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When ER nurse Gwen Mason falls for metal drummer, Roderick Powell, her plans for a lifetime alone with her cats are thwarted.

 

 

THE ROCK STAR NEXT DOOR

 

 

Roderick Powell, drummer of Bleeding Vengeance, is delighted to have left LA and move into a beautiful new home in a Denver suburb. But as he sees all of his bandmates’ happiness after finding love, he wonders if having a place of his own is enough. When he meets the hot nurse next door, Rod is smitten. She gives him the brush-off, but he’s determined to woo her.

 

 

AND THE CRAZY CAT LADY NURSE

 

 

Twice divorced and working brutal hours as an ER nurse, Gwen Mason resigned to a life alone with her four cats. When a sexy rock star moves next door, it takes all of her willpower to resist the younger man’s charms. Her resolve is shattered when trouble with the city council throws her and Rod together. One night in his arms, and she’s in danger of losing her heart.

 


Praise for the Hearts of Metal Series

 

“I'm a fan of the Hearts of Metal series and this book is a good addition. Lovely characters, good friends, steamy sex, plenty of laugh out loud moments, and a forever kind of love, all set to a strong beat. Who could ask for more!” —Blunderings: Books, Boys, Baggage

“TEMPTING BEAT has a devilishly sexy British hero and a satisfying and sublime romance. As in previous books in this series, there is a collection of strong female characters who never fail to speak their minds and point the guys in the right direction when they're off course.”

—Fresh Fiction

“The author is smart enough to keep the reader hooked - the characters are terrific, and even the secondary characters are well drawn. So read this book and slip into your Cinderella slippers - and fall in love with a young, handsome rock star who is more than he appears to be!” —Jennifer Macaire, Author of A Remedy in Time

“Metal, drama, romance, secrets and abundant guitar riffs are the order of the day here as the author gleefully and skillfully melds sex, drugs and rock n roll in a way that is simply infectious and impossible not to enjoy.”—Jim Goforth, Author of Undead Flesh Crave

 

“I absolutely love this series and this installment keeps the momentum going. It is a great sink-your-teeth-into read!”—Peaceful Bookworm

“Hearts of Metal is a rock series that is not to be missed.”

—Kara’s Books

“I was hooked the minute I started reading!! This is a totally different rock star book, but that’s not a bad thing at all!! It’s refreshing to see a rock star not be all about the ‘rock star’ lifestyle. Klement and Katana’s relationship is pure and genuine and I can’t say enough good words about it!” 

—B1tches N Books

 


 

Tempting Beat

 

 

Hearts of Metal

Book 6

Brooklyn Ann

 


Copyright

 

This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places and incidents either are the product of the author’s imagination or are used fictitiously. Any resemblance to actual events or persons, living or dead, is coincidental. The author does not have any control over and does not assume responsibility for author or third-party websites, blogs or critiques or their content.

 

Tempting Beat

First Edition Copyright © 2018 Brooklyn Ann

Second Edition Copyright © 2022 Brooklyn Ann

 

All rights reserved. Unless specifically noted, no part of this publication may be reproduced, scanned, stored in a retrieval system or transmitted in any form or by any means, electronic, mechanical, photocopying, recording, or otherwise, known or hereinafter invented, without the express written permission of the author. The scanning, uploading and distribution of this book via the Internet or by any other means without the permission of the author is illegal and punishable by law. Participation in the piracy of copyrighted materials violates the author’s rights.

 


Dedication

 

 

 

Dedicated to Karen Ann

(6-11-62 – 2-14-09)

Even though you’re gone, you still inspire me.

 

And to Wendy Masten and Gabi Stevens. 

The world would be a lot worse 

without badass women like you in medicine.

 


 

 

 

 

Acknowledgments

 

Thank you, Wendy Masten and Gabi Stevens for helping me research the trials and tribulations of nursing. Thank you to Michelle Klayman for being a fantastic editor and having patience and understanding with me. Thank you to Nephele Tempest for being agent awesome. Thank you to Bad Movie Club for helping me maintain my sanity and inspiring me in unique ways. Thank you to Kent Butler for being a real-life romance hero. And thank you to my son, Micah, for being all that you are.

