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Both of these stories take place within the same timeline as each other, so be aware that when part one ends, part two will go back in time a bit from the spot where part one ends.
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A raven walks into a bar…that sounds like the start of a very bad joke. Only the joke’s on me. I’ve always thought of myself as straight, though I’ve always been able to appreciate another man’s good looks. Until that fateful day. A month after my father died, and the family business became mine; I walked into a bar, needing a drink to help me relax after a long day. Everything that could possibly go wrong on the day’s job, went wrong. The flooring guys delivered the wrong wood. The plumbing guy found a major water leak on the second floor so, we had to tear out part of the ceiling, and it had to stay open to dry before we could consider fixing the hole. Doubt the owners wanted mold growing in their ceiling.

Oh, and let’s not forget that one of the new guys didn’t tighten the scaffolding enough for the guys redoing the houses’ siding and it collapsed. Injuring more than one guy and leaving some stranded on the roof. No, it wasn’t a good day. But the minute I walked into that bar, everything changed. At the time, though, I wasn’t aware of how much. In fact, I didn’t figure it out until a week later, when the bartender I’d been watching from afar got tired of waiting.
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I’ve been coming to the same bar, every night for a week now. It’s become a routine. After work, I come here, pick a table in the corner, order a rum and coke from a waitress, and watch the bartender work. I’ve been to the bar before, but it had been a while because it’s about half an hour away from the town I live in. So, when I came in last week, I was surprised to see a new bartender. Though, what surprised me more, was the pull I felt when our eyes locked from across the room. It’s that feeling, and the dreams I’ve been having every night since, that keep me coming back to catch a glimpse of him.

In all my years, I can’t recall ever feeling attracted to another man. Sure, I’m able to look at a guy and say, ‘oh he’s good looking.’ But I’ve never wanted to bed one before. Until now. So far, I haven’t had the courage to do more than watch him, but it might be time to do so. The dreams I’m having are getting ridiculous. Waking up with a hard-on that won’t quit, every day, is not something I enjoy dealing with. I’m surprised I haven’t given myself hypothermia with the amount of cold showers I’ve been taking. It’s still possible.

Shaking my head, I polish off my drink, and motion the waitress over to order another. The truth is, I know I haven’t gone up to the bar to talk to the man because despite his wild hair color, the makeup he wears, and his tight-fitting clothes, it’s not a guarantee that he’s gay. Especially, since this isn’t that kind of bar. At least, I don’t think it is.

Continuing to sip my drink, I pull out my cell phone and check the time. An hour to closing time. I don’t have to get up early since it’s my day off so, I’ll stay a little bit longer. What’s sad is, I’ve come here so often lately, I know the bartender’s routine. He’ll leave soon, and that’s when I’ll close out my tab. I’m not quite ready to face him yet. Despite the dreams I’ve been having, I’m not sure I’d know what to do with him if I did have the courage to ask him out, and he happened to agree.

“You know, it’s not polite to stare.”

Hearing the velvety voice of a man so close, his breath tickles my ear all of a sudden, has me letting out an unmanly squeak, and jumping up so quickly, I spill my drink all over myself. Placing a hand over my heart as if that’ll help it to stop racing, I turn towards the source of the voice, and lock eyes with the beautiful bartender, who is now sporting a leather jacket over his muscle shirt while holding out a stack of napkins.

Reaching out, I take the napkins from him, and begin patting my shirt dry. I’ll have to make a visit to the bathroom to take care of the stickiness. The bartender looks sheepish when he says, “I’m sorry, I didn’t mean to startle you.”

“It’s fine. I was about to leave anyways.”

“Why?”

“Why what?”

“Why were you about to leave?”

“Because the bar is closing soon.”

The bartender shakes his head and walks closer. “That’s not true, is it? See, bars are like small towns. The staff are prone to gossip. You’ve been coming here for a week now. Each night, you sit at the same table and watch the bar. Then when my shift ends, or I go on break, you pay your tab and leave. Why is that?”

He’s close enough now, that our chests are almost touching, and he looks up at me with a raised eyebrow, as if waiting for me to answer. Only, when I open my mouth to speak, no words come out. I seem to have lost myself in his violet gaze.

“Well? Are you going to answer me, big guy?” As I draw in a breath, I’m hit with the force of his scent; a mix of bubblegum, magic, and almonds. And with it, comes the realization that the pull and the dreams, are a symptom of something special. The mate bond.
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Looking up at my mate, I can’t hide the grin on my face. When he walked into the bar a week ago, I knew he was mine. Warlocks recognize their mates on sight. We read auras, and each warlock has a unique one, so, if we come across someone whose aura matches ours exactly, then that person is our mate. I’ve waited a week for him to approach me, knowing he can feel the pull between us because it keeps him coming back. But I’m an impatient fucker and decided to take matters into my own hands. Though, I didn’t mean to startle him like I did, I have to admit his reaction was adorable. I don’t think I’ve ever seen a man his size move so quickly before.

He looks down at me with awe and says, “Because we’re mates.”

Grinning, I nod. “That’s right, big guy. We’re mates. Want to tell me why you haven’t said anything?”

“I didn’t know. Not until just now, but I felt the pull and I was a bit nervous about acting on it. Unsure of your orientation, and whether or not I’d get my ass kicked for asking.”

Laughing I say, “You? Get your ass kicked by little ol’ me? Look at you and look at me, where on earth would you get that idea?”

He blushes and says, “Looks can be deceiving. You could be a black belt in some form of martial arts, and I wouldn’t know it until you knocked me on my ass.”

“I’m not a black belt in anything but I do have magic. However, I knew on sight that you were mine, so I’d never use my powers on you, unless it was in the bedroom and had a pleasurable outcome for both of us.”

I waggle my eyebrows with that last statement which causes my mate to laugh. Looping my arm through his, I say, “Why don’t we get out of here? Find someplace where we can get a coffee and talk.”

My mate nods. “Sounds good, just let me pay my tab.”

“No need, big guy, I took care of it.”

He raises an eyebrow at me and grins. “Had a plan, huh?”

Grinning, I nod. “I wasn’t about to let you escape again.”

With a laugh he says, “Then let’s go.”

I lead him out of the bar and say, “Did you drive?”

He nods. “My truck is over there. Why?”

“Well, there aren’t many coffee places open this late. So, we’ll have to drive to one. The reason I asked if you drove here, is because I also drove, and wanted to know if you wanted to share a ride then come back and separate. I could also follow you to your place or you to mine. Whichever you prefer.”

“Where do you live?”

“In an apartment, fifteen minutes from here, you?”

“My house is half an hour away. It’s a secluded cabin in the woods that I built with the help of my brothers. Once I bought the land and got all the permits, we had the house built according to my plans within a year.”

Grinning, I say, “Then I’ll follow you there. We are mates after all, and I’m sure once we bond, I’ll be moving in with you.”

His smile is like the sun when he says, “Is that on the table for tonight?”

“Do you want it to be?”

He nods. “I do. I know we don’t know each other, but one of my brothers is mated. I’ve seen what that kind of relationship looks like and I want it for myself. Sure, we’ll have to work at it, and there’ll be times when we fight, but that’s part of any relationship and since you’re my mate, I know nothing I could have with anyone else would top what I’ll have with you. We’ll have the rest of our lives to get to know each other, so why wait?”

“I don’t see a reason to, but I still think we should talk some before we bond. Especially, since at this point, I still don’t know your name.”

“Neon Black.”

Laughing, I say, “Are you serious?”

He nods. “Yes, and before you say it, I am aware that it sounds like a porn star
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