray Hair said. “We had no way of knowing the cost.”

The youngest sighed. “Consequences. There is always a price. We should have ignored our gut reactions, taken longer to consider before we stole Adam’s powers and sent him away.”

The third wrinkled his forehead, his shaggy brows meeting in a slashing line above his eyes. “What are we going to do to put things right? That is the question.”

“I think we should find Adam and ask him to reconsider. Beg if we need to. The people need him, his magic,” one said. “There must be some way to correct the mistake, some ceremony we can carry out to make things right.”

The youngest nodded. “Yes. Yes. We must beg Adam’s forgiveness and tell him we were too hasty. I will research for a way to make this happen.”

Gray Hair sighed, a deep, tired sound. “And what if we can’t change things? A second ceremony has never worked before. Maybe we should give Justin another chance?”

“We will find a way,” the young one stated with a trace of defiance.

In the cheap motel room, the flutist gritted his teeth on hearing their murmured words, his hands clutching his instrument in a white-knuckle grip. He would go home and refuse to tour again. Let the people come to him if they wanted Kokopelli’s help. That would work better, be more efficient, more enjoyable than putting up with seedy motels in one-horse villages. Decision made, Justin smiled. Then he noticed the ink stain on his hand and swore. Setting the flute aside, he rubbed the tattoo on his left pectoral muscle. His fingers came away covered with ink, and his heart pumped hard when he saw none of the original tattoo remained. It had vanished.


Chapter Two

Nate hesitated outside Adam’s room. His hand shook when he reached to push open the door. He closed his eyes for an instant; his breath eased out. Part of him knew crossing the threshold was a mistake. But he couldn’t turn back, either, and have Adam draw incorrect conclusions. With a frustrated sigh, he cautiously stepped inside the room.

“I thought you’d decided not to have a drink with me. Grab a seat.” Adam waved at one of the two queen-size beds. Black hair, damp at the ends from the spa pool, curled in disarray. His open shirt revealed a golden, muscular chest. “Do you want a beer or something stronger?”

“Stronger.” Adam looked casual and too attractive for Nate’s peace of mind. Nate cursed under his breath, instant arousal jolting his dick to life again as he handed over his bottle of whiskey. He took a seat on the bed farthest away from Adam. Maybe the distance would help.

Adam cocked his head, staring at him before frowning. “You okay?”

“Ah…yeah.” Nate had to clear his throat to force out the words. He was a fool for putting himself in this position. “Have you ever met anyone you wanted to have a long term relationship with?” And talking about it wasn’t helping, blast it. He shifted uneasily on the bed, trying to find a comfortable spot.

“Yes.” Adam handed him a glass holding a generous shot of whiskey before returning to get his drink.

Something about the other man’s tone told Nate more than he wanted to know. “Me? Jesus, Adam. I’m a married man. Was a married man,” he amended bleakly. “I like women.”

“Don’t get me wrong.” Adam shrugged. “I like women, but men do it for me sexually.”

“Not me.” Nate’s voice held a trace of defiance. He took a slug of whiskey, wincing at the burn across his tongue before he swallowed.

“Damn it, Nate. Stop behaving like I’m gonna jump you. I’ve never done anything out of line where you’re concerned. I’m not about to start now.”

“Good.” Some of the tension residing in Nate’s gut relaxed. “That’s good.”

Adam offered him a slow grin. “Unless you ask me to,” he added.

Mid-swallow, Nate spluttered. Adam sauntered across the distance separating them and clapped him on the back. Not an improvement. The heat from his hand shot straight to Nate’s groin. A groan escaped and he couldn’t meet Adam’s gaze.

“Damn, you’re easy.” Adam chuckled and stepped away to grab his guitar. “What do you think of this? It’s a new song I’m working on.”

Nate wanted to leave, except he knew that would be like sticking his head in the sand. Adam would know he was hiding and why. He’d have to tough it out for at least an hour, because the last thing he wanted was for Adam to realize how the smartass remarks unsettled him. Realizing his glass was empty, he stood and topped it up. He also poured more whiskey into Adam’s glass before returning to sit on the bed.

