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    Where do you go when there's no place to hide? 
 
    Country music superstar, Trent Thorne is on the run. The secret he's kept hidden from the world is no longer a secret at all. He trusted the wrong person, a man he'd thought he was in love with, and instead of a happily ever after all he'd gotten was outted. Unwilling to sit around and watch his private life get plastered all over the news, Trent hits the road and somehow ends up in his best friend Lemon's small hometown of Fate, Texas. 
 
    He only intended to crash there for one night but in Fate, one night can change everything. 
 
    Lance Nichols knows a thing or two about hiding. He's so deep in the closet he can't even see daylight. The former womanizer finally admitted the truth to himself a few years ago but he never thought he'd be able to say the words out loud, not his family, not to his friends, and certainly not to his secret celebrity crush when the guy stumbles awkwardly into his life. 
 
    But the words come easily with Trent. Everything comes easily with him. Talking, touching and even opening up about all the things he’d never told a soul. 
 
    Fate brought these two together, but will it also tear them apart? One newly outed man refuses to go back in the closet. The other can’t imagine coming out of his. The world is closing in on their little bubble but before it does, can they figure out how to coexist and be part of each other’s lives? Can Lance stop hiding and take a chance on love? And what happens if Trent decides to stay a little longer… maybe even forever? 
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Chapter One 
 
      
 
    Fuckin’ Heath motherfuckin’ Barber could go fuck himself. 
 
    Trent Thorne had been betrayed by a man he’d thought he could trust. The man he’d considered his best friend. The man that he’d convinced himself he was in love with. The man that he’d been delusional enough to believe just might be in love with him too.   
 
    He white-knuckled the steering wheel and cursed his ex-best friend for the millionth time. He was an idiot. An idiot to have ever thought Heath reciprocated his feelings. An idiot to have ever said those three little words, to have ever said a thing about how he felt or who he was. A major idiot for ever having believed he could have it all. 
 
    He’d told Heath his biggest secret. The one thing he kept from everyone but a trusted few in his inner circle. Nobody on the outside knew. Not his record label or his band. Certainly, not the millions of people that bought his albums or the legions of women that threw themselves at him. He’d told Heath that he was gay and it had turned out to be the biggest mistake of his life. 
 
    Heath’s reaction to his confession had been swift and brutal. He’d recoiled and he’d called Trent a liar. He’d said Trent had been lying to him from the moment they met. He’d said Trent had been lying to him every day for two years. Been lying ever since he’d hired the retired professional athlete as his trainer and then his personal assistant. Heath had been the person in his life he was closest to only he’d said that he didn’t know Trent at all.  
 
    And the thing was, Trent hadn’t been able to deny it. Of course, Heath didn’t know him. Very few people could say they did. Not the real Trent. Not Trenton James Thorne, Texas native, long lost brother and exiled son with an unhealthy fear of firearms and dying alone. Because to be Trent Thorne, country music superstar, charmer and all-around lady’s man, he couldn’t be himself.  
 
    He couldn’t be gay. 
 
    That had been made clear to him from the day he set foot in Nashville and in the years since, covering up and hiding his truth had been as much a full-time job as performing or recording. The first time that spotlight had hit him and the crowd went wild, he would’ve sold his soul to the devil to make that feeling last.  
 
    In a lot of ways, he knew now that he had.  
 
    He’d sold himself out for the money and the fame and the success of being worshipped by a bunch of strangers. Because he’d just wanted to play his music and he’d thought it was the only way. Because his manager, his record label, and his throng of adoring fans wanted the Trent Thorne that wiggled his hips and winked at all the girls, that sang bro-country anthems about hooking up with hot chicks down by the lake and crooned about soft bodies in moonlight. 
 
    Nobody wanted the real Trent Thorne. They never had. They never would. 
 
    The cell phone vibrating in the center console of his rental called him a liar now too. It hadn’t stopped ringing all day. Not since the news broke. It seemed the entire fucking world wanted a piece of the real Trent Thorne now and it was all because he’d trusted the wrong person, fallen for the wrong person, shown his true self to someone that hadn’t liked what they’d seen. 
 
    Heath had fuckin’ outed him. 
 
    Considering it was his life being broadcast over every entertainment outlet in the western hemisphere, Trent was a little fuzzy on the details of how it had happened. He’d woken up to his ringing phone this morning. His manager, Rick, had said something about Heath telling a friend who told a friend who told someone that wasn’t a friend… or something like that.  
 
    It sounded so cliché. High school drama multiplied to the umpteenth level. Trent almost could have laughed. Almost. All of his carefully laid plans, skillfully guarded secrets, and he’d been outed by a game of telephone gone awry.  
 
    The entire fuckin’ world knew he was gay now which meant life as he knew it was over.  
 
    Just that fast and just that easily, he was done in Nashville. He knew it. Had always known it would be the end of his career if he trusted the wrong person with his true identity and it got out. 
 
    But he’d thought he was in love with Heath which was just so goddamn ridiculous in the bright light of today that he had no explanation for how he could have so monumentally screwed up.  
 
    He didn’t love Heath. He never had. He’d loved the idea of Heath. Loved the idea of having someone that was his, that knew every part of him, that he didn’t have to hide from. Someone he could trust with the heavy weight he’d been carrying for so long. But that wasn’t Heath. 
 
    Somewhere along the way, amid the hiding and secrets, things had gotten all mixed up and now he’d lost everything that he’d built on the foundation of that one lie. No more adoring fans. No more career. No more Nashville lights. He’d have been run out of the city by all those powerful classic country folks that abhorred his “lifestyle choices” so he’d done them a favor and left before they could get the torches burning. 
 
    Rick had tried to convince him to stay, to fight it, to deny it. It was just rumor and conjecture after all. Nobody had any actual proof or facts to back up their stories. It was all hearsay.  
 
    He could have fought it. Denied it. But Trent had made a promise to himself a long time ago, a compromise with his conscience, that if, or rather when, he was outed, then that was it. He wouldn’t lie about who he was anymore. No more hiding, no more lying, and he wouldn’t go back in the closet. 
 
    It may not have been his choice to come out. He may not have any say in how his record label reacted to the news. He might lose his representation. He might be blacklisted in Nashville. But for the first time in a long time he had a choice in how he lived his own life. 
 
    He was free. Or at least as free as a man on the run could be. He knew he couldn’t outrun the impact this would have on his life but he needed to escape the media firestorm for a little while and figure out what his future looked like once the dust settled. 
 
    The cell phone began vibrating again almost as soon as it stopped but when he glanced down at it there was a name instead of an unknown number. Trent sighed and scrubbed a hand over his face again. He didn’t want to talk to anyone but he knew he couldn’t keep ignoring this particular phone call. 
 
    It said a lot that she’d called eight times already. He hadn’t heard from his mother. Hadn’t heard from his brother. But she’d called eight times and he supposed that kind of friendship made her his true family and his only real friend. 
 
    He hit the hands-free button on the steering wheel to answer and tried for a lightheartedness that he definitely wasn’t feeling, “This is all your fault.” 
 
    “I know. I’m so sorry.” The female voice on the other end was heavy with remorse. 
 
    Trent frowned and couldn’t help but drop his eyes to the phone again to verify he was speaking to Lemon Kelly. The small-town girl turned country music superstar was like a sister to him. She knew the truth, had known almost from the moment they met. He’d trusted her instinctively and it had paid off. She’d helped him cover his lies by being her normal, sassy, flirty, gorgeous self and he adored her. 
 
    But his friend Lemon, the girl he’d known for years, didn’t sound like this. Somber. Sad. Pitying. And he hated that he’d answered the phone. He’d rather have driven on in silence with only his own thoughts to taunt him than to hear Lemon sounding so sad and to know he was the cause.  
 
    He didn’t want Lemon’s pity. He wanted her spitfire sass and backtalk. He wanted her to crack a joke or pretend to flirt with him like they usually did. He hadn’t thought it was possible but his mood plummeted even further at the sound of her quiet voice. 
 
    “I’m sorry, Trent.” 
 
    He grit his teeth, “Damnit, Lem. Don’t do that.” 
 
    “Do what?” 
 
    “You know exactly what.” He growled. 
 
    Another heavy sigh came through the speakers, “I’m the one that told you to tell Heath the truth. I’m the one that told you to put yourself out there and take a chance. None of this would be happening if I hadn’t pushed you.” 
 
    “Bullshit. Don’t be a martyr in my life, Lem. I told Heath because I wanted him to admit he wanted me too. That’s on me. I wanted my happily ever after and it’s nobody’s fault but my own that it blew up in my face. I should have known better. Hell, he’s not even gay. I had some fantasy that if I told him he’d admit that he’d been hiding too but he wasn’t hiding. He was living his truth and I was living in a dream world.” 
 
    “You were only living in a dream world because I shoved my happily ever after in your face. It’s all my fault. I somehow managed to get the guy and keep making my music and I was totally out of line pushing you to go for it with Heath.” Lemon countered with a little bit more of the spark he’d expected, “It’s my fault. Just blame me so we can be on the same page. I don’t like fighting with you, okay?” 
 
    He managed a small snort for her sass, “Okay, fine, it’s all your fault. My life is a mess. I’m out of the closet, the bright light of the suns burns like hell and I blame you completely.” 
 
    “That’s more like it.” Lemon’s smile was obvious through the line, “So, since this situation is all my fault, I figure I owe you.” 
 
    “Owe me?” 
 
    “Yeah, that’s why I’m calling. Where are you?” 
 
    “I thought you were calling to check on me?” He asked with confusion. 
 
    “I am, dumbass. Just answer the question. Where are you?” 
 
    “Uh….” He hesitated and Lemon laughed. 
 
    “Don’t give me some crap about being in Nashville. I know you. You’re a lot like me. I mean, there’s a reason we’re friends. You bolted that city and probably that state as soon as you got burned. So, where are you? Where are you going to hide and figure out your next move?” 
 
    Trent scrubbed a hand through his hair as he stared out the windshield of the rental at the open highway in front of him. She knew him well. He’d started packing his bag before he ever hung up the phone with Rick. He’d rented a car under one of his aliases. It wouldn’t be hard for his team to track him down but it had given him a chance of escaping the cameras, at least for a little while. It was a move Lemon had easily predicted because when her life had gone to hell a few months ago, she’d done the exact same thing. 
 
    Lemon groaned when he was silent for too long, “You’re heading home.” 
 
    “Uh… yeah?” 
 
    “You can’t go home, Trent.” She cut him off when he started to interrupt, “And don’t say it’s what I did. I know that too but it’s different for you. Nobody was trying to track me down. Nobody cared enough to stalk me because I wasn’t leaving on the heels of the biggest gossip to ever hit country music. With you, they’re going to want you in front of their cameras and they’re going to expect you to go home to lick your wounds.” 
 
    He groaned, because he hadn’t thought it through that far. She was right. Again. He could only imagine the media that would descend on his small hometown. On his family. He still needed to talk to them, to explain, but he’d thought he could put it off until he got home. Now he could see that going home would only bring his troubles to their door and there was no guarantee they’d let him inside in the first place.  
 
    He couldn’t go home. Not now. Not yet. Not when he wasn’t even sure he was welcome. He’d have to find somewhere else to hide. 
 
    “Yeah.” Lemon filled in the silence when he was quiet, “I had a feeling if you took a second to think it through you might change your plans.” 
 
    “Stop reading my mind, woman.” He rubbed at his eyes as the headache he’d been contending with all day throbbed harder. 
 
    “I’m not reading your mind I’m just smarter than you.” She teased, “So, you’re headed to Texas but you can’t go home. I figure that leaves only one option. Somewhere you can disappear for a little while and nobody will think to look for you.” 
 
    “One option? Try a million. Texas is a big fuckin’ state, Lem.” 
 
    “Nope, I meant one because you need somewhere that you won’t be alone, getting lost in your head and making stupid decisions like when you decided to drive to your mama’s like the media wouldn’t be smart enough to look there first.” 
 
    He snorted, “I see where you’re going with this.” 
 
    “It’s about time because I’m flashing a neon welcome sign, babe. Come to Fate. You’re probably no more than a few hours away. Come here and let me put you up for a while, for as long as it takes for you to decide what you want to do next.” 
 
    Trent tightened his hands on the wheel. It wasn’t a bad idea. Fate was a small town in west Texas. It was Lemon’s hometown. That was about the only reason on earth anyone outside of the county had ever heard of the place. Nobody would think to look for him there and he hadn’t seen his friend in too long. He could really use a friend right now. 
 
    But Lemon was forgetting one major problem. 
 
    “I seriously doubt your man wants me crashing in your love shack.” 
 
    Lemon’s fiancé hated him. Trent had never actually met Shane Lowry but he knew with one hundred percent certainty that the guy hated his guts. After all, Trent had gotten more than just a little handsy with Lemon at an awards show in front of hundreds of cameras knowing full-well she was in a relationship with the guy. It had been a mistake, one of his many. He’d freaked out when a reporter questioned his relationship with Heath and he’d used her to hide his sexuality. But even knowing he was gay wouldn’t soften a man like Shane. He was highly possessive and protective of Lemon so letting a guy that had stuck his tongue down her throat into their home was not something he would ever greenlight. 
 
    “Oh, no. No. You misunderstood.” Lemon snorted, “You’re not staying with us. I love you but I think you and Shane under one roof would be explosive and not in the fun kind of way I’d like to watch.” 
 
    He heard a male groan in the background and a stern, warning voice say, “Lemon…” 
 
    She laughed, “Uh oh, I’m gonna get in trouble for that one.” 
 
    Trent smiled as he listened to the couple tease each other through the phone. From his conversations with Lemon over the past few months, he knew she was happier than she’d ever been. She’d found her home, the place where she belonged and she was building a life with the man she loved. She had a family and three almost step-daughters. But hearing it for himself, after being shot down by Heath then outed and publicly flayed open, made his chest hurt. 
 
    “Trent, you there?” 
 
    “Yeah.” He answered roughly when Lemon finally came back on the line. 
 
    “Look, Shane doesn’t hate you. He feels bad about threatening your pretty face even. I said you should stay with us but he thought you might prefer some time alone. There’s a trailer house that Shane’s brother owns. It’s empty. Seth has been renting it but his tenants moved out a few months back and he hasn’t found anyone to take it off his hands yet. Shane talked to him and you can stay there. It’s out of the way and you’ll have your own space so nobody will bother you.” 
 
    “Lemon, I don’t know…” He hesitated even though he wanted to leap at the offer that sounded too good to be true. “It’s a small town. Someone will see me and say something and it’ll spiral and then the circus will descend on you and your hometown instead of mine. I don’t want that and I know that cop of yours doesn’t want his town involved in my shit either.” 
 
    “The first thing you need to know about Fate is that we protect our own.” Lemon argued, “Nobody is going to talk about you to anyone outside of this town. Oh, they’ll gossip about you behind your back but nobody’s gonna sell you out. I promise.” 
 
    He thought about that. It was true that when Lemon had run away she’d hidden in Fate for a month and nobody had splashed her whereabouts all over the tabloids. The people of Fate were accustomed to having a celebrity in their midst. And he trusted Lemon. More than he trusted anyone maybe. But the last time he’d trusted someone he’d been burned and the flames were still bright in his rearview mirror. 
 
    “I’m not one of you though. I’m an outsider.” 
 
    “Not if you’re with me. If you’re my friend then you’re Shane’s friend and if you’re Shane’s friend, you have the entire Fate Sherriff’s department at your back and nobody’s gonna mess with you if that’s the case.” 
 
    That sounded far too simplistic, “Lem…” 
 
    “This is my fault, Trent. I shouldn’t have pushed you so hard to tell that bastard how you felt. Let me make it up to you by doing this.” Her voice softened again, “Please? I want to see for myself that you’re okay. At the very least, stop through and spend the night. We can talk in the morning and if you still want to keep moving, you can.” 
 
    He rubbed a hand through his hair for the hundredth time and sighed, “Okay.”  
 
    He found himself agreeing before his mind had truly processed it all. It was one night. He needed to get somewhere and sleep. It was getting late and he’d been driving most of the day. He could crash in Fate for one night and if, tomorrow, he still felt the urge to run he’d keep heading west until he hit the coast or the media circus died down or he figured out what he wanted to say to everyone that thought they had a right to know his personal business. 
 
    “Seriously?” 
 
    “Okay.” He repeated when Lemon skeptically asked if he was serious. “Yeah, I’ll come to Fate.” 
 
    “Oh my God, I didn’t think you’d actually agree.” She gave a whoop of delight that almost made him smile, “I’m hanging up before you change your mind. I’ll send you a drop pin for the trailer and you can go straight there. I’ll swing by and make sure it’s made up for you. Crash and call me when you wake tomorrow. We’ll talk more then.” 
 
    “Okay.” He repeated. 
 
    “See you soon.” 
 
    “See you soon.”  
 
    The line went dead and silence filled the rental except for the sound of his tires on the highway. A few miles later a notification popped up on his phone giving him the location of the trailer, as promised. He programmed the GPS to take him there and listened as the robotic voice told him that he would arrive in Fate, Texas at approximately 9:57pm. Just in time to fall into a bed, get a few hours sleep and recharge his batteries. 
 
    He’d spend one night in Fate and then he would come up with some life-changing decisions tomorrow. It seemed like as good a plan as any. After all, the place was called Fate. Maybe it held the answers he was looking for, even if he wasn’t sure yet what the questions even were. 
 
   


  
 



Chapter Two 
 
      
 
    What a motherfuckin’ train wreck of a day. 
 
    Lance Nichols cursed under his breath as he crawled back into his cruiser after writing a speeding ticket to one of his ex-girlfriends. It was actually the third one today. Not tickets. He’d written a handful of those. No, it was the third ex-girlfriend he’d had to face today and considering not a one of his relationships had ever ended on a positive note they hadn’t been pleasant reunions. 
 
    He was a bastard. He knew that. He’d come to terms with that and a whole lot of other painful truths a while ago. 
 
    He could be a cocky son of a bitch, a side effect of being born with good looks and plenty of charm. He’d been the popular prom king, football team type of guy in high school and in a small town like Fate that had earned him unending hero worship. Adding in the badge only drew more attention, particularly from women, and in his younger years he’d certainly reeled them in as fast as they threw themselves at him. 
 
    He’d flipped and flopped and spiraled and ducked and leaped on new girl after new girl. He was embarrassed to say he’d cheated, more than once. At the time, he’d chalked it up to not being relationship material. He’d told himself that he wasn’t the settling down kind of guy.  
 
    But somewhere, in the back of his mind, in the darkest parts of himself that he kept pushed down and hidden and reigned in on a tight leash, he’d known it was something else. That he needed something else not just someone else. It had taken him a long time, a lot of years, and using up pretty much every available woman in town for him to admit he wasn’t going to find that someone that satisfied his wants and needs. 
 
    Not here. Not in Fate. Not in the arms of a woman at all. 
 
    He shook the stray thought out of his head like he always did. He did not need that shit eating up what little brain power he had left tonight. He was exhausted. He was beaten up and bruised from the verbal insults he’d had hurled at him and all he wanted to do was go home, collapse into his bed and sleep through the next forty-eight hours of free time before his shift started all over again for a new week. 
 
    Lance pulled the police radio to his mouth, “Base come in, this is Nichols.” 
 
    “Base to Nichols, go ahead.” The familiar voice of Sheila, the office dispatcher, greeted him and if he wasn’t mistaken she snarled a little bit less when she said his name than she usually did.  
 
    Maybe she was just having a good day, unlike him. Or maybe she was finally starting to get over the fact that he’d slept with her daughter and then bailed the next morning without so much as a promise to call. It had happened six, no seven years ago. Shannon was married now for god’s sake. But Sheila still snarled at him whenever he walked through the office and never missed a chance to point out that he was late or had forgotten to check a box on his paperwork. She hated him, just like every other woman in this godforsaken town. 
 
    “Heading in for the night. Shaw called in yet?” 
 
    “His shift started twelve minutes ago so yes, of course he has.” 
 
    Lance rolled his eyes at the sarcasm oozing out of the older lady. Oh, she loved Shaw. He was her good boy. Always checked in early for his shifts, brought her breakfast when he was on days and the little shit had sent her flowers, fuckin’ flowers, on Administrative Professionals Day. Lance hadn’t even known there was such a thing.  
 
    “Good.” He said evenly, “Signing off.” 
 
    “Noted and relieved of duty.” Sheila paused, “Have a good weekend Deputy Nichols.” 
 
    He snorted as he put the radio down. Yeah, she was having a good day. She only ever bothered with civilities when she was in a good mood. A wise man probably would have returned the gesture but nobody had ever accused Lance of being smart.  
 
    Besides, he was having a shit day and he didn’t feel like pretending otherwise. All he wanted was to go home and fall face first into his bed. He wanted the voices in his head to stop taunting him and only getting drunk or passing out could manage that. Sometimes one and then the other. He was too tired to swing by the Quick Stop for a six-pack so it would just be sleep tonight which was fine by him. 
 
    He was over this day. 
 
    If it had just been Julie, his previous stop, berating him it wouldn’t have been so bad. She’d been one of the last women he’d dated before he stopped sleeping around. If anything, she’d known what she was getting from him. Nothing. But still she’d pissed a bitch fit about him being a lying SOB.  
 
    Thing was, he lied about a lot of things but he’d never lied to Julie. He’d never promised her a damn thing. Even still, he’d let her snap and snarl at him while he wrote out her ticket, told her to slow down and have a nice weekend as he walked away. 
 
    But her accusations lingered in his head along with all the others. 
 
    He’d never lied to Britney Cox either. Hell, she’d all but jumped him, not the other way around. But he was still the one to blame for them not working out, which was true, so he let her have her anger even though it had been nearly a decade since their on again off again on again off again relationship had resulted in her dumping him once and for all.  
 
    Yeah, she’d dumped him but he was the bad guy.  
 
    She’d said he wasn’t over his ex, that she didn’t feel like he was really with her, not even when they were having sex, especially not when they were having sex. And again, she hadn’t been wrong, not about a bit of it, so when he had to pull her over for running a stop sign he’d let her go with nothing but a warning. She’d flipped him off as she drove away. 
 
    Julie and Britney he could have dealt with. It wasn’t like he didn’t run into women he’d slept with all over town. But it was Maddie that had ripped his chest wide open, just as she always did when she crossed his path.  
 
    He hadn’t ticketed her. Of course not. Perfect little Maddie McBride… No, Maddie West, his mind corrected him. She was Maddie West now and had been for far longer than she’d ever been his but somehow he still couldn’t wrap his head around her marrying Devin West of all people. He’d simply run into her in the diner today when he grabbed lunch and just as it always did, seeing her broke his heart. 
 
    Because he had loved her. She was the only woman he could say that about. He’d loved Maddie the way any teenage boy loved. Wholeheartedly, desperately, he’d loved Maddie with everything that he was. But it hadn’t been enough. Not nearly enough. And he’d hurt her. She was patient zero on his path of destruction and he would never get over that because Maddie represented everything he should have wanted. 
 
    He’d loved her. He still did. But he hadn’t been in love with her and he never would be. He’d tried. Oh, how he’d tried. But it had never felt right being with her. He’d known that he was bound to ruin some part of her if he kept up the lie but instead of being a man and telling her the truth, he’d cheated. He’d strayed and let her catch him. Let himself become the bad guy. 
 
    And then he’d just kept at it because so long as he was buried in a soft, curvy body he didn’t have to worry about anyone figuring out that what he fantasized about was hard muscles, sharp planes and angles and big hands gripping his body forcefully. He didn’t have to admit what he wanted was to feel a rough jawline beneath his lips, feel the friction of a five o’clock shadow against his own. He’d thought if he just ignored the urges and tried harder to want soft and sweet and feminine then it would go away.  
 
    Denial was a powerful fuckin’ thing. 
 
    He was a grown ass man now. Not some confused teenage boy or a young man with a chip on his shoulder. He was old enough to stop lying, at least to himself.  
 
    He was gay.  
 
    He’d come to terms with that truth and stopped trying to bury his urges in every female body he could get at. But he was still hiding. Still lying to everyone in his life, everyone that mattered to him. And that was why the voices taunted him at all hours and every single time he ran into one of those women, reminding him of his sad, lonely, pathetic existence.  
 
    His work buddies thought he had a girl in the city or more likely a girl in every city. He’d built up a badass bachelor legend when the truth was he spent most of his nights at home jerking it to porn that would make his friends blush and stammer if they saw it on his computer. Occasionally he did trek out of town, all the way to Dallas, as far from anyone that might know him as he could get, to hook up at some bar where he could be a nobody in the dark. But those weekends were few and far between and being gay in a small town meant he was so deep in the closet he couldn’t even see daylight. 
 
    Because there weren’t gay guys in places like Fate. Nope. No way. They were all born and bred alpha males. Cowboys and ranchers and farmers, football gods and book nerds alike. They were all just looking for that one sweet girl to make them a nice little wife, set up a home and pop out babies. At least that was the standard line everyone was selling, himself included. 
 
    Lance knew of a few men in town that were at least bi-curious. He’d seen them give him more than a few long glances. But he’d never looked back. Never given even a hint to anyone that he might want to take them up on their offers. Because God only knew the shitshow his life would turn into if he was outed now. He was already a bastard with a line of exes ready to flay him alive. If they found out he preferred dick but had plowed through all of them in a bid to hide his sexuality, they’d string him up in town square. 
 
    He cracked his neck and tried, again, to force those thoughts to the back of his mind. It was never easy but when he had a shit day like today it was a hell of a lot harder to ignore the hard truths. His life would be easier if he got out of Fate, for good.  
 
    But no matter how many times he thought it, he’d never once considered pulling that trigger. Because this was home. Even if it was full of a bunch of small-minded people that would tell him he was going to go to hell if they ever found out who he really was. 
 
    He pulled his truck into the small driveway between his trailer and the one next door. This was home, for better or worse or some shit like that. It was a sad and sorry excuse for it but it was his.  
 
    His family had never had much and he’d scrimped and saved for this tiny trailer in the park on the edge of town. It was home though, his, and it was his safe place. He didn’t have to be anyone else inside that trailer. Just him. Gay porn and dildos and all. That’s what home was all about right? 
 
    Lance crawled out of his truck and squinted at the SUV sitting on the street. It was out of place and he’d never seen it before. He glanced at the trailer on the other side of his driveway suspiciously. It had sat dark and empty for a few months now. Had Lowry rented it out again? God, Lance hoped not.  
 
    The last tenants had let their four demon spawn run loose through the neighborhood at all hours, screaming at the top of theirs lungs like they were being murdered. They’d played in the street and bounced balls off his trailer when he was trying to sleep. He’d threatened to lock them up and throw away the key but nothing had ever deterred the little brats.  
 
    He’d been thankful for the peace and quiet when they moved out and he didn’t like the idea of new neighbors. Right now, his was the only trailer on this particular section of the park that was filled. It gave him room to breathe, one less thing to worry about with no nosy neighbors next door poking their heads in or looking through his windows. He shot a glance at the other trailer again but it sat just as dark and empty looking as it had when he’d left for work in the morning.  
 
    He made a mental note of the tag number. The SUV had out of state tags which was weird. They didn’t get too many new people in Fate and if someone was moving in, he would have heard about it.  
 
    As a deputy with the FSD he should probably check into the strange vehicle but he just couldn’t make himself care. Not at this hour. If he wasn’t exhausted he might have given it more thought but as it was he was just happy whoever was over there was asleep, just like he intended to be shortly, so he wouldn’t have to make small talk. 
 
    He’d check on it in the morning if it was still there. 
 
    Lance pulled the door of his own trailer open and stumbled up the stairs into the darkness. He toed his boots off, leaning against the kitchen cabinets so he didn’t fall over as he threw his socks aside as well. He unclipped his utility belt and put it on the counter. Locking up his gun was protocol but that would mean turning on the lights to put the code into the safe in his closet and he couldn’t bring himself to do it.  
 
    His head ached. His body hurt. And he left a trail of clothes as he stumbled his way to his bedroom in the back. He was down to his boxers by the time his legs hit the edge of the bed and he simply collapsed… 
 
    Right onto a big, hard, warm body. 
 
    “What the FUCK?” 
 
    Lance wasn’t sure if he’d said that or if the body in his bed had. Maybe they both had. They scrambled, arms and legs tangling as they struggled against each other. Lance caught a fist to his gut and wheezed out a breath. He managed to get a decent knock in on what he thought was the intruder’s jaw. There were more curses and shouts. Lance managed to get the upper hand and locked the struggling intruder beneath him with a forearm to the throat. 
 
    “Don’t you fuckin’ move!” 
 
    “What the…” The guy, it was a guy, he’d figured that much out in the struggle, groaned. 
 
    “I said don’t move.” Lance pressed harder on the throat beneath his arm, “I don’t know what kind of moron breaks into the home of a police deputy but if you move, I’m gonna shoot your dumb ass.” 
 
    “What? I didn’t… dude, get the fuck off me! Lemon told me I could stay here.” 
 
    Lance blinked in the darkness, trying to get a gauge on the man beneath him, “Wait… what? Lemon Kelly?” 
 
    “You know another Lemon, jackass?” The man surprised the hell out of him when he bucked his hips and spun, effectively pinning Lance to the bed in one smooth move that would have gotten his full attention even if he hadn’t felt the cock pressing against his thigh in this new position. He’d been upended. Easily. By a stranger in the dark. And his dick had decided to take notice. Fuckin’ fantastic. He struggled to control his response but the guy scrambled off of him before he could react further, “I didn’t break in. She left the door unlocked for me.” 
 
    Lance was still struggling to piece together what the hell Lemon Kelly had to do with a strange man ending up in his bed when the light flicked on. He blinked, blinded by the sudden brightness. Or maybe he was just in shock.  
 
    Because the man standing across the room from him, the man that had been sleeping in his bed and pinned him down with nothing but a flip of his hips, the man that was wearing nothing but a pair of white boxer briefs that showed off every goddamned inch of him in all it’s gorgeous glory… was none other than Trent Thorne, worldwide superstar. 
 
    He was gorgeous. Sexy. Talented. The star of Lance’s every late-night fantasy. And he was here. In Lance’s bedroom. Half-naked. 
 
    Was this a dream?


 
   
  
 

 Chapter Three 
 
      
 
    Trent blinked at the sudden brightness of the room, squinting his eyes and rubbing his sore jaw. The fucker had clocked him and son-of-a-bitch it hurt. He couldn’t remember the last time he’d been hit. Had he ever been punched in the face? He didn’t think so. But this bastard had hit him square in the jaw within seconds of waking him from the dark recesses of sleep. Trent blinked again as his attacker came into focus and tried to figure out who the hell he was, what was going on, and why his dick stirred at the sight of the guy eyeing him like he was a mirage. 
 
    Well, the last one was easy enough to answer.  
 
    His dick was hard-up. Literally. He hadn’t been laid in way too long. He’d just been hanging out in dream world where one of his favorite fantasies was pinning a guy to a bed and making him scream Trent’s name. Then he’d woken up to this guy, the one who was now sitting on the edge of the bed in nothing but a pair of navy boxers, and the bastard was hot. 
 
    His dark hair was short and spiky, as if he’d been running his hands through it. He had dark brows that were furrowed over a set of equally dark eyes. Those eyes must have been brown but they looked almost black as they skated over Trent from top to bottom, sending a shiver of awareness down his spine and straight to his already hard cock. Which was impossible to hide in nothing but his briefs. 
 
    He swallowed hard as he watched the guy lick his bottom lip. Trent had to tear his gaze away from that mouth but that just meant taking in a lean, muscular body. His cock twitched so he shut his eyes. 
 
    “Uh… you’re Trent Thorne.” 
 
    He only opened his eyes when the guy spoke again, his voice low, rough and more than a little bit incredulous. The guy was still staring at him openly but he’d stood up. Trent blinked. Okay, he wasn’t still asleep. He wasn’t dreaming. This was actually happening. He’d have thought the ache in his jaw should have convinced him of that but it hadn’t. 
 
    Because his dream guy was standing across the room. Tall, dark, lean, muscular, handsome as fuck? Only, Trent wasn’t dreaming. Who the hell was this guy? 
 
    “Yeah.” He swallowed past the lump in his throat, “And you are?” 
 
    “Uh…” The guy’s eyes dropped but he forced them back up quickly and his dark lashes fluttered slightly, “You’re Trent Thorne.” 
 
    Trent tried and failed to hide a grin. He might be groggy from sleep. He might be confused and disoriented. But he wasn’t the only one completely off his game. 
 
    His own eyes dropped slightly before he could force them back up. Good lord the man was gorgeous. All muscles and planes and abs that showed he was devoted to a gym. And he was wearing nothing but a pair of boxers. Not that this guy seemed to be worried all that much about his lack of clothing. He was too busy gaping at Trent like a fish out of water with those gorgeous dark eyes and that sexy full mouth. 
 
    Trent’s grin widened. It had been the worst day of his life. He was tired and more than a little hungry. And yet, somehow, he seemed to have stumbled upon a fan… a fan that made his dick hard even after he’d punched him in the jaw. 
 
    “Yeah.” He swiped his hair back off his face, “We’ve established that. I’m Trent. Lemon said I could crash here.” 
 
    Those dark eyes narrowed, “There’s no way Lemon Kelly told you that you could crash here. This is my place.” 
 
    “So you’re Shane’s brother then? Sam? Shawn?” 
 
    “Wait? Shane’s brother? You mean Seth?” The guy looked even more confused, if that was possible. 
 
    “Yeah, sorry man. I’m bad with names. Lemon told me I could crash here because your renters moved out and…” 
 
    “I’m not Seth.” The guy cut him off with a shake of his head. 
 
    Trent took a step backwards and ran smack into the wall as confusion turned to wariness. Not Seth. Not Lemon’s childhood best friend. Not the brother of her fiancé. So, this guy that he was lusting after was a complete stranger. A strange, gorgeous man that had assaulted him while he slept. And instead of getting his ass out of here or worrying that this guy was some sort of deranged stalker or paparazzi looking for a story, he was ogling him. 
 
