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Prologue

 


“We’ve got a couple hot ones,” Artemis said.
She brought over a pair of tablets and sat beside her twin brother,
Apollo. “You’ll never believe these two.”

“Oh?” Apollo spun around in his chair to
face her. “Who do we have?” He loved his role of matchmaker. So
much better than his other lives on Olympus. Now he felt useful.
He’d created an office on Olympus full of rich dark wood, shiny
chrome, and it reeked of power. 

He and his twin sister used their celestial
powers to make the space business-like with maroon drapes and the
latest human tech, but also homey with statuary and photos of
Artemis’s cat, Meatball. He’d never been one for animals, but he’d
become attached to the black cat. 

He loved his sister and couldn’t imagine
working with anyone else. Now that he’d settled down in this
manner, having a job and running this business, he liked the
stability. His sister had blossomed, too. She’d embraced her
feminine side and turned heads wherever she went. Her eyes sparkled
now and she’d found confidence he knew she had all along. He wanted
her to be happy, and not just with her cat. 

“So what do we have?” he asked. He turned
the tablets around. He’d become quite adept at pairing couples. He
liked the challenge of finding the right person for another person
and seeing what made them tick. Most of the time, the individuals
wanting to be paired gave him the information he needed to find the
right match. Almost all of them had some sort of regret that
involved a former love. Once he found that out and found the person
who’d caused the regret, he had the correct match. Time to match a
new couple. 

“One is named Shane Sutton. He’s a trip. I
think if he were on Olympus, you’d be friends,” she said. “He comes
from a family of funeral directors.”

“Is he a funeral director?” Humans
could be so morbid. 

She chuckled. “No, he works with the
geriatric set. He prefers dealing with the living.”

“Interesting.” Apollo flexed his hand on the
arm rest. Shane, so far, sounded like a thousand other men out
there. What made him different?

“He’s a simple guy, too. He’s more about
helping his community than making money, which is counter to his
family’s way of thinking,” she said. 

He smiled and nodded. “Yeah, this sounds
like my kind of guy… Artemis, are you serious?”

“He loves to wear joke shirts! Look at his
profile photo he sent. He’s wearing a shirt that reads “Funeral
Home Activities Director.” That’s your kind of guy.”

Now he saw why she’d thought they’d get
along. Shane had an interesting sense of humor. 

“Oh, and he’s got a plastic skeleton that
rides in his passenger seat,” she said. “He calls it the perfect
man.”

“That’s so wrong, but I love it.” He tapped
the profile information. “What’s his biggest regret then? Not
getting the shirt he wanted online?” He could be so mean at
times. 

“Actually, it’s about a guy from high
school. I guess he never asked him out back then and it’s killing
him to see this guy around town. He didn’t want to push when they
were in school and they’re both out now.”

“So he never spoke up? Who is this guy he’s
caught up on?” Apollo asked. “Is he really this fantastic?”

“Sounds like he is,” She pointed to the
second tablet. “The guy’s name is Nik. Nikolas Carson. He’s a
teacher.”

“Ah, but did he sign up? Is he even
interested? I won’t put them together without mutual interest.”
Apollo folded his arms. He’d successfully paired almost a hundred
couples and hadn’t had one complaint—not one requiring a
rethink. 

“Right.” She pointed to the second tablet.
“He did.”

“On a teacher’s salary?” The fee was crazy
high for a reason. If they could pay, then they must really want to
be matched. 

“He did,” she said. “He’s an elementary
school art teacher in the Milton Area Local School District. It
services the village of Milton—where Shane works—and the
surrounding areas. Been there eight years. He's out now and wants
to mingle with a specific person. Shane.”

“I see.”

“Shane came out in high school and didn’t
regret it. He just did it. Nik didn’t come out until college.
That’s the issue. He’s gay, but never acted on his attraction to
Shane. His regret is not coming out to Shane and asking him to be
his boyfriend. He never forgot his first love, the one he never got
a chance to have.”

“So…” He didn’t see why they’d wasted the
effort to contact Men Wanted. “Why not just ask each other out
now?”