For a while, he watched Adam, the way the man strummed his fingers across the guitar strings and the quiet joy on Adam’s face as he played his instrument. When that became too much, Nate lay back and closed his eyes, listening to the music. There was no doubt Adam was a talented musician. The complete package. Fame had already come knocking at his door, and it wouldn’t take long for him to become a household name.

Tired from several sleepless nights, Nate drifted off to sleep.

Adam drew the song to a close, smiling at his sleeping friend. He hadn’t intended to lay out things quite as bluntly as he had, but Nate was still here. That had to be a good sign. For a few seconds, he thought about waking Nate, but decided to leave him. Adam set his guitar aside and flipped off the light, plunging the room into darkness. He stripped down to his boxer-briefs and crawled onto the bed. Even if Cade did return tonight, he wouldn’t think anything of seeing them sharing a bed. They’d shared one room in some real dives during their time together, but if Cade caught them under intimate circumstances, then all bets were off.

Adam grinned. He didn’t see that happening. He closed his eyes, realizing he was tired. The sound of Nate’s breathing lulled him, and the last thing he remembered was smiling about the cuteness factor of Nate’s snuffling.

Nate woke slowly, his erection cuddled up to a warm ass. Remaining still, he breathed deep, drawing the familiar scent into his lungs. It was the best way to wake in the morning. With a contented sigh, he pressed closer.

“I never pegged you as a cuddler,” Adam drawled.

Fully awake now, Nate jerked away with a heartfelt curse.

“Don’t worry. I’m not going to tell anyone. Your secret’s safe with me.”

“Fuck, do you ever shut up?” Nate rolled off the bed and jumped to his feet, his heart pounding as if he’d run a hundred-meter sprint. “Why didn’t you wake me?”

“You were tired. I didn’t see the point of waking you. You want to go for a run?”

Nate scowled, his eyes narrowing while confusion pummeled him. “What are you trying to do to me?”

“Don’t make too much of this,” Adam said. “A run. That’s all. We’ve run together before.”

“I…yeah. Okay.” Nate dragged a hand through his hair and turned toward the door, the desire to touch Adam throbbing through him like an aching tooth. “I’ll grab my gear.” He would not touch. He would not.

“Five minutes?”

“Yeah.” Nate paused and strode back to Adam, his feet taking him even though his mind warned him of the big mistake he was about to make. He dragged Adam into his arms and kissed him. Hard. Their noses mashed together. Teeth clacked before they managed a fit for their lips. The kiss was rough. Fierce and unrestrained. Nate catalogued the differences with part of his mind while he sank into the intimacy of being close to another person again. Adam’s lips were soft, but the contrasting rasp of stubble made the kiss different. The hard body rubbing against his own was different as well, with none of the cushioning curves he’d enjoyed with Rosa.

Rosa.

He wrenched from Adam’s arms and hurried to the door, yanking it open. His breath came in loud gasps, almost panicked. “There. No big deal. It’s over and now we both know.”

“Know what?” Adam padded up behind him and pushed his hand against the door. It shut with a sharp click. “What do we know?”

“That we don’t work together. We’re plain wrong.” Nate stared at the paintwork of the door, tried to ignore the note of panic in his voice, but he knew it was there. So did Adam. And the blood crowding his cock didn’t lie, either. He wanted more.

“Practice makes perfect,” Adam whispered close to his ear, placing one hand on either side of his body and effectively caging him against the door. “Turn around.”

Nate swallowed. He could feel Adam’s body along his back, the heat of him. Smell him—clean, musky male. Damn, he couldn’t show fear. He had to bluff his way out of this, pretend the kiss hadn’t made him crazy and backfired on him. Instead of disgust, he wanted to explore Adam’s body. Worse, he wanted to kiss and touch every inch.

Who’d have thought a single kiss would cause so much trouble. He should have walked away instead of following his stupid impulse to try to prove to Adam he was wrong about an attraction between them.

“I wouldn’t have taken you for a coward.”

Indignant, Nate turned to glare at Adam. “I’m not a cow—”

Adam stopped his heated words with a kiss. This one, it was nothing like the first. It started slow, a mere brushing of lips, the gentleness of it sending signal fires darting through Nate’s body. He gasped, and Adam took advantage, stroking his tongue over Nate’s, deepening the contact. Adam didn’t move, didn’t do anything except kiss him.

