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Chapter One

 


“We need to
do something with this picture, Parks. Is it really the best you’ve
got?”

Parker
Knowles was spending another Friday night with his
best friend,
Seth. They were huddled together on his sofa in front of an open
laptop and Parker’s apparent dud of a dating profile. Not for the
first time, Parker wondered what the hell he’d gotten himself
into.

“What’s wrong
with it?”

Parker knew he wasn’t a
supermodel, but it wasn’t like he’d been smacked with an ugly
stick. He might be a bit on the thin side, but some guys liked
that, right? And a girl he went to school with once told him he had
kind eyes. Plus, his hair sort of did that swoopy thing all on its
own when other guys had to screw around with all kinds of product
to get the same look.

Seth scrunched up his
face and offered a half smile. “You look kinda, I dunno,
clenched.”

“Clenched?”

“Yeah, like
you’re in dire need of a bathroom but the only place around is that
hella disgusting one from Trainspotting.”

“Oh God.”
That certainly conjured a charming image.

“Look, it’s
not bad,” Seth assured him. “It’s just…” He waved a hand in front
of Parker as though that would finish the sentence.

“Not good?”
Parker offered.

“Well,
yeah.”

Parker sighed
and shook his head. The only reason he was sitting here with Seth
going over his profile on NetflixandChill.com was because his
sister’s threats to set him up were getting more and more
aggressive. It had reached the point where he’d agreed, totally
against his better judgment, that if he didn’t manage to go on at
least one date by Valentine’s Day, he’d let her give it her best
shot. He was fairly certain he could find someone willing to spend
an evening in his company by the middle of February. It wasn’t as
though he belonged under a bridge, after all. Besides, there’d been
nothing in their agreement that said the date needed to be
success. At least
she wasn’t insisting he find a date for Valentine’s Day
itself. Even his coupled up friends kept it low key with the whole
hearts and flowers and public displays on that day. It was all a
bit contrived, as far as he was concerned.

But, for better or for
worse, Valentine’s Day had been arbitrarily chosen as a deadline to
get his sister off his back. The two of them had been on their own
for so long that Parker suspected she felt a bit guilty over her
own good fortune at finding the man of her dreams. Charlotte had
been nineteen to Parker’s twelve when their parents had been killed
by a drunk driver. Rather than let him become a permanent ward of
the provincial government, she had made sure Parker stayed with her
in the house they’d grown up in. It meant she worked full time
while finishing university, but that and the life insurance left
behind by their parents meant that Parker never wanted for
anything. Charlotte even made sure Parker transitioned smoothly
from middle school to high school, then straight into university
himself, where he’d gotten his degree in computer sciences. The
fact that Parker was by nature a bit introverted and prone to
staying in to study most weekends helped her efforts immeasurably.
And, because he truly did love his meddling sister and knew she had
his best interest at heart, he had gone along with Operation: Get
Parker a Date.

Today was
January twenty-third. According to his sister, he’d already missed
the so-called best day of the year
to find online love. She’d heard some newscaster
specify down to the minute, and now it was gospel truth in her
mind. What sort of scientific data led to a proclamation that January
third at precisely 8:52 p.m., singles around the world would have
their best shot at love, anyway?

Begrudgingly, Parker had
set up a dating profile. But in the week it had been active, it had
only managed to garner one response. From a sixty-seven-year-old.
Not that there was anything wrong with that. But, at twenty-four,
Parker figured it was perfectly acceptable for him to want to date
guys a tiny bit closer to his own age.

Which was why he was now
sitting with Seth, trying to figure out what where he’d gone so
horribly wrong with his profile.

“I mean,
you’re a good looking dude, Parks.” Seth shook his head at the
laptop. “But this,” he gestured at the screen, “this is … what you
wrote is okay. But most guys aren’t going to bother reading the
first line if the picture isn’t something that catches their
eye.”

“And you
would know this how?” Parker raised an eyebrow at Seth.

“What? I may
not be gay, but I’m still a guy,” Seth explained. “And as shallow
as it sounds, if a girl’s Tinder picture doesn’t catch my eye I
swipe left.”

“Lovely.”

“Oh, what,
you’re saying you take the time to read each and every
profile?”

“Well, no,
but…”

“But
nothing.” Seth pulled out his phone and started to scroll through
its directory. “Do you want to give up already and let Charlotte
set you up with God knows who?”

“No.” He
seriously didn’t. Parker shuddered at the thought. He loved his
sister dearly, but her idea of attractive and Parker’s were worlds
apart.

“Then I’m
calling in the big guns—hey, Lane!” Seth grinned into his phone.
“Listen, I’m here with my pal Parker and we need your help. Do you
have some free time this weekend?” Seth nodded as he listened, then
smiled. “Yeah, tomorrow night’s great. Say eight-ish? I’ll text you the
address. Cool. See you then, bye.”