 


Author’s Note

 

The inspiration for this book came from a few readers who asked if I’d ever write a romance featuring an older woman and a younger man. It was definitely past time for me to do that. Although thirty-five is NOT that old, I based a lot of Gwen’s angst about her age on my mom having a full-on crisis when she turned thirty. I was ten at the time and was shocked and sad at how such a gorgeous, vibrant woman had convinced herself that she was somehow less because she was no longer in her twenties. It wasn’t that long after that I caught on to how magazines and media perpetuated this harmful mentality, especially back in the ’80s and ’90s. I feel like society has gotten a little bit better, since we’re now seeing not only women in their thirties as just as desirable as in their twenties, but also legitimately older women are gracing the screen as powerful beauties, rather than grandmothers. Jessica Lange, Tilda Swinton, Michelle Yeoh, and Angela Bassett, to name a few.

But the stigma of an older woman dating a younger man remains, and I want to do my part in eliminating it. Since I’ve only dated older men, anything off or wrong about the dynamic in this book is strictly my fault.

I also wanted to honor the badass nurses in my life by writing a nurse heroine. I don’t know if anyone truly understands just how screwed we would be without nurses. Even before this pandemic, nurses have worked their asses off caring for patients and keeping the healthcare industry afloat.

I did my best to research the medical details in this book, and owe the nurses I spoke with a huge thank you. Any errors are my fault.

On character names: Gwenda Mason is named after Pink Floyd drummer, Nick Mason, and Roderick Powell is named after Rainbow drummer, Cozy Powell.


Chapter One

 

 

Gwen bit back a cry of despair and closed her eyes against the hideous sight before her. Maybe she’d imagined it.

Nope. When she opened her eyes, the abomination gleamed in the soft, white light above her bathroom mirror. Still, Gwen reached up with tentative fingers, hoping the hideous thing would vanish.

It was long and crooked and had a stiff and unyielding texture. Her first gray hair; a blight among the blonde.

“Happy birthday,” she muttered to her reflection.

The desolation in her voice made Gwen roll her eyes. The gray hair wasn’t a herald of doom. Turning thirty-five wasn’t the end of the world. She’d been through worse things, and other people endured far more terrible fates every day. Besides, she had two days off for the first time in months and had a relaxing day planned before a night out with her friends. All in all, a much better birthday than in previous years. Like the first time her second ex-husband forgot her birthday, and she’d sat at home, all dressed up, suffering in silence as he’d spent the afternoon in his office and then went out for a late meeting without even a kiss goodbye. It wasn’t long after that Gwen had learned he was having an affair. He never did remember her birthday after.

Gwen shook her head and stormed out of the bathroom before she started looking for wrinkles. More gloomy thoughts. She resolved to shrug them off as she tied the belt of her fuzzy bathrobe and went to the kitchen to make tea.

Once she was settled in her favorite chair with Alfredo, one of her four cats, on her lap, Gwen brought her favorite mug to her lips and sighed with bliss at the relaxing purring and the sweet taste of Earl Grey. Maybe staying single and being a crazy cat lady wouldn’t be so bad. After all, there were benefits to life without a man. She didn’t have to clean up after him. The TV wasn’t constantly blaring; she didn’t have to waste long hours wondering who he was with and when he’d come home. There was no one to criticize her body or guilt-trip her into catering to his whims, no one to squander her savings.

But there was also no one to talk to. No one to hold at night.

The screech of a semi-truck outside made Alfredo jump off her lap, stabbing her legs with his little claws. Tortellini and Ravioli scampered to the window while Linguine fled from Alfredo. Gwen tightened her grip on her mug as her tea sloshed in the cup and rose from her chair to investigate this disruption of her peace. Big trucks rarely came through her nice neighborhood in Lilac Grove, a secluded suburb outside Denver.

When Gwen stepped out onto her porch, it seemed her neighbor, Mrs. Kersh, had the same idea. Gwen saw her striding across the street before Gwen looked over and saw the moving truck next door.

“Our new neighbor has finally arrived,” Mrs. Kersh said in a somewhat scolding tone as if the new homeowner was tardy in taking up residence. “I do wish I’d been home to see more of the prospective buyers touring the property.”

Gwen nodded. As an ER nurse, she worked twelve-hour shifts alternating between three and four days a week and almost always on the weekends, when most people perused houses for sale. She’d been working during the open house, and also missed the people who came after to look at the home. “I hope whoever bought the place is a nice person.”

