
        
            
                
            
        

    
	Two men who happen to be werewolves are looking for love and excitement. They find more than they bargained for when the moon is full and passions run high, with lust taking center stage.

	 

	 

	William Shakespeare said All the world’s a stage, but he hadn’t counted on shifters under a theater’s hot lights. Lovers Sam Hightower and Grant Newsome live for the stage. Although they have enjoyed the wanderlust of traveling theater for many years, each has grown tired of the road and wants to settle down. They also have a secret. As shifters and no part of any pack, they are lone wolves in every sense of the word. The full moon brings out the beast in them.

	Even though their work as gaffers—lighting techs—puts them in contact with a large variety of willing, sexy men and women to share their love, they prefer men. They find a dancer, Luke Pearce, who makes their blood run hot, but Luke has a secret of his own to test them. Add scenic artists and lovers Charlotte and Lina to the mix, and you have a wild and sexy fivesome.

	To spoil their fun and to their surprise, Sam and Grant discover another shifter in their midst, but this young person is so inexperienced and terrified she could expose them to the human hunters and get them killed. How can Sam and Grant protect themselves as well as the people they love?
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Chapter One

	 

	 

	Stage Screw (n): A large screw that is screwed through the foot of a stage brace to secure it to a strong wooden floor. Do not use in a theater with fine wood flooring.

	Screw (v): To have sexual intercourse.

	 

	 

	Sam Hightower tightened a Fresnel on a light tree as he watched the dancers warm up. He stood somewhat hidden in the wings, a position where he could observe the stage without being noticed. He preferred his life that way—out of sight, out of mind. He liked to blend into the shadows, keeping a safe distance, since his stay in the theater company was so fleeting.

	At a height of six-feet-one inch and as lean as a whippet, Sam struck a powerful first impression. His thick blond hair fell to slightly below his shoulder blades. While he worked the lights, he wore it tied back and out of his way. Muscular and slim with an angular face and blue eyes, his Nordic features turned the heads of both men and women alike. Although he played both sides of the field, he preferred men. With each show, he and his partner, Grant Newsome, grew closer together, bonding with intensity only two men with deep secrets could. Sam feared their secrets could become their undoing on each leg of their tour, especially during the full moon. So far, they’d lucked out. No one had caught on to what they really were.

	As was the nature of the traveling stage shows, his time in Portland, Oregon would not last long, even though they were in the same city as their home base. He and Grant had been among the few stagehands who traveled with the company for its North American tour. The remainder for each show was filled with local crews.

	Sam could see the entire country and not make a commitment to stay in any one location. Jumping from city to city was also safer, since there was little to no danger of the locals finding out that they sought the moon each month.

	He and Grant had jumped at the chance to tour the Pacific Northwest and immediately joined the tour to stay close to home. In all tours, relationships between crew, actors, and dancers grew quickly with great intensity, but once the curtain fell for good, some of the cast and crew would part ways, sometimes to never to see each other again. While the split at the end was always painful, Sam willingly chose that way. He thought it best he never became too close to anyone except Grant. Grant had been his bright island oasis, a refuge from day-to-day troubles. However, such solitude begot loneliness, so they liked to share their love with a third or even fourth partner on occasion, and Sam was on the lookout for one at that very moment.

	The man who flowed across the stage with such little effort looked so much like Grant that Sam blinked his eyes to make sure his vision wasn’t playing tricks on him. His pulse raced at the sight of the dancer’s ripped abs, shock of dark hair, and tight thighs.

	Who’s the god who has the rapt attention of every man and woman in this room?

	Grant’s twin wore his hair shoulder length, thick and full, with tendrils falling in his shining green eyes.

	Those eyes are emerald green, so green they glow like an aurora in winter

	His face bore a smoldering look of extreme concentration. Sam suspected this man would snap at him, turning on him in an instant if he interrupted his train of thought, much the same way Grant grumbled if Sam interrupted him. His grace could not hide the raw masculinity that moved with each muscle. Broad shoulders and muscular arms tapered to a narrow waist and an ass that threatened to slip out of the leotard he wore. Sam enjoyed gazing at that ass as the dancer soared across the stage. He preferred taut gluts to any other part of a man’s body.

	The man’s resemblance to Grant intrigued Sam. Was he a tiger between the sheets the way Grant was? How could he approach him to find out? Considering the higher percentage of gays and lesbians in theater, there was a good chance the dancer would be amenable to a little male flirtation and maybe more. He wore the same dark and somewhat angry expression of intensity Grant wore when he concentrated on focusing lights. He smoldered like lightning in a crackling sky.

