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Chapter One

Grandma told me it would happen exactly like
this, Blake Gerritt thought, staring fixedly at the man in the
doorway. His fingers tingled as he flexed them against the package
he held, and he realized that he’d forgotten to breathe for the
last few minutes. She said I’d know when it happened, but she
never told me I would feel as if someone had just whacked me upside
the head with a two-by-four.

“Yes?” The man tilted his head slightly, and
Blake knew that if he could see behind the guy’s mirrored
sunglasses, he’d probably recognize puzzlement.

Because what kind of mailman knocks on a door and
then just stands there like a moron? Blake asked himself. He
inhaled deeply, trying to gather his wits. If someone asked him
about this moment in the future, he’d swear on his grandma’s grave
that for a split second the Earth had stopped spinning. When his
heart abruptly woke up and clattered a harsh staccato against his
ribcage, he blinked. Time rushed back into place.

“Can I help you?” the man asked, a little more
harshly, as if he knew exactly what was happening and didn’t like
it. His face was closed down. Unapproachable.

Hot as hell.

Blake swallowed, not surprised to find that his
mouth had gone completely dry. His hands shook. In the next second,
arousal hit him hard—shocking and weird in the middle of what was
supposed to be an ordinary workday. He swallowed again, knowing
that the man who’d opened the door was going to lose patience any
moment now. “Uh,” he managed, then coughed when his voice cracked.
He cleared his throat. “Sorry. Allergies.” He managed a weak smile.
Energy swirled around him like a fly buzzing in his ear. His family
had magic, sure, but that mostly meant that his garden bloomed
frantically during the summer months because the extra energy that
followed him around had to go somewhere. He also had an amusing
knack for making people happy and he wasn’t a half-bad singer, but
all in all, it didn’t really impact his life much—at least not
anymore. He’d left most of his magic behind years ago to take care
of his sister. So, he hadn’t really expected the old family gift to
kick him in the nuts on some random June day. Isn’t that just
how life happens, though?

“You have something for me?” the man asked,
more patient than Blake expected after the earlier harsh tone.
Brilliant blue eyes peered out at him over the mirrored sunglasses.
The man wore a battered baseball cap pulled low over short brown
hair and a scruffy beard. Slouchy jeans and a red concert t-shirt
that had seen better days completed the outfit. Behind Blake, music
from the radio he kept in his mail truck played accompaniment to
the summer birdsong, and he couldn’t help feeling as if he’d just
stepped into an old romantic comedy movie.

If Lynn were here, she’d laugh herself sick,
Blake mused, thinking of his little sister.

“Hello?” The guy tilted his head again,
almost, but not quite, cracking a smile. He lifted an eyebrow.
“Anyone home?”

Blake swallowed again, reminding himself that
he had a job to do here, and he couldn’t gape at the guy
destined to be his true love all damned day. “Uh, yeah. Sorry. I
don’t know what’s going on with me.” He fumbled with the package in
his hands, then smiled wryly. “I have to hand deliver this one.
Needs a signature.” He glanced down, then angled his handheld
scanner the right way to read the barcode on the side of the
cardboard box. He held out the box.

The man scowled at the box for a moment before
slowly taking it from Blake. He didn’t look like he was happy to
receive a delivery.

“I was just trying to remember the last time I
delivered to this house. It’s been at least eight years, I think,
since old Mrs. Caramella passed away,” Blake said, trying to dispel
the sudden awkwardness. “Please sign here, Mr. Peace.” The name on
his device didn’t seem to match the man, but Blake pasted on a
professional smile anyway. His magic told him that the name was
fake, but it wasn’t his business, right? Even if the guy was his
soul mate. He’d find out the truth soon enough, if the energy
tickling the base of his spine was any indicator. Just because he
hadn’t actively used his power in years didn’t mean he didn’t
remember how.

“Call me Jon,” the guy said in a low voice.
“And yeah. I got the place cheap.” He shifted the package under his
right arm and signed Blake’s pad. “My agent told me that the seller
seemed desperate.” He gestured at the house around him. “Needs
work, though.” He didn’t seem at all concerned about the paint
peeling in long strips from his porch steps.