    His dick deflated so fast it would have been comical if he wasn’t suddenly scared to death. 
 
    “Shit. No. I’m not…” The guy held his hands up innocently, “We should start over. I’m Lance Nichols. I work with Shane. I’m not some random creep. This is my place. Seth’s place is next door. I think there’s been some sort of mistake.” 
 
    That sounded plausible. Trent rubbed at his sore jaw and wondered if this guy could read his mind like Lemon did or if his thoughts were just written all over his face. He didn’t think it was the latter. If it was, he’d never have been able to keep his secret so long. At least he hoped not because if so, this guy, Lance, must know Trent had been imagining the two of them back in that bed under completely different circumstances only minutes ago. And then he’d probably beat the shit out of Trent before his gay could rub off on him or something like that. 
 
    “A mistake?” He uttered dumbly and the guy offered a flicker of a smile. 
 
    Oh, hell… Trent would have stumbled backwards if he wasn’t already against the wall. That smile was disarming to say the least. Charming and boyish and fuck, were those dimples beneath that scruffy five o’clock shadow? His dick instantly woke back up.  
 
    He’d never considered if he had a type or not. He’d spent so long hiding his sexuality he hadn’t taken many opportunities to indulge. It had always been more about availability and discretion than about out and out attraction.  
 
    He’d thought Heath was his type just yesterday. Heath with his big, fit, bulging muscles body. Heath with his golden god-like physique. But he realized now that wasn’t it at all. Because this guy wasn’t a bodybuilder. He was lean with slim hips and a clearly defined six-pack. With dark features and olive skin and the only thing he had in common with Heath was those damn boyish dimples. 
 
    Apparently, dimples were his goddamn kryptonite. 
 
    The comparison in his head between this guy and Heath made him cringe. It made him remember why he was here, in this trailer, in Fate, and in Texas in the first place. Because Heath had betrayed him. He’d trusted someone because he was attracted to them and it had been a mistake. Now he’d made another, only it was hard to focus on what it was that he’d done wrong exactly, when he was in a tiny room with a gorgeous half-naked man that was grinning at him now with an air of arrogance that only made him more attractive. 
 
    “Yeah, a mistake.” The guy, Lance, nodded as his smile hitched up higher on one side, “It sounds like Lemon meant to send you to Seth’s trailer, which is the one just on the other side of the driveway.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “The trailer that sits opposite this one? Seth Lowry owns it.” 
 
    Trent scrubbed a hand over his face, “This isn’t his trailer?” 
 
    “Uh, no. This is my place.” 
 
    “Right. You said that. Sorry, I’m kind of a mess. This is your place. And you’re Lance.” 
 
    That grin kicked up again, “Yeah, Lance Nichols.” 
 
    He was still trying to piece all of this together, “And you work with Shane? Lemon’s fiancé?” 
 
    “Yeah, I’m a deputy with the Fate Sheriff’s office.” 
 
    “You’re a deputy.” Something Lance had said clicked in his head and he sucked in a rattled breath, “You could have shot me. You said you’d shoot me if I moved and I thought you were just being… You have a gun?” 
 
    He felt a little lightheaded at the thought. He’d stumbled into the wrong trailer because he was exhausted and because Lemon’s drop pin had been less than helpful once he entered the trailer park. He’d gone into another man’s home, slept in his bed and he could have been shot for it. His life had been in danger and he hadn’t even known it. 
 
    Guns. A gun. This guy had a gun. Trent felt a wave of nausea hit him. He didn’t like guns. Not at all. He may have grown up in the country, in Texas, but he wasn’t a gun guy. He never had been but he hadn’t grown up afraid of them either. The panic that hit him at the mere thought of a gun had stemmed from an event in his life he wished he could forget. He didn’t like guns and there was one here, in this trailer, and this man, this stranger, could have used it to kill him while Trent was sleeping and he never would have even known it was coming. 
 
    “Woah, hey…” Suddenly there were two warm hands on his upper arms and when he focused again Lance was standing directly in front of him. The boyish smile was gone now. Worried eyes darted over his face, “Easy man, you’re not in any danger here.” 
 
    Trent swallowed but the lump in his throat made his voice crack, “G-Gun?” 
 
    “It’s in the kitchen. I don’t have it on me.” Those dark eyes met his and held him there firmly, dragging him out of his past and back into the present, “I’m not gonna hurt you.” 
 
    Logically, Trent knew that. This man didn’t strike him as a threat. Even if he had punched him not five minutes ago. Lance lived in Fate. He worked with Shane. Lemon knew Trent was here. This guy wouldn’t harm him. But his brain wasn’t firing on all cylinders, it had been a long day, he’d just been outed and he’d seen the judgement and then the disgust on the faces of people he’d thought were his friends, so the words tumbled out unchecked before he could manage to strangle them. 
 
    “I’m gay.” 
 
    Those dark eyes widened but the hands that were still holding his arms, holding him steady, only tightened fractionally and a confused look crossed that handsome face before his brows knit together, “Okay man, you should sit down. You look like you’re about to collapse.”  
 
    Trent let the other guy guide him back towards the bed because his legs did feel rubbery. He hadn’t heard him. Lance must not have heard him. That was the only explanation for why he wasn’t getting the shit beat out of him right now. 
 
    Right? 
 
    “Sit.” Lance ordered in a firm voice and Trent collapsed down onto the edge of the bed. 
 
    “I… I… I…” He started. 
 
    “Is this about the gun?”  
 
    He jerked his eyes up and felt a shiver of fear trickle down his spine again. That word always gave him a bad feeling. He could see the worry on Lance’s face when he nodded. 
 
    “Okay. Hold on.”  
 
    Lance released his grip on Trent’s arms and stepped away from him. A rush of cold air hit him, and Trent shivered again. He didn’t like losing that touch. There was something reassuring in it. But then, he wasn’t supposed to trust this guy who was a complete stranger.  
 
    Was he? 
 
    The dark-haired man disappeared into the dark hallway and Trent’s confused mind flipped back over. Where was he going? He’d said this was his trailer and.. a tall figure reemerged through the darkness, stepping back into the bedroom and Trent’s breath caught in his chest. 
 
    “Son of a…” He scrambled backwards at the sight of the sleek black gun in the other man’s hand. 
 
    “Easy. Easy.” Lance hurried across the room, not towards him, “I’m just going to lock it up. That way you don’t have to worry about it. Okay?” 
 
    Trent held his breath. Rather, he couldn’t seem to suck in any new air. Not at the sight of that gun. A gun that this man could have used to kill him at any moment. A flip of the safety and a squeeze of a trigger, it was too easy, too dangerous. His head told him to get on his feet and run. Get the hell out of here. Get out of this trailer. But his legs wouldn’t work and he was frozen to his spot on the bed. 
 
    All he could do was watch as the mirrored closet door slid open and Lance squatted down. He couldn’t even appreciate the way those dark boxers clung to his ass in that position. Trent was too focused on the gun in the other man’s hand. 
 
    Lance punched some numbers into what appeared to be a safe. The beeps were loud in the otherwise quiet trailer. The door swung open and the black and silver weapon disappeared inside. When it swung back shut, hiding the gun from his view, Trent managed to release the air that had been caught in his lungs. 
 
    “There. It’s gone. Locked up.” Lance pushed back to his feet and came towards him slowly, “Is that better?” 
 
    Trent nodded dumbly. 
 
    The gun was gone. Lance had locked it up. Put it away. Out of sight. Out of mind. And he’d done it to reassure Trent, to make him feel better. He stared at the handsome stranger, more confused than ever as to why he hadn’t been kicked out yet, why he wasn’t getting his face rearranged. 
 
    “Good.” Lance dropped down in front of him so they were at eye level, “You okay? Take a deep breath for me.” 
 
    Trent sucked in a deep breath on command and when he let it out, the words that he’d barely said a handful of times in his life fell out all over again, “I’m gay.” 
 
    For some reason, it seemed really important to him that Lance know that. Here and now. If he hadn’t heard him earlier, that was one thing but he didn’t want the guy to think he’d purposefully kept him in the dark. That could only lead to worse things and… 
 
    “Yeah. I heard you the first time.” Lance ran a hand through his short hair as he shot a sheepish smile at Trent from under his dark lashes, “I uh… I actually heard on...” 
 
    “The news.” 
 
    “Just gossip they call news.” 
 
    “It’s true.” Trent forced himself to raise his chin, “I’m gay. So if you want to hurt me for that, I get it but I won’t go down easy.” 
 
    Horror flashed in Lance’s dark eyes, “What?” 
 
    “I slept in your bed. I’m a gay man. I’m a gay man in hiding and I came into your home and slept in your bed and…” 
 
    “And what the hell does that have to do with hurting you?” Lance cut him off with a growl, “Jesus, that’s why you’re so scared of the gun, isn’t it? You think I’d hurt you just because you’re gay?” 
 
    “I… well…” 
 
    Lance’s outrage softened when Trent ducked his head, “Shit. Someone threatened you, didn’t they? Someone put a gun on you just because they found out who you really were?” 
 
    Trent’s head rose and he stared into an angry pair of dark brown eyes. Not angry at him. Angry for him. Angry on his behalf. And that pain in his chest lessened just a small bit. How did this stranger do that? Read his mind and figure him out, put the pieces together in a matter of minutes when people that had known him his entire life never had. 
 
    Trent nodded. 
 
    “Son of a…” Lance cursed under his breath and stared at him for a long moment and then he surprised Trent once again because he moved his hands to cup Trent’s face gently between them and met his eyes, “That’s complete bullshit. I would never, ever threaten you like that or hurt you for being who you are.” 
 
    Trent forgot to breathe again. This close he could see that those dark eyes were actually a deep chocolate brown, like he’d suspected. They weren’t just close though. They were touching and the tingle that started where Lance’s hands were on his face, innocently, comfortingly, sent a shiver of awareness skating through Trent’s blood. Their eyes held and tension seeped through the small space between them. 
 
    Trent was confused enough by the heat that had seemed to ignite between them out of nothingness that he stumbled over his question, “Wh-why?” 
 
    Those dark eyes softened and a thumb brushed over his cheekbone, “God, you really are a mess aren’t you?” Lance sighed heavily, “Because you’re… you. Because I’m like you. Because I’m gay too.” 
 
    Lance was… gay. The word was a shock to his system and Trent couldn’t do anything but blink at the other man. He’d never had any decent sort of gaydar. He’d spent too many years hiding himself to pick up on it in someone else. But Lance hadn’t struck him as gay, even when Trent had been checking him out and cataloguing every feature for when he was alone with nothing but his hand.  
 
    Was that why his attraction was so strong? Because it wasn’t one-sided at all? Because this man understood him in a way that nobody else could have in this moment? 
 
    Trent stared into those intense brown eyes for a moment longer and then he moved. Without thinking it through. Without thinking about the consequences. For once, simply doing what he wanted, taking what he wanted. He dipped his head forward and pressed his mouth against Lance’s without any hesitation whatsoever. 
 
    He kissed this beautiful, kind stranger and groaned when Lance kissed him back. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter Four 
 
      
 
    Lance had just told a complete stranger that he was gay. Something he hadn’t told anyone. Ever. And he’d told a complete stranger.  
 
    No not a complete stranger. He’d told an international superstar whose music videos he’d jerked off to more than once. The same guy whose entire career was established on a foundation of being a ladies-man, bro-country, boobs and beer rowdy party boy. The same man that had just been outed as gay on the national news.  
 
    And now, now he was kissing Trent Thorne. 
 
    Aw, hell, no… He moaned as full, damp lips parted against his and then came back stronger, surer and more demanding. Trent Thorne was kissing him. Kissing the hell out of him. And Lance was simply along for the ride. 
 
    It was reckless. Stupid. A mistake. He knew that. But God, it felt so good and he knew… he just knew that if he pulled away he’d regret it even more. 
 
    Trent’s lips were firm but soft against his as he stroked Lance into responding. It didn’t take much. He was on edge. He was always on edge. But finding Trent fuckin’ Thorne in his bed, hard and half-naked was not an opportunity he intended to pass up. He opened his lips on the next pass of Trent’s mouth over his and licked the seam of the other man’s lips. 
 
    “Fuck.” Trent gasped and then his mouth slammed down against Lance’s. 
 
    Big, strong hands were on him a second later. One slid to the nape of his neck and the other was on his bicep and he was being jerked off his knees. His mind scrambled as Trent dragged him up and deposited him onto his lap without breaking the kiss. 
 
    Lance let his arms slip around Trent’s neck as his thighs slid wide to accommodate the bulk of man beneath him. Oh God, he groaned as he settled more firmly onto Trent’s lap. Their cocks rubbed together through the thin barrier of their underwear and he automatically rocked his hips to get more of the feeling. 
 
    “Fuck, yeah.” Trent groaned against his mouth and slid his hands to Lance’s ass. He pulled him even closer, rocking their bodies together. “Fuck.” 
 
    Lance grinned against the stubbled jaw that was dragging kisses down his neck. All those interviews he’d watched and he’d never once heard the country music superstar curse. He played the good ol’ boy image up to perfection. There was something about reducing him to nothing but fuck and yeah that sent a burst of heat and pride through Lance. 
 
    He ground his aching cock against him and nipped Trent’s bottom lip when he came back for another kiss, “Yes.” 
 
    It was all the permission the other man seemed to need. Lance let out a cry of surprise when Trent bucked his hips up and twisted them at the same time. His back collided with the mattress hard enough to knock the air out of him and before he could suck in a breath Trent was covering his mouth again and his tongue was delving deep. 
 
    Lance’s entire body jerked when that sweet, velvet tongue stroked his at the same time Trent rocked his hips forward and ground down so that their cocks were pressed together again in the perfect alignment. He moaned but recovered quickly. He wrapped his arms and legs around the bigger man and met the next stroke of Trent’s tongue and cock with his own. 
 
    The entire world faded away as they rocked against one another. Mouths fused, tongues stroking, breaking for pants of breath as they moaned and ran their hands over each other.  
 
    Trent was pure muscle. Smooth, hard, hot muscle moving beneath his hands. Lance slid them down to Trent’s tight ass and pulled him even closer, grinding up into him until he thought he might come right there in his boxers. 
 
    It was good. So damn good. Lance couldn’t think straight. He was close. So damn close. It had been too long and he was gonna… 
 
    He bucked and broke the kiss on a gasp when Trent shifted and snagged his wrists. He dragged Lance’s hands off his ass and over his head. He pinned him to the bed, dominating him body and soul.  
 
    “Fuck.” He was the one to gasp this time and he squeezed his eyes shut because the flicker of a smile on that ridiculously gorgeous face was going to send him over the edge. 
 
    Fuck. Fuck. How could he know? How could Trent possibly know? He writhed as the bigger man held him down and when Trent murmured a curse before pressing a lighter kiss to his mouth he let his lids flicker open. 
 
    The look in those dazzling blue eyes nearly undid him. Trent hadn’t known but he did now and… yes. That knowing smile, that glint of desire, this gorgeous, sexy man… He was going to come. 
 
    “Trent, please…” Lance tried not to whine when the other man used his free hand to still his hips.  
 
    Not enough pressure. He needed more. He needed… 
 
    “Ah, fuck, yes.” He tilted his head back on a groan when the hand on his hip slid under the waistband of his boxers. 
 
    “Damn.” Trent muttered another curse as his big hand wrapped around Lance’s cock. 
 
    He groaned at the feel of the other man’s hand on him. Stroking him. Soft. His hands were softer than Lance’s own and it had been so long, too long, since anyone other than himself had touched his cock. Just like the kiss he’d initiated there was no hesitation in Trent’s touch. He had a firm grip and he slid his hand down Lance’s shaft with sure purpose. 
 
    When his thumb circled the head, flicking just beneath the crown in that sweet spot, Lance shuddered and Trent hummed. Another flood of precum rushed to meet him and Trent circled his slit, spreading it around, using the moisture to ease the slide of his palm over Lance’s sensitive skin. 
 
    Electricity flared down his spine and hit his balls, Lance arched up, “Oh God…” 
 
    “Close?” Trent nipped his jaw and Lance nodded eagerly. “Fuck, yeah. You gonna come for me?” Lance whined when he struggled to break his hands free but couldn’t budge the other man’s tight grip on him. “Yeah, you’re gonna for me.” Trent’s voice had become a growl, “And I’m gonna come just watching you.” 
 
    “Oh… God…” Lance was quickly losing touch with reality as his hips bucked to a rhythm all their own, trying to get what he needed to fall over that edge.  
 
    He still had enough wherewithal to know that wasn’t what he wanted though. Trent was touching him. Trent was going to make him come. And Lance wanted to touch him. Wanted to make him come too. 
 
    He struggled to free his arms for real this time and Trent must have felt the difference. He stopped nuzzling Lance’s neck and his grip loosened. He pulled back just enough to meet Lance’s gaze and the hand on his cock faltered. 
 
    “No, don’t stop.” Lance groaned, “Please.” 
 
    “You sure?” Soft blue eyes met his and Lance lost a little piece of himself right then and there. 
 
    He felt it. Something in his chest just… slipped. He’d met this man a half hour ago. Tops. But he’d seen Trent vulnerable and then strong, dominant and then concerned. And something in him recognized something in this man, matched him, and damn if that didn’t scare the holy hell out of him. He closed his eyes and turned his chin to the side so he wouldn’t have to see that worried look in Trent’s gaze. 
 
    “I just… I need a hand.” 
 
    “I thought I was giving you one.”  
 
    Lance could hear the smile in Trent’s low voice and couldn’t help the twitch of his own, “I want to touch you.” 
 
    “Hmmm.” Trent’s lips skimmed his jaw again and this time Lance could feel his smile, “Say please.” 
 
    Lance’s eyes flashed open and his chin jerked back up. Their eyes collided and that shiver of awareness made his balls draw tight again. Fuck. Fuck. The blaze of heat in those baby blues was his undoing. The demand. The command. It was too much. 
 
    “Please.” He moaned instantly. “Please, please, please…” 
 
    Trent shifted slightly, releasing one of his wrists, at the same time he swept down and claimed Lance’s mouth again. Lance struggled not to come as soon as the other man squeezed his cock and started stroking again. He scrambled to get his own hand inside Trent’s briefs and Jesus H. Christ the man was a living, breathing Greek God or something. 
 
    He wrapped his hand around the massive erection and swallowed Trent’s answering groan as the last shreds of their control disintegrated. It was all tongues and teeth as they kissed like crazy. Hands stroking fast and rough against one another. Heavy pants filled the air and the sizzle of electricity swelled. 
 
    “Harder.” Trent grunted against his lips. “Faster. That’s it.” 
 
    The commands and praise rolled over him and Lance whimpered as sweat dripped from Trent’s chin. He instinctively opened his mouth to catch it on his tongue. Trent’s eyes widened and a groan rolled from his chest and then his mouth was back. His tongue pushing into Lance’s mouth, stroking and circling as if he wanted to taste himself there. 
 
    That was all it took.  
 
    Lance arched, his heels digging into the mattress as his cock pulsed in Trent’s hand and his orgasm tore through him. Trent bit him. He fucking bit his bottom lip and sucked it into his mouth when Lance cried out again. The climax was brutal, forcing the air out of his lungs and making his hand stutter in his stroking of Trent. 
 
    But it didn’t matter because he felt the bigger man tremble and curse a moment before hot come splashed over his hand. 
 
    Perfect. So damn perfect. Lance closed his eyes and basked in the perfect moment as his climax left aftershocks in its wake and his entire body went slack. He was spent. Exhausted. Physically and emotionally and he couldn’t seem to open his eyes, couldn’t move a single muscle, not even when Trent collapsed against him with a groan. 
 
    He was heavy. Taller and more muscular than Lance. He was a big guy. Bigger than he looked on television. And holy hell how insane was that? He’d watched this guy on his tv singing and performing, giving interviews and flirting with the ladies. And now here he was… Trent Thorne was in his bed. His come covering Lance’s hand and stomach, mixing with his own because he’d squirted halfway up his chest he came so hard. And he didn’t care that they were both covered in their combined loads or that Trent was heavy. 
 
    He never wanted to move. 
 
    “Mmmm.” Trent hummed softly and nuzzled his face further into the crook of Lance’s neck, “That was….” 
 
    “Yeah.” He finished when the other man trailed off. 
 
    “Yeah.” Trent squirmed slightly, getting more comfortable, but not moving off him. 
 
    Lance flickered a smile at that. He was glad the other guy wasn’t jumping up and running off. And that was crazy. He’d never had anything more than a one-night stand. That was what this was. It had to be. He wasn’t stupid enough to think world renowned superstar Trent Thorne had come to Fate to stay. He was going to leave, sooner rather than later, but so long as it wasn’t this exact moment, Lance was okay with that. 
 
    At least that was what he told himself. 
 
    After all, it wasn’t like he even knew this guy. Not any more than he’d known those random fucks in Dallas. They were a good time and a swift goodbye. Just like Trent would be. And he was okay with that. 
 
    He was. 
 
    He’d gotten lucky. Literally. He’d come home after a long day of work and found the most gorgeous man in the entire world in his bed. That was a once in a lifetime opportunity and would make for a great memory, one he’d hold close for the next fifty years of lonely nights. 
 
    “Oh God…” Trent groaned after a long time had passed and he’d been sure the other man had fallen asleep. “Am I crushing you?” 
 
    “No.” 
 
    “Fuckin’ liar.” Trent snorted and rolled to his side. 
 
    Lance smiled but instantly missed the warmth the other man exuded. He resisted the urge to roll with him. To tuck himself against his side like a lover might. That was not what this was and he was a damn idiot for even considering it. 
 
    “I’ll get out of your hair soon. I swear. I just can’t feel my legs yet.” Trent yawned and wiped a hand over his closed eyes. 
 
    Lance turned enough to glance at him. He really was gorgeous. Those sharp features and long, thick lashes that covered dazzling blue eyes. His hair was a little long, falling over his forehead and it was a mess right now. Blond and gold and brown it made him want to reach out and push it back off Trent’s sweaty forehead for him. He wanted to nuzzle against the matching blond stubble on his jaw.  
 
    And Jesus that body… He bit his lip as he took in the pattern of tattoos that covered hard, square pecs and thick biceps. He wanted to know the story behind each one because in all the years he’d been watching Trent Thorne sing and dance and perform, he’d never seen a glimpse of the tattoos. He hadn’t gotten them for anyone else if he kept them covered so they must mean something.  
 
    Trent’s long lashes fluttered and then the full weight of those baby blues pierced Lance. He blinked and swallowed hard. He had to force himself to look away before he spoke. 
 
    “You don’t have to.” 
 
    “Don’t have to what?”  
 
    “Don’t have to go.” He whispered softly, unsure of the words as much as the motivation behind saying them, “Not yet. You can… stay if you want.” 
 
    Trent was silent for a long moment. A very long moment. So long that Lance cursed internally before turning his chin so that he could see the man sharing his bed again. A hint of a smile twitched at Trent’s lush lips and his blue eyes twinkled. 
 
    “You want me to stay?” 
 
    “I mean, yeah… sure…” Lance shrugged, “If you want to, I mean. You can stay the night. I uh… I mean there’s no reason you have to leave in the middle of the night just to walk next door. Right?” 
 
    Trent’s lips tipped upwards, “Right.” 
 
    “Right.” He confirmed as his own lips twitched. 
 
    They stared at each other for a long minute. Content. Happy. Both of them were grinning like idiots and somehow, that made it all okay. Because if Lance was going to act like a fucking crazy person, it was at least nice to know that he wasn’t alone. Trent was right there with him. 
 
    He shifted and winced, “I should get a cloth and clean us up.” 
 
    “I’d offer but you broke me. I don’t think I could get up if I wanted to. My lower body is still numb.” 
 
    Lance barked out a laugh, “Uh huh.” 
 
    “I’m serious.” Trent grinned, his eyes twinkling, “It’s uh… been a while.” 
 
    “Yeah.” Lance grinned back, “Me too.” 
 
    They stared at each other stupidly again. He should get up. Get a cloth. Clean them up and go to sleep. He should let Trent go. He knew it but he couldn’t make himself move away from the other man. 
 
    “This day did not end the way I thought it would.” Trent sighed, covering another yawn with his hand. 
 
    “Me either.” 
 
    “Bad day?” 
 
    “Not as bad as yours.” 
 
    “No fucking shit, man.” Trent snorted a laugh and then met his eyes again, “But it had a helluva good ending.” 
 
    Lance felt that sting in his chest again. The one he couldn’t explain. He pulled his gaze away and forced himself to sit upright. He couldn’t lay here mooning over his superstar crush all night. Their come had cooled and was getting nasty on his skin. He felt sticky as his skin stretched with each movement. He got to his feet without looking back at Trent. 
 
    “I’ll be right back.” 
 
    He made it halfway to the door before he heard Trent’s voice behind him, “Lance?” 
 
    “Yeah?”  
 
    “Thanks for taking care of me.” 
 
    Lance forced himself to keep moving instead of turning around. If he looked back he might not make it to the bathroom. Because there was that vulnerability back in Trent’s voice that made him want to do just that, to pull him close and tell him it was all going to be okay. Which was weird as hell because he’d never had an urge to take care of anyone other than his little sister before, certainly not another grown-ass man. 
 
    He retreated to the bathroom without responding. One glance in the mirror confirmed just how fucked he truly was. His pupils were still blown from the pleasure Trent had given him. He had beard burn on his neck and a hickey on his shoulder. His lips were red and swollen and his hair was a mess. But it was the way his heart thumped at the sight, loving that Trent had marked him somehow that truly messed with his head. 
 
    He gave it a shake, trying to dismiss the thoughts. Stupid. Even if he stayed the night Trent wasn’t staying. And even if he was, Lance was so far in the closet he wouldn’t have a clue how to start climbing out. 
 
    Jesus… he flipped the tap and splashed cold water on his face and then wiped himself down. Listen to him. Thinking about climbing out of the closet he’d all but barred and padlocked shut just because he’d gotten off with his celebrity crush once. He snorted at his own stupidity. Hell, if he’d let Trent fuck him he might just have proposed like the idiot he clearly was. 
 
    He turned the water off after wetting a rag and pushing those thoughts out of his exhausted and sleep-deprived head, then returned to the bedroom. He paused in the doorway as warmth flooded his chest, those thoughts returning far too easily. All it took was one look at Trent, asleep in his bed, snoring softly. 
 
    He admired the other man for a long moment since he couldn’t get caught. Gorgeous didn’t begin to cover it. He was everything Lance had always dreamed about. Perfection. Getting to have him for one night, even just this one night, was a gift. 
 
    Lance moved to the bed and gently stroked the warm, wet rag over Trent’s chest. The other man groaned and his lashes fluttered. Lance bit his lip and tried not to fondle him in his sleep. Getting him off was one thing but groping him while he was unconscious was another thing entirely.  
 
    “Mmm.” Trent rolled his hips into the touch, “Feels good.” 
 
    “Just cleaning you up. Go back to sleep.” 
 
    “Gonna make me hard again, babe.” Trent twitched beneath his ministrations. 
 
    Lance bit his lip to hide a smile even though the other man still hadn’t opened his eyes, “Babe?” 
 
    “Mmhmm. Come back to bed.” 
 
    “Go back to sleep.” He grinned as he finished swiping the rag over Trent and tossed it aside as he stood. 
 
    “Wanna cuddle.” 
 
    He chuckled, “You’re just drunk on orgasms, you know that right?” 
 
    “Mmhmm. Drunk on you.” Trent reached for him blindly and Lance sidestepped with a chuckle, “Come back to bed, babe.” 
 
    “Gotta get the lights.” He retreated to flip the switch off, pitching the room back into darkness and then he breathed in a deep breath before returning to his bed. 
 
    As soon as he was horizontal with the covers pulled over them, Trent reached for him. He all but dragged Lance across the bed until he could settle him against his side. Just the way Lance had wanted to snuggle against him earlier. He thought about pulling away but couldn’t quite bring himself to do it. It was one night. He might as well enjoy all the perks of having Trent Thorne in his bed. 
 
    He threw his leg over one of Trent’s and draped an arm over his chest. He cuddled in close, using him as a pillow. As they settled, Trent hummed happily and Lance couldn’t help but smile again. Who would have ever known Trent Thorne was a cuddler? Or a dominant top for that matter? Certainly not Lance. 
 
    “You’re not gonna be gone when I wake up are you?” He asked softly in the dark. 
 
    Trent’s arms tightened around him before he fell back into a soft snore. It was all the answer he was going to get but it was all the answer he needed. Lance let himself fall into the warmth and comfort of sleeping with another person. It had been so long, so very long since he opened himself up enough to sleep with someone. 
 
    But it felt easy, familiar and right to fall asleep in Trent’s arms and damn if he could resist enjoying the feeling while it lasted. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter Five 
 
      
 
    Trent’s phone was buzzing. He could just recognize the ringtone as it broke into his very vivid dream. One that involved mouths and tongues, searching hands and… He groaned when the phone buzzed again, breaking up his incredible dream and bringing him back to reality. 
 
    He squinted against the morning light as his eyes fluttered open and confusion made his head spin. He wasn’t at home. The out-of-date wood paneling told him that much. So did the slightly scratchy sheets he was tangled in. He shifted on the bed, trying to remember where he was and… 
 
    Holy shit. He whipped his head around and swallowed a gasp. It hadn’t been a dream at all and the memories came rushing back as he fully woke.  
 
    He was in bed with another man. He was in bed with Lance. Deputy Lance Nichols whose bed he’d accidentally stumbled into last night and then… then Lance had come home and threatened to shoot him, he’d had a freak out and Lance had calmed him. Comforted him. And then Trent had kissed him. 
 
    He licked his lips and felt his cock twitch with the memories. He’d done a hell of a lot more than kiss the guy. He’d all but dragged him into his lap. He’d pinned him to the bed and jerked him off. He’d come all over the both of them with Lance’s hand on his dick and his tongue in his mouth. And then he’d fallen asleep apparently because the last thing he remembered was grinning at the gorgeous man with his arm thrown over Trent’s waist and wondering how the day from hell had taken such a strange and amazing turn. 
 
    He took a deep breath and Lance’s arm tightened around him. Trent bit his lip to stifle a smile the sleeping man couldn’t see. God he liked that. Liked that even in sleep Lance didn’t want to let him go. Liked it too much probably considering they’d talked all of five minutes before their bodies had taken over and done the talking for them. It was so completely out of character for Trent he couldn’t help but stare at the dark-haired man that had broken through all his barriers with one kind gesture. 
 
    Lance hadn’t kicked him out. He hadn’t been disgusted when Trent said he was gay. He’d locked the gun up to prove that Trent was safe here. And then he’d trusted Trent with his own truth, that he was gay too. 
 
    And just like all of those hypocritical, conservative asswipes thought, two gay men half-naked in a bedroom together couldn’t control their hormones, Trent had all but attacked him. 
 
    Not that Lance had complained about it. Hell no. He’d met him stroke for stroke. He’d been more than willing. He’d wanted it, wanted Trent and what he had to offer. Just remembering the way Lance had responded to his touch, to his kiss, to his demands… ah, fuck, he was going to come in his briefs again if he didn’t get his thoughts under control. 
 
    With his eyes shut in sleep, the intensity of the other man disappeared. Relaxed, he was even more beautiful than Trent had realized. His thick, dark eyelashes rested against high cheekbones and he looked peaceful. The tension he’d radiated last night was gone and in its place was a small smile from slightly bruised lips. 
 
    Trent hoped Lance was dreaming of him too. Of what they’d done together. Of what else they could do together if… 
 
    His phone buzzed again and Trent swallowed a curse and reached out to grab it from the nightstand. If Rick was calling again it could only be more bad news and Trent didn’t want to hear it. He was happy. Tucked into bed with a beautiful stranger that had taken care of him last night. He was content to ignore the real world for a while longer. Only the real world wasn’t content to let him. 
 
    He squinted at the name on his phone screen, “Shit.” 
 
    Lance made a disgruntled sound in his sleep and Trent winced. Shit. Shit. Shit. He stared from the buzzing phone to the beautiful man and back again. It wasn’t Rick calling. It was Lemon. And he also had five text messages from her. The call went to voicemail and with a sad and heavy sigh, Trent forced himself to do the responsible thing and crawl out of Lance’s bed. 
 
    Gently, trying not to wake Lance, he slipped from beneath the heavy arm. He ended up on his knees on the carpet and held his breath. Lance sniffed again and curled into the warm spot that Trent had left behind. When his breathing went steady again, Trent forced his eyes away to focus on the phone in his hand. 
 
    The first message from Lemon had come in an hour ago. It was simple. It said she was up and around and for him to call when he woke up. The second message had come in twenty minutes later asking if he was still asleep. He rolled his eyes because really, what sort of response had she expected from that if he was? The third message said that she was starting to worry and to call her back. The fourth was the one that had woken him and said if he didn’t message soon she was coming over to check on him. The last and final message which came in after the phone call said she was on her way over and he better be dead because if he wasn’t she was going to kill him for making her worry. 
 
    “Shit.” He muttered again, swiping his hair back off his forehead. 
 
    Lemon was on her way here. Or rather, next door, to the trailer he was supposed to have spent the night in. She was coming here to check on him and she would be here any minute.  
 
    Fate was a small town. He wasn’t entirely sure how far away her house was from the trailer park but from what he’d seen when he drove through last night in the dark a person could get all the way across town in less than ten minutes. 
 
    “Shit.” 
 
    “Mmm…” A hum of annoyance came from behind him where he’d propped his back against the side of the bed, “Trent?” 
 
    He turned his head to find Lance’s dark eyes half-open. His hair mussed from sleep. That dark five o’clock shadow on his jaw. The bruised lip no doubt from where Trent had bit him. He was fucking edible and Trent wanted nothing more than to have him for breakfast. But he didn’t have time. 
 
