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	An interracial death metal Christmas Romance

 

Curtis Scrimm, who dropped out of the band Viciӧus to check into rehab is finally clean. All he wants is to spend Christmas alone. Thanks to a brochure he found back at the rehab clinic, he has a cabin booked at Yellowstone. But when he arrives at the gorgeous winter wonderland, his mission of solitude is thwarted when he encounters death metal vocalist, Dezra Hopkins in the cabin next door. They’d met in rehab and it was her brochure he’d found.

Dezra is at first irritated at Curt’s intruding on her perfect Christmas getaway. But since she’s looking to form a new band after leaving her old one in disgrace, she sees Curt as an opportunity. That is, if she can lure him to the dark side of death metal, and if she can fight her growing attraction to him.

When Curt rescues Dezra from a blizzard and heals her hypothermia, their chemistry sparks to a flaming inferno. But when the festive and sensual holiday interlude comes to an end, real life challenges threaten to destroy the beautiful connection they’ve only begun to forge.

 


PRAISE FOR THE HEARTS OF METAL SERIES

 

 

“I really enjoyed this book. It’s one of those that hit all my happy buttons and allowed me to live out a fantasy through the words of the author.”

—Smexy Books on Kissing Vicious

 

 

“KISSING VICIOUS is a sensual, rockin’ romance with a hero to die for.”

—Fresh Fiction 

 

 

“I loved how this author puts these two together on a wonderful retreat in the Yellowstone National Park during Christmas and presenting us with a woman of color into the story...a beautiful read of a 'A Holiday Redemption... of a story of addiction, recovery, metal music and in the end a beautiful love”

—Arlena’s Book Reviews

 

 

“My admiration for Brooklyn Ann's work has escalated another notch after reading Metal and Mistletoe (Hearts of Metal Book 4). I've enjoyed all of her series that feature strong women sexy men, hot seduction and captivating storylines that have me pre-ordering the next installment. M&M, however elevated my admiration by presenting a woman of color in an untraditional genre with very believable life challenges. Heart warming, I will definitely read this one again when I want to feel warm, fuzzy and hopeful for my own happy ending.”

—VB-Goodreads Reviewer

 

 

“This book is amazing. Well-written with great character development. If you love heavy metal or stories about heavy metal bands, you are gonna love this one. Well worth reading and one I highly recommend to all.”

—All Things Book Review

 

 

“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

 

 

“WITH VENGEANCE explores the importance of building trust within relationships…. Brooklyn Ann paints a believable picture of Kat’s PTSD. She also gives enough background for her characters that they read like real people. It is nice to read a book where characters have histories and hobbies as it makes them more realistic… The novel grabs you from the first line and doesn’t let you go. A stay up all night read.”

—The Romance Reviews

 

“I've always wondered what happened to Curtis in the other books, and now I have my answer. Both of these musicians, are exactly what the other needs. The story of addiction and the amends they strive to make, brings it close to home for a lot of us.” —Brandie McCoy
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Prologue

Denver, Colorado

 

 

Curtis Scrimm, lead guitarist of Viciöus, strode into the hotel ballroom and spread his arms wide, reveling in the cheers of men and squeals of adoration from multitudes of gorgeous young women. He loved playing Denver shows. The high elevation gave the stage lights an extra shining quality, and the fans were extra exuberant.

He grinned at his bandmates as they spread out through the room to enjoy the after-party. They’d been gods on that stage, and now it was time to celebrate and soak up even more adoration. That blonde by the bar looked willing to show some appreciation. Or that redhead by the table of appetizers…

But first, he needed a little bit of a pick-up. Curt rubbed his nose. They’d played an extra-long set tonight, after spending countless hours on the road yesterday and then staying up late at Klement’s place, hanging out with Bleeding Vengeance, their opening band. Problem was, Curt had done his last line of coke before the show. But at a party like this, he had no doubt he’d be able to replenish his stash. His best friend, Lefty Swanson, the lead guitarist of Bleeding Vengeance, could find an eight ball anywhere. So Curt would search him out, then they’d find some hot chicks and have themselves a party before it was time to get back on the road.

Scanning the room, Curt saw the other three guys of Bleeding Vengeance standing next to Kinley Black, the guitar tech for himself and Quinn, his band’s lead singer. Kinley was also a host of a metal fan site, and it looked like Bleeding Vengeance was giving her an interview. It also appeared that Cliff, Bleeding Vengeance’s lead singer, was trying to interest her in more than an interview, given how close he leaned toward her—and from the sight of Quinn’s murderous glare, there was no mistaking that Quinn had it bad for the new roadie, especially with all of his posturing to keep her away from other men on the road. Curt would bet his last line that Quinn was fucking Kinley…if he had a line.