“Yes, that would be Mrs. Caramella’s two sons.
They moved away years ago and have been trying to sell this place
ever since. It’s a pity they didn’t keep up with the maintenance.”
Blake grimaced. He hated painting. He’d done enough of it in his
past that he was grateful to be delivering mail now. “I know a guy
who could help you out with that,” he said, thinking of his
sister’s husband, Ken, who owned a handyman business. Given that
they had another kid on the way, Ken could use the work. And Blake
could use him as a connection to see Jon again.

Jon pursed his lips. “Local?”

Blake nodded. “My brother-in-law has a handyman
business. He’s young, but he’s good at painting.” He should be.
Blake had taught him everything he knew. “And he’s reliable.”

“Sounds good.” Jon reached into his pocket and
pulled out his cell. “Phone number?”

Blake blinked. The guy wanted his phone number? Was
it really going to be this easy? His heart sped up.

Jon laughed. “You’re not having a good day, are
you?” He lifted his phone and tipped it back and forth. “Can I have
the phone number of your brother-in-law? And his name?”

Oh. That phone number. Blake shook his
head, embarrassed. “Sorry, yeah. I’m really distracted today.”

“Hot date tonight?” Jon asked, amusement clear
in his tone.

“Um, no.” Blake flushed, thinking of what he’d
like to do later, and it involved his newly discovered true
love and a bed. And a serious lack of clothing. “I wish,” he
muttered, fumbling with his own phone. “His name is Ken Devine.” He
looked up the number and rattled it off, then paused as some demon
took hold of his body. “Let me give you my number in case you can’t
reach him,” he said, looking Jon up and down again.

Jon finished typing, and looked up.

He sure is pretty, Blake thought. He’d given
up fighting his erection and instead just held his scanner over his
crotch strategically while he tried to figure out how not to make a
fool of himself.

Jon quirked an eyebrow, then pursed his lips.
“Sure.” He waited politely, even as his face told Blake that he
thought the number thing was weird.

Blake inhaled, and then summoned up a grin. He was a
grown man of thirty-five. He knew how to flirt, for God’s sake, and
he was good with people, even if he’d never attempted to hit on a
man before. It had to be the same as with a woman, right? I just
need to be subtle. Don’t be creepy about it, he told
himself.

“Your number?” Jon prompted.

“I helped Ken get his business up and running,
so I’m still his backup guy when he needs help,” Blake explained,
deliberately moving his scanner away from his junk. His hard-on
pressed against his slacks just enough to advertise his package
without being obscene. Thank God for sturdy uniform pants,
he thought, still a whole lot turned on. He didn’t know if the guy
in front of him swung gay, but if Fake-Name-Jon was Blake’s
destined love, he had to be at least open to the idea,
right?

Jon’s expression eased. “Oh. That makes sense.” His
gaze flicked down Blake’s body, snagging for a split second on his
groin before drifting upwards again.

Bingo. I guess I’ve still got it. Pleased,
Blake gave Jon his number, then slid his cell phone back into his
pocket. He licked his lips. Time to go, he told himself. His
magic tingled, telling him to ease off. Now that he knew Jon
was interested, he was anxious to deepen the connection, but he
also knew that it was time to walk away before he came off as a
weirdo instead of an intriguing stranger. “Give Ken a call. You
won’t be disappointed in his work,” he said, tipping an imaginary
hat. “Gotta run.” He waved at his mail truck parked at the curb.
The tree-lined block looked like something out of a romance novel.
Blake grinned again. He loved his home, even if it was a little
quiet at times, especially compared to his previous life. “It may
not be snowing or raining, but the mail still has to get
delivered.” He almost winked, but then he caught himself. Too
much, too soon, dude. “Have a good day, Ron Peace.” The sound
of the name on his lips felt wrong. I hope I find out his
real name soon.

“Oh, yeah. You, too,” the man said, shifting
uncomfortably as he stepped back.

We both know you’re lying about who you are, but
that’s okay. I’ll figure you out sooner than you expect, Blake
thought, once again resisting the urge to wink at the guy. That
would be both obvious and creepy. Instead, he pivoted and walked
back down the sidewalk, whistling his favorite Aaron Wade song. It
was jaunty and sexy at the same time, and he’d been humming it
under his breath since it hit the charts over a year ago. It kept
him from obsessing over his own music. He’d let that business go
years ago, and there was nothing in this world that could ever
persuade him to go back to it. Not now. Not when he was too damn
old to play the game.

And not when I’ve finally met my soul mate.