Seth tossed his phone
onto the sofa, then closed Parker’s laptop. “Sorted,” he said,
triumphant.

Parker stared at his
friend. “Am I supposed to use the Force to figure out who that
was?”

“Gah! You are
such a nerd,” Seth said, shaking his head. “That was my cousin
Lane. He’s coming over tomorrow and we’re going to spruce up your
profile with some kick-ass photos.”

Parker’s stomach
tightened at the idea of a stranger in his home taking pictures of
him. “Is he a photographer or something?”

“Or
something.” Seth grabbed his phone and opened Instagram, then
shoved the phone in Parker’s face. “See?”

“Lane
Steadman.” Parker blinked at the profile, instantly recognizing the
man looking back at him from dozens of locations and poses. “Your
cousin is Lane Steadman? King of the Manbun, Lane Steadman?”

“That’s the
one. But he’s straight, so stop slobbering all over my
phone.”

Parker did a
quick check to make sure he hadn’t actually started to drool. Lane
Steadman was an internet phenomenon. He had over a million
followers and his own YouTube channel. He had been on TMZ, featured
several times on Buzzfeed, and had started making personal
appearances at nightclubs that resulted in lineups of eager admirers that
stretched around full city blocks.

He was also
one of the most beautiful
men Parker had ever seen.

“How is Lane
Steadman your cousin?” He studied his friend, trying to find a family
resemblance. Seth was good looking in a dudebro sort of way but was
also a bit on the short side, whereas Lane topped out at around six
feet seven. Unlike Seth’s jet black mop, Lane’s hair was a majestic
mane of dark golden blond. And if that wasn’t enough, Mr. Manbun’s
eyes were piercing blue and he had a dimple on one side of his face
that winked hello through a ruggedly handsome beard whenever he
smiled. Not that Parker had noticed.

“Hey, I’m as
hot as he is,” Seth grumbled. “You just haven’t seen me with my
shirt off in a while. Seriously, dude, I’m ripped.”

Parker held up a hand as
Seth reached for his top button. “I believe you. Just keep the
clothes on, alright?”

“Whatever.”
Seth left his buttons alone and rolled his shoulders. “Listen, man,
I have to get going. Early start tomorrow. But I’ll come over after
work and we can order pizza or something when Lane gets here,
okay?”

Parker knew he wasn’t
going to be given a choice. “Fine, but no pineapple.”

“Dude, your
taste in pizza sucks,” Seth said, already off the couch. He grabbed
his parka and scarf, bundling up against Toronto’s frigid January
temperatures. “Remember,” he mumbled through the scarf, “it’s
either this or Charlotte makes you go out with the only gay in the
village.”

Parker
shuddered at the Little Britain
reference. “Go home, Seth,” he said with a
chuckle. “I’ll see you later.”

“Later.”

With Seth gone, Parker
wandered back to his laptop and pulled his profile up to have one
last look before he turned in for the night.

Nope. Still no
responses.

Maybe Seth’s cousin could
help him after all. The guy was pretty much famous for taking
selfies, so maybe he could offer some advice. Parker was willing to
try anything if it meant he could avoid being fixed up by his big
sister.



Chapter Two

 


Working in the IT
department of a small but successful marketing agency had its
perks. The pay was good, the bonuses were better, and the hours
were a hell of a lot more regular than they’d been at the law firm
where Parker had worked right out of university. He’d been placed
there as a paid intern and, after two years of working extended
hours and being on call almost constantly, most of the staff still
treated Parker like he was something they’d tracked in on the
bottom of their Pradas. Needless to say, he’d been keen to find
employment elsewhere.

At Gravity Marketing
& Design, Parker worked with an eclectic team of over a dozen
other programmers and web designers, most of them as delightfully
geeky as he was. Within his first week on the job, the CEO had
taken him to lunch with nearly a dozen senior staffers. After
nearly a year and a half, he was on a first-name basis with almost
everyone in the company. He’d never even met the head honcho at his
previous job.

Being part of
IT also meant he was able to check out his profile on
NetflixandChill.com from work without anyone getting too bent out
of shape over any so-called misuse of company time and resources.
And since it was only eight thirty and most of the staff hadn’t
gotten in yet, he saw no harm in taking a quick break from his




























cover.jpg
Evernight Publishing «

Viklel e

profile

L.D. Blakeley





tmp_3e29cc0730703f7900018707f55c924a_gBnCgc_html_m2d41b75f.jpg
a

p r gclalic

L.D. Blakeley





tmp_3e29cc0730703f7900018707f55c924a_gBnCgc_html_767cf5ac.jpg
=
)