He shrugged. The relationship made no difference to him as long as Kinley did her job and kept his amps plugged in and his guitar tuned. He didn’t get it, himself. The chick was okay-looking, but she was a little too butch in her manner. Perfect to hang out with as one of the guys, but he preferred a woman in his bed.

Of course, Kin had plenty of talent with a guitar. So much that he’d been compelled to teach her some of his riffs. She was a sharp learner, a thousand times better than their last guitar tech, but Quinn would have his hands full with her. Of that, Curt had no doubt. That’s why Curt kept his own sexual encounters limited to a different chick at every stop. There was no shortage of women on tour, each eager to bed down with a legend—a refreshing change from his high school days when he’d been a zitty, braces-face dweeb that girls never paid any attention to.

Of course, right now, Curt needed a line more than sex.

As if summoned by his wish, Lefty appeared. “I scored two eight balls from this chick backstage. She practically gave them to me, man.” He waggled his eyebrows. “As well as a whole lot more. So I still have some cash left over when we need to re-up.”

Curt paused despite the tingling in the back of his throat that was in anticipation of the coke. “I heard Klement say you hocked your Gibson. You didn’t have to do that. I could have covered this round.”

 “Don’t worry about it, man,” Lefty said with an indifferent smile. “I’ll get it back when we get our cut from the tour. Done it before.”

“Okay,” Curt said, a queasy feeling settling in his stomach. Hocking your gear was a no-no. And Lefty had done it twice?

A pair of gorgeous babes headed toward them, clearly in the mood to do anything he and Lefty wanted, so after signing autographs he and Lefty led the girls up to Lefty’s suite, a night of fun guaranteed.

God, Curt loved being a rock star. From loser to god. The American dream.

Until the next morning, when he awoke to see his best friend lying dead beside him.

 


Chapter One

Two years later

 

 

Most. Awkward. Thanksgiving dinner. Ever.

Curtis never should have come back to his childhood home in Minnesota. He closed his eyes as the sound of knives and forks clinking against Mom’s best china grew deafening. When he opened them, Mom met his gaze, her eyes tremulous and hopeful as if she wanted to ask something but was afraid his answer would ruin the so-called cheer.

Dad alternated between glaring at him like he was an insect crawling on the turkey and flat out ignoring his presence. His brother and sister carried on conversations with their spouses, pretending he wasn’t there. His aunts and uncles darted nervous glances at him like they either expected him to start snorting lines on the table or go on a murder spree. It was hard to tell which they found more disturbing: the fact that he had spent several years as the lead guitarist for a famous thrash metal band, or that he’d just been released from a rehab clinic.

The rehab clinic? Really? Curt sighed. Why couldn’t they understand it was the reason he sat with them now? That reconnecting with his family was a crucial step in the recovery process? His drug counselor had warned him that this part would be difficult, but Curt was starting to think that not only would such a thing be impossible, it was also something he really had no interest in doing. They were all a judgmental bunch of hypocrites.

As if to prove his point, his dad, a former army sergeant, glared at him over the plate of stuffing. “You finally gonna cut that hair and get a real job, boy?”

Boy. Curt ground his teeth and resisted the urge to argue for the tenth time that at twenty-eight years old he was a man. It would be useless. No matter how successful he and Viciöus grew, Dad always saw his music career as the hobby of a child. It didn’t help that, after realizing how badly he’d fucked everything up with his coke addiction, Curt now found a kernel of truth in the sentiment. If he’d been a grownup, he would have spent his earnings on things like insurance, a retirement account, and a mortgage. Not drugs.

Still, the thought of packing away his guitar, putting on a suit, and locking himself in a cubicle in some nine-to-five prison held no appeal. Music was the only thing Curt was good at, the only thing that made him feel complete—at least until he’d started doing coke.

On cue, an icy-hot sensation trickled down the back of his throat. Another craving, though thankfully not as intense as they used to be.

“Curtis?” Mom’s voice broke through his inner turmoil. “Are you okay?”

“I’m fine. Would you please pass me the mashed potatoes?”

As she handed him the bowl, Curt cast a glare at his dad. “I made six figures every year with Viciöus, Dad. I’ve made a lot of mistakes, but my career choice isn’t one of them.”