    “Shh, it’s okay. Go back to sleep, baby.” 
 
    Lance rubbed his cheek against the pillow Trent had used but pouted adorably, “Not a baby. What’s wrong?” 
 
    “I’ve gotta go.” 
 
    “Mmkay.” Lance’s eyes had drifted back shut but the pout was still on his face. 
 
    Trent frowned at the easy acceptance. He didn’t want to go. He wanted to spend all day in that bed with this man. He wanted to get to know him better. Wanted to touch him and kiss him again, wanted to find out if he’d whimper Trent’s name when he pushed inside him for the first time. And fuck, he was going to need a cold shower before Lemon arrived if he didn’t stop thinking about screwing Lance into his mattress. Lance who didn’t seem to care at all that Trent had said he was leaving. 
 
    He couldn’t stop himself from reaching up and running a hand through that thick mop of dark hair, “I had fun last night.” 
 
    “Me too.” Lance’s eyes flickered open to slits and he squinted “Why aren’t you in bed? It’s too early to be up.” 
 
    Trent’s frown faded away and he smirked. Adorable sleepy bastard. Did he even know Trent had said he was leaving?  
 
    “It’s not that early. It’s almost nine.” He stroked his fingers through the thick strands of his dark hair and gently lowered his head to place a chaste kiss against Lance’s bruised mouth. At least he’d intended for it to be chaste. Lance apparently had other ideas because as soon as Trent started to pull away he looped his arms around his neck, keeping him close and his tongue swept out to lap at Trent’s bottom lip. 
 
    He groaned, “Baby I need..” 
 
    Lance kissed him again and Trent gave in to the moment. He closed his eyes and deepened the kiss. Morning breath be damned, he wasn’t leaving this trailer without the taste of Lance on his tongue. He’d never gotten to have this before. Never woken up with another man. Never had sleepy morning conversations or sweet, goodbye kisses. He stroked his tongue deep, tasting, memorizing, and only when Lance went soft beneath him did he force himself to pull away. 
 
    “I have to go.” 
 
    Dark brown eyes met his, sleepy and a little dazed, “Will I ever see you again?” 
 
    Trent’s lips twitched, “Do you want to see me again?” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    No hesitation. Not a flicker of doubt. Trent’s cock twitched again at the eagerness. Damn it, how did he have it so bad for a guy he barely knew?  
 
    He needed some space. Some air. Needed to sort through whatever it was that made his heart jackrabbit when those dark eyes met his. Was he just needy and emotional right now because of everything that had happened? 
 
    Probably. But that assessment made something in his chest hurt. He didn’t want to think that he’d used Lance last night. He wanted it to be more than that, no matter how crazy the thought might be. 
 
    “Then yes, absolutely yes.” He answered before he thought it through fully. “You’ll see me again.” 
 
    He’d intended to tell Lemon he couldn’t stay in Fate when he saw her this morning. He’d come here to crash for one night and then he’d planned to be on his way. He’d wanted to be alone with all of his conflicting feelings and emotions, to figure out who he was and what he wanted.  
 
    But then he’d stumbled into the wrong trailer and the right bed and bam, he didn’t want to be alone anymore. He didn’t want to leave Fate. Not yet. Not until he worked out if he’d somehow lucked into exactly what he wanted and ended up right where he was supposed to be. 
 
    Fate. 
 
    Lance smiled, “Yeah?” 
 
    “Yeah.” Trent kissed him again quickly, “But right now I have to go. I’ll see you later okay?” 
 
    “K.” Lance nipped his lip slightly before letting him go. 
 
    Trent could feel those dark eyes on him as he hurriedly found his clothes and jerked them on. He nearly tripped getting his jeans on because he glanced back to find Lance eyeing his crotch. That slightly arrogant, knowing smirk made his dark eyes light up and Trent had to look away or risk taking the bastard up on the blatant offer in his gaze.  
 
    He tugged his t-shirt over his head and tried to remember where he’d kicked off his shoes. When he finally found them he had to sit down on the bed to pull them on and he felt Lance shift behind him. When a big set of hands slid around his waist he groaned and tilted his head to the side automatically, enjoying the feel of the five o’clock shadow against his sensitive neck as Lance kissed him there. 
 
    “Baby…” He warned, “You gotta stop.” 
 
    “Why?” A lick of wet tongue against his nape made him shiver. 
 
    “I have to go.” 
 
    “Or you could stay. I have the day off…” 
 
    His voice was husky and rough but he forced the words out, “Lemon is on her way here. She’ll be here any minute. Rather, she’ll be next door at Seth’s trailer where she expects me to be.” 
 
    Lance immediately stilled and tension filled the space between them as he pulled away, “She’s on her way here?” 
 
    “Yeah.” 
 
    “Oh.” The sound was strangled, tight, and when Trent turned to face him Lance’s face was pale, “Okay. Yeah. You should go.” 
 
    Ouch. Trent flinched at the dismissal. What the hell was that? Lance had been all but suctioned to him a moment ago. Now he was retreating across the bed, putting as much distance between them as possible. 
 
    His brows knit, “What’s…” 
 
    “You’re right. You should go.” Lance’s voice was clipped as he cut him off, “I’ll see you later or, see you around or, something.” 
 
    A sick feeling of dread crawled through his veins, “Lance? What’s wrong?” 
 
    “Nothing. Just… go on. You don’t want her to find you here. I get it. I don’t want her to find you here either.” 
 
    Double ouch. 
 
    The dread formed a lead ball and fell to the pit of his stomach. Shit. Fuck. Damn it all to hell. What was happening? 
 
    They needed to talk. He had a sudden feeling that he’d misjudged this entire situation. They needed to work it out but damn it, Lance was right. He didn’t want Lemon finding him here. Didn’t want to have to explain what had happened or why he’d spent the night with a man he didn’t know. Didn’t want to be subjected to her judgement or her questions and certainly not more of her pity or concern. So he didn’t have time to talk about all of this with Lance right now. 
 
    He stood and marched around the bed, cornering the other man against the headboard, “I’m going now but this isn’t over.” 
 
    Lance’s Adam’s apple bobbed as he swallowed hard. Damn if that didn’t make Trent’s cock twitch too. Everything about this man got to him. He wanted him again. Here and now. He wanted to make Lance beg for it, prove that this, whatever it was, went both ways. But that wasn’t desire in those dark eyes right now, it was fear and he knew enough about that not to push. 
 
    “We’re going to talk about this later. Okay?” He reached out and gripped Lance’s hair, forcing his head back and his eyes up when he didn’t answer, “Say okay.” 
 
    “Okay.” 
 
    He slammed him mouth down hard as soon as he had the answer he wanted. Lance didn’t recoil. Despite his dismissal, he all but purred and opened for Trent instantly. Their tongues coiled together, seeking, exploring, claiming.  
 
    It took everything in him not to open his fly with his other hand and make Lance beg for it. Instead he sucked on Lance’s tongue until he whimpered and then eased the pressure, content with the knowledge that whatever was going on in the gorgeous dark-eyed man’s head that his body still wanted Trent.  
 
    He pulled back with a last lingering lick, “I’ll be back.” 
 
    Lance snorted, “Okay Terminator.” 
 
    “Shut up.” Trent barked a laugh, happy to see Lance’s sense of humor had returned and the mood had lightened. 
 
    “Go away.” 
 
    “I’m going.” He winked over his shoulder, “See you later, baby.” 
 
    “Told you, I’m not a baby.”  
 
    “You are when you’re mine.”  
 
    The possessive words hung in the air between them but Trent didn’t turn around to see what Lance’s reaction was. He had to get the hell out of this trailer. It, and this man, were doing a number on him. If he wasn’t careful, he’d say fuck it, climb back in that bed and never leave. Which was fucking insane because he barely knew the guy. 
 
    But he wanted to. 
 
    Trent walked out of the trailer into the bright light of morning and squinted. Jesus. His life was a mess. He’d just been outed.  He was basically in hiding. He had no idea if he still had a career or a label or even a manager since Rick hadn’t called since yesterday. He didn’t have a fucking clue what his next step should be but he knew what he wanted it to be. 
 
    He wanted to find out if the man of his dreams lived in a beat-up trailer on the edge of a nowhere Texas town. 
 
    His phone beeped in his hand again and he scowled as he read the message from Lemon. She’d asked if he was awake. Again. He wanted to angrily tap out that no, he was still happily asleep in the arms of a gorgeous man that had made him come his brains out and then asked him to spend the night but she’d already ruined that. Instead he typed out a quick, well, I’m up now and hit send, hoping it conveyed his irritation. 
 
    Trent let himself into the trailer that sat not fifty feet from the front door of the one he’d just left. Even in broad daylight it was no wonder he’d gotten them mixed up. They looked exactly the same, faced each other and shared one driveway. He’d parked on the street so as not to take the only parking spot but he’d chosen the wrong trailer. 
 
    Or the right one, he grinned to himself as images of Lance underneath him replayed in his mind. 
 
    This trailer was colder. Emptier. And a lot less welcoming. It was bare except for a bed in the back room made up with some frilly sheets and pillows that must have been Lemon’s doing. He kicked his boots off haphazardly and set about rumpling the bed to make it appear as if he’d slept in it and just woken up. 
 
    Not three minutes later there was a knock on the trailer door and then it swung open behind him as a sing-song voice said, “Wakey-wakey, I brought eggs and bakey!” 
 
    Trent spun around in time to see Lemon come through the door of the trailer with a sack in one hand and two coffee cups in the other. God bless her but she was a sight for sore eyes. His best friend in the world, his sister by choice if not by blood, and he forgot all about her annoying messages that had dragged him out of Lance’s bed when she grinned at him. 
 
    “Welcome to Fate.” 
 
    He chuckled, “Thanks.” 
 
    “So, what’s the verdict?” She put the food and mugs down on the table and turned to him, hands on her hips and blue eyes serious. 
 
    “Verdict?” 
 
    “On Fate? What do you think? Are you leaving as soon as we finish coffee and gossip or…” She trailed off, a hopeful look on her face that he couldn’t have denied even if he’d wanted to. 
 
    And he didn’t want to. 
 
    He had his own reasons for wanting to stick around Fate. Namely the tall, dark and handsome neighbor that he could still smell on his skin. He should tell Lemon it was too early to decide, that he needed that coffee and a shower and a nice, long talk before he could make any big decisions.  
 
    Instead he found himself saying, “I think I’m gonna stay a little longer.” 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter Six 
 
      
 
    “Really?” 
 
    Trent nodded when Lemon’s eyes went wide. She grinned and let out a shriek of excitement. Then she was running towards him, or at least moving as quickly as she could in the small confines of the trailer. She threw herself at him and he caught her with a grunt. 
 
    “You’re really going to stay?” 
 
    “Sure.” 
 
    “Eeek!” She squealed again and hugged him tighter. 
 
    Trent chuckled at her overexcitement and hugged her back. God, it had been way too long since he’d seen his best friend. Hell, his only friend these days. It wasn’t like any of his other celebrity friends in Nashville had been blowing up his phone to ask him how he was doing following the outing of all outings. He squeezed Lemon tight, breathing in the familiar sunshine smell of her. How this crazy, impossible, irresistible girl had become like family to him he had no idea. She’d just decided it and he’d gone along for the ride. And damn was he happy that he had. 
 
    Movement caught his eye over the top of Lemon’s head and Trent cringed as a big, dark-haired man stepped into the trailer. Green eyes pierced him, taking in the scene, noting exactly where Trent’s hands were placed on Lemon’s body.  
 
    Shit. Shit. Shit. Trent cleared his throat and began to unravel himself from Lemon’s tight grip. He may never have been formally introduced to Shane Lowry but he knew enough to know that the intense and gorgeous man eyeing him with amused irritation was none other than Lemon’s fiancé. 
 
    “Uh, Lem…” Trent eased her away from him with a gentle shove, “You might want to let go now.” 
 
    “What… why?” She pulled back from him, brows furrowed and then followed his eyeline to the door, when she snorted and turned back to him she only shrugged, “Don’t worry about Shane. I made him promise he wasn’t going to physically assault you before we came over. Didn’t I honey?” 
 
    “Twice.” The stoic man’s lips twitched. “You made me promise, twice.” 
 
    “See.” Lemon sniffed as she straightened herself, “Nothing to worry about.” 
 
    Trent ran a hand through his messy hair and eyed the two suspiciously, “Yeah, because the fact you no doubt coerced a promise out of him, twice, totally puts me at ease.” 
 
    Lemon rolled her eyes, “Don’t be a drama king. He’s not going to hit you. I told you that he doesn’t hate you. He knows I think of you like a brother and that makes you two almost quasi brothers, right? I mean he even left his gun at home because he knows you don’t like them.” 
 
    Trent scowled at the mention of a gun just as much as the fact Lemon had clearly told her intended more about him than he’d realized. Those green eyes met his again and Shane nodded understandingly. Trent looked away, uneasy with anyone knowing the mere sight of a weapon could send him into a panic attack. 
 
    But looking aside meant looking out the curtainless window, right at the beat-up silver trailer sitting opposite this one. It meant thinking about Lance again. As if the other man had left his mind at all. He remembered the way those dark as midnight eyes had softened with understanding as he took care of Trent, talked him through the panic. 
 
    And how he’d kissed Trent back when he’d made it out the other side. 
 
    “Trent?” 
 
    “Sorry, what?” He forced his gaze back to Lemon to find her staring at him with her hands on her hips and her brows furrowed. 
 
    “I said, how about I officially introduce you to my fiancé?” She tilted her head, “Are you okay? You seem… off somehow.” 
 
    With a huff he swiped his hair off his forehead again, “Couldn’t be because someone woke me up ringing my phone off the hook right?” 
 
    Shane snorted, “Told you to he was just sleeping off a bad day but no, you just had to come rushing over, didn’t you?” 
 
    Lemon stuck her tongue out at her fiancé, “Forgive me for worrying.” 
 
    “Forgiven.” Both men said at the same time and then looked at each other and grinned. 
 
    Lemon laughed, “Good. Okay then, well, Shane this is Trent Thorne, my brother from another mother and my bestie by choice.” 
 
    “Nice to finally meet you.” Trent nodded his greeting since they were too far apart to shake hands. 
 
    “And Trent this is my fiancé Shane Lowry, love of my life, member of the Fate Sherriff’s Department, fantastic father to three beautiful girls and as you know, a little bit kinky in all the best ways.” 
 
    “Lemon!” Shane groaned, his head tilting back until he stared at the ceiling of the trailer, as if he was praying to God for the strength not to spank her right then and there. 
 
    Yeah, Trent knew they were a little kinky already. Lemon told him everything. That was what best friends did. Besides, if anything, he was a little jealous. He’d always wanted a kinky bastard to call his own even if he’d prefer to be the one doling out swats rather than getting them. 
 
    Trent’s eyes instantly veered back out the window and God help him too but as if on cue, the door of the other trailer opened and Lance stepped out. His breath caught. Damn. He’d only thought the man was gorgeous last night. In the bright light of morning, the sun seemed to spark off his dark features and tan skin. So much tan skin, Trent swallowed hard. Lance wasn’t wearing a shirt. Only a pair of gray sweatpants. Sweatpants that he was certain if he looked long and hard enough at that he could see the outline of that big, thick cock that made his mouth water. 
 
    “What? What’d I say?” Lemon giggled uncontrollably. 
 
    “You know exactly what you said.” Shane growled and tugged his fiancé into his arms, “And that’s one.” 
 
    “I thought one was when I said…” 
 
    “You’re right.” Shane cut her off with a quick kiss on the lips, “You’re at two and since you seem determined to get to three before we even have breakfast, I’m going to get some fresh air and let you catch up with your friend.” 
 
    “But babe…” 
 
    “Hey, look. There’s Nichols and I need to talk to him, remember?” Shane raised a hand and waved out the still open trailer door, “You two catch up and then we’ll head into town and I’ll get to know your friend better, okay?” 
 
    Lemon pouted comically but Shane must have thought it was adorable because he grinned and gave her another kiss. This one was longer, lingering, and Trent looked away. Not just to give them privacy but because he could feel Lance’s dark eyes on him through the distance and the window. 
 
    He met the questioning gaze and smiled softly. Lance’s brows drew together and his lips thinned in response. Trent’s smile instantly fell. That was so not the reaction he was hoping for. Lance turned away, going to his truck and opening the door, rattling around as if he was looking for something. 
 
    “Give him his coffee before it gets cold. He looks like he could use it.”  
 
    Trent turned back in time to see the grinning cop retreating down the steps again. He shut the door behind him but it didn’t matter. Trent could still see Shane out the window as he approached Lance. Could still hear him say hey and then start up a conversation with the man that wouldn’t meet Trent’s eyes. 
 
    “So…” Lemon’s voice pulled his attention back inside the trailer, “You’re really going to stay a little while longer in Fate?” 
 
    “Yeah, I guess.” He shrugged, taking the coffee cup she offered. 
 
    “I mean, I love Fate and I’m happy you’re here, don’t get me wrong, but can I ask why the change of heart? You didn’t seem too excited about the prospect of hiding out here when we talked last night. I expected you to be up and gone before I even got here this morning to be honest.” 
 
    Trent shrugged again, avoiding her assessing gaze, “Fate’s as good a place to hide as any I figure.” 
 
    “Plus, I’m here.” Lemon grinned. 
 
    He chuckled, “Yeah, you’re here…” His eyes drifted back out the window, “And I can’t deny Fate has its attractions.” 
 
    The trailer went silent and he cringed the second he realized what he’d said. That it was obvious what and who he was talking about. Particularly considering he could barely focus since Lance had walked outside half-naked. 
 
    “Ohhhh, Trent.” Lemon’s lilting sigh had him turning back to his best friend, “Honey, you really do have the worst taste in men, you know it?” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “The man you’re all but salivating over is straight as an arrow and an asshole to boot. Which, I mean, I guess you have a type but…” She shook her head, “I wouldn’t recommend going down that path again. If Heath outed you then Nichols is likely to break your pretty face the second you come onto him.” 
 
    Trent’s entire world flipped upside down for the second time in as many days. Straight as an arrow. Asshole to boot. His type. That lead ball of dread rolled through him again and a cold chill slid up his spine. 
 
    “Lance is straight?” The words felt thick, heavy and all wrong on his tongue. 
 
    “Lance?” Lemon’s head tilted again, “How’d you know his name is Lance?” 
 
    Trent blinked, his mind racing. Shit. Shit. Shit. Super smart blond. He’d slipped and she’d caught it. Now she was looking at him as if she was about to dissect him. 
 
    He shrugged easily, “Because you said it.” 
 
    “Did I?” She glanced from him out the window and back again. “I thought I called him by his last name. It’s a terrible habit I’ve picked up from Shane. I catch myself doing it with all the guys down at the station.” Trent shrugged when she eyed him again and luckily Lemon let it go, “Maybe I did call him Lance.” 
 
    “You definitely did.” Trent lied. 
 
    “Well, call him what you want, Lance Nichols is a straight douchebag and you’d do well to steer clear of him while you’re here, okay?” 
 
    Trent’s mind was still whirling. She kept calling Lance names. Horrible names. She said he was an asshole. A douchebag. Homophobic enough to beat Trent up if he came onto him. But none of those things fit the man he’d met last night. The kind, considerate gay man that had held his face and told him he was safe and then begged for Trent to let him touch him when they were in bed together. 
 
    That awful feeling of dread crawled up the back of his neck and wrapped around his throat. Made it hard to breathe. Made that pain in his chest ache as his oxygen deprived brain supplied the answer he didn’t want to hear. The one he’d been trying to deny and avoid facing since the moment Lance pulled away from him this morning and told him to go. Told him that he didn’t want Lemon finding Trent at his place. And another pinprick of something he’d missed last night hit him with the truth of the situation. 
 
    Trent should have put it together before now. It was so obvious. So obvious because it was what they’d had in common that had brought them together. 
 
    Lance wasn’t straight. He was gay. But he was hiding. He was still in the closet. 
 
    Trent wanted to curse. He wanted to kick something. Throw something. He wanted to rush outside and demand that Lance explain himself. Out himself. But he shut those thoughts down before they could get anywhere near the surface. 
 
    He had no right. None at all. After what he’d gone through, what he was still going through, there was no way in hell he’d out Lance. Not now. Not ever. Whatever reason the man had for hiding who he was, Trent had to respect it. He had to understand it. Because if he couldn’t, who would? He’d had his own reasons and he’d still be hiding if it weren’t for Heath. 
 
    He couldn’t do that to Lance. 
 
    He swallowed down the rush of emotions as quickly as they’d bubbled up. He shut down the hurt and the ache that came with the realization that he couldn’t tell anyone what he and Lance had done last night. He couldn’t tell Lemon about the feelings he was already developing for someone that was a complete stranger to him. He couldn’t even be sure that what he was feeling was real, not when faced with this new information. So he swallowed it all down and forced his mask of easy-going charm back onto his face. 
 
    He grinned at Lemon, “Well, damn. Now that’s just a waste of a perfectly good set of sweatpants.” 
 
    She giggled, “I won’t judge you for looking. He’s hot. I’ll give you that.” 
 
    “He’s gorgeous.” Trent corrected with a sad sigh. 
 
    “You want to meet him? Trust me, when you do you’ll lose the fascination. He’s a dick.” 
 
    “Well, I mean he seems to have a nice one...” 
 
    “Eww!” Lemon smacked him on the arm and then tugged him back towards the table at the front of the trailer, “No. Just… no. Trust me, even if he was into guys, Lance Nichols is not the kind of guy you should waste even a minute of your time on.” 
 
    “You act like he’s the antichrist or something and yet, your fiancé is out there yacking it up with him.” Trent pointed out, more curious than he should be. 
 
    “Shane and Lance work together. They’re just doing their manly bullshitting while we gossip.” 
 
    “What’d he do? Murder the school mascot or something? He can’t be that bad.” Trent felt his defenses rise, wanting to protect the man he’d spent the night with even if it was completely illogical. 
 
    “He’s a manwhore.” Lemon rolled her eyes, “He’s slept with like 75% of the female population of Fate. He’s a cheater and a liar and a snake. At least, that’s the story people like to tell. He mostly keeps to himself these days from what I’ve seen. Shane says the guys at the station talk like Lance thinks he’s better than everyone else, too good to grab a beer at the Roadhouse with the boys in blue, or khaki as the case may be.” 
 
    “Hmm…” Trent let Lemon’s words sink in and that ache in his chest only grew worse. 
 
    Because he recognized the description she’d just given, even if she didn’t. Lemon could just have easily have been talking about him. Just a few days ago, half of Nashville had probably been whispering something pretty damn similar about him actually. 
 
    Commenting on how Trent ran through women like they were hand towels until one day he just up and stopped being see with anyone. Talking about how in those last few months, he’d basically holed up inside his house with nobody for company but Heath as he tried to work up the courage to be who he was openly. Trent was certain more than a few people had probably said he wasn’t at their parties or dinners because he thought he was too good for them. 
 
    Damn. He and Lance had more in common than he’d realized. Only Trent wasn’t hiding anymore. He was out. Not by choice but he was out. And if Trent did stay in Fate, if anyone saw them together, Lance would get outted by his sheer vicinity to the new gay guy in town. Double damn. 
 
    Trent leaned on the table and took a long drink of his coffee. Maybe staying wasn’t such a good idea. It could only hurt Lance. Hell, considering he’d spent one night with the guy and already his chest ached and his emotions were a mess, Trent thought if he stayed he’d probably end up hurt too. 
 
    Because no matter how much he and Lance had in common, they weren’t on the same page. They weren’t at the same point in their lives. Trent didn’t want to go back in the closet. And he doubted Lance was ready to come storming out of it. 
 
    “Trent?” 
 
    “Hmm?” He glanced up from his coffee to find Lemon watching him with that sharp blue gaze. 
 
    “You okay? You spaced out on me there for a minute?” 
 
    “Sorry. Yeah. I just… still trying to wrap my head around everything I guess.” 
 
    “About Lance being an asshole?” She blinked at him confusedly. 
 
    “What? No.” He shook off the question and didn’t even have to lie because no, he didn’t need to wrap his head around that. He knew it wasn’t true. It couldn’t be. Lance was kind, sweet even. He was just hiding and a little lost probably. “No, I… I just didn’t expect to find myself sitting in a trailer in Fate, Texas with any intention of staying until this morning.” 
 
    Lemon reached out and took his hand, linking their fingers together and giving him a reassuring squeeze, “What changed?” 
 
    “I don’t know.” 
 
    “A good night’s sleep maybe?” She smiled softly and he couldn’t help but smile back. 
 
    “Yeah. Maybe.” 
 
    Because he had slept well. Better than he had in ages. He’d slept the whole night through, no nightmares or cold sweats. He’d been warm and content and happy. He’d slept on a lumpy mattress under sheets that had seen better days and it had been the best sleep of his life. Because he’d had Lance tucked against him and he’d gotten to wake up to that gorgeous face and smirking smile. 
 
    And that was what had changed his mind. Even if he couldn’t tell Lemon. Even if it complicated the hell out of his already complicated life.  
 
    He’d decided to stay in Fate because he wanted to wake up next to Lance Nichols again. He just hoped that Lance still wanted him to stay. And he really hoped that trusting his feelings for a man that was practically a stranger wasn’t going to end up being the second biggest mistake of his life. 
 
    Apparently, the Trent Thorne persona hadn’t been a complete lie after all. He might not be a lady’s man but here he was mooning over a guy and wanting more than just one night. Turns out, Trent Thorne really was a hopeless romantic.


 
   
  
 

 Chapter Seven 
 
      
 
    What in the hell had he been thinking? Lance nearly jerked the handle off the door of his truck. He was an idiot. An idiot for not kicking Trent out of his trailer last night as soon as he saw him. An idiot for letting, no begging, for Trent to touch him, to make him come, to stay the night. A total fucking idiot for saying he wanted to see Trent again when the truth was, it didn’t matter what he wanted. 
 
    He couldn’t see Trent again. Couldn’t be seen with him. He couldn’t… He just… couldn’t.  
 
    The panic that had ripped through him when Trent said Lemon was on her way… Jesus, he couldn’t remember ever being so scared in his life. Terrified. Frozen in fear. Because all of his, just go with it, don’t think about it, forget about the consequences bullshit hit him right in the face with just how huge the consequences would be if someone found them together. 
 
    Lance shook off the ache that sprouted in his chest. It should have been the thought of all he’d lose if they were caught. If he was outed. His family would be appalled. His friends would distance themselves from him. All the women that hated and despised him would…well, they’d keep on keeping on but now they’d have the truth they always said he never gave them. But it wasn’t the thought of losing the life he’d built on a foundation of lies that made him ache. 
 
    It was the thought of never seeing Trent again. He was so fucking stupid. So. Fucking. Stupid. 
 
    Case in point, he’d lost his cell phone. He’d come outside half-dressed not even thinking. He hadn’t expected to come face to face with his boss but he should have. Because where Lemon went, Shane followed these days. Or rather, the possessive bastard cleared a path for her. And not even the sight of Shane standing in the doorway of the other trailer could keep his eyes from immediately finding Trent’s through the window. He’d felt the connection between them flare. Sizzle. And he’d had to force himself to look away. To break the connection that shouldn’t exist. Couldn’t exist. 
 
    Lance cursed the universe, fate, and himself as he dug through his truck, looking for the missing cell phone. Normally he wouldn’t have given two shits about the location of his phone. Especially if he wasn’t working. But he’d promised his little sister, Lulu, that he’d take her shooting on his day off and after the morning he’d had so far, he thought putting some holes in a target was a damn good idea. It might help take the edge off. 
 
    “Hey, Nichols. What’s up?” 
 
    His entire body tensed at the sound of Shane’s voice behind him and he glanced over his shoulder to confirm that, yep, his boss was standing just on the other side of the door now. Lance took a deep breath, let it out, and tried not to grit his teeth. The last thing he wanted to do was make small talk, even if he liked the guy.  
 
    Shane Lowry was a straight shooter. He didn’t bullshit or pretend to be anything he wasn’t. He was a great cop, a good man and a fantastic father from what Lance had seen. In a lot of ways, he looked up to Shane. He’d been a mentor when Lance joined the force and he’d always treated Lance the same way he treated all the other guys at the station.  
 
    He didn’t give him shit for never going to happy hour or make snide comments about the notches on Lance’s bedpost. Shane never asked the kind of questions that Lance didn’t want to answer and that above all made him force a smile and ungrit his teeth to greet the guy. 
 
    “Hey Lowry.” He tipped his chin, “Lost my damn phone. What are you doing around these parts?” 
 
    Shane leaned against the side of the truck, “You looked between the seat and the console? That’s where mine always falls.” 
 
    Lance had just been about to shove his hand down there so he leaned over and skimmed his fingers through the seam. At first he thought he was going to come up empty but then the very tip of his finger brushed something. He snorted as he wedged himself deeper into the truck and managed to get a grip on the thing, pulling it out with a grunt. 
 
    “Nice.” He nodded to Shane as he dusted it off, “Thanks.” 
 
    “No problem.” 
 
    “So…” Lance shut the door of the truck so they were face-to-face, nothing between them, and asked his question again. The one that Shane had ignored. The one Lance already knew the answer to, but shouldn’t. He played dumb, like the idiot he was, “What brings you out here on your day off?” 
 
    Shane’s eyes darted back to the trailer as he scratched his head, “Your new neighbor.” 
 
    “New neighbor?” 
 
    “You didn’t notice someone was staying fifty feet from your door?” 
 
    Lance shrugged. What was he supposed to say? No, he hadn’t, but he had noticed someone in his bed. Had invited him to stay. Had come all over the both of them while they tangled their tongues and… Shit, if he wasn’t careful those memories were going to make this conversation really awkward. It wasn’t as if his sweatpants would hide the semi already growing at just the thought of Trent. 
 
    “Lemon has a friend in town from Nashville and he’s gonna be staying at Seth’s place for a while.” 
 
    Lance ignored the way his pulse jumped, “A while?” 
 
    “Sounds like it.” Shane rubbed his chin, “He’s looking to lay low and Fate’s a good place to do that. I was uh… I was kinda hoping you might keep an eye on him for me while he’s here. Make sure he doesn’t get into any trouble, that nobody bothers him.” 
 
    Lance didn’t like the idea of anyone bothering Trent. Not one bit. So he started to jump at the chance. Then he remembered that he wasn’t supposed to be the kind of guy that played nice. He was supposed to be a smartass so he sneered instead. 
 
    “You want me to play bodyguard for one of Lemon’s fancy friends? Am I getting overtime for this new job?” 
 
    Shane snorted, “More like babysitter and no. You’re not. Just call it a favor to a friend.” 
 
    Lance swallowed hard when his heart picked up the pace again. A reason to look in on Trent. To see him again. Because he really was staying. At least for a while. But that would only make things harder. Literally. His dick was already plumping up at the idea of spending more time with Trent Thorne.  
 
    “Who’s this friend?” 
 
    “Me, jackass.” Shane pushed off the hood of the car. 
 
    Lance rolled his eyes, “Not who am I doing the favor for. Who’s Lemon’s friend?” 
 
    Shane shuffled his feet, suddenly looking uncomfortable. Lance bit the inside of his cheek to hide a smile. He knew well enough to know Shane was trying to figure out the best way to tell him the guy he’d just asked him to look after was none other than Trent Thorne, the country music superstar that had just been outted as gay. The same man Lance could still smell on his skin. It wasn’t funny. Not really. So he bit off the slice of inappropriate humor and cleared his throat. 
 
    “It’s him, isn’t it?” 
 
    Shane winced, answer enough. 
 
    “The one they’re talking about all over the radio?” 
 
    “Yeah.” Shane finally met his eyes again, “Trent. His name is Trent.” 
 
    “Trent Thorne?” Lance couldn’t help but raise a skeptical eyebrow, “The same guy that got handsy with Lemon a while back? The one you said you’d gut if you ever saw him in person? And you’re asking me to look after him instead?” 
 
    “Oh, fuck off Nichols.”  
 
    Lance snorted when Shane laughed, “Just making sure we’re on the same page.” 
 
    “Yes. Okay? He’s Lemon’s friend and he’s having a rough time right now so I’m cutting him a break.” 
 
    “Because the rumors are true?” 
 
    “No. I mean, yes. I mean… Yes, the rumors are true. No, that’s not why I’m cutting him a break. He’s a good guy from what Lemon tells me and as much as I hate what he did, I don’t hate him. He was scared and he reacted. It’s over and done. They’re friends which means he’s my friend and since you’re my friend too I’m asking you to keep an eye on him while he’s here.” 
 
    Lance grinned, “Aww, you’re gonna make me tear up, Lowry. We’re friends? Should we braid each other’s hair and make bracelets too?” 
 
    Shane flipped him off good-naturedly. Lance laughed. Damn, it felt good to know that Shane considered him a friend. Felt even better to simply joke around with the guy. He didn’t have many close friends these days. Any close friends really. He was too scared of being found out to let anyone get too close. But Shane was his friend so even if he wasn’t lusting after the guy in that trailer he would have said yes. 
 
    “Sure, no problem. I’ll keep an eye on him.” Lance lied, because the truth was he hadn’t been able to take both eyes off Trent from the moment they met. He doubted that was going to change. Even if he needed it to so that nobody guessed his secret. 
 
    “Thanks man.” Shane offered a hand and Lance shook it to seal the deal. 
 
    He was officially Trent’s babysitter. Weird. And how the hell had he gotten himself into this situation? Oh yeah, he’d come outside looking for his phone. No, that wasn’t right. He was in this situation because he’d gotten a taste of Trent Thorne and he wanted more, any way he could get it.  
 
    Because he was a fucking idiot. 
 
    He rubbed his chest, which was aching again, “You uh… you don’t actually think he’s gonna get in trouble do you?” 
 
    “Nah. Like I said. He’s gonna lay low.” Shane shook his head, “We’re going to take him and show him around town today too. Let the locals get a look, get their fill of the gossip, and they should leave him be.” 
 