Somewhere along the line, Nate forgot he was kissing a man and went with the soar of sensations racing through him, the pleasure. The yearning.

Slowly, Adam pulled away, and Nate realized he gripped the other man’s shoulders. He snatched his hands away, a tide of embarrassment spreading across his cheeks. That couldn’t happen again, which was a shame because he’d enjoyed the kiss. Innate honesty made him admit it to himself, and the fact that he wanted more. And worst of all, he’d never thought of Rosa the entire time.

“We’ll get even better with time,” Adam whispered.

“There won’t be another time.” Maybe if he said it enough, he’d come to believe it.

“No? I didn’t take you for a liar, either.”

“Fuck, will you stop touching me?” Fury sped through Nate, and he shoved Adam, his hands curling to fists at his sides. “I thought you wanted to run.”

“Whatever.” Frustration shaded Adam’s voice this time. He stepped away to sit on the corner of the bed. “But remember this. No matter how hard and fast you run, you can’t outrun the truth.”

Nate opened his mouth, about to tell Adam where to shove his truth. Something made him bite back the words, and he jerked the door open, then stomped outside.

“Five minutes,” Adam called after him.

Nate strode to his room and used his key to open the door. It was light out, but with the lack of noise and bustle that characterized the early hour. Perfect for a run. Snorting, he pushed inside the room. Once he realized Keith had returned and was still asleep, he made a conscious attempt to keep the noise down. Even knowing he should stay far away from Adam, Nate rifled through his bag for a pair of shorts and a tank top. Rapidly stripping, he ignored his hard-on and dressed for running.

Adam was right. He couldn’t run away, not when their lives and work intertwined so intimately. But he could ignore the man and the traitorous feelings that zapped him each time they were together. Nate laced his shoes and, after shoving the key in the zip pocket of his shorts, walked outside.

Adam was waiting, already working through a series of stretches. Nate joined him and commenced his own stretching routine. Neither man spoke. Somehow that was worse than discussing the topic sitting like a ten-ton elephant between them.

“Where do you want to run?” Nate’s words were a husky growl. Damn. That wasn’t the impression he wanted to give. He felt Adam’s gaze stroke his face, drop briefly to his lips, and Nate uneasily shifted his weight from one foot to the other.

“Why don’t we head for the forest reserve?”

Nate’s head jerked up at the suggestion. “That’s a long run.” Adam wasn’t as fit as him. The run would challenge him.

Adam shrugged. “I need a good workout.”

Nate skewered him with a sharp look even as he stiffened at the suggestion buried in Adam’s words. “Let’s go.” He started running, taking the lead because the more of Adam he saw, the bigger his erection grew. Running was gonna hurt like hell, although the alternative didn’t work for him, either.

“Stop thinking so hard,” Adam mocked, running easily at his side.

“One of us has to think straight.”

“Why? What’s so wrong about spending time with people you like? Because that’s what it comes down to.”

Nate upped the pace a bit, hoping Adam would tire. Didn’t happen, and he slowed again to an easy pace, one he knew they could sustain all the way to the reserve. “This is a bad idea.”

“Why?” Adam demanded again. “Spell it out. Give me reasons and maybe I’ll agree.”

“First there’s the fact that I’m not gay,” Nate said in a hard voice, shooting Adam a quick glance before returning his attention to the road in front of them.

“I never said you were.”

“I’m not over Rosa yet. I miss her.”

“Of course you do. I’m not lookin’ to replace Rosa. I didn’t know her, but if she was important to you, then she was a good woman.”

Nate’s steps faltered before he picked up the smooth pace again. He’d started working for Stampede after Rosa saw the job in a local paper. She’d told him he needed employment, he’d need friends after she died, and she thought this would be a good job for him. He hadn’t wanted to leave her to go to the interview, hadn’t wanted to take the job when Stampede’s manager had offered it to him. Rosa had insisted, saying he needed this particular job. Nate hadn’t had the heart to tell Rosa no, and he’d started working for Stampede. When Rosa had died, they’d been there for him and had become family. That’s what made his feelings for Adam so difficult. Stampede was like a last contact to Rosa.