Mrs. Kersh huffed. “I hope they’re quiet and don’t have a dog. The last people were atrocious, leaving that mutt in the yard to yap all the time.”

The last people were also major jerks, Gwen thought as she watched the movers pile out of the truck and begin unloading furniture. Their barking dog and loud children had cost her precious hours of sleep. Still, she couldn’t help but give Mrs. Kersh a sideways smile and glance down at Molly, the little terrier that was ever at Mrs. Kersh’s side.

Mrs. Kersh’s eyes widened with blatant terror. “Oh no.”

An older silver Honda CR-V pulled behind the moving truck, and a man got out with a happy smile and a proprietary gleam in his eyes as he met the truck with a fob of jingling keys.

Holy hotness. Gwen almost breathed the words aloud as her belly tilted at the sight of the man striding up the walkway of the house next door. Shoulder-length chocolate-brown hair framed a face that was worthy of a magazine cover. Gray eyes danced with a touch of mischief. His lips were arched and full, making it impossible not to think of kissing.

Which was something Gwen could never do, because aside from that not being neighborly, he was clearly too young for her. If he was older than twenty-five, Gwen would eat her scrubs.

“Oh no.” Gwen echoed Mrs. Kersh, though for a different reason. Was Gwen turning into a cougar?

As her eyes traced the tight curve of her new neighbor’s ass while he unlocked the front door, Mrs. Kersh harrumphed. “I hope he’s not a bachelor. Young men like that are always noisy. Throwing parties, having visitors at odd hours. He probably smokes marijuana.”

“It’s been legal here since 2012,” Gwen said in his defense. However, she agreed with her neighbor’s concern about loud parties. She’d lived next to bachelors before. But she’d never been tempted to pull one’s shirts over his head and run her tongue down the length of his body. With shaking knees, she sat on the little bench swing and patted the cushion beside her in invitation for Mrs. Kersh to join her.

“Maybe he has family moving in as well.” Gwen struggled to maintain common sense. Surely a man that luscious wouldn’t be single.

“Maybe.” Mrs. Kersh latched onto Gwen’s words and pointed as a second car pulled up behind the man’s. “That could be them.”

Gwen’s gut instinct was almost certain that Mr. Hotness was the sole owner. Still, she watched the newcomers exit the vehicle with rapt curiosity.

Oh wow. Another good-looking man strode across the lawn toward the house. And this one was more what Gwen should be going for, even if he wasn’t as gorgeous as the first guy. The second man was super tall and thin, with long blond hair streaked with a few strands of silver. His blue-green eyes radiated a kindness that made up for the subdued handsomeness. Just as Gwen began to consider going over to introduce herself, a petite woman in her early twenties came up behind the tall man and threaded her arm around his waist, peering up at him with adoration. An engagement ring large enough to be seen from Gwen’s porch glittered on the adoring fiancée’s finger.

Of course. Gwen swallowed the bitter reminder that the dating market was shrinking for her every day due to so many men going for women half their ages. Who says she even needed a man anyway? They’d brought her nothing but frustration and heartache.

Another couple got out of the back of the newly arrived car and headed over to the moving truck. Gwen blinked at the third man’s calendar-worthy beauty and mane of dark curls. What was up with all these longhaired stud-muffins?

She got her answer as the men and women unloaded a drum kit from the back of the first man’s van. They were musicians.

“Oh dear,” Mrs. Kersh’s voice warbled as she clutched the handle of her teacup. “Drums?”

Gwen hid a sardonic smile with a sip from her own mug. It was doubtful that the older woman would hear them from across the street, but Gwen certainly would. “It could be worse.”

“I think it just got worse,” Mrs. Kersh whispered dramatically. “Look.”

After the movers wheeled the couches, chairs, and bed into the house, they began to unload enormous speaker cabinets.

The tall man approached the movers, and from his stern expression and firm gestures, he was clearly demanding caution and care.

Gwen’s eyes widened. “Do you think all five of them are moving into the place?”

“Lord, I hope not.” Mrs. Kersh’s lips thinned like a junior high schoolteacher’s. Suddenly she gasped. “The first one is coming this way.”

Sure enough, Mr. Hotness was striding up Gwen’s lawn with a smile that made her breath hitch. “Cheers, new neighbors. I’m Roderick Powell. I thought I’d introduce myself to you lovely ladies and get the rundown of the neighborhood.”