    Lance smirked and nodded his understanding. It was a good plan. Smart. Show the town the superstar, let him charm their socks off, and they’d start to think of him as one of their own. They’d protect him from the outsiders. And anyone in town that would’ve thought about giving him a hard time for being gay, well seeing him with Shane would shut that down too. Nobody in Fate was dumb enough to mess with the FSD boys because if you took on one, you got them all. 
 
    “Good call.” 
 
    “Hope so.” 
 
    “He’ll be fine.” 
 
    Shane blew out a rough breath, “Well, come on then and I’ll introduce you.” 
 
    Lance instantly balked, “What?” 
 
    “I’ll introduce you.” Shane eyed him as if he were an idiot, which he’d already conceded he was. 
 
    He couldn’t go walking up to Trent and hold out his hand to shake and pretend he didn’t still have the taste of him on his lips. He wouldn’t be able to play it off as nothing and there were spectators. Lemon and Shane would be watching their interaction. Besides, he wasn’t even dressed yet. 
 
    “I uh… no need. I’ll catch him later.” 
 
    Shane shook his head, “Stop being weird and come say hello.” 
 
    “Nah, I…” 
 
    “Jesus Nichols, you got a crush on the superstar or something?” 
 
    He barked a laugh that felt loud. Too loud. Too fake. And slightly manic. Because yes, of course he had a crush. He’d had a crush for years. One of those silly, ridiculous celebrity crushes that nothing could ever come of because it was safe. He was never supposed to have met the guy let alone crawled into his lap and sucked on his tongue. 
 
    And there his dick went again, twitching with memories. 
 
    “I’m… I should go put a shirt on at least. Give me a minute.” 
 
    “What?” Shane rolled his eyes, “Fuck. Nichols, don’t be an asshole. He’s not going to jump you because he’s gay and you’re shirtless. You’re not that fucking irresistible.” 
 
    Lance tried not to wince at the words. That wasn’t what he’d meant. Hell, he’d been more worried he might jump Trent than the other way around. But Shane thought he was a bastard, just like everyone else in this town, so of course he thought Lance was homophobic enough to want to put on clothes before meeting the gay guy. 
 
    “It’s not that I…” 
 
    “Sure. Just try to be less of a dick when you meet the guy, okay? Don’t make him uncomfortable.” 
 
    Lance snorted, “What about me being uncomfortable?” 
 
    “Yeah I could give two shits about that.” Shane grinned at him good-naturedly before turning back to the trailer and raising his voice, “Hey! Lem! Come out here would you?” 
 
    He cringed at the request. This was happening. It was really happening and there was no escape. He was half-dressed in a pair of sweatpants that wouldn’t camouflage his reactions at all and he was about to come face to face with the star of his fantasies. The same man that had blown all those fantasies out of the water last night when he read Lance’s mind and gave him exactly what he wanted. Needed. What he’d always craved. And made him want more. 
 
    “What? We’re talking!” Lemon’s voice rang back with slight irritation. 
 
    “You can talk later. Come outside. I want to introduce Trent to his new neighbor.” Shane growled back. 
 
    There was a long moment of silence and Lance caught himself holding his breath. Trent knew Shane meant him. There was nobody else but the four of them for a good half-mile in every direction. What would Trent do? Come outside and pretend he didn’t already know him? Intimately? Or come outside and out him? Lance swallowed past the sudden lump in his throat. 
 
    “Trent said he hasn’t even had a shower yet. He’ll meet Nichols later.” Lemon chirped, her head popping out the open door of the trailer. 
 
    Shane rolled his eyes at Lance, “What is with you two? It’s not the MTV Music Awards. Just get over here and say hello so we can all go about our day.” 
 
    With no escape route in sight, Lance slowly followed Shane back towards the trailer. His heart was racing in his chest, pounding out a beat so hard and fast he thought it might explode. It would be karma if Trent outed him now. For all he’d done and all the people he’d hurt with his lie, Lance deserved this and had known it would come sooner or later.  
 
    But even as his head spun and his heart walloped, somewhere deep down, deep in his soul, he knew that Trent wouldn’t out him. Not here and not now. Not like this. Not after what he’d just gone through and not after what they’d shared last night. 
 
    A big figure loomed in the doorway of the trailer before heavy steps brought Trent out into the light. Their eyes connected again and that spark of electricity snapped between them. Lance’s entire body shuddered with awareness as the other man stepped down so they were on the same footing. Those beautiful blue eyes were wary but the fire was still there, Lance could see it, and he knew, he just knew, that he wasn’t the only one that felt it. 
 
    Whatever had happened between them last night, it had been crazy. Spontaneous. Out of control. It had burned bright and fast but it hadn’t burned out. He still wanted Trent and Trent still wanted him. There was something here, between them, if only Lance had the balls to figure out what it was. 
 
    Instead he dropped his gaze. Because he wasn’t strong enough to find out. He couldn’t. Whatever attraction there was between them, it wasn’t worth losing his entire life over. 
 
    “Hey.” 
 
    Lance swallowed hard… was it? 
 
    That deep, velvet voice rolled over his senses and Lance fought another shiver of desire. Memories of that voice, husky with need, made him bite his lip to keep back a moan. God that voice, it was sex and sin and he wanted to hear it whispering against his ear again, telling him what to do. 
 
    He forced his eyes back up, “Hey.” 
 
    Trent’s blue eyes twinkled with amusement and Lance tried not to fidget. The other man knew he was nervous and he was grinning now. That wide, sparkling white-toothed grin that could’ve sold toothpaste. Somehow, someway, it made Lance want to grin right back at him, as if they had a secret that nobody else was in on… which he supposed they kind of did. 
 
    “Well, that was poetic. Really.” Shane snorted, bringing them back to reality, “But let’s try it again, huh? Lance, this is Trent Thorne. You know who he is and why he’s here. Play nice.” 
 
    Lance’s smile dimmed and he glared at his supposed friend, “I’m always nice.” 
 
    “Uh huh.” Shane ignored him, “Trent, this is Deputy Lance Nichols. He works with me at the FSD. I’ve asked him to keep an eye on things around here while you’re in town, make sure nobody’s loitering around or giving you any trouble. You need anything, anything at all and you can’t reach me or Lemon, you go to him. Got me?” 
 
    Trent’s lips twitched, “Sir yes sir.” 
 
    Shane snorted, “Watch it.” 
 
    Lemon giggled from her perch in the doorway of the trailer, “Trent I told you, only I can get away with that.” 
 
    Lance ignored the innuendo. Hell, he all but ignored everyone and everything. Except Trent. Those blue eyes had captured him in their gaze again and he couldn’t look away. The magnetic force he felt being anywhere near Trent took hold and his feet moved him forward before he could convince them not to. 
 
    “I uh… it’s nice to meet you?” He offered his hand awkwardly. 
 
    Jesus, what was wrong with him? He wasn’t this guy. Nervous and shy and embarrassingly tongue tied. He was tough. Detached. Cynical. He was a smartass, a bastard. But his mask completely fell away in the presence of this man. 
 
    “Nice to meet you too, Deputy Nichols.” Trent took his hand and sparks all but flared where they touched. 
 
    “It’s uh… It’s just Lance.” 
 
    “Lance.” Trent said his name and it rolled off his tongue like a prayer and a curse all at the same time, “Thank you.” 
 
    His brows furrowed slightly, “For what?” 
 
    “Your service.” Trent’s grin widened again and Lance pulled his hand away with a scowl. 
 
    He was getting a kick out of this. Trent knew he was uncomfortable. Knew he was on edge. And he was playing with him. Lance wanted to punch him. Or kiss him. Or both. One right after the other. His suddenly very vivid imagination supplied him with an image of punching Trent in the teeth and then using his tongue to lick up the blood as apology. 
 
    Fuck he was so screwed. His dick was hard. He was half-naked. And his boss was standing three feet away. 
 
    Lance stepped back purposefully, putting distance between himself and Trent, “Oh, yeah, no problem. You uh, just let me know if you need anything. It was nice meeting you.” 
 
    “You too.” Trent let him go with nothing but that broad smile. “I’ll be seeing you.” 
 
    “Yeah. Sure.” Lance nearly tripped over his own feet and shot a look at Shane, “I’ve got some stuff to do today but I’ll check on him later.” He glanced back at Trent one last time, “Nice to meet you, again.” 
 
    He all but leaped up the steps into his trailer and slammed the door behind him. His heart was tapdancing with panic. His hands were sweaty and his knees felt weak. He was on the verge of a panic attack and he couldn’t quite see straight, his vision blurring with the image of Trent grinning at him. 
 
    He’d needed to get away but he knew that exit would only make the others ask more questions. Shane would want to know what his problem was. He’d been rude running off like that. His only saving grace was that rude was the expected status quo with him these days. Shane wouldn’t read too much into it and even if he did, he’d be wrong about his conclusions. 
 
    Lance swallowed hard, forcing air in and out of his lungs. He was gay. Tucked so far into the closet coming out seemed impossible. And the one man that knew his secret, that made him want and need more, that was his every dream come to life, was staying next door. Maybe even because he’d asked him to. Lance closed his eyes and cursed. 
 
    He was so fucking screwed.


 
   
  
 

 Chapter Eight 
 
      
 
    Lance took a long swig from his bottle of beer and eyed the empty trailer across the driveway. It had been a long day.  Not just because of the early wake up on his day off or the awkward situation this morning either.  
 
    He’d taken Lulu shooting, as promised, and listened to his little sister complain about her best friend Derek for hours. It didn’t take a rocket scientist to figure out Lulu was in love with Derek but since she refused to do a thing about it or even tell the guy, Lance had long since lost patience with her complaining. He’d finally snapped at her and she’d gone rushing off in a hissy fit, leaving him alone with his own demons and the knowledge he’d have to apologize for taking his foul mood out on her. 
 
    Hell, who was he to tell Lulu she was wasting her time? That she should tell Derek how she felt? Tell him the truth and see how it played out? At least she’d know once and for all and be able to move on… But what did he know about any of that? He certainly hadn’t lived his life that way. He was in his thirties and he was still lying, still hiding. He hadn’t told anyone his truth, not even Lulu, and he wasn’t living, not really.  
 
    He took another long sip of his beer and nudged at the steaks on his grill with a fork. He eyed the empty trailer again, wondering where Trent was and what he was doing. Just like he had for the last ten hours. 
 
    Trent wasn’t here. He’d left with Lemon and Shane and he hadn’t come back. Not yet. The little voice in the back of his head argued that he’d probably left town for good after the shit Lance pulled this morning but reasonably he knew that wasn’t true. The rental car was still parked on the street and he’d hated the rush of relief he felt when he got home from the shooting range to see it still parked there. 
 
    He had no right to feel relieved that Trent had stayed. Not after his bullshit this morning. All but throwing Trent out, telling him he didn’t want anyone to know he’d been there, pretending not to know him. Pretty much everything he’d said and done should have sent Trent running because it was glaringly obvious in the light of day what he’d left out in the dark of night.  
 
    He’d told Trent he was gay. He’d said he was like him. But what he hadn’t said was that he was hiding too. That he was still hiding. That he was in the closet and he had no intention of coming out, not now not ever. 
 
    And why did that one omission feel more like a lie than anything had in years? Why did he hate the idea of lying to Trent? Of losing Trent? When he didn’t even know the guy? Was he just that damn lonely that one orgasm and some cuddling could make him this needy? 
 
    Headlights cut through the twilight and his heart thumped in his chest. This part of the trailer park was nearly empty. Either someone was lost or... Shane's truck slid to a stop on the street and Lance quit breathing as the back door opened and Trent stepped out. 
 
    God he looked good enough to eat. His longish hair pushed back off his forehead, glinting gold and brown and bronze in the sunset light. Those blue eyes glittering and that wide, white smile making him glow. He’d changed into a simply navy t-shirt and jeans and both hugged his big, muscular body as if they’d been custom made. Hell, maybe they had. The clothes showed off his long legs, thin hips, wide shoulders and bulging biceps.  
 
    And yes, the answer was yes, apparently one orgasm and a good nights sleep in those muscular arms could in fact turn Lance’s world upside down. Because he wanted to rush towards Trent. He wanted to kiss him, wanted the right to kiss him wherever and whenever he wanted. 
 
    Instead, he stood stock still as Trent said his goodbyes to Shane and Lemon. He waved as his friend gave a friendly honk. And then he watched as the happy couple pulled away from the curb, swinging a U-turn and heading the other direction, disappearing into the night and leaving Trent standing on the curb. 
 
    Slowly the other man turned and their eyes met across the distance. The smile he’d been wearing when he stepped out of the truck faded and a pain like Lance had never known ripped through his chest. No. No. That was all wrong. He wanted to be the one making Trent smile, not frown. 
 
    “Hey.”  
 
    Trent headed up the short driveway, hands shoved into the pockets of his jeans and shoulders up tight, “Hey.” 
 
    Lance winced when he didn’t say more. Wouldn’t even look at him. Trent trudged towards the other trailer without looking back at him and that sharp sting turned into a dull ache in his chest. Trent wasn’t going to say a word, wasn’t going to yell at him or tell him he was an asshole. He was just going to ignore him and that seemed so much worse. 
 
    He watched, helplessly, as Trent opened the door of the other trailer. His back was to him now. Walking away from him, which he deserved, but if he was never going to speak to him again, Lance couldn’t leave it at that. 
 
    “I’m sorry.” 
 
    Trent paused, his hand still on the door, one foot on the step, and tilted his head to look over his shoulder, “What?” 
 
    “I’m sorry.” Lance repeated, his throat feeling raw. 
 
    Trent released his grip on the door and stepped back down onto the ground, he turned to face him slowly, “You’re sorry? For what?” 
 
    “Not telling you. I should have told you before… well, before anything happened. I should have told you I’m not out.” 
 
    He held his breath, waiting for something that never came. Trent simply sighed heavily and shut the door to the other trailer behind him. He moved closer instead of further away, which Lance wanted to take as a good sign but couldn’t bring himself to. Not when Trent still wasn’t meeting his eyes. 
 
    “It’s okay.” He finally shrugged. 
 
    “No. It’s not. I’m sorry.” 
 
    “Look.” Trent finally glanced up, “It’s not exactly like I asked any questions last night before hauling you into my lap.” 
 
    Lance felt heat sizzle through him at the memory and hoped he wasn’t blushing, “It’s not like I objected.” 
 
    Trent’s eyes glittered in the soft light and a flicker of a smile touched his lips, “No. You didn’t.” 
 
    “I should have told you though so… I’m sorry.” 
 
    “It’s okay.” Trent shrugged again, “I get it, maybe better than anyone else ever could. It’s a small town. People talk. You have your reasons and they’re just as valid as mine were. I’m not going to judge you for not being out. That’d be pretty damn hypocritical of me. But I am out now, by choice or not, so I just figured… you don’t need me hanging around you, making it harder to keep your secret so… I’ll keep my distance.” 
 
    Lance had to take a moment to suck in a breath because… damn. Trent had just hit him right in the gut. He didn’t hate him. He didn’t judge him. He’d been ignoring him because he thought it was the right thing to do, the only thing to do and what Lance would want. But the words clawing up his throat completely contradicted what he knew he should say, what he knew he should want and for once, he didn’t hold the truth back. 
 
    “That’s not what I want.” 
 
    Trent’s head tilted slightly, surprise painting is handsome face, “What isn’t?” 
 
    “You… keeping your distance? That’s not what I want.” 
 
    A heavy sigh filled the air and Trent moved a little closer, “What do you want, Lance?” 
 
    “I…” This time the words got stuck in his throat and he couldn’t force them out no matter how hard he tried. Self-preservation and years of experience told him it was impossible. He couldn’t say it. Shouldn’t say it.  
 
    He couldn’t tell this gorgeous man that he wanted him, that he wanted to spend time with him, wanted to kiss him and touch him, wanted him in his bed and in his life. The words wouldn’t come and he made a noise that didn’t sound human, an embarrassing noise of defeat. He grit his teeth and hung his head, knowing he didn’t deserve any of that. Not when he couldn’t promise anything in return, didn’t have anything to give. Couldn’t even say the damn words. 
 
    “Hey.” That deep, rich voice was soft and close, so damn close that the touch that came a second later didn’t even surprise him. It did send a shudder of awareness through him and he fought a whimper. Trent lifted his chin with one hand and pinned his gaze as soon as it met his own. “How about you just tell me the truth? One truth for right now? Something simple and easy and we’ll go from there?” 
 
    The out was more than he could have asked for. The second chance more than he deserved. Lance scoured his brain for something he could admit, without giving away too much, and he finally found the simplest of his desires. The one that was blatantly obvious even if he hadn’t intended it that way. 
 
    “I want to have dinner with you.” 
 
    Trent’s lips quirked and his eyes moved to the grill. Two steaks. Lance was grilling two steaks. Not one. As if he’d hoped for this moment even unconsciously. 
 
    “I’d love to have dinner with you.” Trent’s thumb brushed his lower lip and Lance sucked in a breath of awareness tinted with man and musk, cologne and soap, “But I want something in return.” 
 
    “O-Okay.” 
 
    “One kiss.” 
 
    Lance’s breath stuttered out and his heart kicked in his chest. His knee-jerk reaction should have been to pull away, or at least to glance around. They were outside, in the wide open. Anyone that came by could see them. If it was anyone else he’d have said hell no, not here and not now, but this was Trent. And when he spoke again, his voice low and husky, his blue eyes fixated on Lance’s mouth, he knew that he wasn’t going to deny him. 
 
    “I wanted to kiss you this morning, in front of Lemon and Shane. You were wearing those fucking man-magnet sweats and I wanted to kiss you, wanted you so bad I could taste it. I’ve wanted your taste back in mouth since the moment I brushed my teeth. So if we’re gonna eat together, I want to taste you again before I taste your cooking.” 
 
    It was a damn miracle his knees didn’t buckle. A feat of monumental proportions that he didn’t just launch himself across the small space separating them and take the kiss. After that little speech, those flame-igniting words, the last thing Lance wanted was to simply eat with the man. Hell, he wanted to eat him.  
 
    But Trent had asked, nicely, for a kiss. One kiss. He’d been very clear about that. Not a make out session. Not a down and dirty grind and fuck. A kiss. So Lance held himself completely still and simply nodded. 
 
    Trent’s lips twitched again and then his mouth was on Lance’s. Soft and sweet and… Oh God, he groaned as Trent’s taste punched him in the gut. Strawberries and cream. Trent didn’t just kiss him, he tasted him. Licking at his bottom lip, enticing his mouth into opening so he could slide his tongue in. He kept it light and teasing though, small flicks instead of all out possession. And when Lance all but curled into him, he drew back, ending the kiss and meeting his eyes again. 
 
    “Mmm.” Trent leaned back in and brushed their lips together once more, “Been missing that taste all day.” 
 
    Lance shivered and the words fell out of his mouth before he could overthink them, “I missed you.” 
 
    Trent’s lips twitched again and then a full smile graced his handsome face, “Good. I missed you too.” 
 
    “You did?” 
 
    Lance could feel his cheeks heat with embarrassment that the question had slipped out. The words too. All things he shouldn’t have said. They showed his doubts, his inexperience, his complete and utter inability to keep his head and his heart on the same page. Because even if it shouldn’t be, his heart was involved where Trent was concerned. 
 
    He really was a gigantic fucking idiot and he was racing headlong into his first broken heart with no safety net whatsoever. 
 
    “I did. Everywhere we went today, I wished you were there with me, was hoping I’d run into you so I could invite you to join us.” Trent nodded, his eyes warm, “I understand why you couldn’t but now that we’re here, together, just the two of us… let’s have dinner.” 
 
    Lance nodded. That sounded good. Dinner was good. He could cool down a little. They could talk. Get to know each other better. It was win win. Just so long as he didn’t burn the steaks. 
 
    “You know you’ll have to let me go for me to finish grilling?” He smirked when Trent didn’t move away from him. 
 
    “Smartass.” Trent kissed him again, a quick peck on the lips before releasing him. 
 
    Lance moved back to the grill before he gave into the urge to tug Trent back for another kiss and another, “How do you like your steak?” 
 
    “Medium rare but I think you’re verging on well-done at this point so don’t worry about it.” 
 
    “Smartass.” Lance returned the endearment as he flipped the steaks, “You want a beer?” 
 
    “God yes. Please tell me as a true Texan that you have Shiner.” 
 
    “Of course. It’s in the fridge. Grab me one while you’re in there.” He motioned to his trailer and watched as Trent disappeared inside. 
 
    Was it strange how easily he accepted Trent into his space? He was so careful about the people he invited into his home. Careful because there were things nosy neighbors, relatives and coworkers would find if they went digging.  
 
    But there was no reason so be careful with Trent because he already knew Lance’s secret. Knew and hadn’t judged him. Hadn’t pushed him away. Was here, with him, having dinner with him, bringing him a beer and kissing him in the twilight. 
 
    “Mmm. Thanks.” He muttered when Trent slid an arm around him from behind, offering the beer and dragging his lips over Lance’s neck as he did so. 
 
    “Thank you for the beer.” Trent pulled away after another light kiss, “I can’t remember the last time I had Shiner. Damn, I missed good beer.” 
 
    Lance raised an eyebrow, “You can’t get Shiner in Nashville?” 
 
    “I can’t be seen drinking beer that doesn’t come from my sponsors.” Trent rolled his eyes, “Looks bad when I won’t drink their shitty water beer but I’ll deposit their checks into my bank account, ya know?” 
 
    He hummed his agreement even though the very idea of being paid to drink a particular brand of beer was ridiculous to him. That was Trent’s life though. Even the underwear he wore was brand name. Lance knew because he’d seen the billboards just as clearly as he’d seen the briefs Trent was wearing last night. They were the same ones he’d had his hand in and… 
 
    He had to change his line of thinking so he cleared his throat, “What’d you guys do today?” 
 
    “Had a Trent Thorne Gay Pride Parade.” He raised his eyebrows and Trent laughed, “You think I’m joking but I’m not. Lemon paraded me through town like some kind of sideshow. We had breakfast at the diner where she proceeded to tell anyone that would listen about my sob story then we walked all over town so she could introduce me to people in every shop and store. We had lunch at the exact same diner and then spent the afternoon doing pretty much the same thing.” 
 
    Lance fought a shiver. That sounded absolutely godawful. Being marched through town and forced to talk to strangers about his life and his sexuality? That sounded like his version of hell.  
 
    “It wasn’t so bad.” Trent must have seen his face because he shrugged, “I’m used to the stares and the people taking liberties. It was a little weird when people asked me if the rumors were true and I actually got to say yes, but they were all pretty nice about it.” 
 
    “To your face.”  
 
    Trent winced, “Yeah, well, it’s more than I got from some people.” 
 
    Lance plated the steaks and flipped the grill off, contemplating what to say to that. He had so many questions he didn’t know where to start. Or if he was even allowed to ask. This thing between them, getting to know each other, it didn’t necessarily come with a free pass to dig into Trent’s personal life. 
 
    “Why’re you frowning?”  
 
    He rubbed his jaw sheepishly, “Just wondering if you’re sick of people nosing into your personal life.” 
 
    “Lance.” Trent tugged the two chairs at his small patio table closer together and patted one, “Come sit down and have dinner with me and I’ll tell you whatever you want to know.” 
 
    “I don’t want to push.” 
 
    “You’re not pushing. I invited you in. My only rule is that turnabout is fair play. You ask, you better be willing to answer.” 
 
    Lance met his serious blue gaze. How was this not a dream? He had Trent Thorne sitting on his patio, ready to share dinner with him and offering him an all-expenses paid trip into his head. And here Lance was, foolishly hoping that it might mean Trent’s heart was just as involved as his, in whatever this was. 
 
    “Deal.” 
 
    Trent grinned at him, “Then fire away, Deputy. I’m ready and willing to be interrogated if you are.” 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter Nine 
 
      
 
    Lance gifted him with that boyish grin, dimples and all, and it took everything in him for Trent not to simply drag him into his lap again. He wanted to. So bad. But he didn’t. 
 
    He’d been telling the truth earlier. He’d spent all day wishing that he wasn’t playing third wheel to Lemon and Shane. He’d spent all day wishing that it was Lance showing him around the sweet, little, Texas town. Wishing that they lived in a world where nobody would care or even look twice if he held Lance’s hand while they walked down Main Street. 
 
    He’d missed him and how fucked up was that? They’d barely had a conversation. They’d given each other pleasure. And the odds were definitely not in their favor for anything good to come of this… whatever this was. 
 
    But Trent didn’t care. 
 
    He didn’t care that he was out. Didn’t care that Lance wasn’t. Didn’t want to think about how messy and complicated this could get. Definitely wasn’t thinking about what it would mean if he went to bed with Lance again when he’d never slept with the same man twice. Didn’t like that he wanted it to mean so much more than what it probably did. 
 
    The way his heart had leapt at the sound of Lance’s voice calling him back was… more. It had all been more. Everything with Lance was more. 
 
    From the moment he woke up and saw those darkly mysterious eyes and that sexy as sin body, he’d been a goner. From the second Lance responded to him, eyes wide and dilated, breath choppy and needy, he’d known that this guy fit him too perfectly. From that first moan, to the last sigh, to those damn dimples, he’d felt Lance slipping beneath his armor.  
 
    Spending more time with him would only make it more impossible to eventually leave him but for now, Trent was staying and the only thing he wanted was to spend every moment he had with this man. 
 
    This man that was so fucking adorable and sexy all at the same time. Blushing and stammering at one turn and arrogant and charming at the next. Trent needed to know more about him, everything about him, and he fully intended to question him just as Lance obviously had questions for him. 
 
    “Lance?” 
 
    “Hmm?” 
 
    “You want me to get you another beer?” 
 
    Lance bit his bottom lip but shook his head, “No, I’m good if you are.” 
 
    “I’m good.” 
 
    Trent didn’t need any liquid courage. Not with Lance. Something about this man made him want to divulge his every secret. Dangerous. But he liked it, like the feeling, liked Lance. He felt like he was standing on the edge of a cliff and with just the slightest step forward he’d plunge over into the abyss. Besides, if this night went the way he hoped it would, he didn’t want alcohol playing any role in the decisions either of them made. 
 
    He watched as Lance retrieved napkins and silverware, glasses of tea and water. He offered to help but Lance shook him off so he stayed put. He thought the other man might need a few more minutes to get his thoughts straight so he stayed quiet until Lance finally, finally, put the plated food on the table and sat down beside him. 
 
    “This looks good.” 
 
    Lance snorted, his dimples flashing as he shot an amused glance at Trent from beneath his lashes, “No it doesn’t.” 
 
    He chuckled, “It does.” 
 
    “It’s a burned steak, Trent. No sides. No extras. No frills. It’s probably the worst meal you’ve ever had.” 
 
    He almost responded with another joke. He liked Lance’s strange sense of humor. He liked seeing that smirking smile on that handsome face and knowing he’d put it there. But since they were supposed to be talking, getting to know each other, he went the other direction and dropped the most traumatic truth of his life. 
 
    “Definitely not the worst.” He waited until Lance glanced back up at him before adding, “Unless you plan on pointing a gun at me for dessert?” 
 
    Lance’s dark eyes flashed with shock, horror and then sadness. He opened his mouth, closed it again without saying anything and Trent didn’t blame him. There wasn’t much to say to that. 
 
    “Eat.” He picked up his knife, “Eat and I’ll tell you about it.” 
 
    “You don’t have to.” 
 
    Trent gave into the urge and reached out to stroke his fingers over Lance’s stubbled jaw, “I want to. Now, eat.” 
 
    Lance nuzzled into his touch slightly and then pulled away with a blush. Trent grinned. So damn adorable. He loved that one touch made the man melt for him. Because he felt the same damn way. 
 
    “I was seventeen when I came out to my family.” He started once Lance picked up his utensils, “I don’t know what I thought was going to happen. My parents were always very conservative. Old-fashioned. But we were never a very religious family so I guess I thought they’d be shocked and then get over it.” 
 
    The memory made his chest feel tight. It made the fear he’d felt that night rush back to the surface. He noticed his hands were shaking and put his utensils back down. He took a deep breath as he pictured his father’s face turning beet red at the same time his mothers turned pale white. He let it out as he saw his brother’s face, the one that looked so much like his own, simply freeze in shock and horror. 
 
    Trent struggled to push the words out, “They didn’t just accept it. There was a lot of yelling. Mostly from my dad about how he wasn’t going to have a fag for a son. That queers were wrong and he hadn’t raised me wrong. He ordered, demanded, that I take it back.” 
 
    “Take it back?” Lance stared at him with those dark eyes, that spark of anger flaring again, “He pulled a gun on you because you wouldn’t take back the admission you were gay?” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    Lance’s jaw twitched and he dropped his knife onto his plate, “Jesus Trent… that’s… I lost my appetite. That’s... terrible. I’m so sorry that happened to you.” 
 
    “It’s okay.” 
 
    “No. No it’s not. It’s not even remotely okay.” Lance met his eyes again and there was so much hurt there that Trent automatically reached for his hand and their fingers intertwined in a way that made his breath catch, “It’s not okay and I want… Jesus I want to kill that bastard for threatening you, for hurting you.” 
 
    Trent’s heart squeezed, “Baby, you can’t. He’s already dead.” 
 
    Lance blinked, “What?” 
 
    “He died a few years ago. Heart attack. Mom said it was all that hate in his heart. My fault of course.” 
 
    “Fuck.” Lance shook his head, “You don’t… they don’t… even with him gone they don’t accept you?” 
 
    “No. It’s one of the reasons I never came out to anyone else. At least that’s what I tell myself. It wasn’t just for my career. It was to protect my family too.” 
 
    “Why? When they were so awful to you?” 
 
    “Because they’re still my family.” Trent winced at the only reasoning he had, “And I hate disappointing them. Hate that I didn’t turn out how they wanted. Hate that people might assume Trevor is gay too just because we’re twins and I can’t out him.” 
 
    Lance’s eyes widened, “Your twin brother is gay too?” 
 
    “Yes. Closeted but yes.” 
 
    It had taken Trevor a long time to come clean, even to Trent. He would never come out publicly. Ever. Trent knew that and he didn’t judge him, couldn’t. Not when he’d spent so long in the closet himself. Not when Trevor had been witness to Trent’s coming out party and the fallout. 
 
    “And you never outted him? To take the spotlight off you? So you weren’t so… alone?” Lance was looking at him with wonder and confusion now and Trent shook his head. 
 
    “Of course not.” 
 
    Lance chewed his bottom lip again and dropped his gaze to his plate. Their meals sat mostly untouched. Maybe it had been a bad idea to start the heavy talk so early in the evening. He’d ruined both their appetites. Clearly. And definitely the mood. 
 
    “Thank you.” 
 
    Trent frowned at the whispered words, “What?” 
 
    “Thank you.” Lance looked back up at him, “For not saying anything about me, to anyone.” 
 
    “Never. I’d never say a word. Not as long as you don’t want me to.” 
 
    Lance winced and looked away, “So yeah, never then.” 
 
    Trent’s heart squeezed again but this time, with pain. Some part of him wanted to hear that Lance had at least considered coming out at some point. Not for him but for himself. But he swallowed the urge to ask why that was when things were already so deep. 
 
    Instead he tilted Lance’s chin towards him until the other man was forced to meet his gaze, “I’m not going to out you, okay?” 
 
    Lance’s Adam’s apple bobbed, “Okay.” 
 
    Trent rubbed his thumb over Lance’s stubble, “Lance?” 
 
    “Yeah?” 
 
    “I like you.” 
 
    That finally earned him a small smile, some of the tension drained out of Lance’s handsome features and he nuzzled closer into the touch when he whispered, “I like you too.” 
 
    Aww, fuck it. He was too adorable. Too fucking irresistible. 
 
    Trent dragged Lance’s face towards his and took his mouth in a deep, passionate kiss. He felt like a kid with a crush. He wanted to be touching Lance all the time. Constantly needed to kiss him. Loved hearing that Lance liked him too.  
 
    Lance kissed him back, that soft little moan coming from deep in his throat, the one that drove Trent absolutely crazy. He couldn’t help himself. Didn’t seem to have control over his actions. Not when he had Lance so close. He pulled again, dragging the man into his lap. Again. And Lance came willingly. Again. All but crawling over to straddle him. 
 
    It was Trent’s turn to groan as Lance settled into his lap. He felt so good there. Felt so right there. He wrapped his arms around Lance’s waist and pulled him in tighter, closer.  
 
    God, he always wanted him closer. Wanted his scent all over him. Imprinted on him. Under his skin. Lance was under his skin and still he wanted him closer. 
 
    Lance opened for him when his tongue traced his lips. Trent stroked deep, claiming, possessing, loving the way Lance responded to him. His hands were in Trent’s hair, pulling, as he sucked on Trent’s tongue. Trent palmed his ass, his perfect, gorgeous ass that fit his palms so damn well and tilted him up until their erections pressed together through the barriers of their jeans. 
 
    “Ah, fuck, yes.” Lance broke the kiss on a gasp. 
 
    Trent sucked in a lungful of air and logic as Lance began trailing kisses down his throat. The feel of Lance’s stubble on his sensitive skin was distracting as hell and he gave into the urge to tilt his head back and enjoy the sensations it sent cascading through his every nerve ending. He closed his eyes and felt the magic of want fill his blood, make him hard, make him want more. 
 
    And then he forced his eyes back open and moved his hands to Lance’s face, urging the other man back. Lance whimpered which was so damn cute Trent chuckled. There wasn’t a damn thing adorable or cute about a six foot three, muscular man with dark, mysterious eyes and secrets galore and yet, Trent couldn’t describe him any other way. Adorably irresistible. Because he knew, just knew, that Lance was only like this with him.  
 
    “Shhh…” He nuzzled Lance’s swollen lips, “Hold on.” 
 
    “Why?” Lance ground their hips together and Trent had a momentary flash of spanking that cute ass of his if he didn’t listen. 
 