“Because they’re both ashamed in a way.
Shane’s ashamed because he wanted to make a move, but chickened
out. Nik is ashamed because he’s always had a thing for Shane, but
wasn’t strong enough to tell him as much,” she said. “So we put
them together and pull trigger. We need to do this. They’ve got so
much unresolved attraction. Let’s do it.” 

He sighed and nodded. “Do it. Seems like
these two belong together.” He snapped his fingers. “Hey, Eros?
Want to go on a mission?”

Eros appeared in the doorway. He’d grown his
blond curls out and lost some of his cherubic quality, but still
looked youthful. He held a skateboard. “You called?”

“We need you to go to Milton, Ohio. We need
you to pair Shane Sutton and Nik Carson. Are you game?” Apollo
asked. When he and Artemis found the right individuals for the
match, they sent Eros to shoot his special arrow and bring the
match together. If anyone knew how to get the couple to fall in
love, it was Eros. 

“Yeah.” Eros pulled his phone out and
fiddled with it. “I’m on my way.”

“Very good.” He should feel guilty about
letting Eros do most of the work, but he didn’t. He trusted them
and his gut. Apollo had a good feeling about Shane and Nik. He
wanted to make this small-town romance blossom.


Chapter One

 


Shane finished his workout and grabbed a
towel. Doing his five-mile run wore him out, but at least he could
do it. He’d have to spend time on the weight machine later, but no
problem. He loved being the activities director for the geriatric
set at the Milton Community Center, and he needed to keep in shape
to stay active with the seniors. They challenged him every day to
be better and he loved it. Seeing his seniors happy and active
warmed his heart. 

He spied a school bus on the road and his
thoughts turned to his old friend, Nik. He saw Nik around because
they both served the Milton community—him with the community center
and Nik at the elementary school—and they ended up in some of the
same circles. But they rarely had a chance to talk. 

He missed his friend. They’d been close in
high school and he'd come out to Nik first. He had the suspicion
Nik was gay, but unable to come out. He remembered the tension
radiating from Nik’s parents when they found out Shane was gay. He
could only imagine how they’d handled Nik coming out. He and Nik
had gone off to college and he’d dealt with the death of his
father. Nik kept his personal life private and he hadn’t told Shane
anything about his family. 

Then again, he and Shane weren’t close any
longer, so why should he?

Shane hadn’t wanted anything to do with the
family business in the funerary service. He liked helping the
living, not caring for the dead. The living were more fun. Besides,
he wasn’t fond of dealing with dead bodies. Leave that to the
professionals—his brothers and sister-in-law. 

Shane enjoyed his job and the classes. He
liked the people, too. He heard so much gossip—whether he wanted to
know or not—and the older folks paid attention to his love life.
He’d been set up with a few of the granddaughters of the ladies, a
grandson, and a son … he’d heard tales of people he should be
dating because they didn’t want him to be alone. 

He wasn’t crazy about being single, either,
but he hadn’t found anyone he wanted to be with for the rest of his
years. 

He wished he could talk to Nik and ask him
out, but Nik had a boyfriend or partner. The last he’d heard, Nik
and his boyfriend were living together and rumored to be getting
married. 

He wouldn’t stand in their way. He’d like to
be there to watch them, but he wouldn't interfere. 

Part of him wanted to get all interrupt-y
and shout Nik’s name, but what good would it do? Nik might hate
him, despite being nice to him in passing. 

He sighed and his watch buzzed with an
incoming message. He tapped the face of the watch and checked the
subject. If the email wasn’t important, he'd worry about it later.
He read the subject line—Men Wanted. 

“Shit,” he murmured. They’d replied. He’d
forgotten about emailing them and requesting their services, but
did it matter? He needed a date and one that would help him forget
Nik. 

He strolled the path back to his car and
retrieved his phone. What did Men Wanted have to say? They’d turned
him down? He probably wasn’t as exciting as most of their clients.
They’d kept his money and would pass on him. 

Christ. He’d become so negative. For all he
knew, they were refunding his cash. They might even be willing to
work with him. 

He opened the email and willed his heart
rate to slow to a normal range. Could be a bad response, but it
could be good, too. He’d never know until he opened it. 