He had a British accent. Gwen nearly melted in her seat. It wasn’t fair. Her belly fluttered like an infatuated teenager’s as she rose on shaking legs and shook his hand.

“I’m Gwenda Mason.” Oh God, his grip was so warm and strong, and some delicious scent radiated from him. She fought to keep her head straight and not stammer. “I’m your next-door neighbor.” She cringed as his brow lifted with amusement at her stating the obvious. “I mean, ah…” She pointed at her other neighbor to clarify. “This is Mrs. Kersh. She lives across the street from me.”

Mrs. Kersh stiffened on the bench swing and gave him a stiff nod instead of a handshake. “Where are you from, Mr. Powell?”

“Los Angeles.” At her suspicious frown, he added, “But I was born in Lancashire, England.”

“And what do you do?” she demanded, casting a baleful glare at one of his speaker cabinets being hauled up his walkway.

“I’m a drummer.” He confirmed their suspicions. “But don’t worry, I’m installing sound-proofing panels in my music room, which will be in the basement.” Roderick tossed the question back. “And what do you do, Mrs. Kersh?”

“I’m retired.” Mrs. Kersh said primly. “Are those others going to be living here as well?” She pointed at the other gorgeous men and the beautiful women beside them.

Roderick shook his head. “No, they’re only helping me move.” At Mrs. Kersh’s loud sigh of relief, he chuckled and turned to Gwen. “And what do you do, Gwenda?”

Her skin flushed under his gaze. “I’m a nurse.”

His grin broadened, revealing gleaming white teeth. “Hellooo, nurse!”

A startled laugh escaped her lips. “Did you just make an Animaniacs reference at me?” She’d grown up with that cartoon. For a moment, she wondered how he knew about that old show but then realized that it was probably streaming online somewhere.

He nodded, still grinning. “Sorry, luv. That was cheeky. Couldn’t help it.”

Mrs. Kersh sniffed in disapproval while heat flooded Gwen’s face at the casual endearment. She should disapprove as well. Her young neighbor shouldn’t address her with flirtatious terms. That would get them off to a bad start. Yet she didn’t have the heart to reprimand him. Besides, it could be a Brit thing. It probably didn’t mean anything more than other English terms she’d heard like “ducky.”

Gwen changed the subject. “So you’re going to be living in that big house all alone?” At first, it seemed like an odd thing, but then she remembered that she’d done the same. Yes, she’d been awarded the house in the divorce, but she could have sold the place and had a much smaller mortgage. For her, keeping the house was a matter of pride, comfort, storage, and the unspoken hope to maybe have room for someone else.

“I’ve had bigger,” he answered with a wink, though for a moment, there was a flicker of pain in his gray eyes. “But yes, it will be only me, though my mates will probably visit often since Kat and Klement,” he inclined his head toward the tall man and his fiancée, “are getting married when we’re done writing and recording our next album. Think it would be best to give the married couple a bit more privacy.”

Ah, so Klement’s place had probably been the party house for the band before he decided to settle down, and now the party would move to Roderick’s place. Right next door to Gwen. Dread weighed down her shoulders at the prospect of the noise and people vomiting on the lawn. Yet there was something else, a strange curiosity mingled with regret. The first time she’d married, she’d been only nineteen; the second time, she’d been twenty-seven. Between those failed ventures and the years it took to get her nursing degree, Gwen had never had the time to enjoy her twenties. They’d gone to waste.

Before the melancholy could recapture her, the rest of what Roderick said sank in. “You’re recording an album? I take it your band is successful.” She cursed herself for the idiotic words. For a career musician to be able to afford a four-bedroom house with a two-car garage in this neighborhood he would have to be successful.

Roderick shrugged. “We’re still composing the last few songs before we go into the studio, but yeah, we do all right for a metal band. We’ve had two gold albums, and the latest one went platinum.”

Gwen’s jaw dropped. She’d have a rock star living next door? “What’s your band’s name?” Maybe she’d heard of them.

“Bleeding Vengeance.” He looked amused as he answered. “Have you heard of us?”

Her mouth went dry as she recognized the name. “I’ve seen the T-shirts and heard ads on the radio.”

Roderick smirked. “Not a metalhead, I take it?”

Mrs. Kersh spoke first. “Certainly not.” She rose from the bench seat. “It is time I took my dog for a walk. I will bring you a copy of Lilac Grove’s city charter and the city council schedule. We have a noise ordinance.”