    Jesus, when had he ever wanted to spank a man? Never. The answer was never. He wasn’t that kinky. Hell, he was pretty damn vanilla considering all the hiding he’d had to do just to get a man in his bed. But something about Lance pushed at his every button, unleashed everything he’d restrained for years.  
 
    He wanted to dominate. Not just top. Wanted to control. Own. And he wanted it to be Lance. 
 
    He forced Lance’s eyes to meet his, “We’re outside. Is this okay?” 
 
    Lance’s lust fogged eyes cleared just a little and he looked around. He stiffened slightly but then he forced his eyes back to Trent. He licked his lips and gave a curt nod, as if it took all his courage to let this happen. 
 
    “Yeah.” 
 
    “Lance...” He said cautiously. 
 
    “There’s nobody around for miles. It’s fine.” Lance twisted his hips again and nuzzled Trent’s mouth, “Kiss me. Please.” 
 
    Trent was a complete sucker. He might as well get it stamped on his forehead. Because all it took was that one pleading word and he was helpless to do anything but give this man what he wanted.  
 
    He kissed him. He had to. He kissed him and groaned when Lance was the one to deepen it this time. His tongue flicked out against Trent’s lips, licking and playing. When Trent tried to capture it, he dodged and retreated, drawing Trent’s tongue into his mouth and sucking on it like Trent wanted him to suck something else. 
 
    “Oh God…” He groaned when Lance broke away enough to shove at his t-shirt, trying to strip him, “Baby, wait…” 
 
    “Told you. I’m. Not. A. Baby.” Lance growled and bit the tendon between Trent’s neck and shoulder. 
 
    A shudder ran through him, pain and pleasure overwhelming him for a moment. Fuck. Fuck that felt good. He liked Lance pliant and needy. But he liked this too. That attitude of his. His insistence on not being called baby, which only made Trent more enamored with the endearment. 
 
    “And I told you…” He pulled Trent’s hair, hard, making the other man moan, “When you’re mine, you’re my baby.” 
 
    Lance bit his lip, his eyes darting from Trent’s down to his lips and back again, “When I’m yours?” 
 
    “Yeah.” Trent raised an eyebrow. “You got a problem with that?” 
 
    “No.” Lance swallowed hard and shook his head, “I… I think I… I’d like that.” 
 
    Damn that felt good. Trent smiled and then smiled wider when Lance grinned at him shyly. Those goddamn dimples were his now. Lance was his. For as long as he stayed or maybe even longer than that. He couldn’t think that far ahead. Not right now. Right now, all that mattered was that Lance was his, here, tonight. 
 
    “Mmm. Good.” Trent popped Lance’s lip free of his teeth and kissed him gently. “That’s real good, baby. Because I want you.” 
 
    Lance groaned, “I want you too.” 
 
    “Then we should take this inside.” 
 
    “Yes. Inside. Yes.” 
 
    Trent groaned as Lance ground against him again and made no move to get up. To get off him.  In fact, he snaked a hand between them and stroked Trent through his jeans. His hips bucks uncontrollably and he hissed. 
 
    “Damn.” 
 
    “I want this.” 
 
    “It’s yours, just… ahh…” He cursed when Lance unbuttoned his jeans, “Inside. We’re not doing this here.” 
 
    Lance ignored him, focused on his task at hand. Literally trying to fit his hand into Trent’s pants. Trying to get his hand around Trent’s cock. 
 
    “Damn it. No.” Trent growled and pushed himself upright. 
 
    Lance clung to him. Luckily. Or he would have gone plummeting to the ground. He managed to use one arm looped around Trent’s neck to stay upright. His legs locked around Trent’s waist. His free hand still down Trent’s pants. 
 
    “Fuck.” 
 
    “Mmm.” Lance nibbled on Trent’s jaw as he carried him towards the trailer. 
 
    It wasn’t exactly easy even if the trailer was only a handful of steps away. Not with two hundred pounds of pure, unadulterated, hot, hard male writhing against him. Not when, more than anything, he wanted to simply shove Lance up against the side of the trailer and take him, claim him. 
 
    But he wouldn’t risk it. Not with Lance. For Lance. He didn’t want to come out. And Trent wouldn’t risk outing him no matter how much he wanted him. 
 
    They slammed into the trailer, Lance’s hand working him as his tongue played a pattern down his neck. Trent groaned and scrambled to hold him up with one arm while he used his other hand to pull the door open. They stumbled up the stairs and Trent instantly propped Lance on the edge of the table. 
 
    To his surprise, the other man shoved him as soon as he shut the door behind them. Pushing him away instead of pulling him closer. Trent stepped back, suddenly confused, worried.  
 
    Had he gone too far? Too fast? Had Lance changed his mind? Did he… 
 
    “Oh fuck… Lance?!” He moaned when Lance shoved him in the chest again, pushing him back against the door and climbing off the table to drop to his knees. 
 
    His knees. Fuck. Oh, fuck. 
 
    Trent’s mind tripped, spun and then shut off. He should have pushed Lance’s hands away. He should have, before he’d unzipped him and jerked his jeans and briefs all the way to his ankles. Definitely before he circled his thumb over the bulging head of Trent’s cock, spreading the pre-come and using it as lube. Most definitely should have stopped him before he licked his lips and hummed against his skin. 
 
    “Fuck. Fuck. Fuck.” His hands instantly went to Trent’s hair and he gripped it so hard he knew it must have stung like a bitch, “Lance, baby, wait, you don’t have to…” 
 
    “I want to.” Lance looked up at him from his knees, those dark eyes like midnight, his pupils blown, need pulling his every feature taunt, “I want to. Please.” 
 
    There was that word again. Please. And damn it, Trent was helpless with this man. Because he didn’t just want the pleasure, he wanted to give it to Lance too. 
 
    “I’m too close. I’ll come if you suck me.” 
 
    “I want you to.” 
 
    “I thought you wanted me to fuck you?” He tightened his grip and licked his lips when Lance’s breathing hitched. 
 
    “I do but…” Lance bit his bottom lip and looked up at him from beneath those thick, dark lashes, “We have time for that right? You’re staying?” 
 
    Trent’s heart stuttered in his chest and he loosened his grip, stroking his fingers through Lance’s hair, soothing the burn he’d put on his scalp, “Yeah. I’m staying.” 
 
    “Good.” Trent’s lips twitched and his attention flickered back down to the cock he still held in his hand, “Condoms?” 
 
    “I’ve been tested and I haven’t been with anyone in… in a long time.” 
 
    “I want to taste you.” 
 
    Formalities out of the way, Trent could do nothing but take a deep breath and give his consent. He wanted this. They both wanted this. He loosened his hold, not keeping Lance at bay a single moment longer. 
 
    And Lance practically pounced on him. 
 
    He licked the moisture at the head of Trent’s cock, making Trent groan and his head fall back to bang against the wall. He licked and lapped at him, getting him wet and then bringing his hands back into play. He stroked him and then cupped his balls. When he finally, finally, wrapped those sexy lips around the head and sucked, Trent cursed a blue streak and his hips jerked uncontrollably. Lance hummed around him and took more, took him deeper, picking up the pace, driving Trent out of his mind with pleasure.  
 
    “Fuck, baby. Yeah, just like that.” He groaned out when Lance squeezed his tightening balls and hollowed his cheeks.  
 
    That earned him a brush of teeth against the underside of his head and his knees went momentarily weak before he caught himself. He grinned and tightened his hold on Lance’s hair again, enjoying the tease. Knowing the endearment had earned him the slight nip of pain and only wanting more. 
 
    God, he wanted more. Wanted all of this man. Wanted everything he could offer and more. 
 
    Lance was too good for Trent. Too kind and sweet and accepting. Trent would wreck him. He’d never had anything even remotely resembling a relationship and he came with a shit ton of baggage. Baggage that would catch up to him sooner rather than later. And he wouldn’t, couldn’t, risk dragging Lance into his media shitshow.  
 
    But as his balls tightened and his hips stuttered, as the dark-haired man that had somehow managed to wrap himself around Trent’s heart in just a day’s time, glanced up at him, their eyes meeting amid the pleasure, he knew there was no letting go of him now. Not now. Maybe not ever.  
 
    “Lance.” He groaned out his name as climax ripped down his spine and made him stutter, falter, and then explode. 
 
    Lance hummed and groaned with him. Licking at him. Swallowing down everything Trent gave him. He eased his approach as Trent softened and somewhere through his fog of pleasure filled euphoria he felt Lance kiss his head as he pulled away, planting sweet kisses across his thigh and nuzzling into the v between his groin and hip. 
 
    Trent stroked his hair reassuringly as he regained his bearings. It was just so damn good with Lance. And he hadn’t even fucked him yet. That thought pulled his eyes back open, lids heavy from his release. He pulled Lance’s head back so he could look at him and felt his spent cock twitch at the sight of him on his knees. 
 
    Eyes dark with pleasure. Lips swollen and red. Cheeks flushed. Sometime during the blowjob to end all blowjobs, he’d unzipped himself and gotten his free hand on his own cock. He’d come from jerking off and the idea that he’d gotten that much pleasure out of being on his knees for Trent, made his chest tighten again. Still, a strange sense of loss niggled in the back of his mind, making him wish he’d been on the receiving end of that orgasm. Made him feel possessive because it was his. Lance was his. And he wanted to be the one giving pleasure too. 
 
    “Bed. Now.” He growled, his voice thick and raspy. 
 
    Lance’s boyish smile inched upwards until those dimples popped, “Not sure either of us is quite ready for round two, superstar.” 
 
    “I’ll show you superstar.” He chuckled a laugh as he pulled Lance to his feet and hefted him around, all but melding his spent cock to naked ass as he forced them down the small hallway towards the bedroom. “You stole your orgasm from me so you’re gonna come for me again, Deputy. Understand?” 
 
    Lance’s grin warmed his heart, “Sir, yes sir.” 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter Ten 
 
      
 
    Lance was sticky. Sticky and sweaty and getting hard again. Plus, he couldn’t stop smiling.  
 
    God, was this what happy felt like? To get to be himself, share a meal with a man he was attracted to, admit that he liked and feel it reciprocated? 
 
    He’d never felt like this so it must be happiness. Acceptance. He’d been so worried he’d lost Trent when the other man figured out he was closeted. Equally worried that he’d out him but that had been ridiculous. He knew that now. Trent had just been outted himself. He wouldn’t put Lance through that. Not even if all they were was a one-night stand. And he wanted this to be so much more than a one-night stand. 
 
    It felt like more. 
 
    He liked Trent. Liked him a lot. Liked that he was so strong, so dominant. Liked that he was so sweet and understanding. Liked that he liked Lance even with all his baggage. Liked him so much that he was choosing not to think about how anything more with Trent would be incredibly difficult considering he was a celebrity in hiding and Lance was still in the closet. 
 
    “I want this ass.” 
 
    Lance groaned at the deep voice rubbing against his ear as a large palm stroked his naked cheek. His cock jerked and he let his head fall back. Trent chuckled and nuzzled him again even as he pressed him forward, guiding them towards the bedroom.  
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    He could feel Trent’s smile on his neck, “I wasn’t asking.” 
 
    And damn if that didn’t make Lance’s belly flip. So sure of himself. So confident. Trent didn’t just prefer to top. He topped in a way Lance had never known he needed. Bossy and demanding and so perfect that all Lance wanted was to please him. 
 
    “But not yet…” Trent smacked his ass again, just enough to make it sting, and then shoved him so that he tripped over the pants around his ankles and fell face first onto the bed. 
 
    “Oomph.” All the air rushed out of him as he struggled to catch himself. “Son of a…” 
 
    Trent chuckled, “Damn, that’s a sight.” 
 
    “Fuck off.” Lance snorted as he rolled himself over, his heart pounding when he caught sight of Trent’s handsome face, blue eyes sparkling and golden hair a mess from where Lance had been running his hands through it earlier. 
 
    “Not quite yet.” Trent toed off his shoes, “Tell me, where are your handcuffs?” 
 
    Lance sucked in a sharp gasp of air. Handcuffs. It wasn’t as if the thought had never crossed his mind. He had handcuffs. He was a Deputy. But using them in bed, being the one they were used on, his cock jumped again and Trent must have noticed because his smile turned to a knowing smirk. 
 
    “Cuffs, baby. Focus. Where are they?” Trent shot a look at the closet, “In the safe?” 
 
    His heart squeezed in his chest and he shook his head. God, this man. He wanted to do dirty, naughty, filthy things to him. Wanted Trent to do all manner of things to him. But he also wanted to hug him and hold him, cuddle him and tell him that he was sorry for all that he’d been through, tell him how proud he was of him for overcoming his parents’ hate, for still protecting his brother who hadn’t stood up for him. But all of that would have to wait because right now he just needed to reassure Trent that the gun was still locked up and he wouldn’t need to go anywhere near it to get the cuffs he wanted. 
 
    “They’re on my utility belt. Hanging by the dresser. I didn’t work today so the gun is still in the safe but the cuffs are on the belt.”  
 
    Trent’s gaze softened again with what must have been relief before his eyes flicked down Lance’s body, “Get naked. I’ll get the cuffs.” 
 
    Jesus, Lance licked his lips as he kicked off his own shoes and pushed his boxers and jeans the rest of the way down. He couldn’t believe he was actually doing this. Trent turned back to him with the cuffs in his hand, completely naked, cock hard again, all that tan skin and sexy ink on display, and those twinkling blue eyes. Yeah, Lance licked his lips again. Yeah, he was doing this. 
 
    “Arms up.” Trent ordered as he crawled over him. 
 
    “Don’t you want me to turn over?” Lance did as he was told but furrowed his brow. 
 
    “No. I told you. I’m not fucking you yet, and when I do, I’m gonna want to see your face the first time I push into you.” The cuffs locked around his left wrist and clanged against his iron headboard before the right snapped into place, “But first, I told you there was going to be an interrogation, remember?” 
 
    “Ah, fuck.” Lance growled as he realized Trent’s intentions. 
 
    Devious bastard. He intended to torture him. The proof of it was right there in his twinkling eyes and smug grin. Answers. Trent wanted answers.  
 
    “I didn’t uh…” Lance swallowed hard as Trent straddled his waist, “I didn’t exactly interrogate you earlier.” 
 
    “No. You didn’t. That was very sweet.” Trent leaned in and brushed their lips together, “But I did tell you the biggest secret I still had… and I want to know you better.” 
 
    “But…” 
 
    “But,” Trent cut him off with a nip at his bottom lip, “I have a feeling you’re not usually the talkative type so, we’re going to play a game.” 
 
    “A game?” 
 
    “Uh huh.” Trent ran his fingers down Lance’s chest in a really distracting way, “I’m going to ask a question and when you answer me, I’m gonna give you rewards.” 
 
    Lance’s voice came out strangled because Trent pinched his nipple, “Rewards?” 
 
    “Mmhmm.” Trent seemed completely focused on the nipple he was tweaking, “So tell me, Lance… when did you know you were gay?” 
 
    Lance shivered at the light, teasing touch, even as his mind rebelled against the question. He didn’t talk about this. Didn’t talk about who he was. Not to anyone. He’d spent years hiding his truth, desperate to make sure nobody ever found out his secret. And Trent expected him to just open up and spill his guts, all because they’d exchanged a couple handjobs, and he’d blown him?  
 
    No, no it wasn’t going to work like that. Not for him. He was too twisted up. He struggled against the cuffs as his mind raced but warm hands cupping his face forced him to still.  
 
    He glanced up into blue eyes that were suddenly serious and shook his head, “Trent…” 
 
    “Shh. It’s okay. It’s okay.” Trent soothed gently, brushing kisses across his lips, “Breathe.” 
 
    Lance sucked in a gulp of air and realized Trent was right. He hadn’t been breathing. His mind and his heart were both racing but his body had shut down. One damn mention of the fact he was gay made him shut down. Didn’t matter that he could still taste Trent’s come on his tongue or that he was naked in bed with the man now, hearing it out loud, talking about it, sent him into a full-blown panic attack. 
 
    He supposed that’s what he got for denying the truth for so long. For pushing it down deep where he didn’t even have to think about it. For locking it up so tight that the idea of letting it out now seemed impossible. 
 
    “Breathe.” Trent soothed, running his hands over Lance’s jaw, his neck, his shoulders and chest, “Breathe, baby.” 
 
    Lance swallowed hard and closed his eyes, “Not. A. Baby.” 
 
    He heard Trent snort, “We’ve covered that already. I’m looking to branch into new territory. If you’re not ready for that, don’t want to talk to me, then I can go.” 
 
    His eyes flew open, “No.” 
 
    “No?” Trent raised an eyebrow. 
 
    “No, don’t go. Please.” 
 
    Trent softened, “Then talk to me, Lance. Tell me what made you so scared you probably bruised your wrists struggling just now. You want me to undo the cuffs?” 
 
    Lance closed his eyes again and forced a deep breath and then another. He’d ruined the mood like an idiot. Like a closet case. He was in bed with the man of his dreams and it wasn’t as if Trent was asking for anything but the truth, to get to know him better. Lance opened his eyes slowly, focused on the gorgeous face of the man he was falling for and shook his head. 
 
    “I didn’t admit I was gay, even to myself, for a long time.” Lance struggled past the knot in his throat when Trent continued stroking his wrists reassuringly, “I’m sure you heard the stories today, from Lemon or Shane or… hell, just about anyone if you’d asked about me.” 
 
    Trent’s lips pursed, “Lemon mentioned something about you being a bit of a… womanizer.” 
 
    Lance winced, “That’s putting it kindly. I wasn’t a good guy, Trent. I used women to ignore my urges, to pretend I didn’t want what I wanted. I slept with a lot of women. I hurt a lot of women. All because I couldn’t admit that I was gay and being with them made hiding it easier.” 
 
    “That doesn’t make you a bad guy, Lance. It makes you normal. You tried to be straight. So did I for a while. I just stopped lying to myself after the first time I slept with a woman and didn’t feel anything.” 
 
    “It was a lot more than one woman for me.” 
 
    Trent’s lips twitched slightly, “I don’t need to know your number if that’s what you’re worried about… but I do have a follow-up question.” 
 
    Lance tensed but forced a nod, “Okay?” 
 
    “Have you been with a man before?” 
 
    “Of course.” 
 
    “And with that man…” 
 
    “Men.” Lance corrected with a sigh. “I’ve had hook-ups Trent. Don’t talk to me like I’m some scared, little virgin.” 
 
    “I’m not.” Trent gripped his chin and forced him to meet his eyes again, “That’s not what I was getting at. I just meant… do you enjoy bottoming? Or are you just going along with this because it’s me?” 
 
    A lightbulb went off in Lance’s head and he suddenly realized what Trent wanted to know. Lance was gay but he wasn’t out. Yet he’d kissed Trent outside. He’d said he wanted him to stay. He’d asked him to spend the night. It wasn’t a stretch to think that maybe Lance was pushing himself to do all of those things because of who Trent was rather than because of the connection they shared. 
 
    Trent was trying to make sure he was comfortable. 
 
    His heart melted and he twisted his hand around enough to find Trent’s and link their fingers, “I prefer to bottom, babe.” 
 
    “Babe?” Trent’s eyes twinkled and he brushed a soft kiss across Lance’s mouth, “I like that.” 
 
    “I like you kissing me.” Lance tried to follow his mouth when Trent pulled back but didn’t get far considering he was cuffed to the bed. 
 
    “I like you talking to me. Keep going and so will I.” 
 
    The gruff words came from near his ear before Trent nipped his lobe. A shiver of awareness sizzled down his spine and his cock, which had gone soft with his earlier panic, began to swell again. He was in bed with Trent freaking Thorne. Trent liked him and wanted to know him. And why the hell wasn’t Lance giving him whatever he wanted if it was going to earn him more kisses and touches? 
 
    He took a deep breath for courage, “I haven’t always bottomed. I’m bad with the lingo but I guess I’m vers? I mean, I wouldn’t snub a chance to fuck you.” 
 
    “Mmmm.” Trent nuzzled his neck, his stubble raking his nerve endings, “Now there’s an idea to explore later.” 
 
    Lance sucked in a breath, “Seriously?” 
 
    “Mmhmm.” 
 
    Images of having Trent under him spun through his head and Lance’s cock hardened further. But the golden god on top of him was right. The image twisted quickly and he was the one bent over the dresser, Trent nailing him from behind so hard the mirror shook and their image blurred. 
 
    “You make me hard just breathing.” He admitted, “I’d take you any way I could have you. But I want you inside me. I want you … taking the lead.” 
 
    “Controlling you, you mean.” Trent supplied with a shift of his hips, rubbing their cocks together. 
 
    Lance gasped at the sensation, “Yes.” 
 
    “Mmm. Good boy. See, that wasn’t so hard to admit, was it?” 
 
    He could feel Trent’s smile against his chest a second before he sucked and flicked his nipple and he groaned in response, “With you naked on top of me? Hard is exactly what I am.” 
 
    That earned him a chuckle which was quickly muffled as Trent went back to flicking his nipples with his tongue. The cuffs rattled as he tried to pull his hands free. He wanted to run his fingers through that golden mess of hair. He wanted to guide Trent’s magic lips lower. 
 
    As if he could read his mind, Trent gave up his torment of Lance’s nipples and trailed kisses down his ribcage, “God, you taste good all over. I want to kiss every inch of you.” 
 
    “Not gonna get any complaints on that one.” He shifted when Lance nipped his hip bone. 
 
    “Then keep talking.” Trent shifted even lower, “Your voice is sexy as fuck. That sweet Texas twang. Damn, I didn’t even realize I’d lost mine until I heard yours.” 
 
    “You still have an accent.” Lance argued. 
 
    “Not when I sing.” 
 
    “Yeah but when you sing… fuck. Trent.” He gasped as the other man nuzzled against his groin. 
 
    “When I sing… what?” Trent teased, foregoing Lance’s now throbbing erection to kiss his thigh “You’re a fan of my music?” 
 
    “Some of it. Mostly I’m a fan of you. Your voice is sexy as fuck too.” 
 
    “Good answer.” 
 
    Trent rewarded him by returning to his cock and licking a long line along the protruding vein. Lance cursed which got him another chuckle and more fondling. He struggled uselessly to free his arms again but ultimately gave up and collapsed, accepting the pleasure Trent wanted to give him. 
 
    Trent’s tongue circled the head before retreating, “Did you jerk off to my music?” 
 
    Lance’s hips twisted, begging for more as he slowly lost his mind, “Yes. Trent, please.” 
 
    “Goddamnit.” Trent answered with a groan of his own, “When you beg, it drives me crazy. Say it again, baby. Say it again.” 
 
    It was an order this time. A sexy order. One that made heat flood Lance’s veins. He’d always ignored that particular desire. Even when he’d given into the urge to fuck with other men, he’d never let it get out of control, never let go of his tight grip on the situation. But with Trent he had no control and he liked it that way.  
 
    “Please, Trent. Fuck. Please.” 
 
    Trent damn near swallowed him whole and Lance automatically bucked his hips. Trent made a strangled sound and pulled back. Lance winced and forced his ass back to the bed. 
 
    “Sorry. Sorry.” 
 
    “Don’t. That was sexy. Knowing you want me that bad.” Trent growled and then took him deep again. 
 
    Lance forcibly kept his ass clenched and on the sheets this time. His eyes fell closed and he bit his lips to stifle his moans. Trent took him down to the back of his throat, gagged again and then pulled off with a moan of his own.  
 
    It was messy and dirty and sexy as hell. 
 
    Because he got the feeling Trent didn’t normally give blowjobs. He was probably the one that got them, being a superstar and all. But he was giving this to Lance, because he wanted to, and that made it even sexier than the slurping noises or the moans or the hot suction on their own. 
 
    Lance gripped the headboard to keep from pulling at the handcuffs. Trent was right. He was going to have bruises if he wasn’t careful and wouldn’t that be a mess to explain when someone saw them. The small niggle of worry that sprouted with that thought absolutely vanished when Trent slid a hand from Lance’s cock down, down and… 
 
    “Ah, shit! Yes!” He shouted as a wet finger found his hole and circled. 
 
    Sensation shot straight through him. Hot and needy, he writhed at the feeling of Trent’s long, thin finger gently probing him. Damn. It had been so long and his toys didn’t give him this sensation, this connection. He wanted more, wanted Trent, wanted all of him. 
 
    “Mmm, yeah, you like that?” Trent pulled off his cock long enough to growl at him, sending another shiver down his spine as his hole spasmed. 
 
    “More.” He demanded with a buck of his hips. 
 
    “Anything you want, baby. Anything.” Trent moaned and went back to sucking him as he slid his finger in and out faster and faster. 
 
    Lance could hear the pitiful sounds coming from his chest but he couldn’t make them stop. Just like he couldn’t keep from bucking his hips, pushing his cock up until Trent’s luscious mouth and then pressing down to get his finger deeper. It still wasn’t enough. 
 
    “More.” He growled. 
 
    “Fuck. Fuck.” Trent cursed as he jerked upright suddenly. 
 
    A second finger slipped inside him at the same time Trent fisted his own cock and Lance’s together in his free hand. He jerked them both. Hard and fast, just the way he was pounding his fingers into Lance’s ass now. They were both moaning, both gasping for air, but neither of them closed their eyes this time. 
 
    Lance couldn’t. He couldn’t take his eyes off Trent. Beautiful, gorgeous, sexy Trent with his glistening skin and bulging muscles. He couldn’t pull his eyes away from the way Trent’s biceps flexed with every pump. He couldn’t see anything but the pleasure clouding those twinkling blue eyes. Wet, red lips open on a pant and his name coming from them in that voice. 
 
    “Lance.” 
 
    He shifted restlessly, “So close.” 
 
    “Come for me, baby. Come with me. I’m gonna come all over you. Mark you. Make you mine.” 
 
    “Yes!” He shouted as his climax burst through him, obliterating everything except the feel of Trent all around him. 
 
    Trent’s hand on his cock. Trent’s dick rubbing against his own. Trent’s fingers in his ass. His hole spasming and trying to suck him deeper even as his balls drew up and he exploded. 
 
    Vaguely, he heard Trent shout his name as well. Felt his hands stutter in their rhythm. Sensed the big man shiver and shake against him as he came as well. Hot, wet come splattered across Trent’s abdomen and halfway up his chest. His and Trent’s both. Mixing. Together. Joining. Just like them. 
 
    Without warning, Trent collapsed, “Ah, hell…” 
 
    “Oomph.” Lance winced at the heavy weight and the feel of fingers leaving his ass rough and empty. But he didn’t hesitate. He wrapped his legs around Trent. He didn’t have his hands, couldn’t hold him close the way he wanted, but he wasn’t letting him go yet, not yet. 
 
    Trent groaned and shifted slightly, “I know I’m heavy. I’ll move soon.” 
 
    “Stay. Stay like this a while longer.” Lance whispered softly, nuzzling his face into Trent’s hair, “I like the feel of you on top of me.” 
 
    “Mmm, that’s good because I like the feel of you under me.” Trent yawned. 
 
    Lance smiled, “You always fall asleep after you come?” 
 
    “Mmhmm.” Trent shifted again, getting comfortable, “When it’s the best orgasm of my life, yeah. You wear me out.” 
 
    “Yeah?” 
 
    “I got us all sticky again didn’t I?” 
 
    “You did.” Lance snorted, “But if you want me to clean us up again, you’re gonna have to uncuff me before you fall asleep.” 
 
    Trent jerked upright instantly, “Shit. Shit. Oh, shit. Sorry. I forgot… Jesus, I forgot about the cuffs.” 
 
    His hands were instantly on Lance’s wrists, rubbing and trying to soothe them. His apologies continued and Lance could do nothing but smile. So damn sweet and protective after being all bossy and dominant.  
 
    It was official, Trent Thorne was fucking perfect. 
 
    “Where’re the keys?” 
 
    “In the pocket of my utility belt where you got the cuffs.” 
 
    Trent was up and off of him instantly and Lance got a good look at his tight ass as he rushed across the room. He moved quick. Lithe and graceful, he dug into the utility belt and held the key up successfully. 
 
    “Let me get a towel too.” He disappeared into the bathroom and reappeared a moment later, rushing back towards Lance as if he might have disappeared in the minutes he was gone. “Sorry baby, so sorry.” 
 
    Lance didn’t feel the urge to combat the sweet endearment and that was when he knew. His heart was a goner. He was completely addicted to this man. Falling for him. It was more than a couple of orgasms and pleasure.  
 
    Trent got him. Understood him on a level nobody else ever had. And when he left, Lance was going to be fucking heartbroken. 
 
    “Shh, it’s okay. Stop apologizing.” He muttered softly as Trent wiped the damp towel over both of their chests, cleaning them up. “It’s fine.” 
 
    “It’s not fine. I really would have fallen asleep. Sated and happy and with you in my arms, I would’ve fallen asleep and completely forgotten I tied you up.” Trent blinked and shook his head, “Jesus, I tied you up. I handcuffed you.” 
 
    “Not one of the usual Trent Thorne tricks?” Lance teased but Trent didn’t laugh. 
 
    “No. Never. I…” Trent’s brows furrowed and he met Lance’s eyes, “I usually hold back because it’s never been more than a quick fuck. Something to soothe the itch that I’ll have to pretend never happened the next day.” 
 
    Trent unlocked the cuffs and rubbed at Lance’s wrists as he spoke. And Lance’s heart thumped hard at the words. The words he hadn’t known he wanted, needed. The words that said that this thing between them was special, it was mutual, and it had shocked the hell out of both of them. 
 
    “I’m glad you didn’t hold back.” Lance reached up now that his hands were free and slid one into Trent’s hair, “I can’t seem to hold back with you either.” 
 
    “Yeah?” 
 
    “Yeah.” He smiled softly at the doubt in the confident man’s voice. 
 
    “I like you.” Trent said softly. 
 
    “I think that’s obvious from the fact we’re covered in each other’s come.” 
 
    “No. That’s lust. Wanting to sleep with you? Cuddle with you? Hold you? That’s….” 
 
    “More.” Lance filled in when Trent trailed off again, his brows furrowing. 
 
    “More.” He agreed. 
 
    Lance slid back down onto the bed and pulled Trent down with him. It was nice to know they were on the same page. This was something special. They’d stumbled into it by accident. The sparks had ignited out of nowhere. But it meant something. It had too. He just wasn’t sure how the hell he was ever going to make it work.  
 
    “We don’t have to figure it out tonight.” Trent’s voice was soft and sleepy from where he’d fallen into the nook of Lance’s shoulder, reading his mind again even half asleep. 
 
    “I know.” 
 
    “We’ll figure it out. I’m not going anywhere.” 
 
    Lance wrapped his arms around Trent and hugged him close. The other man cuddled in tight. Within minutes he was asleep, breathing deeply and snoring softly. Lance stayed awake a while longer, his mind racing. Because even if Trent stayed, Lance wasn’t sure he could give him what he deserved 
 
    A future. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter Eleven 
 
      
 
    For the second morning in a row, Trent woke up in an uncomfortable bed, on a lumpy mattress, with stiff, scratchy sheets. This time, he knew exactly where he was. This time his head was turned facing the man who had his arm thrown around Trent’s waist. This time there was no ringing phone to distract him, nothing to pull his attention away from the gorgeous man asleep next to him. 
 
    Dark hair mussed. Thick lashes spread across his cheeks. Lips soft and swollen. His brows were furrowed, a small line forming just above his nose. He looked more like himself with that furrow, with that serious look, even in sleep. Like he was worrying about something, which he probably was, because his man was a worrier. 
 
    Trent rolled himself slowly so as not to wake his bedmate. He shifted onto his shoulder, tucking a hand under his head to prop himself up on an elbow. Lance tightened his grip on Trent’s waist, trying to pull him closer, but didn’t otherwise stir. 
 
    And Trent smiled. 
 
    His man. His worrier. His. Lance was his. He’d said so. Agreed. Wanted Trent just as badly as Trent wanted him.  
 
    And whatever this was, it was happening fast and it was crazy and out of control but Trent couldn’t stop it. He didn’t want to stop it. His heart yearned for this man, for what he offered when he didn’t even know he was offering it. Comfort and acceptance, support and desire and… possibilities. 
 
    Jesus, he was falling in love with the guy. Falling hard. Fast. And the impact when he hit rock bottom was going to be devastating. 
 
    Even though his mind said he should let the man sleep, his hand rose of its own accord. He couldn’t help it. Whenever he was near Lance, he needed to be touching him. He brushed Lance’s hair back softly, slowly trailed his fingers across his temple and down his cheek. 
 
    Lance made a noise, a low little noise, and snuggled closer. And if Trent had any doubt, any doubt at all that his heart beat for this man, he was certain right then and there. He wanted Lance to be his, for real. 
 
    Trent slid closer to him and nuzzled his lips against Lance’s stubbled jaw. Lance made that noise again and Trent pressed even closer. He loved that sound, loved that Lance made it for him, loved the way that even in sleep Lance tipped his chin up to give Trent more access to his skin. 
 
    He should let him sleep. He really should. But his lips had made contact with that warm, sensitive skin that he was completely addicted to. He kissed his way down that sharp jawline that had captivated his attention from minute one and Lance shifted against him. 
 
    “Mmm, Trent?” His voice was gruff, rough from sleep, and sexy as hell saying Trent’s name. 
 
    His lips curled, “Hmm?” 
 
    “This isn’t a dream, right?” 
 
    Trent’s heart thumped and he nodded without removing his lips from Lance’s throat. So damn sweet. He didn’t even know how sweet he was and that only made him sweeter.  
 
    It felt like a dream. This whole thing did. Like he’d wished so long for someone like Lance that he couldn’t possibly be real. Someone strong but soft in all the right places. Someone smart and funny. Someone that matched him on the smartass scale and kept him on his toes. Someone that wanted, needed the same things he did in and out of bed. Someone that would stand beside him and try to protect him, defend him when the wolves came calling. Lance was the dream. 
 