****

Jon Peace, aka Aaron Wade in full-blown hiding-out,
incognito mode, stared after the mailman. “He’s whistling my song,”
he muttered, shaking his head. “There is no way he didn’t recognize
me.” He closed and locked the front door, and then leaned back on
it. “Shit.” His left hand shook as he adjusted his jeans to ease up
a bit against the unexpected hard-on he sported. The
uncharacteristic arousal that had hit him as soon as he’d answered
the door still simmered along his bones, and he wasn’t sure if he
was happy or pissed about it. He’d been so fucking burned out from
touring and dealing with the fucking label and contracts and
everything else that went into being a world-famous pop star that
he hadn’t had the energy for anything but two-minute sex in years,
a fact about which his ex had bitched more than once. An unexpected
and unwanted attraction to some random mailman wasn’t on his agenda
right now.

“Jesus. Get a grip, dude. It’s nothing. Stop
overreacting.” He took a deep breath and then pushed off, wandering
through the front room to the kitchen. He plopped the package he
didn’t want down on the table, glaring at it. He knew exactly what
it contained. It didn’t disappear in a puff of smoke, to his
disappointment.

He stared at it for a minute longer, then cursed as
another headache started creeping up his neck. “Fuck.” He tore open
the box, not surprised when his father’s bible fell out,
splattering memories all over the table. “You’re a sick fuck, Dad,”
he said when he saw the passages that were marked with sticky notes
and marker. “You couldn’t hate me enough in life. You had to make
sure I knew you still hated me now that you’re dead.”

He shoved the bible away with one finger as if it
could infect him even if he didn’t open it up, then sighed. His
father had sucked in his last, bitter breath last week. Aaron
hadn’t gone to visit the man in hospice or attended the funeral.
There would’ve been no point. He hadn’t seen his father in six
years, not since the old man had literally thrown him out of the
house. And too, he didn’t need the media frenzy that would’ve
swirled around him if he’d gone back home.

“No, don’t call it home,” he said frowning.
“It hasn’t been home in years.” He walked to the back door and
stared out at the jungle that passed for a yard. As soon as his
cousin had phoned him to let him know the old bastard had died,
Aaron had canceled his last two show dates and checked out of life.
He’d picked the first small town he’d seen on the map, in the
middle of nowhere Pennsylvania, cut his distinctive long hair, and
fled. He didn’t know if it was grief, or a nervous breakdown, or
what. His manager, Darlene, had helped him find somewhere to live,
thank God, but he knew her patience with him only went so far. She
knew he’d been just barely hanging on, and she knew about his
fucked-up past, but she had no idea how angry he was, still, over
the shit his father had done.

“No. It’s not grief I’m feeling right now,” he
muttered decisively, pushing open the door and wading out into the
weeds. He pulled a few out, then sat down on the creaky old bench
the house’s previous owner had left near the stoop. “Fuck.” He put
his face in his hands and breathed. In and out. In and out. It
didn’t help.

Fucking asshole, sending me his fucking
bible, he thought bitterly. Who did that? Who hated
their kid so much that they planned how to send evil to them after
their death? “My father, that’s who.” Aaron felt his throat close
up and clenched his fists as he struggled to get oxygen into his
body. He stared at the crushed dandelions under his bare feet,
focusing on the air moving in and out of his lungs. What else could
he do?

It seemed like a thousand years later before he got
himself back under control. “Don’t worry about it now,” he said,
getting back to his feet. “You’ve got time. You took time.
You deserve time. The music and the fans and the touring and the
work will be waiting for you when you’re done here.” He’d been
telling himself variations on this particular theme for days.
“You’re allowed to take a fucking break. You have money. You’re not
going to starve to death.” It wasn’t like it used to be, a mere few
years ago when he’d had to scrape by on his own, underage and
homeless. “And it’ll never be like that again.” He’d made sure of
that. He had enough money to live out his life without ever being
that desperate again.

Aaron wandered around the yard, pulling at the weeds
here and there, and then cursing when a cloud of gnats flew up into
his face. He pulled some more greenery out, tossing the stalks
aside haphazardly, and then he stopped in the middle of the yard
and laughed like a maniac. He was free. Finally and irrevocably
free of the misery and spite that had characterized his childhood
the minute he’d realized he was gay.

“Free,” he said, trying out the word. His
voice barely worked, and that was a hell of a thing for a singer.
The sun warmed his shoulders. The yard was quiet. There was nothing
and no one demanding his attention right now. “You’re free,” he
said again, after coughing up some junk and taking another deep
breath.