Roderick laughed under his breath as the old woman marched back across the street, her spine straight as an ironing board. Gwen tried not to melt under the rich sound of his deep chuckle. She shouldn’t approve of his mocking their neighbor, but to be honest, Mrs. Kersh’s prim matron act could be a little much sometimes. And Gwen was almost a hundred percent certain that it was an act. Especially after the time when they’d gotten drunk together on her porch.

But act or not, that wouldn’t help Rod if he annoyed Mrs. Kersh. Gwen was compelled to warn him. “Mrs. Kersh is the head of our city council. Although our neighborhood doesn’t have a Homeowner’s Association, there are some ordinances and such that she will leap on. Especially the noise ordinance.”

“Don’t worry, luv,” Rod said. “I won’t practice my drums or jam with my band at late hours. And I said, I’m installing soundproofing. Which I better get working on now before the movers put the furniture in the way.” He leaned forward, his eyes pure temptation. “We’re going to celebrate my move with beer and pizza once we have the place habitable. A pretty nurse would liven up the party. Would you like to join us?”

Pretty nurse? Gwen’s heart pounded against her ribs. Party with famous rock stars? Her? In addition to the overwhelming concept, another pulse of lust flared through her body at the sound of his sexy accent and the delicious scent emanating from him. “That sounds like fun, but I already have plans with my friends tonight.” The effect he had on her compelled her to flee. “Maybe another time.”

Gwen turned and went back into her house, closing the door behind her with a sigh.

Damn, Rod’s offer had been tempting as hell. But she was too old to be drinking beer and eating pizza with a famous heavy metal band.

She was too old for him.


Chapter Two

 

 

Rod shook his head in amusement at the gorgeous nurse’s retreating form. There was something about her that electrified him. Although it was not at all the thing to be lusting after his next-door neighbor, he couldn’t help imagining Gwen in one of those “naughty nurse” costumes. What could he say? He’d always been a right randy codger.

But suddenly, the image of his neighbor wearing a provocative outfit faded away to be replaced with a vision of her in a real nurse’s outfit: patterned scrubs, a nametag, and maybe some hospital booties. Rod bet she looked adorable in her work clothes. And noble.

His chest tightened as some strange feeling washed over him.

Cliff’s holler pulled him back to reality. “Rod!”

Rod blinked and turned back to his bandmates. How long had he been standing here like a wanker, staring at his neighbor’s door? This move must have stressed him out more than he thought. “Sorry, mate. I was getting acquainted with my neighbors.”

“Yeah, the old lady looked like a mean bitch, but the blonde looks—” Cliff halted and cast a nervous glance at his girlfriend, Christine. “Friendly enough,” he finished lamely.

“She seems to be a right sweetheart.” Rod bit the insides of his cheeks to keep from laughing at Cliff’s drastic change in manner. Before he’d fallen in love with Christine, the lead singer would have come with Rod to check out the beauty next door and would now be remarking on every inch of her anatomy.

Cliff shrugged and crossed his arms over his chest. “Well, are you going to start organizing things, or are we doing all the lifting while Kat arranges your furniture? Beer and pizza only compensate so much, you know.”

“Don’t be a knob.” Rod headed back to his van and unloaded one of the boxes he didn’t trust with the movers. “I helped both you and Klement with your moves. Besides, it would have been rude to ignore the neighbors and not introduce myself.”

They settled into their usual ribbing as they brought things into the house and placed the labeled boxes in their corresponding rooms.

When Kat and Christine went into the kitchen to unpack the dishes, Rod, Klement, and Cliff went down to the basement to install the soundproof panels with electric screwdrivers.

Klement nodded in satisfaction when he screwed in the last panel. “It will be nice having you in town, Rod. You can help me keep my sanity with all this wedding prep.”

“Maybe I’ll be able to help soon too,” Cliff spoke up quickly. Like most lead singers, he never liked to be left out. “Christine and I are looking at houses around here.”

Rod raised a brow. He knew that when he moved out of Cliff’s place, the singer would quickly grow tired of being left alone in LA. In fact, he’d been spending more time in Seattle with Christine than at home. But still, house shopping? He hadn’t seen a ring on Cliff’s girlfriend’s finger. “Have you popped the question yet?”