    “Not a dream.” His own voice was gruff. 
 
    “Mmm.” Lance shifted again, “I was dreaming about you.” 
 
    “Yeah?” He nipped Lance’s jaw and pulled back enough to finally look at him, look him in the eyes. His dark, hooded eyes. Pupils dilated and thick lashes fanning out. He was biting his bottom lip between his teeth and Trent automatically went for his mouth dragging his own teeth along the plump swell until he freed it from the confines. “What were you dreaming?” 
 
    “I uh…” Lance tilted his head to the side, “I need to brush my teeth. Morning breath.” 
 
    “I don’t give a shit about morning breath.” Trent held tight when his man tried to shift away from him, “Kiss me.” 
 
    “Tren…” 
 
    “Kiss. Me.” He growled the order and felt Lance shiver even as he saw those dark lashes flutter. 
 
    Lance lifted up and complied instantly. His lips pressed against Trent’s softly. Sweetly. Closed lipped. And it took everything that Trent had not to laugh.  
 
    Instead he pushed harder, pressed harder, rolling Lance to his back and looming over him, using his tongue to tease Lance into responding. To taste the seam of his lips until he gasped in a breath and then Trent stole inside, licking and sucking until they both lost control and were grabbing at each other, grinding together, moaning into each other’s panting mouths. 
 
    Trent broke the wild kiss with a growl, “I want you so fucking bad.” 
 
    “Yes. Yes, yes, yes.” Lance chanted as if Trent might not hear him the first time. 
 
    “You sure? Be sure, Lance.” He met those mesmerizing dark eyes and held his gaze, wanting to be certain they were on the same page, “Because if I fuck you now, you’re mine.” 
 
    Lance licked his lips, “I’m already yours.” 
 
    “No. I mean it. You’re mine, Lance. I’m gonna be a possessive bastard and I’m not gonna let you go.” 
 
    “I…” 
 
    “I’m not done.” He cut him off, “I’m gonna force you to be honest with me and with yourself. I’m gonna insist that we deal with the hard shit together. I won’t out you. I swear I won’t force you to come out of the closet, not until you’re ready, but you’ve got to work with me too. You’ve got to tell me here and now that you’re willing to try and make this work. If that’s not what you want…” 
 
    “That’s what I want.” Lance cut him off this time with a sound that Trent could only call surrender, “You’re what I want. You and me. We’ll figure it out. Just… please, Trent. Please…” 
 
    Trent kissed him with more passion than he’d even known existed inside him. Thank God. His heart was pounding in his chest. Thank God Lance wanted the same thing. Because he’d had no idea what he was going to say if he’d argued.  
 
    Would he have said that he wouldn’t fuck him? That he’d leave? That he’d go away and leave him alone? Never come back? He didn’t know. But he did know each and every one of those things would have been a lie if he had said them.  
 
    Because there wasn’t any walking away from this man. Not now that he’d had a taste of him. He wanted more. Wanted all of him. All his secrets and desires, all his wants and needs, all of his heart and his soul. He wanted Lance. 
 
    They kissed desperately, tongues and teeth, bodies grinding again. Lance wasn’t asleep anymore. He was a full participant, all heat and strength and energy beneath him. He ran his hands over Trent, every inch he could touch, leaving goosebumps of desire in his wake. And when he slid his hands down, cupping Trent’s ass and pulling him down as he spread his legs, making room for him, Trent groaned at the feel of their hard cocks colliding. 
 
    “Fuck me, Trent. Now. Please.” Lance panted and Trent growled. 
 
    “I like it when you say please. Like it a lot.” 
 
    “Good. Then please grab the lube out of the drawer and fuck me already.” 
 
    He nipped at Lance’s neck, “Mmm, one more.” 
 
    Lance growled and with shocking speed slid a hand down and fisted Trent’s cock, making him buck and cry out, “Please, you bossy fucker.” 
 
    Trent had no comeback for that. Shit. His balls felt like they were on the verge of exploding already. How was he this close when they hadn’t even gotten started? Only with Lance. He bit him again for being a smartass, enjoying the way it made Lance’s breath hitch, before he rolled off of him to stand and open the nightstand. 
 
    All the air left his lungs in a rush and he knew his face must have said it all when he glanced back and Lance’s cheeks colored pink. Embarrassment? God, his man was so fucking adorable. 
 
    “Damn, you’ve got quite the collection.” He rifled through the drawer full of dildos, prostate massagers and fleshlights, “We’re gonna play with these sometime soon. You know that right?” 
 
    Lance swallowed audibly, “We are?” 
 
    “Mhmm. I’m gonna watch you fuck yourself with this while you suck me off.” He picked up one of the toys, twirled it slightly and then returned it to the drawer, “I’m gonna get you so worked up you’ll beg me to let you come and that’s when I’ll give you my dick. Hard. Make you scream my name until your throat is raw.” 
 
    He licked his own lips at the imagery. As if it wasn’t enough having Lance laid out half-naked for him. All those muscles and beautiful features on display. Lance had slid his hand down inside his boxers and was stroking himself as Trent spoke. 
 
    “Off.” He commanded. 
 
    Lance didn’t hesitate, he pushed his boxers down with his free hand, his other staying on his dick. Pumping up and down slowly, rhythmically, his wrist twisted each time he met the underside of his plump, purple head. 
 
    “You too.” Lance moaned and his hips arched up into the motion, “I want to see you.” 
 
    “You’re bossy for a bottom, you know that?” Trent grinned when Lance flipped him off with his free hand before sliding his own briefs down to the floor, “Better?” 
 
    Lance moaned in response and Trent’s cock twitched. Beads of precome swelled at the head and he stopped playing around. He was too damn close and from the look of it so was Lance. He didn’t want to come until he was as deep inside Lance’s body as he could get so he grabbed a bottle of lube, flipped the cap and squirted the slick liquid into his hand. 
 
    “Condom?” His voice was barely human. 
 
    “No.” Lance opened his eyes, which had fallen shut as he stroked himself and met Trent’s eyes, “No.” 
 
    Trent’s heart did that jumping thing again and he swallowed hard, “Baby, it’ll be…” 
 
    “No. No condom. Nothing between us. You said I’m yours? Then you’re mine and I want what’s mine. I want to feel you. I told you I’ve been tested and there’s been no one since but the papers in the drawer if you want to see it for yourself.” Lance’s lips quivered slightly, “I want you, Trent. Please. I need it. Need you. Just you.” 
 
    As if he could say no to that? As if he wanted to? Trent’s heart tore wide open. Nobody else. Not now. Not ever again. Just him. Just Lance. Nothing between them. 
 
    “Fuck.” He had to grip the base of his dick and squeeze at the rush of pleasure that thought gave him, “Lance, I’ve never… not without a condom… I… I don’t know how long I’ll last and I want to make it good for you.” 
 
    “You will.” Lance’s eyes met his again and held, “I trust you.” 
 
    Trent broke. He absolutely fucking broke. He didn’t just have Lance. He had his trust. 
 
    He was back on the bed in an instant, smacking Lance’s hand away from his cock. He stroked him once just to hear him moan and then slid his hand lower. Impatient. Desperate. Call it what it was. He just needed inside his man. Lance shuddered when Trent’s slick fingers slid over his balls and then lower. He rocked into the touch, his hands coming up to fist in Trent’s hair as his hips pumped up and down, trying to get Trent’s fingers where he wanted them. 
 
    “Trent.” Lance whined when he found that tight pucker and circled teasingly. 
 
    “Shh, relax baby. Relax and let me in.” Trent pressed their lips together. 
 
    That earned him another whine and he grinned into the kiss as he worked Lance’s body open for him. One finger sliding into the tight, warm heat as Lance moved with him. His moan became a gasp when a second finger carefully slid in and when Trent glanced up his eyes were squeezed shut tight again. His beautiful features twisted up in a mixture of pain and bliss. 
 
    Trent focused on turning that look to pure pleasure, “You’re so goddamn gorgeous. I thought I was dreaming when I flipped those lights on that first night and saw you. Thought you couldn’t possibly be real because I wanted you so bad.” 
 
    Lance shifted as Trent’s fingers went to work, pushing in and out slowly, scissoring him open, “I… I thought… I was the one dreaming.” 
 
    “Not a dream though, is it Lance?” 
 
    “Still feels like one.”  
 
    “Mmm.” Trent hummed his agreement as he fisted his dripping cock with his free hand, lubing up, getting ready, because he wasn’t sure how much more he could take. Just the simple touch of his own hand had his nerve endings firing. The feel of Lance’s tight body squeezing his fingers made him want to pull them out and slam his dick inside him. Take him hard and deep and claim him. 
 
    He worked Lance harder. Faster. Fisting their cocks and using the lube and precome they were both spilling to slide his hand easily up and down in a rhythm that matched the fingers in Lance’s ass. 
 
    Lance squirmed and whined, “Hurry. Trent. Hurry. I’m so close.” 
 
    “Don’t you dare come yet.” He growled out warningly. 
 
    “Then hurry the fuck up.” Lance shot right back. 
 
    “Bossy fuckin’ bastard.”  
 
    Trent thought about turning him over, smacking his ass and pounding into him. He had it coming. He was all but begging for it. Hard and rough. Fast and dirty. But Trent had promised he would try to make this good for Lance so he refused to give into the urge to go caveman on his man’s ass… literally. 
 
    “Grab the headboard.” 
 
    “Wh…” Lance started but Trent’s growl cut his question off. 
 
    “Grab the headboard, Lance. Now. And don’t let go. You want to order me around in bed? You just lost the privilege of touching me. Keep at it and I’ll stop touching you.” 
 
    “Bullshit.” Lance all but hissed at his dare but his hands went to the headboard nonetheless. 
 
    Stretched out beneath him naked, those dark eyes full of desire and heat, Trent called himself a liar just like Lance had. Because he was right. There was no way in hell he’d be able to stop touching Lance now. Maybe not ever. The way he responded, reacted, moaned and groaned for every move that Trent made. It was addictive as hell and Trent had already admitted he was an addict. He was an addict and Lance was his drug of choice. 
 
    “You’re right.” He groaned, “I can’t stop touching you. I’ve never wanted anything the way I want you.” 
 
    Lance’s hips twisted as Trent’s fingers found his gland and stroked but his eyes never left Trent’s face as his lips quivered again, “Anything?” 
 
    Trent felt the truth of it like a weight in his chest. It was true. Not words spoken in the heat of the moment. Not sex-fueled adrenaline. He wanted Lance more than anything. More than the lights and the fame and the fortune. More than his career or even his own integrity. Because he’d sworn to himself just days ago that now that he was out, he was out and he wouldn’t go back in the closet but for Lance? For Lance he’d give up anything, even his own freedom. Just to be able to have him like this, any time he wanted. To share meals with him. To talk and laugh and tease each other. To wake up next to him every morning. 
 
    For the first time in his life, Trent wished he was a nobody. That he could hide here in this trailer with Lance forever and that nobody would come looking for him. That nobody would care that he was gay or that he loved another man and liked to boss him around in bed. 
 
    He wanted everything and he wanted it with Lance. 
 
    “Anything.” Trent admitted with their eyes still locked, “More than anything.” 
 
    Lance’s eyes squeezed shut and he bit his lip but he didn’t respond. He didn’t say anything. And that hurt. It cut. Just a slice of pain straight through his chest, directly into his heart. Because he was laying himself bare here in every way and Lance couldn’t even be bothered to… 
 
    “Please.” Lance opened his eyes and they were glassy with heat and need and unshed tears, his voice hoarse with emotion, “Please Trent. I… I…” 
 
    It was all Lance could get out but it was enough. More than enough. Because Trent knew he wasn’t alone with just that look, just those few words. It was too much, too fast. Lance was scared, even more afraid of this thing than Trent was because he was still hiding, still lying about who he was and what he wanted. But he wanted Trent. Needed him. And all Trent wanted was to give him what he needed now. 
 
    “Shh, I got you baby. I got you.” 
 
    Trent pulled his fingers out and Lance whimpered. The sounds he made drove Trent absolutely crazy. He quickly positioned himself and then pressed in slowly. Lance moaned and Trent grit his teeth to keep from surging forward and burying himself deep in one thrust. He closed his eyes because the look of pleasure on Lance’s handsome face was too much combined with the hot, tight fit of him as his body accepted Trent into it. 
 
    So good. So damn good. Trent slid in on a long, slow glide. Locking down his darker urges to take. To claim. To fucking lay siege until Lance would never be able to sit down without thinking of him again. He kept it slow even as his heart pounded in his chest telling him it was this good for a reason. Not just because he’d never been inside anyone bare before. Not just because Lance was so hot and slick and welcoming. But simply because it was Lance. 
 
    Lance with his ten-pound bag of issues. Lance with his smartass mouth and sneering smile. Lance with his smug grins and shy blushes. Lance with his bossy attitude and Lance with his submissive qualities. Lance who was protective, and got angry on Trent’s behalf for something that had happened over a decade ago. Lance who said he trusted him. 
 
    He was falling in love with him. Only, he didn’t know if it could still be called falling. Not when the words were on the tip of his tongue after a couple of days and more emotion than he’d felt in years. More happiness and acceptance. So much more. 
 
    “More.” Lance groaned as if he could read Trent’s mind. 
 
    He opened his eyes and Lance took his breath away again. His hands were still up over his head. Holding onto the headboard just like Trent had told him to. His fists were white-knuckled and his muscles were straining. Sweat trailed down his temple and Trent leaned up, licking him and groaning at the taste he didn’t think he’d ever get enough of. 
 
    “More.” Lance demanded again. “Harder.” 
 
    Trent gave him what he wanted. He pulled back and slammed inside. Lance gasped when he did it again, positioning his hips so that he found the right spot every time he went deep.  
 
    And that was it. The end of soft or sweet or even coherent thought. Trent fucked him, hard, harder than he’d ever fucked anyone. Reveled in the way Lance cried out his name and begged him for even more, harder and faster. Their bodies rocking and grinding, meeting with the slap of skin. The only sounds in the room their mixed groans and grunts and the sound of sex, good, hot, hard sex. 
 
    Lance’s body jerked beneath him and he knew the end was coming. No. Not the end, some voice deep inside him argued. This was still just the beginning. But he shifted slightly, just enough to put his weight on one arm, and fisted Lance’s straining cock with his other. Almost as soon as he stroked him, Lance came with a shout. 
 
    He shot hard. Spasming beneath Trent and all around him as his body pulsed with his climax. His legs came up, his knees pressing into Trent’s sides, holding him tighter, forcing him deeper, and Trent lost his mind. His rhythm shot to hell, his body straining for release, he pressed in as deep as he could get and let his head fall back as a roar worked its way up his throat and he came so hard he lost complete control of his body and collapsed. 
 
    Panting and sweaty, they lay together, neither of them even attempting to move. Sated and satisfied and happy. Trent had never felt so damn happy and so damn worried all at the same time. Because as good as this was, he didn’t know how he would ever live without it and his brain had clicked back on just in time to remind his heart that Lance was closeted and this, this would have to be a secret. Possibly forever. 
 
    He pulled back slightly, propping himself up to look down at the man that had completely undone him, “Baby?” 
 
    “Hmm?” Lance didn’t open his eyes. 
 
    “You okay?” Trent worried his bottom lip, suddenly very aware of the fact that he’d taken Lance without a condom and he’d been rough, wild and out of control. He’d come inside him. They hadn’t exactly talked about that. But he liked the idea of Lance keeping a part of him inside him even when Trent was forced to pull out and pull away. “Lance?” 
 
    Lance’s dark lashes fluttered and then those dark, mysterious brown eyes met his and the emotion there nearly took his breath away, “More than okay. I… Jesus. It’s never been like that before for me.” 
 
    Trent’s lips twitched slightly, “Me either.” 
 
    The grin that Lance gave him at that, made his heart tell his brain to shut the hell up and leave him alone, let him enjoy this for as long as he could. That smug, self-confident, cocky smile of a man that had just gotten what he wanted, stole Trent’s heart completely. And he let it go, didn’t even try to fight it, because he wasn’t sure it had belonged to him for the last forty-eight hours anyway. 
 
    He was Lance’s for as long as the man would let him stay. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter Twelve 
 
      
 
    “I have to go to work.” 
 
    “You didn’t have to work for the last two days.” 
 
    “Because I was off duty. I go back on duty today.” Lance smiled at the man still lounging in his bed through the mirror as he buttoned up his shirt. 
 
    They’d had this discussion twice already.  
 
    The first time when he’d tried to get out of bed and Trent had acted as if it was a personal affront. He’d explained that the only reason they’d been able to spend the previous day together was that he’d been off duty but he had to go back to work today. Trent had asked him to take a vacation day and he’d been responsible, held his ground and gotten out of bed.  
 
    The second time was when Trent followed him into the shower and stopped trying to talk him into coming back to bed. Instead he’d seduced him with touches that weakened Lance’s willpower and sucked his brain out through his dick. Which had led to stumbling backwards into bed and letting Trent fuck him boneless. 
 
    Now he was running late, rushing to get his uniform on without Trent pulling it back off, and resisting the urge to simply crawl back into his bed with the sexiest man in the world.  
 
    He was responsible. He was mature. He was an adult. He would not call in a fake sick day just to spend another whole day in bed. He wouldn’t. Not even if yesterday had been the best day of his life. 
 
    Waking up to Trent kissing his body, stroking and petting him had been nice. Hearing how badly Trent wanted him had been amazing. Actually, letting go, letting himself give in to what we wanted, what he needed, admitting that he was Trent’s and he wanted Trent to be his had been… freeing.  
 
    And he knew it was wrong, knew it would mess with his head to think it, let alone say it but what they’d done hadn’t been fucking.  
 
    Trent had made love to him yesterday. Repeatedly. So many times Lance was a little sore actually but in all the best ways. He’d made love to another man, a first for him, and he’d opened himself up too. They’d spent yesterday talking in between their bouts of adventurous sex against nearly every surface of the trailer.  
 
    Trent had told him what had happened to send him running to Fate. Told him all about Heath, who Lance had despised instantly. Not just because he’d outted Trent but because hearing Trent say another man’s name, hearing him say he’d stupidly mistaken infatuation with love, had made Lance jealous. Insanely jealous, actually. Which probably should have worried him, but only convinced him even more that this thing between them was more than the infatuation Trent had mistaken it for the first time around. 
 
    Lance had opened up to Trent too. He’d gone into more detail about his womanizing past. He’d explained who Maddie was and what she’d meant to him. The way he’d hurt her rather than drag her further into his mess even though some part of him had been tempted to ask her to marry him, because he did love her but mostly because it would keep his cover forever. 
 
    He’d been certain Trent would judge him. Lord knew he’d been judging himself for it for years. But instead Trent had pulled him into his arms, told him that he understood, and reminded him that he’d let Maddie go even if he’d handled it badly.  
 
    They’d shared stories about their families.  
 
    Trent telling him about his childhood with his twin brother, Trevor, and how close they’d been. Inseparable. About how his mom had driven him to all of his guitar lessons and how his dad had attended every performance he’d managed to book, even letting him play in bars by being his chaperone when he was underage. And then he’d told him about that dinner, about how his entire life had all fallen apart with just a few little words, about how his dad had gotten the shotgun out and put it to his chest to force him out of the house. 
 
    Lance still couldn’t believe a father could do that to their own son. He hated Trent’s father and he didn’t care if the old bastard was dead. If he wasn’t, Lance would have killed him himself for being a homophobic idiot that had scarred his son for life and left him without any real family to support or encourage him. 
 
    When Trent had asked if that was why Lance never told his own family, he’d been embarrassed to say that no, he didn’t think his own family would react so badly. They wouldn’t disown him but they would be disappointed. He knew that.  
 
    But really, at that point, he’d also had to acknowledge that he already had disappointed them. By being the town man whore, a known liar and cheater. He’d let them down by lying about who he was and he’d admitted to Trent what he’d never admitted to anyone, that if he told them the truth, that he was gay, that they’d be more disappointed by how he’d handled it than by the news itself. 
 
    They’d talked, really talked, in ways that Lance had never talked to anyone. About their pasts. About the present. But he hadn’t missed the fact that neither of them had tread into talk of the future. 
 
    He knew why he hadn’t. Because he was scared. Scared of the way his heart reacted to this man. Scared of how Trent would react if Lance said the things he was thinking. Scared of what he would have to do to keep him in his life. 
 
    Yesterday, Trent had made him promise they were on the same page. That they belonged to each other. That they’d talk and work this out and give it a chance. But Lance didn’t know how anything that was built on a lie could have a chance and as long as he was in the closet, that’s what it was. A lie. A secret. And no relationship could survive that.  
 
    More than that though, he was scared that the reason Trent had made no mention of the future was because he didn’t want one. Not with Lance anyways. He was scared that to Trent this was all just a way to forget what was happening in his real life. A vacation even. A few stolen days in the middle of nowhere with a stranger that he would forget all about when he went back to Nashville. 
 
    “Babe?” 
 
    Lance glanced up and realized he’d been so lost in thought that he hadn’t noticed Trent come up behind him. Trent was watching him in the mirror, his brows furrowed slightly and a worried look on his face. Lance met his gaze in the mirror without turning around and Trent slid his arms around his chest, resting his chin on Lance’s shoulder. 
 
    “You didn’t answer my question.” He nuzzled at Lance’s ear. 
 
    “Sorry. I was…” 
 
    “Worrying.” Trent smiled softly and raised a hand, pressing a finger to Lance’s forehead, “You get this cute little line right here when you’re worrying about something.” 
 
    “No, I don’t.” He nudged Trent’s hand away with a scoff because his heart leapt at the idea of the other man noticing something so miniscule about him. 
 
    “Yes. You do. I know, because it’s pretty much always there unless I’m touching you.” 
 
    Lance dropped his gaze at the knowing look. At the words that meant so much to him. Trent paid attention. Trent knew him. Even in such a short amount of time, Trent knew he was a worrier. Knew that the only time Lance’s brain shut off and he let himself go was when he was in Trent’s arms. 
 
    “Stop overthinking it.” Trent nudged his chin back up until their eyes met in the mirror again, “I’m not going anywhere. I’ll still be here when you get home from work and we’ll figure it all out as we go okay?” 
 
    “Okay.” Lance said reflexively. 
 
    Trent turned him around with a quick tug on his shoulders so they were eye-to-eye, “You promised me, Lance. Remember? You promised you’d give this a chance. Just because we’re not spending the whole day in bed together naked, don’t you forget that you agreed to be mine.” 
 
    Lance melted into him as Trent pulled him into his arms and kissed him deeply. Passionately. But also so sweetly. As if he was trying to convey everything he’d said in this one kiss. Trent pulled him closer by the hips, backing him against the dresser, and only when he felt his utility belt shift did Lance pull back with a gasp. 
 
    “Trent. No. My sidearm…” 
 
    Trent paused and glanced down at where the weapon was holstered. His brows furrowed slightly and then he glanced back up and Lance was shocked to see a twinkle in his blue eyes. Then he grinned. He grinned that beautiful, wide, white dazzling grin and Lance’s poor bruised and swollen heart thumped too hard again. 
 
    “It’s okay.” 
 
    “It’s okay?” Lance felt his eyebrows go into his hairline. 
 
    “It’s okay.” Trent cautiously slipped his arms back around Lance’s hips and stepped closer, avoiding the utility belt but not backpedaling in the other direction the way Lance had thought he would. He surprised Lance again when he pressed a soft kiss to his lips and smiled, “The only part of me in danger when you’re around is my heart. I trust you too.” 
 
    Lance’s own heart gave a dangerous kick in his chest and he stared at the beautiful man holding him in his arms. Holding him despite the fact he was carrying a firearm, and firearms scared the hell out of him. Trent had said he trusted Lance but not just about the gun. He’d said he trusted him with his heart too. 
 
    Did that mean… 
 
    “You’re doing it again.” Trent pressed their foreheads together, “Worrying. Stop it.” 
 
    “Trent…” 
 
    “No.” Trent shook his head, their noses rubbing they were so close, “No worrying about this or us right now. Because when you look at me like that, it makes me want to strip you naked and show you just how much I want you all over again and…” 
 
    “I have to go to work.” Lance’s voice sounded unsure even to his own ears and Trent chuckled. 
 
    “And you have to go to work.” He agreed with another twinkling smile, “So stop worrying before I fuck you into contentedness again and then we’ll both be out of a job.” 
 
    Lance snorted, “You’re not out of a job. You’re the highest selling male artist in Nashville. If your label drops you because of your sexuality you can sue them or…” 
 
    “There you go again. Worrying about me.” Trent kissed him to shut him up, “Nashville is the least of my concerns right now. Right now, the only thing I’m worried about is my super sexy man in his super sexy uniform convincing himself that I won’t be here when he gets back from work today. So you’re going to promise that you believe me before you leave. Say you believe me, Lance. I’ll be here.” 
 
    Everything inside of him melted and he nodded shyly. He wasn’t the only one worried. Trent was worried too. About him. About him convincing himself that this wasn’t real, that it had all been some kind of dream or something, while he was gone to work today. Eight hours alone in his patrol car was guaranteed to have him overthinking it too which Trent obviously knew. Because he knew him. Better than some people Lance had known his whole life. 
 
    “Say it.” Trent tilted his chin back up. 
 
    “I believe you’ll be here when I come home from work.” 
 
    “Good.” Trent kissed him swiftly, far too fast and far too easily, before pushing away from him, “Now get your fine ass out of here before I start undressing you again, Deputy.” 
 
    Lance chuckled and gave a mock salute that earned him the bird. He gathered up his cell phone and keys and shot Trent one last longing look before leaving the room and the man behind. He actually liked the idea of leaving Trent alone here in his trailer, as if he belonged here whether Lance was with him or not. The thought of Trent lounging in his bed, showering in his shower, even just relaxing on his couch watching television made him smile. 
 
    And he was still smiling when he walked out of the trailer and smack dab into the middle of the real world. 
 
    “Good morning, Deputy Nichols.” The gorgeous blonde sitting at his patio table raised a perfectly manicured eyebrow when he came to an abrupt halt. “Running late for work?” 
 
    “I uh…” His chest felt tight and his eyes darted around, checking to see who else might be lurking in his yard but when he didn’t see his boss he focused back in on the woman at the table, “Morning Lemon. Something I can help you with?” 
 
    “Maybe.” She smiled easily, “I’m just waiting for my friend. You remember him right? Shane and I introduced you to him. He’s supposed to be staying next door and you’re supposed to be keeping an eye on him?” 
 
    A cold sweat popped up on Lance’s skin and he swallowed hard, “Um, uh, yeah. Trent. Yeah. I remember him.” 
 
    “Thought you might.” She leaned back in her chair and gave him a long once-over, “Since he spent the night with you and all.” 
 
    His blood ran cold at the words. Spent the night with him. Lemon knew Trent had stayed the night. Lemon knew Trent was in his trailer right now, at this very moment, and a sick feeling of dread curled in his stomach. 
 
    “Can you do me a favor and tell him I’m here? I assume he’s in some state of undress and I really don’t want to see it so...” She shrugged as if she hadn’t just said she knew Trent was nearly naked in his bed, “I thought I’d wait out here for him but you came out first so, be a dear and tell him I’m here would you?” 
 
    Lance stared at her for a long moment, his jaw hanging open no doubt. She looked so calm, so classy, so… Lemon. Unfazed by the fact that she’d somehow discovered her friend was sleeping in his bed and thereby that he was gay. She hadn’t even batted a lash. Had teased him a little in fact now that he thought about her tone of voice. He stared at her so long he saw her eyebrows wing up before she grinned and shook her head. 
 
    In a very loud, very clear voice, she called out, “Trenton James Thorne, get your sweet ass out here before your new boy toy passes out, would ya?” 
 
    Lance felt faint. He was sweating despite the cool morning. He also felt a little dizzy and lightheaded. Lemon was here. The country music superstar that rivaled only Trent in sales. Trent’s best friend. His boss’s soon to be wife. She was here, sitting on his patio, announcing to him and to anyone in hearing range that he and Trent were sleeping together. He swayed slightly but a set of strong hands wrapping around his biceps kept him from going down. 
 
    “It’s okay.” Trent was there, right there with him, holding him up, keeping him steady, reassuring him with soft words and a gentle touch, “It’s okay. Don’t freak out. Baby, please, don’t freak out. Breathe, baby.” 
 
    Lance felt embarrassment flame up his cheeks, replacing the lightheadedness with nothing but heat. Baby. Trent had called him baby in front of Lemon. Twice. And he was treating him like he was some kind of fainting maiden that might fall over if he didn’t hold him together. 
 
    “Let go of me.” He tried to jerk his arms away but Trent held firm and he hissed. “I said, let go.” 
 
    “No.” Trent’s eyes narrowed and he followed him, holding steady as Trent tried to back away, instead shoving him against the side of the trailer, “No.” 
 
    “Damn it Trent.” He felt himself shaking and hated the reaction, hated the fear that slithered through his veins and the fact that Trent knew him well enough to know he was freaking out and wanted to run away. “She… she… she knows.” 
 
    “Look at me.” Trent demanded and as if the past few days he’d been brainwashed, his eyes automatically followed the command, rising to meet those beautiful blue eyes that were staring down at him with hurt and worry and something else, something that made his breathing hitch again, “Look at me. That’s it, baby. Look at me. Just focus on me. She doesn’t matter. Forget she’s even here. Focus on me.” 
 
    “Hey!” A feminine squeak of disapproval came from nearby and Trent jerked his gaze away to glare at her. 
 
    “Goddamnit Lemon. Go away. Go inside. Just, leave me the hell alone for a minute and let me deal with the mess you made.” 
 
    Trent’s gaze came back to Lance’s before Lemon could possibly say anything and he sighed, raising his hands to cup Lance’s cheeks, “She doesn’t know shit. She doesn’t know how I feel about you. Doesn’t know how you feel about me. She doesn’t know anything so she can’t tell anybody anything. Do you understand?” 
 
    Lance felt the panic attack that had been seizing him begin to loosen its hold but he shook his head, “She knows, Trent. She knows that I’m… gay.” 
 
    Trent winced and Lance felt the ground beneath his feet shift all over again. Damnit, he couldn’t even say it out loud without nearly choking on the word. And that hurt Trent. He could see it all over his beautiful face. Hurt him because Lance’s denial of who he was meant the future was a bleak and unsure thing instead of obvious and standing right there in front of him. 
 
    Trent smoothed a hand down his throat, holding him steady and swiping his pulse point soothingly, “It’s okay. She isn’t going to tell anyone. I promise. I told you that I wouldn’t out you. I won’t let her either. She’s my best friend and she would never hurt me by hurting you. Believe me. Please believe me.” 
 
    Lance quivered at the touch and the words that made everything inside him want to melt into this man’s embrace. His mind was still racing, sorting through the scenarios. Lemon telling Shane. Shane slipping up and saying something to someone at the office. Lemon telling everyone even accidentally. His parents and sister finding out. His friends. His entire world crumbling to pieces all around him. 
 
    “Lance, please trust me. You trusted me with your body. Now trust me with your heart. Please.” Trent was all but begging and when Lance looked back up into his blue eyes, a sense of calm washed through him like he had never known. 
 
    He did trust Trent. With his secrets. With his past. With all his hurts and fears. He’d trusted Trent to take care of him, to know what he needed, to listen and to lean on for days now. He trusted Trent and he believed him and more than that… He loved him. 
 
    He loved Trent Thorne and even if his entire world crumbled and he lost everyone else that he called family or friend, he would be okay just so long as he didn’t lose Trent. 
 
    Lance raised his hand which was still shaking slightly and covered Trent’s where it rested on his cheek, “Okay.” 
 
    “Okay?” Blue eyes searched his face hesitantly. 
 
    “Okay. I believe you. Okay. I trust you.” He nodded slowly, “If you say my secret, our secret, is safe with her, then I believe you.” 
 
    Trent’s eyes darted all over his face again, as if searching for the truth, and then his pinched brows loosened and he softened. His touch gentled and he moved closer. He brought their foreheads together until their mouths were an inch apart, until they were breathing the same air and his voice was ragged with what had to be relief when he spoke. 
 
    “Thank you.” 
 
    Lance shook his head, “Sorry I freaked out.” 
 
    “She ambushed us. I’m sorry. I’m so sorry. I’ll be more careful next time. I’ll…” 
 
    Lance tilted his head just enough to brush their lips together, stopping Trent’s rush of words. There was no reason for Trent to be the one apologizing. It was Lance that had asked him to stay. Lance that had invited him into his home and into his life and bed over and over again. If anyone was to blame for not being careful it was Lance, not Trent. 
 
    Trent kissed him back softly, “Are we okay?” 
 
    “We’re okay. We’re going to be okay.” 
 
    “God, when I heard her voice I…” Trent winced as if the horror of it gave him physical pain but Lance shook him off. 
 
    “No. We can’t. Not right now. I’m late for work. I have to go or people will ask questions. You’ll talk to her? Tell her that I’m not ready to… that she can’t…” 
 
    “I promise.” Trent nodded. 
 
    “Okay.” Lance took a deep breath for courage and then stepped away, “And we’ll talk tonight. There’s uh… we should talk some more, about what this means. About how we feel about each other. Right?” 
 
    “Right.” Trent smiled at him softly. “About how we feel about each other. Because we’re on the same page.” 
 
    “We’re on the same page.” Lance agreed, coming as close to saying the words as he’d ever imagined he could. But instead of saying those three little words, he just said, “See you tonight.” 
 
    He couldn’t deal with his realization right now. There wasn’t time. It would have to wait for tonight. He had work to do. Trent had promised he’d still be here when he got back, that he’d handle Lemon and everything would be okay. So tonight, when he got home from work, he’d tell Trent he was in love with him and then they’d figure out the future together. 
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter Thirteen 
 
      
 
    Trent watched Lance leave even though it took everything in him not to grab the man and pull him back inside. Strip him naked and convince him to spend another day in bed with him. Anything to keep them here, in their safe space and out of the real world. 
 
