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Chapter One

CORY YAWNED AND leaned against the counter while he waited for the coffee to brew, knuckling his gritty eyes, his mind sluggish from lack of sleep. Jules had kept him up most of the night. And he did mean up. His boyfriend had been insatiable. Cory wasn’t complaining…not much, anyway. But he’d only been gone for the weekend to Brighton to visit his parents. He hadn’t seen them since he’d moved. Jules had acted like he’d been away for months and was starving for him. God, that wicked mouth…

Jules’s tongue had been everywhere, licking Cory’s skin until his senses screamed; he’d wormed his way into him with his hard silver stud. He’d come unglued, melting into the bed, begging, letting Jules do anything he wanted. He’d never done that with a lover before, transported by the sensations Jules aroused in him. And there had been that one moment, when he’d accidentally caught their reflection in the mirror, when Jules had appeared beyond beautiful, his eyes flashing quicksilver in the light from the hall…

Cory snorted, dick hard as a rock in the cotton pants he’d worn to bed. His eyes must have been playing tricks on him, senses skewed with white-hot pleasure as Jules squatted over him, perfect ass on display as he took Cory deep in his throat, Cory easing a finger inside him… He shivered deliciously. He wouldn’t mind trying that position again!

He’d never get to class on time this way. Glancing around for a distraction while the coffee finished, he spotted Saturday’s paper in the pile of letters on the counter. Plucking it out from under the junk mail, a shudder ran over him when he saw the picture on the front page. Apparently, a body had been found on the hill overlooking the fairgrounds on the edge of the forest near the new development of condos. A young man, killed at the beginning of September and dumped there.

Cory’s heart thumped. The same time the carnival had come to town.

“What are you reading—”

“Fuck!” The expletive leaped from Cory’s mouth as he swiveled toward Jules, pulse pounding. Damnit, Jules could move silently when he chose to. “Sorry. Didn’t hear you.”

“Apparently.” Jules’s smile took the bite out of the word. “What grabbed your attention?”

“Nothing. Just waiting for you.” Cory tossed the paper upside down on the stack of neglected letters, not wanting Jules to see what he’d been reading. He didn’t examine his motive too closely. Jules worked at the carnival as a barker for the Mirror Maze, gorgeous in his uniform of purple satin and leather.

Apparently, the Sky Blue Carnival returned to Cedar Ridge late summer every year and stayed through mid-October. Cory had only arrived in town in January to finish up college, so this was his first carnival here. But he’d made sure to be there opening day. He’d always loved carnivals, the bright colors and laughter and crush of the crowd. The smell of dust and popcorn, candy apples, and sweat. The rides were all light and brilliance and garish sound, rollercoasters, Tilt-A-Whirl, and glittering carousel. The Mirror Maze was still his favorite.

The moment he’d stepped in the long line for the maze he’d been stunned by the beauty of the dark-haired barker, whose green eyes held him captive. Jules had laughed in his face when he’d stared too long, then grabbed his hand and tugged him behind the gaudy attraction. Dazed, Cory could only lean against the rough wood in wonder as Jules slipped to his knees on the long grass, his nimble fingers working the fly of Cory’s jeans. His lush lips closed around Cory’s dick before he had time to react.

That same naughty mouth now nibbled his ear. Cory laughed and scrunched his shoulder when Jules tugged a long strand of Cory’s light brown hair, almost the same color as his eyes. He caught his breath all over again at the beauty of Jules’s face next to his. Jules’s skin had surprised him the first time Cory undressed him. Cory’s own fair skin tended to freckle in the sun. Jules was peaches and cream from head to toe, sweet and warm. Cory had spent hours one night licking his pink tipped nipples, drawing heady, breathy moans from his lover.

He dropped his gaze to those tiny indulgences poking against satin, his balls growing heavy when he thought of sucking them into his mouth, biting gently while Jules squirmed beneath him. He could see the outline of Jules’s heavy dick through the fitted, colorful pants he wore, and his mouth watered.

Jules put a finger under his chin and tilted his head up, and Cory caught a glimpse of gleaming green eyes before Jules’s hot mouth captured his, his kiss drugging, overwhelming. Wait! Cory reluctantly put a hand between them and nudged him back.

“I have an early class and you have to get your ass to work—”

“Fine,” Jules huffed. He darted a hand around Cory and plucked up the newspaper. Cory watched his face as he read the headline article, saw him flinch, but then a cool mask fell in place, his thick lashes hiding his expressive eyes. After a moment, Jules tossed the paper on the counter. “I see your boyfriend found the body,” he observed sourly.

What? Cory picked up the paper again. Sure enough, the body—a Caucasian male, early twenties—was found by Detective Michael Sundell at 8:45 on the morning of September 2.

“He’s not my boyfriend,” Cory said distractedly as Michael’s handsome face sprang to mind. At first he’d been flattered by the older man’s attention, but soon his intensity and authoritative manner found its way into the bedroom. Cory didn’t mind rough sex, but he did like some say in what his partner did to him. They broke up shy of two months together, and Cory hadn’t seen him since.