If he left and terminated his contact with Adam and Stampede, he didn’t think he’d survive. The last thing he wanted was to slide back into alcohol like he had straight after Rosa’s death. And he could see it would be easy to fall into that trap with nothing to fill his days.

“I miss her like hell.” Tears stung the back of his eyes at the admission. He wished she were still here. He could have talked to her. She would have known what to do about Adam. Even though she hadn’t known about the men before her, she wouldn’t have judged him. Rosa had been like that—fair-minded with a big heart.

“Of course you do. No one wants to replace Rosa. She’ll always be a part of you.” Adam’s words were strained, his breathing hard from the exertion of the run.

Nate slowed a fraction more. “I can’t remember her face. I look at photos, but I’m losing memories. She doesn’t deserve that.” His breath caught as he admitted his fears. He couldn’t believe he’d actually told Adam his dark secret. What the hell kind of person couldn’t remember what his wife looked like, smelled like?

Adam stopped abruptly, and Nate slowed, turning to look over his shoulder.

“I need to walk for a bit.”

Nate stopped and waited for Adam to catch up. If Adam started blathering about Rosa, he was gonna start running again.

“What else?” Adam demanded. “What are your other reasons?” Sweat coated his shoulders and arms, his face. He was a bit shorter than Nate but kept in shape, hitting the gym when the opportunity presented itself. The band often played basketball during breaks, and Nate and Keith joined them. Nate wondered what it was like for Adam, being gay and having to keep it hidden. When he thought about it, he’d never heard Adam mouth off about his lovers like some of the others.

“You can’t have a male lover, not publicly.”

“I’ve always had male lovers. I choose not to talk about them or make the fact public. I’m a private man.”

“So you’re willing to stay in the closet?”

“If my lover wanted me to come out, I would, if he were important to me. I’m not hiding because I’m scared of what other people think.”

Nate scowled, catching the underlying message. If he wanted Adam to come out, if he wanted an open relationship, then he’d do it. Nate had a couple of problems with that. One, he wasn’t interested. And two, he didn’t want to live under a public spotlight. “I don’t know why you’re telling me. I don’t care one way or the other. You ready to run again?”

Adam picked his pace up into a jog. “I’m telling you because you’re my friend. What else?”

“I want to have kids. I’ve always wanted to have kids.”

“So why didn’t you and Rosa have children straight away?”

“Rosa wanted to. I put her off,” Nate said. “I wanted kids, but I thought we should have time together first, then Rosa got sick.”

“Anything else?”

Huh! Nothing to refute with the children argument. Two guys together could adopt children these days, but it wasn’t an easy road, not with the prejudice regarding gays. Not that he was gay.

“I like women, the way they feel. Their softness and the way they smell.”

“All good arguments,” Adam said.

The entrance to the forest reserve was up ahead. They ran through the gateway and turned onto the dirt track leading to a reservoir. Behind them, a car slowed and turned in behind them before driving to the parking area. Nate kept running, the scent of pine filling each inhalation. The path grew steeper and they could no longer run abreast of each other. Adam dropped back, and Nate could hear each gasping breath the other man took. He became ultra-aware of him and imagined Adam staring at his body—his back and ass.

His mind drifted back to the kiss. The second one. He’d never admit it to Adam, but he’d enjoyed it, had liked feeling Adam’s hands touching him. Not that he’d allow it to happen again. No, tonight he’d go to a bar. Find a woman to chat with and take things from there. His conscience took a hit at the decision, and he shoved the guilt aside. As Adam pointed out, Rosa was gone. Sometimes a man needed more than his hand.

Up ahead, Nate caught the glint of the water through the trees. The incline smoothed out to level and, despite the sweat coating his body, he was glad he’d joined Adam today. The run had settled his mind and helped him come to a decision.

Nate ran until he hit the water’s edge. He stopped when he heard Adam’s labored breathing and started doing stretches, grinning at the other man as he approached.

“How are you feeling?”

“Shattered,” Adam said dryly, still breathing hard. “I shouldn’t have suggested a run after such a late night.” He did a couple of halfhearted stretches before flinging himself on the ground with a loud groan. Over the other side of the lake, three deer darted away, disturbed by the noise. They crashed through the undergrowth, disappearing into the trees.