	Each twist of the dancer’s hips enhanced the sensuality his meager leotard couldn’t contain. He strutted amid his shorter and less stellar-looking partners and brought a flush to Sam’s cheeks. He moved with grace befitting a dancer, and animal magnetism oozed from his every pore. Grant’s arms were fuller and stronger than the dancer’s from his years of experience hauling lights, but the resemblance between the two men could not be missed. Strong and majestic, the power of this man’s sexuality seeped from every pore, his potent form so beautiful it took Sam’s breath away.

	A sultry and husky feminine voice jarred Sam from his daydream. “Sorry, luv, you’re a day late and a dollar short. We’ve already had him.” Charlotte stood before him with her arms akimbo and a hip thrust out, giving him a cheeky grin. Covered with splatters of paint befitting her job as a scenic artist, she brandished a brush in one hand.

	Charlotte was tall for a woman. At five feet and ten inches and build like Wonder Woman on steroids, Charlotte could probably throttle Sam with those strong hands, but her slender body was not overwhelmed with bulk the way bodybuilders were. She was a nice combination of brawn and sleekness. Dressed in tight black jeans and a tighter black tank top that squeezed together her huge breasts, she twisted her bee-stung lips in an amused grin that told him she had once again bested him in the fucking department. “His name’s Leuker Pearce, and he’s a stallion in bed.”

	“I’d love to pierce him,” Sam said.

	“You might be able to,” Lina said.

	Like Sam and Grant, Lina and Charlotte were lovers. The quieter of the two scenic artists stood behind Charlotte, her arms wrapped around the gutsier one’s waist. Although Lina was about two inches shorter than Charlotte, the two women could have been identical twins. What was it with the doppelgänger twins in this company? They wore their coffee-colored hair tied back, and their ponytails fell to the middle of their backs. Skin the color of espresso with a heavy dollop of cream, they stood out amid all the blondes, ordinary looking brunettes, and oddball blue and pink-haired in the crew. Their personalities offset each other’s, Lina’s air to Charlotte’s fire. Slow to excite, Lina often corralled Charlotte’s exuberance. She kept her fiery twin calm and somewhat sensible.

	Quite the virago, Charlotte had thrilled Sam with her lusty nature on the few occasions they’d found themselves in bed together. Or in the back seat of his car. Or those two times in the catwalks when their groans had echoed throughout the theater. Charlotte preferred women to men, but Sam had enjoyed her touch and smell too many times to count.

	He often teased her by sneaking up on her and grabbing her boobs. She retaliated by bursting unexpectedly from behind road boxes and squeezing his cock. Despite the sex play, they were buddies more than lovers.

	Sam could never get away with such behavior with Lina. Quieter than Charlotte, she bordered on being shy, which made Charlotte’s vibrancy seem even more pronounced. She preferred to keep to herself while Charlotte played the social butterfly. Despite her standoffishness, her intensity of concentration and conversation often surprised those who didn’t know her well. It was a mistake to think of her as a shrinking violet.

	Her physique was slimmer than Charlotte’s and made her seem shorter than she actually was. Both women had hourglass figures with an emphasis on their large breasts and rounded asses. Once again, Sam found himself attracted to their bottoms. These two women were perfectly proportioned, something he had not seen very often. They were nearly geometrically perfect.

	Still amazed at how much the two women looked alike, Sam admired their sleek arms and hands, strong from years of painting sets. Charlotte and Lina had been traveling with the troupe since its inception. They had moved from the Calvert Beach apartments in Delaware to a suburb of Washington, D.C. to get in on the stage action and made no secret about looking for greener pastures in the northwest areas once the tour was finished.

	Sam and Grant had met them after their third show. The women had joined the stagehand’s union at the same time Sam and Grant did, and they soon found themselves on many of the same tours together, which was unusual for traveling stage shows

	While Sam could hoist a light and even design some lighting for sets, Charlotte and Lina were true artists. Their talent never ceased to impress him. Sam had seen them render flats into three-dimensional paintings. He had seen Charlotte turn an ordinary chair into a masterpiece of paint designed to look like wood with beautiful fabric seats for a show set in the late 1800s. She also painted portraits in her private time and sold them for a tidy sum. Lina sculpted from clay and bronze, mostly the human body, especially women with strong physiques. Rich people from around the country often commissioned her sculptures for their own private collections, and she brought in a mint with her impressive talent.

