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Prologue

 


Chance fiddled with his glass, never taking
his eyes off it. He was at his costar’s engagement party, but his
mind was a thousand miles away. He shouldn’t have come, not when
the man he loved was gazing lovingly at another and saying those
sickeningly sweet words.

“Mike, I love you and I want to spend my
life with you. I promise I’ll take care of you, watch out for
you—”

“Hey! Hey, Ryder. You realize this isn’t a
wedding, right?”

Gales of laughter came from every corner of
the room. Mike Grayson, Ryder’s fiancé, sat there with a quiet
smile on his face and stars in his eyes. Though it was only their
engagement party, bliss had clearly overwhelmed him so much he was
left speechless.

It had left Chance speechless too. He sipped
his wine a little and looked out the window until a heavy slap on
his back made him jump.

“Hey, buddy.”Ryder loomed over him with his
pronounced dimpled smile. He plopped down into the chair next to
him. Delight oozed out from every pore of his being. “Thanks so
much for coming, Chance. I mean it.”

Chance cleared his throat. “Uh, yeah.
Wouldn’t miss it for anything, pal.”

“I really appreciate it.”

“It’s nothing, man.”

“Where’s Valerie?”

Chance started. “What?”

“Your girlfriend?”

“Nah, I’m here alone.”
There was no way he’d bring that girl to a party like this and act
as if they were together—though come to think of it,
that was the point of having a girlfriend, wasn’t it?

“All right.” Ryder smiled but it didn’t
reach his eyes. Chance felt a bit strange about that. “Enjoy the
party. Have to meet other guests.”

“Sure.”

“Okay. Yeah, well, see you on the set.”

“Sure.”

Chance watched Ryder’s retreating
back—muscled, rippling, broad, and strong. Chance knew how it felt
to hold on to it. They hugged a lot, too much, on and off screen.
He loved doing it. Ryder loved hugging him, but now he found it
meant nothing. Ryder did that to anyone, and Chance was
delusional.


Chapter One

 


With a wide smile, Andrew
shook hands with the director and the crew alike after they
finished the final shot. He saved the best for last: the two actors
playing his two sons, Ryder Adkins and Chance Devereux. Andrew had been beyond
ecstatic when they called him for the season finale. He’d heard
about the possibility of another season, though he barely cared
about that. It didn’t matter if they’d involve him again or not,
but he’d promised he’d always be available every time they needed
him for the series.

“Andrew.” Ryder enfolded him in his long
arms. “Are you leaving already? Don’t you want to stay for the wrap
party?”

The man smiled again. The party. Of course
he’d come. It was one of the things he liked most about making
movies—the mix of emotions and the chance to talk and drink and
stay out until late at night without worrying about the next day’s
filming. Andrew would never skip the parties. “Count me in. It’s
happening tomorrow night, right?”

“Yup.”

He let Ryder go and turned to Chance, who
was standing slightly behind Ryder. Andrew lifted an eyebrow.
Chance was, to say the least, looking tired and forlorn. Andrew’s
smile faltered. He knew Chance and was used to him being quiet
outside his role, but this time he looked different.

Andrew had learned about Ryder’s engagement
the previous month and was curious whether it had anything to do
with Chance’s behavior. He didn’t know the nature of the
relationship between Ryder and Chance, yet he could see Chance
never smiled his wide, shy smile anymore. Dark clouds seemed to
cover his face and he rationed his words to Ryder. Andrew didn’t
want to make things awkward, though. He tousled Chance’s hair, and
the young man yelped a bit and pulled back. “Now, how about
you?”

“What?” Chance asked and angled up his face
to meet Andrew’s eyes.

“Are you coming to the party?”

Chance shrugged. “That depends.”

Andrew felt Ryder stiffen beside him.
“On?”

“Whether you come or not.”

They all broke into laughter.

“Okay.”Andrew hugged Chance and gave him a
fleeting squeeze before letting him go. “I’ll call you.”

Chance’s eyes widened but
he nodded, sighing as if in resignation when Andrew gave him a look
that screamed We need to talk.
“Okay, whatever.”

“Good.”

They’d been very close once, he and Chance.
Andrew hoped Chance would be able to open up and tell him whatever
it was that was bothering him. He hated to see any of his boys so
miserable.