Nate chuckled and dropped to the ground beside him. The early morning sun felt good and not too hot. That would come later in the day. “We could have sat and watched them if you hadn’t made so much noise.”

“There are lots of deer around here. We’ve seen them near the hotel before. They graze next door to the rodeo grounds sometimes.” Adam paused to wipe the sweat from his forehead with the hem of his T-shirt. “You didn’t mention the kissing on your list,” he said suddenly.

With good reason. That kiss… “I don’t wanna talk about it.”

“Avoidance,” Adam said.

Nate turned to glare. “Why are you pushing me?”

“Because you think of me as more than a friend, but you’re too scared to admit it. You’re frightened of what I make you feel.”

“You have no idea what I feel. And what the fuck are you talking about feelings for, anyway? I don’t talk about that crap, and I’m not about to start with you.”

“Could have fooled me.” Adam sounded amused. “I’ve learned a lot about you this morning. Besides, if you hate talking to me that much, all you need to do is tell me to piss off.”

“What? It’s that simple?”

“Yeah.”

“Piss off.”

“I didn’t say I’d listen.” Adam’s grin reminded Nate of a small kid’s with the way it lit up his features. He put his whole heart into his smile.

Nate snorted and tried not to react to the boyish grin. “Yeah, that’s what I thought.”

“Go on.” Adam closed the distance between them. “You know you like me.”

“Piss off.” Nate wanted to leap to his feet and step away, but his body wouldn’t obey.

“Hey, you started this by kissing me first.”

All true. Nate’s eyes slid closed, a groan of despair building inside him. He shouldn’t want this. Obviously, he needed to get laid. He needed to find a woman to help clear his mind, rid himself of this confusion. Then he felt Adam close the distance between them. Before he could protest, Adam’s lips settled on his, driving the thought from his head. Adam’s mouth was whisper-soft, cajoling rather than demanding, and it was this gentleness that broke through his reserve. A growl rumbled from his throat, but it wasn’t one of dissent. In his heart, Nate knew a turning point when he experienced one. Fear grabbed him for an instant before the heat of Adam’s mouth stole away his anxiety.

Their lips moved together without haste as they tasted and learned each other. Apart from their lips, they didn’t touch, but Nate could feel the warmth coming off Adam’s sweaty body and the heat generated by his own.

Adam licked along the seam of his lips, silently encouraging him to open. Nate obeyed, accepting a passive role because he couldn’t fight the other man and the rioting emotions inside him as well. Adam sucked on his tongue, moving nearer to wrap his arms around Nate’s shoulders, tugging him close and lying back so they sprawled full length on the ground. Their erections brushed, and a frisson of heat struck Nate hard. His entire body jerked.

Adam lifted his head. “Something wrong?” The twinkle in his eyes told Nate he knew despite asking the question.

Nate stared, refusing to answer because everything he said landed him deeper in trouble. His inner battle died with a pitiful whimper.

“I didn’t think so.” Adam’s tone was smug. “Kiss me again.”

Although Nate wanted to refuse, he couldn’t. He tried to draw a picture of Rosa in his head. Her beautiful features were fuzzy, her smile distant, as if she’d moved on, leaving him behind.

“Kiss me, Nate.”

Nate got it. Adam refused to let him hide. If they continued, it would be because he’d initiated the kiss. Cursing softly at his weakness, he leaned in and brushed a kiss on Adam’s jaw, the stubble rough but somehow stimulating. Nate closed his eyes and went with instinct, kissing Adam exactly the way Nate liked. He trailed kisses along Adam’s jawline and down his neck, tasting the saltiness of his skin. He didn’t let himself think, just went with the magic building between them. Adam gripped his shoulders, breathing hard and starting when Nate nipped him.

“Damn, that feels good. Do it again.”

Nate jerked away from Adam, the spell broken by Adam’s words. “I…I…”

Adam placed his fingers across Nate’s mouth. “It’s okay. We can take this as slow as you want. We have plenty of time.”

Justin James watched the two queers kissing, disgust welling up from the pit of his stomach. Things never changed. His younger brother was still gay. And they wanted to find Adam, ask him to return to the village. He spat in disgust, cheering inwardly when the globule hit an insect. Distracted for an instant, he watched the tiny insect struggle, not looking back at the two men until the bug stilled.