	Sam knew he could never compete in the talent department with those two. He didn’t have an artistic bone in his body. Neither did Grant. Sam could barely draw stick figures. Watching Charlotte and Lina create beautiful paintings and sculptures from what seemed like thin air impressed Sam so much he constantly reminded them how talented they were when they were hard on themselves, which was often. Such was the life of an artist. Constant self-criticism.

	Sam looked to where his lover’s twin writhed before him, making love to the stage as he twirled and leaped.

	Imagine the threesome we could have. It would be like something out of a Penthouse letter.

	“He swings both ways,” Charlotte said. “I can see a hot little threesome there—you, Luke, and Luke’s ravishing twin. You need to be adventurous. You know how much I love adventure.”

	Should he expound on that fantasy ménage? No, not just yet. “So you noticed the resemblance, too?” Lust tingled the hairs on the back of Sam’s neck. That beautiful creature moved like a majestic buck in the Alaskan high country. “What kind of name is Leuker?”

	“It’s Dutch. It’s also his middle name. Says his first name is horrible.”

	“Leuker isn’t?”

	Her deep, throaty laugh reverberated among the flats. “He goes by Luke. He told me Leuker is his mother’s maiden name. Says it means good-looking.”

	Sam gawked at the tight ass and strong legs that sashayed across the stage. “Can’t deny that.” He wiped one hand across his forehead, fighting off his arousal. “Is he Carl’s replacement?”

	Carl had dislocated his knee during a recent practice, ending his time as lead male dancer. In a panic, the director contacted the next man on the list to take the part.

	“Yes. He arrived last night.”

	Grant walked toward them carrying two Fresnel stage lamps. His shoulder length dark brown hair fell in waves away from his face. Shorter than Sam by about three inches, he made up for it with his strong physique. While Sam was tall and muscular, Grant was shorter but just as powerfully built. His muscles, especially in his arms, had grown in his four years lifting lights and shoving around road crew boxes. He was dark to Sam’s light not only in appearance but in personality. While Sam was more cheerful and sometimes downright silly, Grant could be a cantankerous man. His resting face was a scowl, and he wasn’t even angry. His general facial expressions sometimes put people off, but he knew it, so he made a point of greeting the wary with a big smile. His cheeky grins always diffused uncomfortable situations.

	Grant smiled as he approached Sam, biceps bulging with the weight of the lamps, which were bulky, oblong, and metal weighing fifteen pounds each. “Sure could use some help here, lover,” he snarled, winking at Sam to let him know he wasn’t angry.

	“He’s talking to us. We were noticing how much the lead dancer looks like you, and we’ve already had him.” Charlotte rubbed Grant’s arm. “Your biceps are huge.”

	“It’s from hoisting lights every day. You two have been on this tour only four months, and you’ve already gone through nearly every actor and actress. Now you’re working on the dance troupes?”

	“Time to play catch-up, Grant,” Lina said. “You’ve been touring for six months, and we’re way ahead of you.” Lina’s lips parted as she absent-mindedly fingered her ponytail.

	“The three of you would look awesome together. It would be like Narcissus and his reflection in the water,” Charlotte said.

	“He’s the one we’re talking about.” Sam nodded toward Leuker. “He could be your younger brother. I could tear his leotard off him and take him right there on the stage. Followed by you. Even though Charlotte and Lina already beat us to him, we might stand a chance. He bats for both teams.”

	“It’s oddly intriguing. Imagine me making love to my mirror image. Is he game for a threesome?” Grant asked.

	“He could be,” Charlotte said. “I’ve seen him eyeing up Sam.”

	Grant’s congenial laugh warmed Sam’s heart. “We’re more beastly than he knows.”

	Even though Sam and Grant liked and trusted Charlotte and Lina, they had not told the women the secret they kept from everyone. There was no point in telling them. All four were nomads, with the tour never remaining in one location for long during the season.

	As Charlotte and Lina walked off to paint the set, Sam eyed up at the moon peeking at him from outside the window. “We have to be careful. It’s hunting season, and they’re out in droves now. It’s dangerous out there.”

	“I agree. Worst time for a full moon.” Grant said. “No matter where we are, we end up hiding from the locals when the full moon comes out. At least this month we’re in familiar country.”

	At the sight of the sadness in Grant’s eyes, Sam’s jocular mood dampened. As lone wolves in every sense of the word, they did not belong to a pack. The life of the theater was ideal for them. If they risked exposure of their uncontrollable feral nature for some reason, they uprooted and fled to a new location. For the last few years, when not traipsing around the country dressed in black and brandishing nine-inch crescent wrenches, they resided in a townhouse in Portland, Oregon. A two-story affair, the home sat at a secluded end of a cul-de-sac. The front faced the street, and the back faced the woods.