“But your career”—Dad said the word with a sneer—“is what got you into drugs in the first place.”

“No, it wasn’t,” Curt snapped. “The rest of the band was clean. Getting hooked on coke was my fault.” And so was getting Lefty hooked on coke. Holding himself accountable for his addiction had never been any trouble for Curt during drug counseling. It was all the stuff afterward that was hard.

Before he said anything he’d regret, Curt stuffed a spoonful of mashed potatoes in his mouth. Regret at subjecting himself and his family to this awkward reunion made his stomach curdle. He should have taken up either Quinn or Tony on their offers to have dinner with their families, but something had held him back. Maybe it was the fact that both of those guys had everything so together. That made him feel like a worthless piece of shit.

Funny, how it had never bothered him before. He’d pitied Tony for being tied down with a wife while he and the rest of the band could take their pick of groupies, and he had been perfectly content for Quinn to make all the decisions while he just played his guitar, did coke, and got laid. Or maybe his reluctance to see them now was just a natural embarrassment at all of his past fuckups. There were plenty of other issues that boiled under the surface, lurking with such bitter pressure that Curt couldn’t yet bring voice to them.

The potatoes turned into a thick, sticky lump in his mouth. Curt choked them down, his eyes starting to water. “May I be excused? I need to get up early to catch my flight back to Seattle.” 

Never mind that he had only just now decided to leave. He needed to get out of here.

Mom dropped her fork with a clatter and gave him a wounded look. “But you just got here!”

Dad remained silent, but the apparent relief in his eyes made Curt realize he’d made the right decision. Though, the fact that his brother and sister didn’t object made a twinge of hurt squeeze his chest. Especially his brother, whom he knew had gotten himself into trouble with meth back in high school. His sister was no angel either.

Curt remained firm about cutting his visit short. “I know, but I have a lot to do before I can get my life back on track.”

“Are you coming home for Christmas?” Mom asked, ignoring Dad’s glare.

“Why should I bother?” Curt rose from the table, his knuckles almost as white as the tablecloth. “So you can look at me with scorn and knock me down with your judgments when I’m just getting back up?”

“Curt!” Mom gasped.

“Forget it. I followed my rehab step in seeing my family. Now I can check it off my list. I don’t need to deal with your hypocrisy anymore. Besides, I hate Christmas.”

His father rose, face red and jowls quivering. “Now, Son—”

As if the universe decided to bail him out, Curt’s phone rang. He pulled it out of his pocket. It was Quinn. He couldn’t leave the lead singer of Viciöus and the de facto leader of his band waiting, right? Not if he wanted to get back into the thick of it.

He did, didn’t he?

“I gotta take this. It’s business.”

Striding out of the dining room as quickly as possible without breaking into a run, Curt swiped his finger across the screen of his phone to answer. “Hey, what’s up?”

“Happy Thanksgiving,” Quinn said in that talking-to-a-guy-on-a-ledge voice he’d used with Curt since Lefty died.

“You too,” Curt replied reflexively, heading down the hall and up the stairs.

“You don’t sound too good. You okay?”

Concern with a touch of suspicion radiated from Quinn’s voice, and Curt cringed at the unspoken question. What he really meant was, “Did you have another relapse?” But the singer was too tactful to ask directly.

 “I’m fine,” he grunted. “I just finished having Thanksgiving dinner with my folks. It was…less than cheerful.”

“Ah.” Understanding rang in Quinn’s voice. He’d met Curt’s family more than once. “I told you to come have dinner with us. My mom said you were welcome.”

“I know, man.” Curt sighed as he reached his old bedroom and closed the door behind him. “But my counselor thought it would be good for me.”

Saying the excuse out loud made it seem even lamer. He’d been the family outcast even before he became a junkie. Why should things change now?

“What are you doing for Christmas?” Quinn prodded.

Curt eyed a wrinkled brochure lying on the bed. He spoke before his friend could issue a new invitation, especially for that obnoxious holiday. “I have plans.”

“Okay…,” Quinn said slowly. “Why do I get the feeling you’re avoiding us? Are you not coming back to Viciöus?”

A note of challenge crept into Curt’s voice. A note of the fear he’d been avoiding admitting to himself after all that had happened. After the past two years of being away from it all. “Do you really want me to?”

Silence thundered through the phone. Quinn finally spoke. “You were there first.”

“No, I wasn’t.” Curt rubbed the bridge of his nose, trying to ignore an impending headache. “You had Jamie before me.”