They were still kissing.

A wave of hate swept him. Because of Adam, he’d started life at a disadvantage. Kokopelli should have automatically come to him, formed the distinctive tattoo on his chest. Instead, the powers had ignored him to reward his younger brother. And now…now Adam threatened to destroy everything he’d fought for, everything he’d earned. If Adam returned, he’d lose his job as Kokopelli, his power, his position in the village—if his father and the elders had their way and reinstated Adam somehow.

His reputation.

He’d lose his livelihood and the perks that came with it—the women, the money. The prestige of holding Kokopelli’s powers.

No, Adam couldn’t return to the village to take his place.

Lucky he’d kept tabs on his brother and knew where to find him. He’d followed Adam’s progress, a small part of him proud of his brother’s achievements when he knew Adam had left with nothing more than the clothes on his back and his guitar.

Funny, the guitar that had caused so much strife and consternation amongst the followers was the one thing that had saved Adam. No matter how often they punished his brother, Adam had refused to give up the instrument in favor of the flute. He’d never seen Adam play a flute since the last big argument. His kid brother did play a mean saxophone, though.

His mouth pursed when the two men clutched each other, moving indecently close. The few good memories jolted free, fading under the weight of his disapproval. The two men kissed as if they were the only people in the world. Even though he wanted to, he couldn’t look away. To his discomfort, it was kinda hot watching their lack of restraint, and obvious pleasure and guilt started to displace the disgust.

He shook his head, wishing there were another way, but he’d thought long and hard during the drive to Cody.

Adam had to die.

Justin stooped to open the bag he’d tossed on the ground at his feet and pulled out the rifle. A sliver of sorrow pierced his conscience for a second until he thrust it away and aimed.

He was sorry, but some things a man couldn’t change.

Adam drowned in sensations. Sexual frustration tore at his gut, his cock and balls so damn tight they throbbed. He hadn’t felt like this in a long time and relished the experience, despite the pain. This thing with Nate, it was right. But he wouldn’t push the other man for more than he was willing to give. He still mourned Rosa. Adam forced away his jealousy, consigning it to the far reaches of his mind. A clear head. That’s what he needed now. And patience. Nate was as skittish as a newborn colt.

He knew one thing: The man could kiss. He wondered how Nate’s mouth would feel sucking on his cock, and almost lost it. Pushing away and breathing hard, he put a little distance between their lower bodies while still maintaining his grip on Nate’s shoulders. He didn’t want Nate to move his hips at the wrong time and push him over the edge. Somehow he didn’t think Nate was ready for that yet. “We should get back to the motel. I don’t wanna be late for rehearsal.”

“Yeah, okay.” Nate blinked, the dreamy lust fading from his eyes, the familiar wariness returning.

Not good timing, but he refused to let down the rest of the band. Despite late nights and possible hangovers, Adam knew they’d turn up for rehearsal. “One last kiss.”

Nate didn’t move. He just stared at him.

“Go on. One little kiss.”

“You are a pain in the ass.”

The comeback was on Adam’s lips before the thought even formed. “I could be your pain in the ass.” The words hung between them, and Adam noticed the slow rise of color in Nate’s cheeks. “I’m sorry. I—”

A shot rang out, echoing across the lake. A bird shrieked in alarm. A second shot fired, a piece of bark hitting Adam on the cheek.

Nate grabbed Adam as a third shot rang out. Adam felt a searing pain on his right biceps before he rolled with Nate’s solid body covering him. The undergrowth was sparse, but the dip they’d fallen into helped to cover them. He caught a whiff of pine and the rich scent of soil along with masculine sweat. Damn, his arm throbbed. He tried to move it and decided there wasn’t much damage, although it would hurt when he tried to play his sax.

“You okay?”

“I’d be more okay if we were naked.” Adam held his breath when he heard Nate’s sharp inhalation. Despite the pain in his arm, he wanted to laugh.

“You’re bleeding. No, stay down. They might shoot again.”

“I thought this was a reserve with no hunting allowed.”

In the distance, they heard a vehicle start and leave with a roar of the engine.

He sensed Nate’s shrug rather than saw it. “Times are tough.” Nate shifted a fraction and stuck his head up to scan the area. “People try to make ends meet where they can, even if that means illegal hunting.”