    But the real world had already come knocking and there was no going back. 
 
    He stomped into the trailer, slamming the door behind him so hard it rattled the entire building, and glared at the little blonde that had just nearly torn his world apart, “Why?” 
 
    Lemon only blinked at him, “Why what?” 
 
    “Why are you here? Why did you just show up unannounced?  You could have ruined everything, do you know that? Do you know how hard I’ve had to work to get him to trust me? And then you show up and nearly ruin everything! Goddamnit Lemon you had no right!” 
 
    “Woah, now. Hold on a second.” Lemon held a hand up, “Take a step back and lower your voice. You don’t get to take that tone with me.” 
 
    “Lemon…” 
 
    “No.” She cut him off with a glare, “No! I get to yell now. Because to answer your questions, no, I have no idea how hard you’ve worked to make him trust you because you haven’t picked up your phone in twenty-four hours. That’s why I showed up.” 
 
    “It was one goddamned day!” 
 
    “Yeah, one day can change your entire life. I thought you’d know that by now. You didn’t answer your phone and I got worried. Mostly I was worried you’d taken off on your own but of course you didn’t do that. You did something a whole lot dumber. You fell for the straight guy next door like a complete dumbass even after I told you that he was bad news.” 
 
    Trent felt like his head was going to explode. He loved Lemon. He really did. He loved her like a sister. Like a sister he wanted to hug and cuddle and protect from the world sometimes. Then, at other times, times like now, he loved her like a sister he wanted to strangle. 
 
    “He isn’t bad news. He’s a nice guy, a good guy.” 
 
    “No, you have a type, Trent and it’s bad boys. Straight bad boys, actually.” 
 
    “Lance isn’t straight!” He snapped. 
 
    “Well, clearly. Congrats, you seduced one to the dark side finally.” She rolled her eyes and he physically stepped back from her when the thought of shaking her until her teeth rattled popped into his head. 
 
    He wasn’t a violent man. He’d never been a violent man. But the urge to shake Lemon until she listened to him, until she really heard him, was strong. 
 
    He forced in a steadying breath and then blew it out slowly before he spoke again, lowering his voice and trying to appear calmer than he felt, “Lance isn’t straight, Lemon. He’s never been straight. I didn’t seduce him. Well, I might have, the first time. But he definitely seduced me the second time and it’s been mutual ever since.” 
 
    Lemon blinked at him as if he’d grown another head, “Second time? Mutual ever since? I’m sorry… are you saying that this thing with you and Lance was more than a one-night stand?” 
 
    “That’s exactly what I’m saying! I’ve been with him since the night I came to Fate!” He pulled at his hair. “I’m in love with him you idiot!” 
 
    His best friend gaped. She actually gaped at him like a fish out of water. Her mouth opened and then closed again without any words coming out. She blinked and studied him for a long moment and then she sat back in the chair she’d taken and crossed her arms over her chest. 
 
    “Huh. I didn’t see that coming.” 
 
    “No shit. Neither did I.” Trent shrugged his shoulders in defeat, “I wasn’t prepared for him at all but he got under my skin and I… I want him.” 
 
    “Well, duh. I saw the way you were looking at him, Trent. I know you want him. That’s obvious.” 
 
    “No, Lem. I want him. For keeps. I want him to be mine. He is mine. Even if he’s still wrestling with it in his own head. He knows the truth as much as I do. It’s like he was made for me and it took my world falling apart for me to come here and find him.” 
 
    Lemon ran a hand through her hair and sighed, “Trent…” 
 
    He cut her off before she could say all the things he knew she would say, “I know. Okay? I know it’s only been a couple of days. I know it seems insane but we just… fit.” 
 
    “Trent…” 
 
    “Don’t say my name like that. Like you don’t know what I mean. You do! You know! You know that when you know, you just know. You said you felt the same way when you came home to Shane.” 
 
    Lemon reached out and grabbed his arm, “Honey, sit down.” 
 
    Trent realized he’d been pacing the small confines of the trailer he’d spent less than a half hour in since coming to Fate, Texas. He huffed but did as she said. He dropped into the chair opposite her and crossed his arms over his chest, waiting for her to say all the same things his logical, reasonable side, had been telling him for days. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Don’t get defensive with me.” Lemon sighed. “I just want to talk to you.” 
 
    “Fine. Talk. You’re not going to say anything that’ll change my mind.” 
 
    “I don’t want to change your mind. I just want to understand.” Lemon frowned, “Just… walk me through it. How did this happen? And what do you mean you’ve been with him since you got here? Shane and I just introduced you two… didn’t we?” 
 
    Trent winced as he remembered the awkward greeting that Lemon and Shane had witnessed. She thought that was the first time Trent had met Lance. But he’d known him longer than that, since the night he arrived in Fate, and he felt like he’d known Lance even longer. 
 
    He knew there was no getting out of this so he told her the truth. He told her about how he’d confused the trailer that first night because her directions sucked. Told her about how he and Lance had ended up in bed together both confused and fumbling to piece together what had happened, and then, after his sweet gesture with the gun, calming Trent down from his panic, how they’d truly ended up in bed together.  
 
    He told her all of it, or at least most of it. There were things he didn’t share. Personal things. Intimate things. Things that weren’t his to tell about the man he loved. Things that Lance wouldn’t want him to tell, not even to his best friend, and he kept those special, private moments to himself. 
 
    He didn’t mention Lance’s past or what it really meant. He didn’t tell her how much time they’d spent just staring into each other’s eyes, completely silent, just content with each other. He didn’t tell her about Lance’s apology for holding back, for not knowing how to deal with what they shared just like he didn’t tell her how worried he was that one misstep would make Lance push him out of his life completely. He didn’t tell her just how worried he was that Lance would never be ready to accept that what they had was real. 
 
    But he told her everything else and when he was done, Lemon was still frowning. Her brows were furrowed and her lips were thin. He’d told her that he loved Lance, that he’d fallen in love with him recklessly and hopelessly and he couldn’t imagine losing him now. Couldn’t imagine not waking up to that gorgeous face every morning, couldn’t imagine not falling asleep with that sexy body wrapped around him every night. 
 
    When Lemon finally spoke, she didn’t say anything along the lines of what he was imagining, instead she asked, “What about Nashville?” 
 
    He tilted his head, “What about it?” 
 
    “Trent.” She all but growled his name. 
 
    “What? What’s there to say about it? I’m not going back to Nashville. Not right now. Maybe not ever. There’s nothing left for me there, Lemon.” 
 
    “That’s not true.” 
 
    “Yes, it is and we both know it.” 
 
    His career was done. Nobody wanted a gay man in Nashville singing love songs. They weren’t ready for that and honestly, he didn’t know if he was either. He’d enjoyed the spotlight. Enjoyed the fame. But he didn’t feel like Nashville was where he was supposed to be anymore. Not since he wound up in this tiny little West Texas town and found everything he’d ever wanted in a man, in a partner.  
 
    What he wanted, what he needed, was here. Not in Nashville. It was here, in Fate, with Lance. 
 
    “No, I don’t believe and neither do you. More importantly, neither does Rick.” 
 
    Trent’s eyes whipped up from where he’d been staring at his hands, picking at his nails, when she said his manager’s name, “You talked to Rick?” 
 
    “Yeah. That’s why I’m here actually.” Lemon rolled her eyes, “You’re not returning his calls so he called me and sent me looking for you.” 
 
    Trent’s temper flared again and he growled. Lemon wasn’t his keeper. Neither was Rick. He could do whatever he wanted. Go wherever he wanted. Be who he was. He was out and his career was over and he was fine with that. Fine! Why couldn’t they accept it as easily as he had? 
 
    “I took one day. One goddamned day! One day off from the real world and my incessantly ringing phone, to spend time with the man I’m falling madly in love! And Rick couldn’t just leave a damn voicemail? He sent you here to find me? Why?” 
 
    “You’ll have to take the why up with him.” Lemon raised her eyebrows when he growled, “But I think you’re missing the point.” 
 
    “What? That my manager is miraculously still my manager?” 
 
    “No. One day. It took one day for Rick to track you down through me when you didn’t answer. To call me looking for you. He couldn’t reach you and he called me because he thought that maybe, just maybe, I knew where you were hiding out.” Lemon shook her head, “Yeah. If Rick can figure it out in a day, it’s not going to take much longer for other people to start putting it together and figure out you’re hiding here in Fate too.” 
 
    He groaned, “Damn it. No. I’m not ready to go back to the real world.” 
 
    “Well the real world isn’t just going to let you disappear, Trent.” 
 
    “I don’t owe them anything. Why can’t they just leave me alone?” 
 
    “Because you do owe them. Maybe not Rick or the label but you owe yours fans the truth, the real truth. And if you want to disappear after that, I’ll try to help you do that. But you owe the people that’ve supported you throughout your career the truth and you know it.” 
 
    “Lem…” 
 
    “No. Don’t Lem me. You need a reality check even if you don’t want one. The real world is coming and you’re gonna have to face it. Whatever this is with you and Lance, it exists in a bubble.” She held her hand up when he started to speak, to tell her exactly what it was, a relationship, even if he couldn’t be sure Lance knew that yet. “You two have been hiding out in his trailer for the past few days. Ignoring the world like it doesn’t exist. And your bubble is going to burst, soon Trent, and I don’t think you’re in any way ready for that. Not either of you.” 
 
    Lemon trailed off and Trent shoved his hands into his hair. She was right of course. She usually was. It was something he’d learned about her a long time ago. Lemon saw through him. She had from the very start.  
 
    She’d taken one look at him and somehow known that he was hiding. That the image he presented wasn’t the real him. She knew him and she was right. He owed his fans the truth and an apology for lying to them for all these years. They were the ones that had given him the career and the life that he’d always wanted and he owed them an explanation at the very least. 
 
    More than that, Lemon was his family. She was worried about him. And, by extension, she was worried about Lance now too. She was trying to look out for them by telling him the hard truths and forcing him to face the hardest truth of all. 
 
    “Lance isn’t ready to come out.” 
 
    “He may not have that choice.” She shrugged, “You didn’t.” 
 
    “No. No way. I won’t let that happen. I can’t.” 
 
    “Trent, the media is going to find you here. Sooner rather than later. You can’t stay here.” 
 
    “I’m not leaving him.” He gaped at her in shock. 
 
    “Then you have to be prepared for them to figure out you’re involved with him. That he’s the reason you’re staying.” 
 
    “No.” He instantly shook his head, his stomach turning, “I won’t let that happen to someone I love. Not if I can help it.” 
 
    He couldn’t. He wouldn’t. He’d promised Lance that he wouldn’t out him. By extension that meant he couldn’t let the press find out about them. 
 
    “Trent…” Lemon sighed again, “Are you sure that’s what this is? Love? I mean… you thought you were in love with Heath a week ago.” 
 
    He glared at her for bringing that up, “I wasn’t in love with Heath. I see that now. I know the difference now.” 
 
    “Do you?” 
 
    “I was infatuated with Heath. He was my best friend and he was the only person I let close. I wanted him to be the one to get me because I was so comfortable with him but he didn’t. Lance does. He gets me, Lem. It feels like I’ve known him forever. He sees me, the real me, not the superstar or the persona or the image. Me.” 
 
    Lemon didn’t look convinced, “He knew the truth before you met him. You’d been outted. There wasn’t anything left to hide with him.” 
 
    “That’s not true.” Trent gave her a pointed look, “Knowing I’m gay doesn’t equal knowing me. I’m not just that one thing.” 
 
    “I know. That’s not what I meant.” 
 
    “He gets me, Lemon. Every part of me. Parts I’ve never shown another human being. I’ve told him things I’ve never told anyone and he’s told me things that… It’s like he was made for me, Lem.” 
 
    The perfect fit. The missing piece of him that he’d been looking for as long as he could remember. Lance could make him feel whole with nothing but a look. 
 
    He was submissive to Trent’s dominant. Sweet when Trent needed sweet and strong when Trent needed strong. He was real. He was a fan but not a fanboy. He was complicated but not so much that he wasn’t worth the effort.  
 
    He was. Trent was sure of it. Lance didn’t have any more baggage than he did and Lance accepted him so he could accept Lance in return, if only it was that easy. 
 
    “But he won’t come out for you.” Lemon stated the obvious. 
 
    “No. And I don’t want him to. I don’t want him to do it for me. I want him to do it for himself. But he’s not ready. I don’t know if he ever will be. All I know is that he’s nowhere near ready right now.” 
 
    Lance’s freak out when faced with Lemon more than proved that. He’d all but hyperventilated. He’d tried to run away to hide. He’d been more than scared. He’d been terrified. So, no, Lance wasn’t ready to tell anyone he was gay, let alone the world. 
 
    “But time isn’t your friend. Not with the media on your tail.” 
 
    “I have time.” He argued, “I’m in hiding, remember?” 
 
    “Oh, come on Trent. You’re a smart man. You know Rick isn’t going to let you hide here forever. He’s probably already chartered a plane to come and get you himself and drag you back to Nashville.” 
 
    A headache formed behind his eyes, “No. He wouldn’t.” 
 
    Except Rick would. He totally would. And they both knew it. Rick wasn’t just his manager for his music. He managed Trent’s life. He was the one that had carefully orchestrated it all those years so that Trent could hide his secret. Now that it was out, now that there was no controlling it, he would be in management mode all over again with a whole plan of how they were going to handle it, spin it, play it for their benefit. 
 
    Except the only they that Trent was interested in was himself and Lance. 
 
    “You know he’s on his way here.” Lemon gave him a knowing look that made him feel about an inch tall. 
 
    “I know.” He whispered softly. 
 
    Which meant he wasn’t just running low on time. He was running out of time. Time with Lance. Time to let Lance figure out what was between them was real. Real enough to take a chance on. Time for Lance to figure out what Trent already knew.  
 
    He loved Trent too. He had to. If he didn’t, Trent shook the thought off, completely unable to process that as a possibility. 
 
    No. Lance had fallen for him too. He had. That was why he’d calmed when Trent touched him earlier. Because he was in love with Trent too. 
 
    “And if he’s on his way, you know they’re going to be right behind him.” 
 
    “I know.” 
 
    “I’m sorry.” Lemon reached out and took his twitchy hand, “I’m sorry that I asked you to come here. That I only made this harder for you.” 
 
    “No. Don’t say that.” He squeezed her hand in response, “Don’t be sorry. I’m not. If I hadn’t come here, I wouldn’t have met Lance.” 
 
    “But…” 
 
    “No buts.” He cut her off, “I’ll figure it out tonight. Lance and I will figure it out. Somehow. We’ll make it work.” 
 
    Lemon nibbled on her bottom lip, “What if…” 
 
    “Just say it Lemon.” He prompted when she trailed off nervously. 
 
    “What if Lance doesn’t want to make it work?” 
 
    “He will. He does.” Trent closed his eyes and willed it to be true, “He loves me. He has to. There’s no way that all of this between us is one-sided. He feels it. He’s just scared.” 
 
    Lemon released his hand, “Well of course he’s scared. He’s a closet case, Trent. I mean, after falling for a straight guy, that’s about as rough as it gets.” 
 
    “I don’t care how rough it is, I’m not leaving him.” 
 
    “Okay.” 
 
    He snorted, “Just, okay?” 
 
    “No, of course not, but I know you well enough to know when your mind is made up. You and Lance need to figure out how to make it work. Fine. But I’m warning you, Trent. It’s not gonna be easy. Not with him. I don’t know how much you know about his past but…” 
 
    “Everything. He told me everything.” 
 
    “Yeah, well, needless to say I’m seeing him and his past in a different light but the truth is still the truth. If he was willing to sleep around all these years just to keep his secret, he’s not going to come out easily.” 
 
    “He’s not that same guy. He stopped that years ago. He had a tough time accepting his truth. It’s not a crime that it took him a while to come to terms with being gay.” 
 
    “But he didn’t come out. He just pulled back from everyone. That’s the real reason he doesn’t go out with the boys. Because he’s hiding. Isn’t it?” 
 
    Trent shrugged, unwilling to divulge any of Lance’s personal story, “I’ll talk to Lance tonight. We’ll figure it out.” 
 
    “But if you don’t…” 
 
    “If we don’t, I’ll leave. I’ll leave Fate to protect him and his secret. It’ll break my heart but I’ll leave him.” 
 
    Lemon stared at him for a long moment, her blue eyes going soft before she shook her head, “Wow, you really are in love with him.” 
 
    “You’re just now getting that?” He snorted. 
 
    “You’re willing to walk away, to break your own heart so long as it means keeping him safe. That’s love, Trent. Real love. Selfless love. The kind that changes you for the better” 
 
    He smiled despite the fact his heart was aching. He was in love. For the first time in his life, he was in love. He’d found the man he wanted to spend the rest of his life with but it might not be enough. He might have to leave Lance, to protect him, to keep him safe and happy.  
 
    He’d been selfish most of his life. Lying to get what he wanted. Lying about who he was. But he wouldn’t be selfish this time, not when it came to Lance. 
 
    He’d put him first. Tonight, when he came home from work, Trent would sit him down and tell him the truth. He’d tell Lance that he was in love with him and hope that his confession didn’t send the other man running in the other direction. 
 
    It was all he could do. 
 
    Lemon’s phone pinged on the table, bringing him back to the present. Her brows furrowed as she picked it up and he scrubbed a hand over his face. When she made a small sound, a quick intake of breath, he opened his eyes and when he saw the look of concern on her face he winced. 
 
    “What is it?” 
 
    “Uh… Trent, we have a problem.” 
 
    “What now?” 
 
    “I don’t think you have until tonight to talk things through with Lance and figure it out.” 
 
    His gut twisted, “What’s going on?” 
 
    Lemon put the phone face down on the table. Slowly, she met his gaze. Those blue eyes, soft and sad, sent a slice of pain through his chest. She bit her lip and he knew before she even put it into words. 
 
    “That was Shane. There are reporters in town asking the locals about you, about if they’ve seen you. They’re here.” 
 
    Trent felt all the air rush out of his lungs. They were here. In Fate. They’d found him. Lemon had been right. Again. 
 
    “My time is up.” 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter Fourteen 
 
      
 
    “Base to Nichols, come in.” 
 
    Lance scrubbed a hand over his jaw when he heard his name come over the radio. It had been a quiet day so far. Too quiet. Quiet enough that he’d spent most of the day staring out the windshield of his cruiser at the open highway in front of him, thinking about making a run for it. 
 
    He was an idiot. He’d known that for a long time but never had it been more obvious to him than it was today. He was idiot because there wasn’t a snowballs chance in hell that he was going to do what his brain insisted and cut ties with Trent now. Before it got too deep, his brain warned and his heart laughed. Trent was already too deep, soul deep, and Lance didn’t want to deal with the pain of trying to dig him out. Didn’t want to dig him out at all. 
 
    He wanted him there. Under his skin. In his life. He wanted a chance at making it work with the man of his dreams.  
 
    But he was terrible at relationships. Hadn’t had an honest one in his life. Had no idea how to be someone’s boyfriend, let alone another man’s boyfriend. And damn if that thought didn’t send a shot of adrenaline through him that he hadn’t known to expect. 
 
    He wanted to be Trent’s boyfriend. He wanted the right to call him his. Wanted the right to stand at his side and hold his hand and be with him. The way that Trent deserved to have someone that supported him and adored him and loved him as deeply as two people could. 
 
    That was Lance. It had to be. Because the idea of letting Trent go and seeing him with someone else, made him violently, irrationally angry. The idea of Trent hugging another man from behind, his scruffy jaw on another’s man neck, it made him see red. Just the thought of Trent handcuffing someone else to a bed and kissing every inch of another man’s body made him white knuckle the steering wheel.  
 
    No. No. Trent was his damnit. He’d said so. Trent was his. That was the important part. They could figure everything else out. They had time. 
 
    It had all happened so fast. Lance hadn’t seen it coming. It had blindsided him. Hit him like a sucker punch to the jaw and whipped his head around, made him feel dizzy and off balance. But he’d fallen and Trent had caught him. 
 
    That scene, this morning, with Lemon… that had been Trent catching him. Lance had freaked out. He’d been in a full-blown panic. But Trent had refused to let him go. He’d held him steady and talked him through it. Promised that he would make it okay and Lance had believed him. How could he not? He loved Trent. 
 
    “Base to Deputy Nichols. Come in, Nichols.” Sheila’s annoyed voice came through the squawking speaker and he winced. 
 
    So lost in his thoughts of Trent, he hadn’t picked it up. Shit. He cleared his throat and grabbed the radio, forcing thoughts of Trent to the back of his head and focusing on his job, the one thing that had always made sense to him. 
 
    He was a good cop. He liked being a cop. He liked the respect that automatically came with his badge. Would he have to give it up to be with Trent? God, he hoped not. 
 
    “This is Nichols.” He reported in with a heavy sigh. 
 
    “There you are!” Sheila sounded as relieved as she did annoyed when she spoke again, “Where are you?” 
 
    “Out on the highway at the speed trap.” 
 
    “Oh, so you’re aware we have visitors then.” 
 
    Lance scratched his head at that. Technically it was one of the slower patrol spots. Locals knew the trap was there and followed the rules. They knew the FSD boys liked to stake it out. Lance had taken up post at it this morning thinking it was as good a place as any to be alone with his thoughts but he’d been wrong. He’d collected half a dozen tickets and warnings. He’d been so focused on his thoughts that he hadn’t stopped to think about why so many random people were passing through Fate today. Now, with that one sentence from Sheila, the hair on the back of his neck stood up. 
 
    “Visitors?” 
 
    “We’ve got a situation in town. Sherriff sent Lowry and Shaw over to handle it but I thought…” 
 
    Everything in Lance stilled because, was that worry in Sheila’s voice? For him? Couldn’t be. He was just going soft in the head because his heart was all twisted up in Trent. 
 
    “Thought what?” He prompted when she didn’t continue. 
 
    “Well, I thought you’d want to know about it since it’s at your address.” 
 
    His address. His trailer. Trent. His entire body jolted with adrenaline and awareness. There was a situation and the cops had been dispatched. Lance had somehow missed the call going out over the radio. Damn it. 
 
    “My address?” 
 
    “Well, the trailer next to yours actually. Unit B? Lowry’s brother owns it.” 
 
    “Yeah, I know who owns it Sheila.” Lance snapped, “What the hell is going on at it?” 
 
    He could practically hear his heart pounding in his head. Situation. Cops dispatched. To his address. To Trent’s address. He was already pulling his seatbelt on and shifting the cruiser into drive before Sheila came back through the line. When she did, he nearly wrecked trying to make a U-turn and get back to town. 
 
    “Reporters. They found out that country music guy is in town and tracked him there. They’re swarming the place. I thought you’d want to know your yard is probably overrun and…” 
 
    “Is he there?” He cut Sheila off as he gassed the engine. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Is he there? Did he get out before they found him or is he still there?” 
 
    He was holding his breath for the answer and he didn’t know why until Sheila’s voice came back on the line. He needed to know if Trent was gone. Disappeared like a figment of Lance’s overactive imagination. He needed to know if he was still in Fate, still within reach. 
 
    “He’s inside the trailer as far as I know. Lowry went out because his fiancé is out there with that Trent Thorne fella. They’re trapped in the trailer and Lowry told them not to come out until he clears the place I think.” 
 
    Trapped. Lance swallowed hard. Lance was trapped with a swarm of cameras and microphones waiting like sharks for him to step outside. He should have been called earlier but he kept from snapping at Sheila again. It wasn’t her fault. She couldn’t possibly know or understand. She couldn’t even imagine that his reaction to hearing Trent was surrounded by media and paparazzi was the same as Shane’s had probably been with Lemon. Because the people they loved were trapped. 
 
    “Thanks, Sheila.” He said instead when he managed to find his voice. “I’m gonna head that way and see what I can do.” 
 
    “I’ll let the Sheriff know reinforcements are on their way.” 
 
    Reinforcements? Lance almost laughed. He wasn’t going home as a cop. He was going home as a man, desperate to protect the man the loved from more pain or hurt.  
 
    “Thank you, Deputy Nichols.” Sheila’s voice was softer and he almost missed that she was even talking to him, “It’s a nice thing you’re doing, going to help that boy. Nobody should have to defend who they are to the world like that. We all just love who we love, ya know.” 
 
    Lance grit his teeth to fight a flash of tears. Yeah, he knew. He loved Trent. Loved him. Heart and soul. Couldn’t believe that it had happened so fast but it was true. He loved Trent Thorne and damn it he needed to be with him. Right now. 
 
    It took ten minutes. Ten long and awful thought-filled minutes for Lance to get home. To find the situation that Sheila had warned him about. Only it was a lot worse than he’d been picturing and what he’d been picturing had been pretty damn bad. 
 
    There weren’t a handful of reporters littering the lawn. There were dozens, maybe even tens of dozens. So many that he couldn’t see anything but the massive crowd of people gathered between his trailer and the one where Trent was trapped. There were vans parked up and down the small street that was generally all but abandoned. News vans, he registered with annoyance. Cameras everywhere. He couldn’t even pull into his parking spot. The other officers on the scene had tried to shut the street down but it was clear from their haphazard parking that they’d gotten there too late. The damage was already done. The trailer park overrun with nosy assholes. 
 
    Lance pulled slowly through the scene until he reached a spot on the street he thought it might be safe to park. He jumped out of the cruiser and scowled at the people that turned to look at him. He must have made an intimidating figure because several of the women in tight little suits and too much makeup took a step back. 
 
    Good. But not good enough. He glared at them. 
 
    “This is private property. You need to back off.” 
 
    “We have a right to be here.” One brave cameraman sniffed and Lance couldn’t help himself, he got right up in his face and snarled. 
 
    “You don’t have any fucking right to be here. None.” 
 
    “Trent Thorne is a public figure and…” 
 
    “He’s a person!” Lance growled, “Not a thing for you to exploit for your own Goddamn amusement. And this property? The grass you’re standing on? It belongs to me so get the fuck off it. Now.” 
 
    His anger was building and he didn’t even try to fight it. Not this time. This was about Trent. For Trent. These people wanted a piece of him but they couldn’t have it. Trent was his. 
 
    “Wait… your property?” A slim blonde stepped closer with a questioning gaze, “You’re the owner of the trailer? Did you know Trent Thorne was staying here? Are you two friends? How did he…” 
 
    “Get that fucking microphone out of my face.” He smacked it away when she held it out, “I’m not telling you a good goddamned thing except that you need to get off my property. Now. Before I…” 
 
    “Nichols!” 
 
    Lance jerked at the harsh, warning sound of his last name. His head spun around and he found Shane stalking towards him. His face was grim. His shoulders set with anger. But his eyes were full of concern. For Lemon? For Trent? Maybe even for him? He couldn’t be sure and this certainly wasn’t the time to ask just what Shane had managed to put together or what his fiancé had told him. 
 
    “Yes, sir?” He tilted his chin up when that sharp green gaze met his. 
 
    “Stop threatening people. Now.” Shane hissed under his breath, “You’ll only draw more attention.” His boss and friend took him by the upper arm and steered him back a few steps into an open space, “And I don’t think you want any of this attention right now.” 
 
    Lance blinked. So, Shane knew. Great. Just great. It wouldn’t be long until everyone knew and he felt that old sliver of fear and panic slide down his spine. Everyone. His family and friends and the entire world because there were cameras all over his front yard. He blinked again and shook his head trying to think it through, think straight.  
 
    He was still trying when the crowd gasped. Just like them, he and Shane both turned to see what was happening. Shane cursed under his breath but Lance couldn’t get enough air into his lungs to do even that. 
 
    Trent was standing on the top step of the trailer. He’d come outside to face the mob. He looked tired, Lance realized and his heart ached. He wanted to pull him into his arms and tell him that everything was going to be okay but he just stood there, his feet glued to the ground, as those mesmerizing blue eyes searched through the crowd and then found his. 
 
    He stopped breathing. Trent studied his face for a long moment as if he was looking for something but Lance didn’t know what. He stood stock still, wanting more than anything to rush towards the man he loved, but he couldn’t force his body to move. Couldn’t even blink. Couldn’t take his eyes off Trent as the other man’s eyes traced over him, as if memorizing, before pulling away to look over the crowd again. 
 
    The loss of his gaze felt like a dagger straight through the chest and he knew. He knew exactly what Trent was about to do. He was going to sacrifice himself to save Lance. To help Lance keep his secret. He wasn’t going to out him. He was going to protect him, just like he’d promised. 
 
    Lance’s heart thumped hard in his chest because this man was… amazing. So strong and confident, he stood there in front of a hundred cameras with his head high and his jaw set. So protective and selfless that he hadn’t given a single thought to reaching for Lance when he saw him in the crowd.  
 
    He didn’t know why Trent had chosen this moment to come outside, to face the crowd. Had he seen him? Or was it just a coincidence that he’d shown up at this moment? He lived in Fate, Texas. He didn’t believe in coincidences. Not anymore. Not since the night he fell into his bed and found the man of his dreams sleeping there like some kind of fairytale come to life. 
 
    And God, he really must be in love because he was waxing poetic about fairytales now. Who was he? Where had the old Lance Nichols gone? The man that was content to lie to everyone he’d ever met so long as it meant he got to keep the status quo. Who was this new man that said screw the status quo? 
 
    He knew the answer. He was Trent’s man. That’s who he was. Strong enough to stand by his side. Brave enough to trust him to have his back. He could do this. For Trent and for himself. 
 
    If ever there was a time to come clean… it was now. 
 
    He’d only thought he had so much to lose before by coming out. His family wouldn’t disown him. He’d never thought they would. They’d be shocked and they might be disappointed but he’d make it right with them in a way Trent had never been able to with his own. Shane knew so his job wasn’t at risk if he said it out loud. The only thing he had to lose, really lose, was Trent. 
 
    “Shh!” Hisses went through the crowd when Trent raised his hand for silence. 
 
    “If you’ll all please be quiet, I’d like to say a few words. I believe that’s why you’re here.” Trent’s voice rang out over the now silent crowd, strong and smooth with just a hint of a Texas accent that made Lance want to smile. 
 
    It was coming back. The longer he stayed in Texas, the more his accent would come back. And he needed to stay, Lance decided.  
 
    “You’re here today because there have been some allegations made about my sexuality.” Trent looked over the crowd but carefully avoided looking directly at Lance and damn, that stung, even if he knew why the man did it. “Well, I guess there’s no more hiding it and no use lying about it. The rumors are true. I’m gay.” 
 
    The crowd whispered amongst itself but since there were so many people it was like a dull roar. Lance flinched at the scene. He didn’t like it. Didn’t like that Trent felt the need to tell these people anything about himself, especially not something so personal. They didn’t deserve that kind of honesty from him not after the way they’d been dissecting him on the tv and radio the past few days. 
 
    Trent stood there, stoically, calmly, and waited for the crowd to hush again. Lance stared at him, wiling him to look his way again, but he didn’t. Trent purposefully looked everywhere but at him and it shouldn’t have hurt so much. Lance knew why he did it. He was trying not to draw attention to Lance and it was the sweetest, most misplaced gesture ever. 
 
    “I’d like…” Trent started to speak again and then cleared his throat, “I’d like to apologize to my fans for misleading them all these years. I’d like to be able to say that wasn’t my intention but it was. I hid my sexuality because I was scared. Scared that country music wouldn’t be able to accept me for who I am and at the time, I wanted my music more than I wanted to be honest.” 
 
    Lance’s heart swelled for the man standing in front of a shitty old trailer, speaking his truth. He was so strong. So brave. Standing all alone at the front of this massive crowd, telling these people, telling the world, that he was gay and apologizing. Not for who he was but for what he’d done, for all the lies he’d told. Lance respected the hell out of him for it. 
 
    “I didn’t get a choice about coming out.” Trent continued, “And I regret that it happened the way it did. I wish I’d been strong enough to do it myself but I wasn’t. All I can do is apologize for misleading my fans and ask you not to judge me too harshly. It’s a cruel world, particularly for people that don’t fit the standard of what you, the media, say normal is supposed to be. If you all haven’t proven that just by being here today, I don’t know what does.” 
 
    There were a few grumbles about being called out from the crowd but nobody denied that it was true. If the original report had been that Trent was straight and in a relationship, there might have been a rush of entertainment headlines but nothing on this scale. They wouldn’t have tracked him down to middle of nowhere Texas just to see if it was true. They were treating it differently, treating Trent differently, because he was gay. 
 
    “The truth is out there now. I’m gay. I won’t try to lie about that or take it back. I’m gay.” Trent met several cameras face to face, “If someone out there has a problem with that, I’d say that’s more of an issue with them than it is with me. If my fans can’t support me now, then I’m sorry but you’re not the kind of fans I want. I want people to know me, the real me, and still support me but if this means my career is over, at least I won’t have to deal with you people on my lawn anymore right?” 
 
    That earned Trent a smile and some chuckles from his captivated audience. He was so damn charming. Lance was sure he would lose a few fans. Hate was still hate and it was far too prevalent in the world. But he would bet that most of Trent’s fans would stick by him and give him a chance.  
 
    “Okay. I think that’s enough for today.” Trent rubbed a hand over his hair, “I’m spending some time with friends here in Fate and they’d appreciate it if you’d all go back to wherever you came from so they can live their lives in peace.” 
 
    “Trent!” Someone shouted, “Trent, wait, will you take a few questions?” 
 
    He sighed heavily and shrugged his big shoulders, “A couple, but then y’all leave. You hear me?” 
 
    “Trent! Trent!” The shouting started up, handing going up as well, as the reporters vied to be the ones he chose to ask whatever their all-important question was. “Trent! Over here! Over here!” 
 
    “This is gonna get crazy.” Shane huffed next to him. “I gotta go set the perimeter. You okay back here?” 
 
    “What?” He pulled his gaze off Trent momentarily but it found its way right back, “Yeah. Fine.” 
 
    “Okay. We’ll get rid of these people as quick as we can and then you can have the rest of the day to… uh… work things out with him.” 
 