It was funny how being alone didn’t feel like
freedom.


Chapter Two

Blake closed his front door and sagged back against
it, exhausted. The rest of his day had turned unexpectedly frantic
when his coworker Mari went home sick and he’d taken over her mail
route way too late in the afternoon. Her route was mostly rural
stops, so he’d missed dinner trying to get her stuff out there. And
since he hadn’t planned on covering for her, he’d had no time to
pack something to eat. He’d gone way past hunger and into hangry
territory, and he felt more discombobulated than he expected he
would after such a day.

Because you met your true love, idiot, a
voice in the back of his head said—it sounded suspiciously like his
grandma—but he ignored it. He wasn’t sure he was ready to face that
knowledge just yet, because what if Jon refused their connection?
What if it was one-sided? What if he’d completely misconstrued the
meeting? It wasn’t like he had any experience with guys. Sure, he’d
known he was bisexual since he was eleven—straight boys that age
didn’t have wet dreams about male rock stars—but he hadn’t really
told anyone. It just seemed a lot easier to cruise through life
dating women. And my sexuality is no one’s business, he
mused, rubbing the stubble on his chin. His entire body ached from
sitting most of the day in his truck.

“You’re just tired. And hungry,” he told
himself, pushing thoughts of Jon away for the umpteenth time. He
wondered what in the hell he was going to eat. He’d planned on
meeting his sister for dinner at her place, but it was too late
now. He’d already called her and cancelled, and given the shrieking
toddler he’d heard in the background, that wasn’t necessarily a bad
thing. He loved his niece, but it sounded like she had whatever bug
had taken down his co-worker, which wasn’t surprising. Mari’s twins
were the same age as his niece Lily and the children went to
daycare together.

“Kids and their plagues,” Blake muttered and
headed for the kitchen. He knew he had hot dogs in the fridge. He
always had hot dogs.

An hour later, he was fed, showered, and lay on his
bed, wondering whether his hard-on was going to subside or if he
had to take himself in hand, so to speak. Jon’s gorgeous blue eyes
kept drifting across his mind, and he couldn’t seem to stop
obsessing over their meeting. Had Jon felt the energy swirling
between them? He had to have, right? Blake’s ringing phone
interrupted his reverie, and he snatched it up like a drowning man
reaching for the edge of the pool. He swiped without even looking
at the screen.

“Yeah,” he said, still petting his cock with
his free hand. His voice came out lower and rougher than he’d
intended.

“Blake? Hey! Long time no talk! How the hell
are you?” Darlene Nievens’ voice rang through the phone, friendly
and a hell of a lot more awake than Blake felt. “Were you sleeping?
You sounded like you were sleeping.”

Blake flushed and moved his hand away from his junk.
“Darlene! Wow, I wasn’t expecting a call.” He sat up. He hadn’t
talked to his old manager in ages. His boner deflated so fast he
felt dizzy, but he wasn’t complaining. Talking to her with an
erection would be awkward as hell, considering she’d been married
to her wife going on twenty years now and she was more like a
sister to him than anything else. “You’re not going to bug me about
making another album, are you?” he asked suspiciously, wanting to
head off that conversational direction immediately. “You know I’m
done with the business.” He had to do this every time she called.
Because she nags me about it, every single time.

“Um, well…,” she drawled, as if he’d caught
her with her hand in the cookie jar.

“Darlene,” he said, exasperated. “You
promised.” He wasn’t even in the least bit surprised. This had been
the way their conversations had begun ever since he’d left the
music industry. He laughed. “You keep trying. You’ve been trying
for, what, fifteen years now?”

She chuckled. “You were one of the best musicians
I’ve ever worked with, Blake. Your album is a work of art that
people still talk about. If you ever decide to record again, you’d
have millions clamoring to listen to you.”

Blake sighed. He didn’t need fans. He needed his
true love to say yes when he asked him out. He shivered,
thinking of the man in the doorway. “I don’t make music any more,
Darlene. I don’t even dabble. Reminds me too much of my parents
dying. You know that.” And he didn’t see the point. He was happy
with things as they were. He wasn’t a tortured artist. He was a
mailman. Thinking back over her words, he smiled, seeing an
opportunity to razz her. “Wait a minute. One of the best
musicians? I thought I was your best. How dare you replace me with
some young punk?” He settled back down on his bed. He might as well
get comfortable while she got to the point of the call. She didn’t
make a habit of ringing him this late at night without a
reason.