Adam snorted. “You’re wearing yellow. My T-shirt is bright blue. If they think we’re deer, they need their eyes checked. Do you think that was them leaving?”

An SUV pulled up in the small parking area.

“Maybe they were scared off.” Nate squinted into the sun. “It’s a man and woman with three kids.”

Adam started to stand, but Nate pushed him back down. Adam fought him off and stood. “Those kids are making enough noise to scare the animals at Yellowstone.”

“Shit, you’re bleeding more than I thought.”

Adam scowled at the blood trickling down his arm and looked away. As a matter of principle, he tried not to think too much about the color and scent of his blood. Sometimes the sight made him woozy, and the last thing he wanted to do was faint. Before he could steel himself to investigate his wound, Nate pushed his hand away. “Let me.”

Nate cared. Adam could see it in the wrinkle of his brow and the unguarded expression in his eyes. It made him want to smile, to tease, and it definitely took his mind off the bright red of the blood.

“Does it hurt?”

“A bit,” Adam said. “It’s bearable.”

Nate inspected it again. “It’s just a graze.” He dragged his tank top over his head and ripped it up. “Not exactly hygienic, but we need to stop your bleeding.” He pressed one piece against the wound and wrapped a second piece around, tying it in place. “I don’t think you’ll need a doctor, as long as it doesn’t get infected. We can clean it up properly when we get to the motel.”

“Assuming I can run back.”

“Aw, hell. I wasn’t thinking. I’ll run back and grab a vehicle.”

Adam laughed out loud this time. “I’m fine. It stings a bit. That’s all. I can run. I’m not going to be late to rehearsal and have the guys rib me. Besides, I’m not sure I can afford to pay the beer and pizza fine for being late. We run.”

“And what if the gunman is still around?”

“If he is, he’d be stupid. There’s another car full of kids. It’s not exactly quiet now. Besides, the deer have disappeared. His was probably the vehicle we heard leaving in a hurry. We should report it, though. Someone might get really hurt next time.”

Nate stood and scanned their surroundings. “I can’t see any bullets.”

“The bullets could have gone anywhere. I didn’t even see which direction the shots came from.”

“Are you sure you’re up to running back?”

“I don’t need a nursemaid. That’s not what I’m looking for from you.”

Instantly, awareness surged between them. Nate avoided his gaze, and Adam smirked. Ripe for the picking. Nate belonged to him. The man just didn’t realize it yet.

“You’re late,” Cade said when Adam and Nate walked into the pub they were playing the following night.

“We had to stop in to see the sheriff.” Nate’s breath eased out only when he realized none of the men were treating him any differently from normal. “Adam and I went for a run out to the reservoir and someone shot at us.”

“And we had to doctor my arm. The idiot almost got me good,” Adam said, indicating the snowy bandage on his right arm.

As a distraction, it was a pretty good one. Nate didn’t think any of their friends would suspect the pair of them had been in a lip-lock seconds before the hunter shot at them.


Chapter Three

Adam pulled out his guitar, falling into rehearsal mode with Cade, J.T. and Morgan. Soon, music filled the room. Nate listened for a while before joining Keith. They hauled equipment from the van into the pub, storing it for the following night in a secure room, sorted out lighting and went through their usual before-show routine, discussing security and potential problems.

Nate moved on autopilot, his mind drifting back to kissing Adam. He wanted to tell himself he’d hated Adam touching him, but that would be a big fat lie.

So what did this mean?

Man, he couldn’t imagine a relationship with Adam going over well with his parents and two older brothers. A relationship with any man. Nate took off his hat and dragged a hand through his hair before settling the black Stetson back on his head. Nah, there were too many potential problems if he let things with Adam progress further. Eventually, he wanted children. Besides, he liked women. Their softness. The way they laughed. The way they smelled so fine. A small, traitorous voice in his head reminded him Adam had felt good in his arms.

Different. Nate’s shoulders slumped as he admitted the truth. Not bad…different. Different wasn’t bad. Nate squashed the furtive thought immediately.

Adam…

Nate spat out a curse, cringing inwardly because he knew if Rosa were watching from heaven she’d make an annoying tsking sound at the back of her throat. As the
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