“Whatever.” Jules moved away from him, saying over his shoulder, “Get dressed, babe. We’ve got to leave in ten minutes or be late for sure.”

“That’s what I’ve been saying,” Cory muttered, dropping the paper to follow. He changed into his usual jeans and cotton shirt and met Jules at the front door. They descended the steps of the apartment building to Cory’s old Volkswagen in the parking lot. It was a short drive to the fairgrounds at the top of the hill overlooking Cedar Ridge, but the carnival rides loomed in the sky, and Cory was transported to another world, one of glitter and flash, brilliant color, and laughter and dreams.

He didn’t know he’d sighed until Jules leaned across the console and nuzzled his ear. “Come in with me,” he coaxed, tickling Cory’s neck with his warm breath. “You should be with me.”

Cory was tempted, surprised by a longing he couldn’t suppress. But two men in outfits as flashy as Jules’s, one with outrageous purple hair and the other a redhead, lounged against the entrance gate, making him self-conscious. “I need to get to class,” he said diffidently.

“Be late.” Jules dropped a hand on his thigh, and Cory’s thoughts scattered as Jules walked his fingers up his leg and traced his growing cock. He should stop him, but Jules slid to his knees and unbuttoned Cory’s jeans. Sweet fuck. Aware of the men watching them, he flushed hotly as the pink tip of Jules’s tongue slid between his lips and licked the end of his dick, jolting him with electricity. Quivering, he sat helplessly while Jules licked him over and over, just on the tip, the metal ball running along the slit.

“Do it,” he said on a groan, nerves sparking, his orgasm slowly building. He needed to move, grab Jules’s long hair and fuck his hot mouth. Would the men come over to watch? His blood rushed at the thought, and he clenched his fists, fighting for control as Jules lazily swirled his tongue around the ultra-sensitive head of his cock.

“Fuck,” he gasped, body twitching, needing desperately to come. Jules’s gaze flicked up, bright with laughter. He opened his mouth wide and rested the head of Cory’s throbbing dick on his tongue. He looked debauched, hungry, lips glistening, and Cory’s balls drew up tight. Shit, he was going to come just by the sight of the gorgeous guy on his knees, eating Cory’s dick.

Suddenly, Jules lunged forward, lips and ball raking his cock, sucking him in. God! He came hard, pleasure spiraling from his dick and shooting through his body. Lightheaded, he gripped the steering wheel as he was swept up in bliss.

He came back slowly, shaken, and flinched as Jules continued to lick his sensitive cock clean. He tangled his fingers in his dark hair and tilted Jules’s head back. Jules licked his swollen lips, peered at him with glittering eyes. “So beautiful,” he murmured. “So much power.”

Confused by his words, Cory knitted his brows, but his boyfriend didn’t give him time to ask questions. Jules shifted back to his seat and opened the passenger door, climbing out.

Cory leaned toward him, “My last class is over at three,” he hinted, hoping Jules would tell him his schedule. But Jules merely flashed him an enigmatic smile, allusive as ever. Damn him. Were they boyfriends or not? But maybe that was an absurd question, since he knew Jules would be moving on with the carnival in a few weeks. He watched Jules join the men at the bright orange gate, slim body sexy as hell in his tight flashy barker’s uniform. The one with the purple hair slipped an arm around him as they entered the fairgrounds, but the other, the sleek redhead in brilliant green and blue, stared at Cory, holding him in place with his intense gaze.

Cory moved uneasily under his scrutiny and yet felt strangely excited by it. What did it mean? He should have been jealous of the other man’s closeness to Jules, the one with the purple hair, but instead, he was intrigued by it and found himself aroused by this other stranger’s interest in him. Heat pooled in his stomach as the man continued to watch him. Bewildered, he put the car in gear and swung around on the narrow road, gazing at the redhead intermittently through his rearview mirror until he was out of sight.


Chapter Two

WHEN ASKED LATER, Cory couldn’t remember anything that had taken place in any of his classes that day, his attention focused on Jules’s perfect lips and wild green eyes, the cock he couldn’t wait to have up his ass. He flushed hotly when his classmates stood up around him, realizing his last class had ended without him hearing a word being said.

“Guess I’m a bit obsessed,” he confessed to his car as he climbed in, anxious to get back to the carnival. He didn’t understand this need he had to see Jules. And maybe that redhead… He’d never felt this strong of an attraction to anyone before, a pull that was irresistible. Alarms went off in his head and he laughed nervously. There was something not quite right about it, although he couldn’t be sure what. Jules would never hurt him.

He jumped at a tap on the window by his head and laughed a little as he turned. He must have looked odd just sitting there. The breath caught in his throat. Michael Sundell gazed in on him, handsome in his dark suit, red hair cut shorter than Cory remembered. The officer lifted a brow over a piercing blue eye, and Cory hastily lowered his window. “Can I help you?”
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