    Lance felt his cheeks flush at the acknowledgement, “Thanks.” 
 
    Shane didn’t say anything, just nodded and moved away, through the crowd. Lance didn’t watch him go. He was too busy staring at Trent, trying to figure out what he was going to say next. So far he’d handled the crowd with ease, his charm on full display even if his smiles didn’t quite meet his eyes. But he looked tense now that he’d agreed to answer questions. Almost as if he’d rehearsed the other parts but hadn’t been prepared for this. 
 
    “Trent! Trent!” One blonde woman pushed her way forward and shouted louder than the rest, “Why did you come to Fate?” 
 
    “Uh… I just wanted some time alone and Lemon invited me to visit.” 
 
    “Trent, did you…” Another reporter started to ask but the blonde woman simply spoke over the man. 
 
    “So you didn’t come to Fate for a man?” 
 
    Trent’s brows furrowed slightly and he shook his head, “No. When I came to Fate, I only knew Lemon. Like I said, I just needed to get away for a little while and…” 
 
    “But you’ve been seeing someone since coming to Fate? Haven’t you?” This time the pushy blonde spoke over even Trent and Lance felt the air catch in his lungs. 
 
    The blonde. That suit. It was the woman he’d threatened. The one that had been so curious about him saying this was his property. Damn it.  
 
    “Um…” Trent’s eyes found him in the crowd again and Lance swallowed hard at the knot of emotion in his throat when Lance looked away quickly and shook his head, “Not that it’s any of your business but no. I’m not dating anyone. I only came to Fate to hide out and since you’ve all found me, I won’t be staying much longer. I’ll be heading back to Nashville soon.” 
 
    Lance felt the words like silver in his veins. Not dating anyone. Not staying much longer. He felt a panic attack coming on and forced himself to breathe through it. Trent was leaving. He hadn’t said a word about Lance or about what had happened, about how they felt about each other. He’d protected him by lying again, something he’d said he didn’t want to do. He’d let Lance keep his secret… as a parting gift. 
 
    A gift he didn’t want. A secret he didn’t want to keep. Not if it meant losing the man he loved. 
 
    “Would you stay?” He spoke, his voice scratchy with emotion, so much so that only a few heads turned to look at him until he cleared his throat and tried again, “Trent, would you stay? If you had a reason to? If someone gave you a reason to stay?” 
 
    Every head in the crowd turned to face him now but he didn’t care. Couldn’t care. Because he only had eyes for the blue-eyed boy on the steps of that trailer, the one that was staring at him with shock sure, but also with hope. It was that look, the love and acceptance it held, that had him taking a step forward to pose his real question in front of God and everybody. 
 
    “If I told you I loved you, would you stay a little longer?” 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter Fifteen 
 
      
 
    Trent nearly fell off the step he was standing on. He blinked and then blinked again. He wasn’t dreaming. This wasn’t a fantasy. Lance was really walking towards him. The sea of reporters was parting to make room for him, to let him closer, and for once in their godforsaken lives they were quiet as church mice as they watched the scene unfold. It was real. It wasn’t a fantasy but it was the fantasy. 
 
    At least it would have been if he’d ever given it even a moment of consideration. 
 
    Lance standing up in front of all these cameras and asking him to stay. Lance outing himself. Claiming Trent. Being here, with him, in this situation instead of running away or hiding. 
 
    He’d seen Lance arrive. He hadn’t been waiting for him but he’d known that eventually he would show up here. He’d asked Lemon to tell Shane not to call him in if possible but clearly it had gotten out of hand and they’d needed reinforcements. God knew there were probably a hundred people on the lawn at this point so he wasn’t surprised Lance had come. But he’d told Lemon that it couldn’t wait a moment longer, that he had to go out there and say something before Lance made some sort of scene that he couldn’t take back. 
 
    They’d spent a while thinking about what he should say and what he shouldn’t. He thought they’d covered everything nicely. Made the media feel like shit for tracking him down like this. Check. Pointed out that he hadn’t come out by choice but now that he was he wouldn’t back down. Check. Reminding them his personal life wasn’t any of their business? Check. But then the questions had started and that blonde woman seemed to know more than she should. 
 
    So he did what he did best. He lied. He’d lied to them. Again. Told them that he wasn’t dating anyone. Which, he supposed wasn’t technically a lie since he and Lance had never been on a real date. And wasn’t that just the saddest realization in the world? They’d never gone out together. Anywhere. And now, facing the end, their short amount of time spent sequestered in Lance’s trailer didn’t feel like nearly enough. 
 
    He’d wanted more and then, as if out of a dream, he’d heard Lance’s voice above all the others. Lance’s rough, tough voice drawing the attention of all those reporters to him. Trent hadn’t known whether to cut him off and keep him from saying whatever it was he’d wanted to say or rush towards him and drag him into his arms. In the end, he hadn’t had time for either. 
 
    Lance had spoken. Firmly. Clearly. And now he was walking towards Trent with purpose if not a little bit of hesitation. 
 
    “Oh my God.” Lemon whisper hissed from behind him. 
 
    He ignored her because what was there to say? He was struck speechless. His heart was in his throat, making it impossible to talk. Lance had just done the unbelievable. He’d outed himself. Not just to Trent or to their friends or even to his small hometown. He’d outed himself to the world by asking him to stay and Trent loved him so damn much for being brave that he felt tears well in his eyes and shook his head, trying to shake them away. 
 
    Lance stopped walking. The crowd stopped breathing. And Trent figured out a second too late that shaking his head made it look as if he was saying no. 
 
    “Oh God… no. I…” He took a step down and then another until he was on the ground, “No. Ask me again. Please. That wasn’t my answer… just ask me again.” 
 
    Lance’s handsome features had gone tight with wariness and Trent wanted to kick his own ass for making him hesitate. His dark eyes traced Trent’s face and he licked his lips nervously. Trent took another step forward but didn’t reach for him, scared of spooking him now that he’d already made one misstep. 
 
    “If I told you that I love you…” Lance’s voice was quieter now that there was barely a foot between them, “Would you stay a little longer in Fate?” 
 
    Trent’s heart spun in his chest, “Tell me and find out.” 
 
    Lance’s lips twitched and he would have sworn he muttered something about Trent being a bossy bastard under his breath but he didn’t care. He held his breath. Waiting for the question that was going to change both of their lives forever. 
 
    With a deep breath for courage, Lance met his gaze, “I love you, Trent.” 
 
    He took the last step forward until mere inches separated them, “And?” 
 
    Lance’s eyes narrowed and he grit his teeth, “And… will you stay a little longer in Fate? With me?” 
 
    “No.” He watched Lance’s eyes go wide but before he could react further Trent smiled and raised his hands, cupping Lance’s face between them and smoothing his thumbs over his cheekbones, “No, I don’t want to stay in Fate for a little while longer. I want to stay forever, if you’ll have me.” 
 
    There was a quick, collective gasp from the crowd gathered around them. Trent smiled. Lance gaped up at him for a long moment. They just stared at each other, like they had so many times over the past few days. Like they both knew how lucky they were to have found one another. 
 
    Lance raised his hands finally, gripping Trent’s wrists tightly, “You mean it?” 
 
    “I love you too, Lance.” He nodded, “I know it happened fast and I know we have a lot to figure out but… you jumped the biggest hurdle already and I’m ready to run the rest of the race with you. If you’ll let me.” 
 
    Because there were cameras and a ton of people watching, Trent wasn’t prepared when Lance all but launched himself into his arms. He caught up with a grunt, steadying them by wrapping an arm around his man, and then lowered his mouth to let Lance have what he wanted. 
 
    Lance kissed him right there in public, in the open, with cameras recording every second of their personal moment. 
 
    Trent groaned and wrapped him up tighter. God he loved this man. Loved how strong he was. Loved that he was being brave and that from now on they could try to be brave together. He loved the taste of him, the way it felt like coming home and he loved that no matter how crazy it might sound, that’s exactly what coming to Fate had been. 
 
    He’d found his home. The place he belonged. The person he belonged with and his soul belonged to.  
 
    It was Trent and Lance against the world from here on out. 
 
    Vaguely, he heard some cheers erupt around them and he smiled against Lance’s lips. He wanted to cheer right along with them. But more than that, he wanted to get his man alone. Because he didn’t like to share his private life and that’s what Lance was. Not a secret to keep. Not something to hide. But his and his alone. To be protected and cherished and loved. 
 
    “Okay, people. Break it up. The happy couple needs some time alone so I’m going Clint Eastwood on your asses if you don’t get off my lawn!” Lemon shouted from somewhere behind him and Trent couldn’t help it, he laughed. 
 
    Lance laughed too. A happy, rough sound that made Trent fall even more in love with him. When he looked down at the man in his arms, Lance’s cheeks were flushed pink, his dark eyes glittering and that smile. Jesus. He’d fallen in love with those dimples the first time he saw them. 
 
    “We should go inside and talk.” Trent smoothed a hand over Lance’s cheek. 
 
    “We should go inside.” Lance nodded and Trent couldn’t help but chuckle again. 
 
    “You just came out. Publicly. In a big way. I don’t think we’re going to have the privacy to do what you’re thinking about for a while, babe.”  
 
    Lance’s cheeks flushed even brighter, “Just… inside then.” 
 
    “Mmm.” Trent nodded his agreement and pulled his man into his side, grinning when Shane helped them maneuver through the crowd to Lance’s trailer instead of the one he’d been sequestered in all day. “Thanks.” 
 
    “Anytime.” Shane nodded and then flicked a gaze to Lance who blushed again before returning his gaze to Trent, “Just don’t hurt him or you’ll deal with me.” 
 
    Lance’s head spun up, “Shane!” 
 
    Shane chuckled, “Come on, you know I don’t need a reason to want to punch him.” 
 
    Trent rolled his eyes and all but shoved his boyfriend, his boyfriend, into the trailer. He liked Shane Lowry. It was official. He’d known he would. The man was so good to Lemon but it went deeper than that. He was a good man, a good friend. And no matter what he said, Trent didn’t doubt for a second that if he screwed things up and hurt Lance that Shane would make him answer for it. 
 
    “Get inside babe. I’m right behind you.” He stepped up onto the ledge and then paused, seeing the crowd was still lingering, “People! People!” Most of them were still watching him but the few that weren’t turned back to face him, “Go into town. Buy dinner. Rent a room. Fill up your vans at the Stop N Go. Give this amazing little town a little something in return for your intrusion and tomorrow morning, I’ll talk to all of you again, officially. Deputy Lowry will set it up. For now, I’d appreciate it if you’d respect our privacy and go away.” 
 
    There were some laughs and chuckles but for the most part, the strangers with the cameras seemed to take the hint. They began to disperse and he quickly told Shane that he’d be in town tomorrow morning and thanked him again for his help. Then, once he waved at Lemon who was graciously escorting reporters off the property, he shut the door of the trailer behind him, sealing him inside with the man of his dreams. 
 
    Who was glaring at him. 
 
    “You’re really going to talk to those people? Again?” Lance huffed. “They have no right to your personal business, Trent. You don’t owe them anything. You…” 
 
    He stepped into Lance and cupped his cheeks again, brushing their mouths together, “I love you.” 
 
    Lance softened instantly, “I love you too.” 
 
    He pushed, backing him against the nearest wall and then closing the space between them until they were chest to chest, hip to hip, sharing breath, “You came out for me.” 
 
    “I…” 
 
    “I didn’t want you to have to do that. I wasn’t going to out you. I was going to leave.”  
 
    Lance looked hurt by the very idea and wrapped his arms around Trent, “I know. I know you were but you said you were leaving and I just… I thought, if I let you go and didn’t come out now that there wouldn’t ever be anything worth coming out for. That’s how much I love you.” 
 
    “Lance, I don’t want you to regret it or resent me for it.” 
 
    “I don’t. I won’t.” Lance argued, “This is my life and it’s way past time that I started living it. I want to live it with you.” 
 
    “I want you too but it happened so fast…” 
 
    “Don’t you dare try to back out on me already.” Lance shoved and Trent collided with the closed door in the small space. His boyfriend closed the distance between them, getting right in his face, “I didn’t come out just to get dumped. I’m not letting you go that easily. So stop it with the buts.” 
 
    He grinned, “Damn you’re cute when you’re bossy.” 
 
    Lance glared at him, “I know it happened fast. I was there for it too, Trent. But it’s real. What I feel is real. I love you.” 
 
    Trent wrapped his arms around Lance, “I know. I feel it too. I love you too. I just want to make sure you’re thinking with the head on top of your shoulders and not the one in your pants.” 
 
    “You mean this one.” Lance tilted his hips, rubbing them together and Trent groaned. 
 
    “Fuck. You’re hard already?” 
 
    “I’m hard just being near you. Hearing you say you love me and you want to stay with me?” Lance pressed in again, “Yeah, I’m hard.” 
 
    Trent couldn’t help it. He cupped Lance’s ass and pulled him in even closer. Grinding them together. They both moaned. So good. It was always so good with this man. His man. Trent bit his bottom lip. 
 
    “We should wait. There are still people out there.” 
 
    Lance’s hand went to the button on his jeans, “I can’t wait. You’ll just have to be quiet.” 
 
    Trent moaned again as Lance unzipped him and slid a hand beneath his briefs to grip his dick, “Mmm, baby… wait… we need to… talk.” 
 
    His brain was already getting fuzzy. Forgetting why it was so important that they talk. Or what it was they needed to talk about.  
 
    The feel of Lance’s hand on him had that effect. The smell of Lance, soap and musk, surrounding him put him in a fog of lust. Lance’s mouth licking a path up his neck, sucking lightly, leaving marks that would no doubt be visible tomorrow when he went in front of the world and confirmed this relationship. And damn if that possessiveness didn’t make him want to do the same. Mark. Claim. Possess. 
 
    “Talk later. Right now, I need your hands on me. I need to forget about the rest of the world. I want it to just be the two of us.” 
 
    Whatever willpower he’d been clinging to, Lance’s words knocked him over the edge. Forget about the rest of the world. Forget about the scene they’d made. About the fact Rick was still on his way to Fate thinking to retrieve Trent with some sort of cockamamie plan. Forget even that the man he loved had just come out to the world but would still have to face his family and friends. Right now, what they needed was to go back to their bubble. Just the two of them. And with as much love as was throbbing between them, he knew it wouldn’t take much. 
 
    “Remember that first night?” He whispered huskily, knowing how much it turned Lance on when he talked to him like this. 
 
    “Mmm, you mean like three days ago?” Lance nipped him slightly. 
 
    “Smartass.” He tugged his hair in return. “I meant, do you remember how we got off with nothing but our hands and tongues between us.” 
 
    He slid his hands down Lance’s chest and found the utility belt. The one with the gun on it. The one he really did not want to touch. But he powered through the momentary panic because he loved this man, and he unclipped it and cautiously set it aside. Lance smiled up at him and that smile alone was worth every bit of his anxiety while he’d been touching that weapons belt. 
 
    He unbuttoned and unzipped him as he spoke, “I wanted you so bad. You were so beautiful. So needy. You wanted me too. Couldn’t stop staring at me and licking your lips like I was desert and you were starving.” 
 
    “Mmm.” Lance arched into his touch when he finally got his hand around him and stroked. 
 
    “Shh, quiet remember?” He warned with a firm grip. 
 
    “Fuck.” 
 
    “Not right now. Right now I want you to remember what it felt like the first time I touched you. The first time I kissed you. You were so needy. Sucking on my tongue like a slut. Do it now. Suck my tongue, baby.” 
 
    Lance moaned and complied in a blind rush. Their teeth collided before they found lips again. Lance’s tongue was there, tasting, dipping through the seam of his lips, finding his and swirling around his mouth, tasting and branding himself there. And only when Trent growled did he do as he’d been told and suck on Trent’s tongue. 
 
    His eyes nearly rolled back in his head. It had been his order but hell. It turned him on so much having Lance follow his commands with greedy acceptance. Almost as much as the suction of his mouth did, the memory of having that mouth all over him. 
 
    Lance made that sound, the one in the back of his throat that drove Trent mad and he quickened his pumps. Yeah, they were both way too close to the edge for this to last long. No use even trying to wait to get inside his man. Not this time. He had plenty of time for that later now that he’d decided he was staying.  
 
    Right now, he just wanted them on the same page, together. 
 
    He ripped his mouth away with a gasp, “You came so hard it covered both of us that first time.” 
 
    “Trent.” Lance whined as his hips bucked and his hand raced over Trent’s cock, upping the pace as he edged closer to release. 
 
    “Do it again. Come all over me. Mark me, baby. I’m yours.” 
 
    “Oh. God. I….” Lance stuttered as his cock twitched in Trent’s hand and his climax raced through him, “I love you.” 
 
    The feel of Lance vibrating against him. Those three little words. Trent gave in to his own need. He pumped into Lance’s damp hand a few more times, closing his eyes and feeling Lance’s come slicken them both, and then he joined him in sweet release. 
 
    “I love you too.” Trent nuzzled in close, holding them together as he carefully eased them to sit on the floor so they could regain their breath and their composure. 
 
    They sat that way for a long time. Arms around each other. Clothes askew. Bodies covered in come and sweat. Stuck together. Just the way they liked it. 
 
    “Mmm, that was fun.” Lance murmured against his collarbone, “But I really wanted you to fuck me.” 
 
    “We have all the time in the world. I’ll fuck you. You can fuck me. But whatever we’re doing, it’s always making love. Okay?” 
 
    Lance glanced up at him from beneath the curtain of his dark lashes, “I think it always has been.” 
 
    Trent liked that answer so much he had to kiss him again. Sweetly, softly, he joined their lips and then their tongues. There was no rush. Just the perfection of knowing that he would get to do this for the rest of his life. 
 
    A phone buzzed somewhere close enough to rattle his skin and he groaned as he pulled away, “Damn it. They can’t give me one day.” 
 
    Lance gave a sheepish look, “That’s mine actually.” 
 
    “Oh.” Trent let his boyfriend untangle himself from him and reach down to retrieve a phone from the pocket of his pants around his ankles. He raised back up and then looked at it, his face going pale, “Oh, shit.” 
 
    “What? What’s wrong?” 
 
    “We need to take a shower.” Lance tucked himself back into his pants and motioned for Trent to do the same. 
 
    “What? Why?” Trent’s brows furrowed but he zipped up tentatively 
 
    “Because that was a text from my sister, Lulu. She saw the news and she wants to meet you.” 
 
    “Oh… okay.” Trent shrugged easily, “That’s not so bad. I can handle meeting your sister. Just tell her to give us a few hours.” 
 
    “You don’t know Lulu. She’s not a patient kind of person. She’s… young. A lot younger than me and she can be a handful so...” 
 
    Trent chuckled, “I don’t mind meeting your sister, Lance. It was going to happen sooner or later.” 
 
    “Yeah well, prepare yourself for sooner because….” 
 
    A knock came on the door behind them and Trent automatically yelped. Lance cracked up laughing and then Trent couldn’t help it. He was laughing too.  
 
    They were out and proud. They were in love. They were messy and covered in come. And the door was swinging open behind them, causing them to fall halfway out of the trailer as they kept right on laughing and a squeal of shock came from the girl Trent could just vaguely make out, upside down in his blurry vision. 
 
    “Lulu Nichols, I presume?” He laughed when Lance poked him in the ribs, “It’s a pleasure to meet you. I’m the one that’s gonna make an honest man out of your brother.” 
 
    Lance gaped at him, looking horrified. The tall, beautiful brunette cracked up laughing as well. She looked a lot like her brother. Same dark eyes, mysterious and intense, flicked with amusement. Her features were thinner, more feminine, but there was little doubt she was the sister Lance had said was on her way. And she confirmed it when she put her hands on her hips and shot a dimpled grin at him. 
 
    “Well it’s about damn time.” 
 
   


  
 



Epilogue 
 
      
 
    Thanksgiving – One Year Later 
 
      
 
    “Are we ready for this?” 
 
    Lance glanced at his boyfriend in the mirror as he buttoned his shirt. Usually he was the one that was nervous and couldn’t stop fidgeting. Usually it was him that second guessed their every move, that worried about the consequences and what would come of it. But Trent had been the one pacing the house all day, anxious and edgy. 
 
    Even now, with his back turned so he could look out the window, Lance could see the tension radiating off the man he loved. He could see the tense muscles bunched beneath his dress shirt. Trent’s shoulders were up and more than anything Lance wanted to go to him, to slide his fingers along those broad shoulders, to force them down, to help ease some of his unease.  
 
    So he did. 
 
    It had taken him a long time to get used to that. Being able to touch Trent whenever he wanted. Not needing to hide how he felt about this man. It hadn’t been easy. Some days it still wasn’t. But in the privacy of their own home, he never shied away from reaching for his man, not when he needed him. 
 
    He crossed the room and stroked his hands up Trent’s back. He dug his fingers into the tense muscles and Trent gave a small moan. He let out the breath he’d been holding and Lance wrapped his arms around him, leaning his check against his shoulder blade. 
 
    Trent wrapped his arms around his middle, crossing his hands over Lance’s. Pulling him closer. And relaxing against him. Lance held him from behind and let the ease that existed between them settled some of his nerves right along with Trent’s.  
 
    “Are we ready for this?” Trent repeated himself after a few moments of silence. 
 
    “I don’t know.” Lance answered honestly, “But we told them we’d try and it’s too late to back out now.” 
 
    “It’s not. We can call, tell them something came up in Nashville and…” 
 
    “We’re not backing out, Trent.” Lance squeezed him to get his point across, “We’re in this together. Just remember that. We have each other.” 
 
    “Always.” 
 
    “Always.” Lance nuzzled in closer and took comfort in the words and the touch. 
 
    It hadn’t been an easy year but they’d made it through because they had each other. After the media had confronted them in Fate, after Lance had outed himself and after they’d confronted their feelings and admitted they were in love and wanted to be together, things had spiraled out of control more than either of them had been prepared for. Life, as they say, had gotten real that day. 
 
    Lulu had been great. A perfect first person to confront them, to tell about their relationship. Lance’s sister had been sweet and understanding. She’d oohed and awed over their endearments and handholding.  
 
    In fact, she’d been so understanding that Lance had finally asked how long she’d known. Blushing and shy, his sister had made an admission of her own. She’d found his stash of porn years ago and put two and two together. She’d known. She’d known he was gay and she hadn’t said a word. And when he’d asked her why she’d simply shrugged and nearly brought him to tears when she said he hadn’t been ready. 
 
    He hadn’t.  
 
    He hadn’t been prepared for his parents’ reactions either. As he’d imagined a million times, they’d been disappointed in him. Disappointed in how he’d handled his past and disappointed that he wouldn’t continue the Nichols line and give them grandchildren. He hadn’t even tried to explain that if he and Trent decided they wanted kids that they could always adopt because that hadn’t been the point. They hadn’t outright disowned him but they’d been distant and awkward ever since they learned he was gay. 
 
    Tonight would be the first time they’d come up to the new house.  
 
    The one Trent had insisted on buying after their public outing. The one he’d found after firing his manager, Rick, because he’d learned the bastard was the one to tell the media where he was. The house he’d decided to call home after his label had dropped him and he’d decided to step out of the spotlight for a while. 
 
    Lance had tried to convince him not to give up his music and though Trent no longer performed, at least for the time being, he hadn’t walked away from the industry completely. He’d started writing, a passion he’d always pushed aside for the sake of the bad boy image.  
 
    He’d written or co-written almost every song on Lemon’s newest album actually and when it released after the new year, Lance was sure that Trent would be thrust back into the spotlight, right where he belonged. 
 
    The house had been a steal and absolutely perfect for them. A big, old brick mansion tucked into a valley about twenty miles east of Fate, it had needed some work. Still needed work. But they worked on it together, while they worked on themselves and each other too. It was secluded and theirs, just theirs, at least it had been for the last year. 
 
    Tonight, for the first time, they were opening up their home to their families. Plural. Because it wasn’t just Lance’s mom and dad or even Lulu coming to dinner. Trent’s brother was coming too. Trevor. The twin brother that he hadn’t spoken to in over a decade was on his way to Fate to meet Lance and to spend Thanksgiving with them. 
 
    He knew that was the real reason Trent was nervous. Trent wasn’t anxious about facing down Lance’s parents. They’d dealt with awkward dinners and stilted phone conversations in the last year and he’d never buckled. He’d stood tall and proud beside Lance for the last year, presenting a united front for the Nichols family.  
 
    Now it was Lance’s turn to stand by him. Because that’s what people that loved each other did. They stood together. They had each other’s backs. And they were always, always, there for each other even when nobody else was. 
 
    It had been a rough year. Lance had dealt with people he’d known all his life looking at him as if he were a complete stranger. Some of them ignored him now. Others weren’t even that civil. But for the most part, he’d been wrong about how Fate would handle finding out he was gay.  
 
    The women he’d been so worried would string him up… hadn’t. Oh, some of them fell into the previous categories of ignoring or taunting him but the ones that matter, the ones like Maddie that he still liked and respected, they’d accepted him and his apologies for all the pain he’d caused. He was proud that he could now call Maddie his friend again, even if her husband still glared at him every time they were in the same room and probably always would. 
 
    Trent had dealt with fallout too. The media stalking them and plastering their faces with false headlines about fights and fallouts had done a number on him. He’d fired the man that ran his life. He’d lost his label. But he hadn’t lost his music and he’d said that was enough. His music and Lance were enough. And some days it was true, some days Lance believed him, but today, he knew that it wasn’t. 
 
    Trent needed his family, at least what was left of it. He needed his other, other half. His twin brother. The one that hadn’t supported him, had shunned him for years, but had finally worked up the courage to ask if he could be a part of Trent’s life again.  
 
    Tonight would be the first time they’d seen each other since the awkward phone call that had left Trent in tears. Lance had tried to convince him to meet with his brother one-on-one, to do it on a less stressful occasion, but Trent wouldn’t hear of it. It was Thanksgiving and Thanksgiving was all about family so here they were… awaiting the arrival of their family members, and the no doubt awkward meal that would follow. 
 
    “We’re not ready for this.” Trent sighed and turned in his arms, pulling Lance against him. 
 
    “We’re ready.” 
 
    “Liar.” Trent snorted. 
 
    “Not anymore.” Lance smiled softly and leaned up to brush their lips together, “We’re hosting our first family dinner together and it’s going to be fine. Even if my parents look at us like we’re aliens for kissing and even if you and your brother don’t patch things up and end up throwing food at each other, we’re going to be fine.” 
 
    Trent trembled slightly, holding in laughter, “I’m not going to get into a food fight with Trevor.” 
 
    “I might. If he’s mean to you.” Lance grinned. 
 
    “My man. So protective.” Trent nuzzled his jaw lovingly, “We’ll be okay because when they all leave tonight, we get to go to bed together, in our bed, in our house, in this wonderful, amazing life that we’ve made together.” 
 
    “Mmm.” Lance moaned as Trent trailed his lips down his throat, “My man. Such a sweet talker.” 
 
    The ding of the doorbell sounded loud from downstairs and they both groaned. Their guests were here. At least one of them was. The ringing came again and Lance growled as he pulled away from Trent. 
 
    “That’s Lulu.” 
 
    Trent flashed a dimpled grin, “You don’t know that.” 
 
    As the bell continued ringing Lance cracked his neck and sighed, “It’s Lulu. Nobody else is that obnoxious. Only little sisters.” 
 
    “Hey. Hey.” Trent caught him by the hand and pulled him back when Lance started to step away, “Hey, just remember, we can deal with them, with all of them, as long as we’re together.” 
 
    “Okay.” 
 
    Trent pulled him close and pressed their lips together as the annoying doorbell rang through the house and they ignored it. Lance nipped his bottom lip and Trent groaned and deepened the kiss. His tongue stroking over Lance’s lips, seeking entry, and claiming his territory as soon as he got it. He stroked and teased and sucked and only when they were grinding together, getting lost in the moment, did Lance force himself to pull away. 
 
    “Lulu…” He sucked in a gasp of air and Trent groaned. 
 
    “Now there’s a boner killer.” 
 
    Lance laughed, “Tell me about it.” 
 
    “Go answer the door, baby.” Trent kissed his forehead and then shoved him away, “I need a minute and then I’ll come downstairs.” 
 
    “Don’t leave me down there all alone.” 
 
    “Promise.” 
 
    With that, Lance turned and left their bedroom. He jogged down the stairs, his irritation with his sister returning as the doorbell continued to ring. She was twenty-three years old. She was an adult. This ridiculous, obnoxious, childish behavior had to stop and he fully intended to tell her that when he jerked the door open but the look on her face stopped him in his tracks. 
 
    She was pale. Her face white and tear-soaked. Her eyes red-rimmed and her mascara smudged. Her hair was mussed as if she’d been pulling at it and he the overprotective big brother in him roared to the surface. 
 
    “What happened? What’s wrong? Jesus, Lu talk to me. Tell me what’s wrong.” 
 
    Her lips trembled and tears filled her eyes again, “He proposed to her.” 
 
    Lance blinked in confusion but opened his arms instinctively. His sister rushed into them. Squeezing him tight and no doubt ruining his white shirt with her tears. He wrapped her up and pulled her inside, kicking the door shut behind them as she sobbed. 
 
    “Lu, what happened?” He asked again when she began to sniffle a few minutes later. 
 
    “Derek.” She whined her best friends name, “He’s engaged. He… He… He’s getting… married. He’s marrying someone and… it… isn’t… me.” 
 
    Damn it, Lance tucked his sister closer as the puzzle pieces slid into place. Derek Harper. Her best friend. The man she’d been in love with since she was a little girl. The one, as far as Lulu had always been concerned. And really, the one that Lance had always assumed would wake up and realize Lulu loved him and that he loved her too. But instead, he’d proposed to his college girlfriend, probably during the Thanksgiving lunch he’d invited Lulu to join him and his family for, and Lance’s little sister was absolutely devastated. 
 
    “I’m so sorry, Lu.” He brushed her hair and held her tight, trying to offer what comfort he could. 
 
    The sound of footsteps on the stairs drew his attention and he glanced up to find Trent coming down, his eyes taking them in and his eyebrows furrowing. He was instantly on alert. Concerned. All joking from earlier gone and replaced with only the glint of worry for Lance and the girl he’d deemed his sister from that first day at the trailer. 
 
    “What happened?” He hit the hardwood and stomped towards them. 
 
    “Derek.” Lance supplied over the top of his sister’s head. 
 
    “We’ll kill him, Lulu. Take him out and hide the body. Nobody’ll even have to know.” Trent eased in behind her, wrapping his big, strong arms around the both of them and Lance couldn’t help but smile at his boyfriend. 
 
    Because this was why he loved Trent so damn much. Why he’d fallen for him from the moment they met. He was strong and caring but so soft and sweet. He could soothe with nothing but a few words and he could make any situation seem better.  
 
    Lulu pulled back a little and hugged Trent in return. 
 
    Lance watched the two people he loved most in the world embrace and his heart thumped too hard in his chest. Their conversation from upstairs played in his mind again. They would get through anything as long as they had each other. Even this, Lulu’s breakdown before Thanksgiving dinner, could be dealt with. He caught Trent’s eye and mouthed the words to him. 
 
    I love you. 
 
    Trent nodded and then tucked his chin onto Lulu’s head. No words needed to be spoken. Nothing else needed to be said. They’d been able to understand each other without the need for words from that very first day and now, over a year later, they were fully in sync and in full agreement. 
 
    They would wait to tell their family that they were getting married. Now wasn’t the time. They’d tell them later, somewhere down the road, when it wouldn’t hurt Lulu just to think about weddings. And until then, well, they were both really good at keeping secrets. 
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    Impulsive. Irresponsible. Impossible.
  
 
    
Lemon Kelly lives in a world that is fast, loud and a little bit crazy. She left her small hometown for the bright lights of Nashville and has been living her dream ever since. She's traveled the world and plays her music for crowds of adoring fans. She has everything she ever wanted. Only the wants of a 17 year old girl vary greatly from the needs of a grown woman. Is it selfish to want something more, something like the love she writes songs about?
  
 
    
Can a girl have two dreams? Or will she have to give up one to get the other? And if so... which? Fame or a family of her own?
  
 
    
Stable. Solid. Safe.

Shane Lowry likes his quiet, controlled life. The always responsible small town deputy is a father to his three daughters first and foremost. Nothing comes before them. He had to grow up fast and early and he's long since stopped letting silly things like lust control his actions. He doesn't even date. So why does he find himself so drawn to the lively girl next door turned country music superstar that is the complete opposite of what he should want in a woman?
  
 
    
If he lets her in, she'll shake up his entire world. He knows it. But is that a good thing or a very bad thing?
  
 
    
The sparks between them are undeniable. The pull irresistible. And if they take a chance they just might find what they've both been missing.
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    Austin Evans is a playboy, a flirt and a charmer. He’s dated half the female population of Fate, Texas and figures he’ll get around to the other half before he ever decides to settle down. Fate, however, has other ideas. Because one night with the prim and proper town doctor isn’t nearly enough. He can’t get her out of his head, doesn’t want her out of his bed and if he can convince her to give him half a chance he’ll keep her in his life forever. 
 
      
 
    It was supposed to be one night. One night of passion. One night of scorching hot, mind-blowing, earth-rocking fun. It was a one night stand that somehow turned into two nights, then three and four… and Victoria Sands knew better. Of course she knew better. She was a good girl, a smart girl. She knew better than to continue seeking him out, knew better than to keep falling into his arms, knew better than to let her heart get involved, but when it came to Austin her logical, rational brain never stood a chance to her body’s desire. 
 
    They’re complete opposites. She’s the town princess and he’s the boy from the wrong side of the tracks. She grew up in the mansion on the hill and his mother is the woman that cleans it. She thinks everything through and he goes with his gut instinct. The one thing they have in common is that they’ve never felt anything like the sparks that flare between them. 
 
    But is that enough to build a life on? A family on? And what about forever? 
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