Cliff shook his head. “I want to wait until Christine finishes her PhD. She has enough things to stress about, with revising her dissertation. And think of our band’s mental health. With how crazy Kat’s been worrying about her dress, the guest list, and the arrangements, there’s no way I want to pile onto that.”

Rod nodded in agreement. “That makes sense. Kat’s been a ball of nerves even with the long engagement and lots of prep time. Hopefully, she’ll calm down a bit by the time we hit the studio.” He turned to Klement. “What about you? Are you scared of what they used to call the ‘parson’s mousetrap?’”

“A little,” Klement admitted tightly. “Some part of me still can’t believe that she went for me, and I can’t help worrying that one day Kat will wake up and decide that she’s made a mistake and leave me and the band. I mean, I’m ten years older than her, for Christ’s sake. My hair is turning gray, and it’s only a matter of time before I start losing it. Even worse than that, what if I can’t keep up with her? She has so much energy.”

Rod burst out laughing. “Kat loves the silver, for one thing. For another, you have more energy than she does. You’re up earlier, and you zoom back and forth between your multiple projects.” Honestly, Klement had more stamina than Rod. “Hell, your parents are what, in their sixties? And they’re still flitting across the country, marketing their business. Speaking of, are they coming to the wedding?”

“They said they had to check their schedules,” Klement answered with a touch of bitterness before he recovered his smile. “My sisters are coming, though.”

“That means you’ll be able to see your nieces and nephews.” Rod focused on the positives. Klement’s parents had neglected him and his sisters since they were born, leaving them with their grandparents to pursue hectic careers. Rod could tell that Klement was still hurt by their coldness, and he’d constantly do things with a clearly subconscious desire to impress them.

Rod only sought to spite his parents. They’d disowned him the moment he turned eighteen. He’d refused to follow in their footsteps to attend Oxford, graduate, then return home to their lavish estate to help manage the place, attending court functions and hobnobbing with others of his class.

A class he’d rejected by fleeing to America and becoming the drummer of a world-famous metal band. The move brought him freedom and joy that had been alien to him back in England.

Rod shook off his maudlin memories and turned to the fretting soon-to-be bridegroom. “I can imagine the idea of getting married is bloody terrifying, but I know you’re making the best decision of your life. Kat is a miraculous woman, and she’s already made you happier than I’ve ever seen you before. You chose right when you hired her to be our new guitarist.”

Kat’s voice sounded in the basement doorway. “Awwww thanks, Rod. You are so sweet.”

Klement turned beet red, doubtless wondering how much she’d heard. Cliff and Rod exchanged wry glances and fought back laughter. No need to embarrass their friend further.

Christine followed behind and slid her arms around Cliff’s waist, a lovey-dovey smile on her face. Did she know that she’d be heading down the aisle next?

For a moment, Rod felt an ache of loss and longing deep in his chest. All three of his bandmates had found what looked like true love, something Rod hadn’t believed in for a long time. All of them were settling down and on their way to lives of domestic bliss. And even though Rod had moved to the Denver area to be closer to Klement and Kat—and Cliff would soon be following behind—and even though their band was moving to new heights of success and they were closer than ever, Rod felt that in some way he was being left behind.

Bloody hell. Did he want to get married too?

Rod thought of the banquet that lay before him every time he went on tour. Of having a different woman—hell, sometimes two—on his arm at every meet and greet, not to mention every party after each gig. Sometimes he was content to bask in the attention. Other times, he was more than eager to accept their offers of a night of pleasure in his hotel room. No complications, no attachments. Countless men envied him that, and Rod had preferred it that way.

But now? When seeing how bloody happy his bandmates were with their partners? Maybe it was time for him to find one of his own. Not right away, of course. There was no need to rush into that sort of thing. He’d seen how miserable his cousins and uncles were when they married within their proscribed circle because London Society dictated it was time to do so. Age thirty was about the time the wife hunting began in the circles he grew up in, although Rod’s parents had tried to preempt the matchmaking when they found their control on him slipping. That happened from time to time among their peers, though most men of his class didn’t marry until thirty-five. Even though Rod wasn’t bound by such customs, he had plenty of time.

Still, he wondered if that could be the source of his all-consuming need to get out of the house that he’d shared with Cliff in LA and find a house away from that polluted and bustling city, to establish a home of his own.