Dear Mr. Sutton,

Thank you for choosing Men Wanted for your
relationship needs. We’re excited to be helping you. We believe in
our work and have chosen your perfect match. 

We have set up a date for you on Friday. You
will go to the Densmore House Cafe at two in the afternoon. You
will wear a blue suit coat with a pink carnation in the lapel. The
table has been reserved. Simply tell the hostess you’re there to
meet your date. They will escort you to the table without question.
Order a tea with six sugars and your date will arrive. Your date
will order a tea with honey and should be wearing a suit coat with
a yellow carnation. 

We believe this is your perfect match. If
for any reason you’re dissatisfied, do not hesitate to contact us
and we will rectify the situation. 

Enjoy your date and thank you for using Men
Wanted. 

Best regards,

Apollo, Artemis and Eros

Men Wanted

He sat down hard on the car seat and reread
the email. Holy shit. They’d not only replied, but matched
him. 

And he had a date for Friday. 

He’d have to get his suit coat out of
mothballs. Was the suit coat even blue? Hell, he wasn’t sure. He
could ask his brother for a coat he supposed. Sam would have a
whole closet of coats. 

Then again, he’d have to talk to his
brother. Sam wasn’t fond of him since he’d decided to do anything
but become a mortician. 

Dead bodies freaked him out. 

He scrubbed the back of his hand across his
mouth. A date. Finally. 

His watch buzzed again with a reminder. He
needed to get to the community center in ten minutes for one of his
programs. 

He dried his face and tossed his things onto
the passenger seat. He didn’t need to drive to the community
center—it was within walking distance of the running trails—but
there weren’t any lights on this end of the parking lot and he
refused to walk to his car after the class in the dark. 

He checked he had his phone, wallet, bag,
and keys, then drove across the lot to the community center. He
parked in one of the staff spots before heading into the
building. 

A few of his regulars were already in the
main activity room setting up the chairs for the chair aerobics
class. The elderly gentlemen needed to exercise and some refused to
admit they shouldn’t be moving the chairs. No matter how early he
arrived, he never got there before the self-named Geritol
Gang. 

The chairs were mostly in rows and a few of
the participants milled at the back of the room. 

Charlie Gee ambled up to Shane. “Hi, young
man. I need to speak to you.”

“Sure.” Shane set up the scanner for the
insurance cards. Per the requirements of the state, he had to have
each participant swipe their insurance card to prove they were in
attendance. “What’s up?”

“I need to pre plan for my funeral,” Charlie
said. “I hear you know people.”

“I do, but you know that. My brother runs
the Sutton Family Funeral Home. He and Christy should be able to
help you. It’s the biggest funeral home in the county.” He placed
the various bands and light weights on the table. “I have their
business card. Want one?”

“Please?” Charlie picked up a set of
weights. “Nellie wants me to make sure we don’t burden the
children.”

“Smart.” For a guy who didn’t work in the
funeral industry, he seemed to be the point man for recommendations
to the family business. He dug in his bag and retrieved the card.
“Here you go.”

“Thank you.” Charlie hesitated. “Nellie
wanted to know if you’re seeing anyone, too.”

“Is she going to ask me out?” He finished
setting out the rest of the bands and weights. 

Charlie blushed. “She did say she wanted a
boy toy, but I assumed she meant a vibrator.”

Until he’d started working at the community
center, he would’ve been shocked by Charlie’s comment. Since
working with the aged, he’d come to realize they truly had no
filters. They were funny as hell that way, but still had no
filters. “She might like that.”

“She told me which one and what store to go
to. I guess there’s a dummy in the window wearing a dog collar and
a chain pair of britches,” Charlie said. “I don’t know why someone
wants a pair of britches made of chain. It’s not comfortable or
easy to get off if you have to go to the bathroom.”

“I suppose not, but she’s referring to
Paddles.” He smiled. “You can tell Nellie I’m single, but she’d be
better off with the vibrator or climbing you. I’m no fun.”

Charlie stared at him a moment, then
grinned. “Yeah.” He paused as if
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