 


****

 


Chance pressed the button for the contact
list on his phone and immediately found Andrew’s name near the top.
He’d arrived at Andrew’s hotel, but the man wasn’t in the lobby
like he said. Chance didn’t know Andrew’s room number, so he
decided to just call him.

“Andrew, hi,” Chance said when his call was
picked up on the first ring.

“Hey. Where are you?”

“Down in the lobby.”

“Okay, I’ll be there in five. You hungry,
Chance?”

“Uh, maybe.”

Andrew chuckled. “I miss our usual pizza
here. Let me buy you dinner.”

Chance found himself relaxing and smiled
into his cell phone. “Pizza. Sure, why not?” Andrew left their show
more than a year ago. It was understandable if he missed the stuff
here. Chance missed him too. Andrew could always act as a buffer
between him and Ryder, which Chance found out wasn’t necessary
because Ryder never had feelings for him. Chance sniffed a little.
“God, I miss you, man.”

“Hey, don’t you break down on me. I’ll be
with you in a moment. Just… wait.”

Chance nodded and realized how silly he was.
“Yeah, okay.”

He sucked in a breath when Andrew appeared
from behind the elevator doors, looking dashing in his black
trousers and a black shirt with two buttons undone. “Wow, Andrew.
I’d totally hit on you if I batted for the home team.”

Andrew’s gaze was so sharp it made Chance
flinch. “That’s one of the issues we’re going to talk about
tonight.”

Chance’s head spun. “Issues? What are you
talking about?”

Andrew wouldn’t answer. He took Chance by
the elbow. “Later, okay? We eat first.”

The pizza was great as usual, but with the
nagging feeling of what was to follow, Chance didn’t really savor
it. After he finished the last bite, he dabbed his mouth with a
napkin and gazed straight at Andrew. “Okay, shoot. What was that
about? What issues?”

Andrew’s response was a long sigh, as if he
was about to tell Chance the entire world’s problems. “Care to
share with me what is it between you and Ryder?”

Chance shouldn’t be too shocked by the
question. After all, Andrew suggested they talk on the last day on
set, when Chance clearly showed his reluctance to even glance at
Ryder. “What about me and Ryder?”

Deflection didn’t work with Andrew, and
Chance wished he wasn’t such an open book, or maybe Andrew just
knew him too well. “Come on, kid. I saw you hurting. I hate to see
any of my boys in pain.”

“I’m not in pain.”

“Of course you’re not. You just couldn’t
look Ryder in the eye, couldn’t talk to him, couldn’t touch him,
but the worst part is that you couldn’t keep your eyes off him when
you think he or no one else wasn’t looking. You can’t fool me,
Devereux.”

“I don’t know what you’re talking
about.”

“Always so stubborn. I know you know what
I’m talking about.”

“Even if I do, that’s none of your
business.” Chance gulped down his coke and placed the glass back on
the table a bit too hard.

Andrew stared at the glass and looked away.
“Okay, you’re right. That’s none of my business. I just want you to
know that I’m your friend. You can tell me everything, Chance. You
can trust me.”

Chance sighed. “Andrew, why are you doing
this?” He hung his head. His breath caught when he felt Andrew’s
hand on his shoulder, but he didn’t move.

“Look, man. I just hate to see you suffer
like this.”

“Well, it doesn’t matter now.” Chance
laughed mirthlessly.

“What do you mean?”

“Well, duh. Ryder’s engaged to be married.
There’s nothing I can do.”

 


****

 


Ryder didn’t like it. He didn’t like the way
Andrew had looked at Chance or ruffled his hair. He also didn’t
like what Andrew had said. What was more, Ryder didn’t like how
Chance looked at him now.

Chance hadn’t been all smiles, jokes, and
hugs on his engagement, but it wasn’t as bad as now. He looked
totally worn-out and depressed, with dark circles under his eyes.
In fact, he hadn’t been too chatty with him since they came back to
the set after his engagement. The only thing Ryder recalled was
Chance asking if he needed to go get a room in a hotel. Wherever
had that come from? They’d shared a house for three years.

“You’re, uh, engaged now.”

If only Chance knew the exact reason why
he’d done that
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