Quinn snorted. “Jamie barely counts. He was only with us for the first album, which most people aren’t even aware of. You were there since ‘Bayonet,’ the one that made people notice us. Viciöus wouldn’t exist anymore if it weren’t for your riffs.”

The sincerity in Quinn’s voice rushed over Curt in a scalding wave. He was glad, but why did the guy have to be so loyal? “So, what are you going to do? Kick Kinley out of the band? I mean, not only has she made an incredible contribution to Viciöus, she’s your wife for Christ’s sake!”

Though, Curt hadn’t made it to the wedding.

“She knows her spot was supposed to be temporary,” Quinn replied. “She was there, remember? When you asked her to step in until you were well.”

Curt nodded, though Quinn couldn’t see him. Kinley had started out as their roadie and then later been promoted to guitar tech after they found out she could shred like a pro. She’d been promoted even further after Curt went away. At his own suggestion.

“Look,” he finally said. “When I woke up that awful morning, with my best friend dead beside me, only two coherent thoughts remained in my fucked-up head. First…” He lifted one finger. “It easily could have been me. Second, it was all my fault.”

“Curt—,” Quinn began, but Curt cut him off.

“I couldn’t bear facing you guys, my fans, and especially the members of Bleeding Vengeance after that.”

He’d known that morning he would drop out of the tour. Of course, despite his words, getting clean wasn’t his first priority. Getting away from everyone before he could endanger them was.

“And there,” Curt continued, “we had a capable guitarist on hand like it was meant to be. And it was. She’s too damn good to be a temp for anyone.”

Not for a second did he regret asking Kinley to take his place, though he was still embarrassed at crying in her arms like a little boy solely because she was the closest thing he had to a mother at that moment. After that, he’d found it hard to look Kinley in the eye when she and Quinn had visited him at the clinic. But whenever he watched the YouTube footage of her onstage, standing where he should be, Curt felt a sort of bittersweet pride. She belonged there, just like he wasn’t sure he did anymore. He believed in fate; he just didn’t believe it always had something good in store for him.

A disturbing thought surfaced. What if Quinn and Kinley were having relationship problems?

“Does she want to leave the band?”

“No!” Quinn nearly shouted. “But she needs to know where she stands and figure out what she’s going to do when you come back. Whether we’ll have three guitarists, or I quit playing rhythm, or if she’s going to join another band.”

The tone of Quinn’s last words made it clear that he didn’t want Kinley in another band. To be honest, Curt didn’t either. He kinda saw Kin as his protégée. He’d never known a guitar tech to pick up his technique so quickly. And to have her join another band felt like sending her to play on the enemy’s team. But three guitars seemed kind of corny and having Quinn give up playing rhythm didn’t feel right either.

“I don’t know, man…” Curt slumped on the bed, glaring at the redecorated walls of his old bedroom. All of his old band posters had been torn away, and the walls were now painted an insipid powder blue. His family had wasted no time in erasing every trace of his personality. They’d probably tossed the horror movies he’d left behind as well.

“Do you want to leave us?” Quinn demanded. “If you do, I need to know soon. Our fans need to know soon. It’s been two years, which is long enough. Whether you’re staying or going, I’ll support you either way.”

“I’m…honestly not sure what’s right.” Finally, the truth was spoken aloud, but it didn’t make Curt feel any more liberated. “I still have some thinking to do.”

Quinn sighed. “Can you make your decision by New Year’s? We’ll make an announcement at the Headbangers’ Bash.”

Dread crawled up Curt’s spine. The Headbangers’ Bash was an annual private party for everyone who was anyone in the metal world. So not only would musicians he looked up to be there and possibly eye him with condemnation after all that had happened, but he’d also have to face Bleeding Vengeance again. His former friends. The band whose lead guitarist he’d killed.

Of course, if he went back to Viciöus, he’d have to face them a lot because the two bands often toured together and Quinn and the bass player were best friends. And the Bash was as good a place as any to make his reemergence on the scene. Whether he liked it or not, it was time to figure out what came next.

Despite his churning stomach, he forced himself to sound confident.“I can do that.”

The two of them talked a little more, pretending everything was getting back to normal. They talked about how the band was doing, how Quinn’s wedding had gone, and then about upcoming tours. After they got off the phone, Curt set his cell on the dresser, gave a sigh of relief, and picked up the brochure he’d been fascinated with ever since he found it in the rec room at the rehab clinic. It seemed particularly appealing now. Above a picture of an elaborate modern cabin nestled in a snowy mountain valley, the caption read:
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