Darlene laughed. “Well, this new guy I’ve been
working with the past couple years is pretty good too,” she said,
and Blake could hear the smirk in her voice. “He might almost be as
good as you. Maybe better, even.”

He snorted. “So what are you doing calling an old,
washed-up singer like me, then? Aren’t you busy chasing after him?”
Blake knew that managing a world-famous pop star wasn’t a job for
the weak.

“He’s taking a break,” she said unexpectedly,
and something in her tone told Blake she wasn’t happy about
it.

“Oh. Huh. You think something’s wrong,” he
said, sure of it. His gift for understanding people hadn’t deserted
him, after all. “What happened?” He and Darlene talked about her
work all the time. He knew she genuinely cared about her clients,
and all teasing aside, he hated to see his old friend
unhappy.

“His father died. They weren’t close, but he
kind of had a breakdown anyway,” she told him.

Oh, that sucks. Blake knew exactly how that
felt. When his parents died right in the middle of his first album
selling like hotcakes, his entire life had come to a screeching
halt. “Shit. Is he all right? Are you all right?”

“Now, you see, that’s why I’m calling you,”
she said, sounding worried. “I have a bit of a favor to ask
you.”

Blake frowned. “Me? What can I do?” He sure as hell
hoped she didn’t want him to call the guy. As far as he knew, Aaron
Wade, her newest protégé, wasn’t the kind of man who wanted to
listen to some old has-been preaching about balance and life
choices and shit like that. The singer was young, hip, and a hell
of a lot more famous than Blake had ever been. He’d already put out
three albums to Blake’s one, and the guy was barely into his
twenties.

“Well...” Darlene sounded hesitant, and
Blake’s stomach clenched. Sometimes her crazy ideas panned out,
like when she took a chance on an unknown artist like him all those
years ago, but sometimes they flopped and innocent people got
caught in the crossfire. He didn’t want to relive the Great Jello
Incident from his nineteenth birthday party.

She continued, cutting through his mental worry with
uncharacteristic hesitancy in her voice. “I kind of sent him to
your town to rest up, Blake.”

“Wait, what?” he said, closing his eyes. A
sudden headache pressed at the back of his skull.

“I was hoping you could keep an eye on him,”
she added, confusing the shit out of him.

“You sent him here? To where I live?” That
made no sense. He lived in a small town, sure, but it wasn’t
that small. And he was just one guy. How was he supposed to
pick out some newbie living in the area? A man could rent one of
the old houses scattered along the vast tracts of old farmland and
hide indefinitely. Not to mention that Aaron Wade was probably
instantly recognizable across the globe. He’d be mobbed by teen
girls on every corner. Blake might not know what the guy
looked like, given that he’d sworn off pop media years ago, but he
knew everyone else would.

“I found him a house close enough to town so
he could walk to the grocery store.” She sighed again, sounding
tired.

Oh no. It can’t be. Can it? Blake thought,
somewhat bemused. A hint of ... something tickled the back of his
brain. Worry? Shock? Terror, probably, he thought dryly as
he swallowed down his surprise. Aaron Wade couldn’t be The Guy on
his mail route, could he? No. No way. I would’ve noticed, right?
Don’t famous people give off an aura or something? His little
pep talk did no good, given the way his stomach twisted at the
thought. His magic sparked along his skin, making him shiver.
Fuck.

Darlene kept talking, not noticing Blake’s silence.
“Aaron cut off all of his hair. All of it. If his fans get
wind of that, they’re going to freak. They loved that damned hair.”
She muttered something indistinct about man-buns.

Blake, still floundering over the idea that the guy
he’d met earlier could be her lost star, had no idea what she was
talking about. “You’re talking about a dude’s hair. To me.
And you know I don’t watch television. Or videos online. I have no
idea what the man looks like.” He made it a point to avoid most
media. Except music. He still listened to music. He couldn’t quite
give that up. Interestingly, he liked Aaron Wade’s music, and
listened to it sometimes, but the man never put his face on the
covers of his records. His album art was eclectic. So Blake hadn’t
a clue what the dude looked like.

“For God’s sake, Blake. You deliver mail for a
living. Aaron’s been on magazine covers all over the world.”
Darlene sounded exasperated. “Everyone knows what he looks like.
Everyone knows what his hair looks like. I think it even has
its own social media account somewhere.”