A trickle of fear pierced the yearning within. What if all his efforts to reject his father’s plans for him were failing? What if his father had been right? What if blood did tell, and he had unknowingly set himself on a path to marry a respectable woman, and God forbid, renege on his vow to never give his father heirs?

Roderick clenched his teeth. It wasn’t that he objected to the idea of surrendering his wild bachelorhood and having a wife someday. The happiness his bandmates enjoyed made the notion appealing. However, he’d be damned if he’d marry someone prim and proper like his parents had attempted to set him up with. And hell would freeze over before he had children.

At least it was highly unlikely that any American woman would be considered good enough for his snobby parents. Though one of the blasted princes had set an example by falling in love with one, hence making the prospect less odious among the peerage—although snooty as they were, they said plenty behind closed doors.

It would be most difficult to find a woman who didn’t want kids. And the wilder and more eccentric she was, the better. Not only because such a woman would tweak his parents’ noses, even though they’d never meet her, but because if Rod was going to spend his life with someone, he wanted her to be fun.

Unbidden, he thought of the gorgeous nurse next door. No, she definitely wasn’t the sort Rod desired in a permanent mate. The woman clearly took herself too seriously. He supposed one had to in a profession where people’s lives were in her hands, but still, if she was chummy with the pious crone across the street, that didn’t bode well for Gwen being the type to let loose in her free time.

A pity, because the mental image of her smile, those blue eyes shining freely, without the dark shadows of stress and inner self-restraint, compelled his imagination. What would it take to banish those shadows? To make her laugh with no inhibitions?

Temptation to take up the challenge teased his imagination. But with great reluctance, Rod forced it away. What was it Americans always said? You don’t shit where you eat. Most of the time that referred to getting involved with someone you worked with, though Kat and Klement defied that rule. And so had Kat’s best friend, Kinley, who’d married Quinn, the lead singer of Viciöus, a band that had remained their closest friends, though not without a rough patch when Quinn’s little sister got involved with Cliff.

But in Rod’s case, Gwen lived next door. Literally right by where he ate. Seducing her would be too risky. Besides, he hadn’t even unpacked all his things and settled into his place. No need to worry about chasing skirts so soon. With one last regretful mental image of Gwenda’s pale gold hair and sapphire eyes, he shifted his focus to arranging his drum kit where he liked it.

The multitude of snares, bass drums, high-hats, and cymbals had been so cramped in the house in LA, even with having put half of them in storage. Here, there was plenty of room to spread out all his glorious tools of percussion—even the gong.

Once his drums were set up to his satisfaction, Rod stepped back with a triumphant nod. “Perfect.”

Klement whistled in agreement. “Your gear fits down here better than I expected. We’ll see if we can do the same for your cars.”

At the moment, he had four project cars to be delivered tomorrow. A 1951 Studebaker Champion, a 1960 Datsun Fairlady, a 1955 Chevy 3800 Flathead, and a 1951 Plymouth Business Coupe.

Klement had a knack for restoring old cars, and it hadn’t been long before he got Rod into the hobby.

Cliff shook his head. “I don’t see why you’re paying a fortune to have them brought up here. None of them run. Why don’t you find another rust-bucket?”

“Because they’re rare,” Rod explained as he hefted a box of miscellaneous stuff to the bar.

Klement nodded. “Especially the Studebaker.” Genuine envy glittered in his eyes. “That thing is going to be sick when we get it on the road.”

To Cliff’s visible frustration, the drummer and bassist talked excitedly about their car restoration projects as they headed back upstairs to unpack more boxes. Kat came to the rescue, sweeping Cliff and Christine away to have them help unpack Rod’s posters and paintings. Rod smirked as the singer’s cheer returned as quickly as it left. It wasn’t that Cliff was bothered by car stuff. He just didn’t like being left out of things.

Yet another reason Cliff had given in and would be moving to the Denver area too. Originally the whole band lived in LA until Klement moved because he wanted quiet and fresh air for growing his weed.

Rod had no doubt that from the beginning it was Klement’s plan for his bandmates to eventually follow. The bassist was the undisputed brains and leader of Bleeding Vengeance, and Rod respected Klem’s leadership. There was good reason for Klement’s suggestions and orders, which always resulted in a better life for the band. And in the case of relocating to the Denver area, Klement led by example. So unlike the heavy-handed, oppressive commands of Rod’s father. Which was why Rod was happy to let Klement lead, even after he’d spent his life rebelling.
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