	Since road shows were held mostly over the spring, summer, and early fall, they retired to their private hideaway during the winter. Their neighbors were friendly, but they kept a safe and polite distance. Neither Sam nor Grant knew any of them well.

	The two lovers celebrated Christmas every year with a gigantic blue spruce tree and ornaments they had collected together over the years. Neither man had surviving family, and when their parents and siblings were alive, they had not lived in the area. The two weren’t always alone over the holidays. Charlotte and Lina, the only two he and Grant liked, had joined them over the past two Christmases and Thanksgivings. Sadly, they didn’t invite them over enough when home for the winter.

	They mostly kept to themselves, which was how they wanted it. No pack behavior for them. They found packs to be filled with pretentious asshats who were too full of themselves for their own good. Sam had never met a Lycan in a pack he could tolerate over dinner and drinks.

	The only regret Sam had was he could not own a cat. He loved cats, but it would be cruel to adopt one or two and leave them with the neighbors for months on end when he was on the road. How he wished for a cat! Two kitties, preferably, so they had someone to play with.

	He knew Grant missed growing herbs, peppers, and vegetables in a private garden in the back yard. ‘Couldn’t grow plants outside in the dead of winter. The man had a green thumb, except he could never seem to get seeds to germinate in the house beneath plant lights. Grant enjoyed life on the road, constantly on the move, but Sam had grown weary of it.

	For once, why can’t we stay put?

	“I know you’re tired of running, lover. We need to talk about that.” Grant cupped Sam’s face with one hand. “I know just the place for us. I found a cave last night. We can hide there for the next few days when we aren’t working if we can’t make it home. You drinking the tea?”

	Sam closed his eyes and rested his cheek against his lover’s grizzled jaw. “Yeah. It’s helping, but I’m going to shift no matter what.”

	Grant had become Lycan in 1931 while vacationing in Freiberg, Germany. After much trial and error, he’d developed a concoction of savory herbs in a base of rye liquor that kept his shifting at bay to the point that he could control it. He experimented with monkshood, the number one herb that fended off werewolves, and soon added the bright red berries of mountain ash.

	Over Christmastime, he often added mistletoe leaves and berries for kicks, and because it was hard to find the mistletoe any other time of year. He added spearmint, lemon balm, and peppermint to kill the horrible taste. The monkshood and rye swill tasted like graveyard dirt, but it controlled his shifting into wolf form enough to keep him out of trouble.

	Without the drink, they would shift completely. Although it was noxious, they forced it down, so their limbs lengthened only a touch and their eyes shone bright yellow, but nothing more.

	The last thing Sam wanted to do was explain why he turned Big Bad Wolf every month. The rye drink helped tone down his shifting, but he was worried about the hunters. He didn’t want to be shot.

	Sam and Grant spent the next half hour hoisting lamps onto beams from the precarious perch of ladders. Nothing could be better than working together—light touches while passing each other on the catwalks, a quick and passionate kiss behind the flats, a pat on the ass when standing on a ladder, as Grant had just done to Sam, who jumped in surprise at the swat.

	Both Sam and Grant wore black denim designer jeans and black t-shirts with the show’s name and Local Crew stamped on the left breast. Dressed in black, they blended into their surroundings so well they could grope each other without being seen.

	Socket wrenches, crescent wrenches, black rope ties, and diagonal cutters hung from their belts. Ever wary of heavy equipment falling on their feet, they wore steel-toed boots. For safety reasons, Sam wore his long hair in a ponytail. Occasionally he wore a black baseball cap, but not today.

	With the new cast and crew rummaging about the stage, Sam wondered who he and Grant would share their lusts with during this particular tour. There were so many delectable men and women, but Sam, as well as Grant, preferred a strapping boy toy to occupy their time and their bed.

	Their past lovers had included an Italian baritone with a voice so rich it made Sam’s knees knock. When the man-made love to him and Grant, he often sang arias in Italian at the top of his lungs to show his excitement. Grant hated when he did that, which only inspired the man to do it more often.

	Two years ago, they’d worked an east coast tour of A Streetcar Named Desire. The man who played Stanley Kowalski was a big brute of a hulk who looked like he could beat up the Hell’s Angels. The first time Sam and Grant bedded him, he revealed himself to be a very tender and caring lover with a shy streak, totally unlike the beast he played on stage. He collected antique miniature soldiers and rare books. Grant was delighted to learn he had designed his own garden, and the two men could talk growing vegetables and fruit trees for hours.