God save me from crazy old friends, he
thought, still worried he was going to find out the guy was
his guy. His soul mate. His destined love. Jesus. That
would be just the kind of weird coincidence Darlene excels at
delivering. He inhaled, then let it out again before replying
to her. “Look, I don’t pay much attention to magazines, even when
I’m delivering, and none of his album covers show his face,” he
said evenly. He wasn’t lying. It was amazing how well he’d gotten
at controlling his exposure to stuff. After the horrible coverage
of his parents’ death, he’d been sick to death of paparazzi and
media speculation. “Also, I’m a guy. I don’t notice other guys’
hair,” he said evenly, lying through his teeth. He totally noticed
other men’s hair, especially when said man was hot, like the dude
he’d met today. “And you told me he cut his hair. How in the hell
would I recognize him when he doesn’t even look like himself
anymore?”

“He didn’t change his eyes. Or his
face,” she said, clearly annoyed, then added, “You’re an
idiot.”

“Takes one to know one,” Blake retorted
immediately, then sighed. He couldn’t leave her in the lurch. “But
okay. Where did you put him?” he asked, resigned to doing her this
favor. He owed her, after all. He’d owe her until the day he died.
If she hadn’t run interference for him all those years ago, he’d
probably be in jail after assaulting some douchebag photographer,
or possibly just as dead as his parents, and his little sister
would have no family.

“477 Glory Road. As far as I can tell, he’s
been living off of macaroni and cheese and cereal. I forwarded him
a package from his dead dad, and now I think that may have been a
mistake.” Darlene’s voice went tight. “I should’ve just hung onto
it. I don’t know what I was thinking.”

Well, shit. That was it. The address.
The address. Blake blinked, trying to process the situation.
Life is indeed stranger than fiction. He’d just delivered a
package into the hands of the new resident at that address. His
true love. His destined guy. My God, Aaron Wade, international
pop star, is my soul mate, he thought, trying to wrap his mind
around that fact. What the actual fuck? And I was whistling
his song as I walked away from him. God. How
ridiculous. His cheeks burned with a combination of
embarrassment and arousal.

“Blake? Are you there?” Darlene
asked.

“Yeah.” Blake cleared his throat. His hard-on
was back, goddammit. “Yeah, I’m here. It’s just—” He broke off,
shaking his head, and then he tried again. “I just delivered a box
to that very address earlier today and I’m willing to bet it was
your package.” He ran a hand down his face. He knew she always used
an anonymous P.O. box for her clients, and she changed it
frequently. He’d stopped keeping track of them years ago. “I met
the guy.”

“Wait, you did?” Darlene sounded eager. “Thank
God. Please tell me he isn’t wasting away. I managed to postpone a
bunch of promo appearances for him, and he’s missing his last two
tour dates, but things are going to get messy if he doesn’t step
back up to the plate.”

The only reason Blake didn’t bark at her was because
he knew she wasn’t that kind of manager. She was worried about
Aaron’s career not because she wanted or, hell, needed money. She
wasn’t a user. She was worried because her greatest joy was helping
artists reach their full potential. “He’s alive. He looked fine.”
He couldn’t very well tell her the man looked delicious. He
remembered those blue eyes and the muscles and he bit back a groan
as his erection throbbed. Shit. He stared down at his cock.
Go back to sleep.

“Fine.” Darlene’s voice sounded skeptical.
“But he cut off all of his hair, Blake. That’s not normal. That’s
almost a Britney Spears level of breakdown.”

Blake remembered the short tufts of dark brown hair
peeking out at him from underneath Jon’s— No, Aaron. Aaron’s
cap. His name is Aaron, he reminded himself. “He really did
look fine. Maybe a little tired?” Even exhausted and obviously
depressed, Aaron Wade looked like sex on a fucking stick. Blake
pressed a fist to his cock, willing his erection to subside. He
didn’t want to talk to Darlene while fantasizing about ripping the
clothes off her darling boy client.

“Tired,” she repeated in a monotone. “Blake,
how are you such a guy, for God’s sake. You told me you were
bi. And yet you still have no sense.”