	Women also found their way into their bed, especially buxom brunettes. Both of them never turned down a woman with hair the color of chestnuts and firm bodies with plenty of curves. Neither man liked waifs, nor did these gentlemen prefer blonds. They often enjoyed two and sometimes three lovers per tour. The man Sam had his eye on for this tour was special in more ways than his ability to flex his body like a pretzel.

	As Sam lifted a light, Leuker stretched his back and legs, loosening up a tight hamstring. Muscles in his back flexed and pulsed with each bend. It took all of Sam’s effort not to let out an approving and aroused groan. The advantage to being gay in the theater was he didn’t find it necessary to hide his sexual nature from his colleagues and friends. Gay, lesbian, bi, trans, all were not only accepted amid the hot lights and greasepaint, they were not even given a second thought. Total acceptance, which was not nearly as common in the outside straight world. Sam could admire the masculine form on stage with ease and confidence rather than hide his desire as he would in the straight normal world.

	What would Leuker think of Sam’s proposal that they share some time together with Grant? Sam doubted he’d be offended, since he was certain the dancer had been approached often during every show. He might even be flattered. You never knew. Relationships in the theater tended to be rather fluid, so Sam suspected his request wouldn’t be met with eyebrows raised in indignation.

	Sam had made the mistake of propositioning once during a tour. The man was saving himself for marriage, which was commendable but not Sam’s thing. Life was too short to waste on rules that denied him happiness and pleasure. How that man ended up working in theater was beyond him, but there were odd birds everywhere.

	Leuker lowered his body into a split with such ease Sam nearly groaned with excitement. How could he do that without straining a muscle? Leuker made it look so easy. Sam knew if he attempted such a move, he’d need a lift just to get himself standing upright again.

	Sam watched the tension in Leuker’s legs as his muscles throbbed the longer he held the position. He didn’t look like he was in pain. Far from it. Euphoria rested on his face like sunlight on a warm beach. The longer he held that position, the more intense the curve of his leg muscles became. His buttocks flexed as he balanced himself. Watching Leuker made Sam’s groin ache in a very pleasant way. If he could do that on stage, what could he do in bed?

	He was certain Grant would be game, since Leuker looked so much like him and Sam was a great judge of character. The pseudo-identical-twin thing could be a bit disconcerting, but it also had to be very intriguing.

	As much as I’d like to, I can’t drool over him all day. I’ll never get any work done.

	Sam concentrated on tightening and positioning the row of lamps. The topmost lamps adjusted in a snap. He aimed them at the stage and pulled out the shutters. He’d worry about the colorful gels later. Once the gels were in place the stage would light up with beautiful hues, enhancing the dancers’ movements in shadow and vibrant color. After one especially stubborn lamp refused to budge into its proper position without a near body slam, Sam stepped down from his ladder and collided with Leuker.

	Sam caught the dancer in his arms before he could fall. “I’m sorry. Are you all right?”

	His body rippled like running water in Sam’s hands. Leuker, smaller and more sinewy than Grant, felt like a bundle of erotic tension ready to snap. Sam tried to resist caressing him, but his palms ran across Leuker’s broad chest. An overwhelming urge to brush his hands against Leuker’s narrow hips nearly overwhelmed Sam. He pulled away before his hands took on his wishes with a mind of their own.

	“I’m okay, but you stepped on my foot.” A rosy flush flowed from his hairy chest to burn his cheeks.

	How sweet. He’s blushing.

	A delightful giggle burst from his full lips. He looked down, averting his eyes from Sam’s gaze, but those long, black lashes couldn’t hide the green fire that burned in those irises. A shy smile spread across his face, bringing forth the most adorable dimples that matched Grant’s.

	My God, he looks so much like Grant I want to take him in my arms and ravish him.

	Taking a chance, because he wanted so badly to touch the elegant dancer without a fall for an excuse, Sam rested one palm on Leuker’s shoulder. At his touch, Leuker raised his head and stared into Sam’s eyes. Sparks of interest shot from his gaze, and Sam felt the attraction all the way down to his groin. When Leuker’s lips curled into a shy smile, Sam’s heart ached with affection.

	I’d better be careful. This one could easily get under my skin in a hurry. He’s probably only in the group for this stop of the tour. I’ll never see him again. Don’t fall for him. Just enjoy him while you have the chance.

	A wave of sadness washed over him. While he enjoyed traveling the
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