He had to grin at that. “Being bi doesn’t mean I’m
the poster child for gay pride, Darlene.” His smile slid away, and
he sighed. “Okay, here’s the deal. When I knocked on the door, he
looked tired. He was wearing a baseball hat and sunglasses, and he
didn’t really seem to want to talk, but he wasn’t wasting away. I
will happily go see him again, if you want me to.”

Darlene hmm’d.

Blake rolled his eyes. “You realize that I’m not
your errand boy, right? I have a job. And a life.”

“You may have a job, but you have no life,”
she said, tossing the ball right back in his court. “You gave up
your life when you stopped singing, which was dumb, by the
way.”

“Aaron Wade isn’t going to want some random
dude checking up on him,” he told her, ignoring her commentary on
his life choices. “You realize that, right?”

“You’re not random. You’re one of my best
friends. He’s heard me talk about you all the time.”

Blake pinched the bridge of his nose. “But you
didn’t tell him that you sent him to live in my hometown, did
you?”

Silence.

Blake smiled grimly. “And you never told him my
name.” He didn’t even phrase it as a question this time. He knew
Darlene kept his identity secret out of respect for his wish to
drop out of the business. She probably just called him her old
friend in conversations.

“I’m asking you to do this for me. Please.”
She sounded equal parts exasperated and exhausted.

Blake flopped back on his bed. His damned erection
hadn’t flagged, and that wasn’t even the most absurd part of this
conversation. “You know I’ll help you,” he told her in a quiet
voice. He bit his lip. Should he explain his hesitancy? She’d suss
it out of him if he didn’t come clean.

“What is it? It’s not like you to be so weird
about something like this,” Darlene said.

And there it is, he thought, amused. Her
razor-sharp instincts never failed her. “You remember those stories
I used to tell you about my family? About our magic?” He could
almost see her frown through the phone in confusion.

“Yeah. I remember thinking they were total
bunk, until I saw you perform in front of a hostile crowd. Five
minutes of singing and you had them in the palm of your hand. If
that ain’t magic, I don’t know what is,” Darlene said, her voice
going soft. “Damndest thing I’ve ever seen.”

“Yeah.” He coughed. He remembered that show.
He’d had to open for a washed-up singer notorious for being late,
and sometimes not showing up at all. The crowd did not want
to listen to some new guy when they’d paid big money to see their
star, but it didn’t matter. Blake had his gift, and he’d used it,
because at age eighteen, he didn’t know any better. And it had
worked. They’d loved him, and he’d given them a good show, and it
had all worked out in the end. He smiled, remembering the high he’d
been on for a week afterwards. “Anyway, the magic goes beyond just
having a good stage presence.” He licked his lips, nervous now.
“The people in my family are also blessed, or cursed, depending on
your point of view, with true love.”

“True love?” Darlene laughed. “You make it
sound like it’s something special. People fall in love all the
time.” She made a sound in the back of her throat. “And they fall
back out again just as often. I should know. I’ve seen it enough
times in this business.”

Blake smiled wryly, not mentioning that she and her
wife had been married for years. Of all the people to be
skeptical of true love... “In my family, it’s a bit more
permanent. It’s special. When we meet someone, we just know. As
soon as we set eyes on our destined soul mate, that’s it. Game
over. It happened to my Grandma. It happened to my parents. It
happened to my sister, and she was barely legal at the time.” That
was why his sister had married so young. She’d met Ken, and that
had been that. Blake hadn’t tried to argue with her when she’d told
him. He’d understood. Hell, he’d sensed it with his magic. He could
see the bond tying Lynn and Ken together. But how to explain that
to Darlene? He tried again. “Soul mates aren’t a myth. Not for us.
They’re real, tangible bonds held together with magic.”

Darlene sighed over the line.

Blake waited, knowing his old friend was processing
this tidbit of information along with what she’d asked him to do.
Darlene is smart. She’s going to figure it out. He idly
petted his cock through his boxers, thinking again of Aaron’s
amazing blue eyes. Thank God he knew the
































tmp_23111192d01ed94ea338b7682eef5f57_1UxCX9_html_m2f557912.png
)
(

BXX X

{
\

e





tmp_23111192d01ed94ea338b7682eef5f57_1UxCX9_html_618a2c87.jpg
EVERNIGHT PUBLISHING @

5 I

ERIN M. LEAF





tmp_23111192d01ed94ea338b7682eef5f57_1UxCX9_html_6bd667c.png





cover.jpg
UVERNIGHT PUBLISHING &

ERIN M. LEAF





