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He can levitate objects and predict the future, but no one knows his powers...until he finds a man worth fighting for.

Chase Bender comes from a long line of eccentric people. He knows he’s supposed to be different, but in a world where difference isn’t always embraced, he’s hidden his true identity. He moves objects with his mind and can read the immediate future. To make ends meet, he plays the comic book hero, Mind Bender. If anyone found out the man behind the mask had a lot in common with the character, they wouldn’t believe him. What’s a man with superhero abilities supposed to do to get a date?

Dylan Foreman isn’t interested in jumping into the dating pool. His attempts at moving on after the death of his partner have all ended in disaster. Besides, he’s got a son to think about. His world is level until he meets the man of his dreams. He can’t deny the attraction, but can the burning lust between a simple bookkeeper and a man in spandex sporting a cape really last?
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Chapter One
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“I’m tired of being a hero without a cause.” Chase Bender hiked the tights up his legs. Wearing a cape and thong paid the bills, but didn’t leave much room for his dignity. He sighed and adjusted the tights. Playing kids’ parties wasn’t a bad way to make a living. The parties beat having to tell anyone about his secret identity. He chuckled. If the general public found out about his ability to move things with his mind, he’d be popular but not in a good way. He’d be exploited again. 

Chase shuddered. He preferred not to think about the past. Not when the future was safer. He snapped the outer brief to remove the wrinkles then rolled his shoulders. The suit fit nicely, but damn, it left little to the imagination. 

Oh well. He tucked the cape and black eye mask into his bag. He’d worry about his dignity later. Right now he had to get to the party center.

Chase climbed behind the wheel of his sedan. The fit of the costume didn’t bother him. Not really. He liked having the persona to hide behind. Hell, the more he could project the false image, the better he felt. 

He drove fifteen minutes across Riverdale to the Costume and Party Events Place. The bus waited beside the building. Two of the other caped characters strolled in front of the building. One smoked a cigarette and the other chattered on his cell phone. Chase parked and then gathered his things and left his car. He pressed the button to lock the car. He needed to run inside to lock up his wallet and keys before the group left for the party. He wished he hadn’t had to resort to dressing in costume for parties, but the profits he made from owning the Party Center weren’t always enough. Besides, playing Mind Bender gave him a chance to play with his gifts. 

In the locker room, he unloaded his belongings and snapped the cape into place. He could’ve used his powers to levitate his bag, but why bother? Instead, he clutched the mask in hand. Torrance, the Blue Raider character, waited on the lone bench.

“They asked for five characters. Why are you here?” Torrance tied the thick mask over his eyes. “Bender isn’t a crowd pleaser.”

Chase bit back a groan. He hated working with Torrance. The guy had such a negative presence. As a villain, he played the part well. As a human being with tact, he failed. 

“Or are we going to fight?” Torrance flexed his hands in the navy gloves. “I’m up for a good spar.”

You just want a reason to grope me, Chase thought. He allowed himself a moment to breathe and think through what he wanted to say. A flash of the future popped into his head. Telling Torrance to get bent would result in him getting clocked. He didn’t want to go to the party with a black eye. 

“So?” Torrance rested his hands on his hips. “What is it going to be?”

“Probably a fight. The kid likes the comic book movies and wanted to see us battle.” Chase snapped the lock and turned away from Torrance. The less time they spent together, the better. He made his way out to the bus and plopped onto the first empty seat. 

Norman, who played a green bug character, nodded to Chase. “Glad you’re along. I’d rather you than Torrance. He’s getting strange.”

“He’s harmless.” Honestly, Chase wasn’t sure. He didn’t trust Torrance, but then he also hadn’t spent any time alone with him either. 

“You’re braver than I am to battle him.” Norman shook his head. “He’s getting rougher.”

“I’ll be fine.” I’m always fine. Chase settled on the seat and closed his eyes. He’d been able to avert a crisis with Torrance. If he followed his gut, maybe he’d make it through another party without an incident. When the door creaked and the bus wobbled, Chase opened his eyes. 

Torrance climbed onto the bus and sat on the seat opposite him. He stared at Chase, but didn’t say anything. 

Chase groaned. The foresight he called his sixth sense kicked in. The bus ride would happen smoothly, but the actual party wasn’t going to be so easy. Damn it. He wasn’t sure what would happen, but an overwhelming feeling of dread washed through his brain. 

Torrance stretched his legs out on the seat and crossed his ankles. The mask didn’t hide his eyes or the leering way he watched Chase. 

A shudder came over Chase again. He gripped the ends of the mask and then wound the silk around his head to cover his eyes. As Mind Bender, he had to pretend to levitate things. He truly possessed the power, but the party company rigged, by way of fishing line, items for Chase to seem to lift. 

He assumed the persona of the character and waited for the bus to stop in front of the party house. 

“Let’s do this thing,” Norman shouted. He stood first and clapped his hands. 

Chase nodded. The official signal to get into character and make magic for the children always psyched him up. He loved the smiles and the way the kids cheered on their favorite heroes. He liked to make the children happy. 

He followed Norman and Grayson off the bus. One of the adults, a blond man, strode up to the group. 

“Hi,” the man said. “The party is in the back. I’ve got a friend who is an emcee who will announce you. My son is really excited to have you all here. Now, was there supposed to be a villain? I hired a large group.”

Chase fought the urge to roll his eyes. Didn’t anyone read the contracts?

“Yes,” Norman said. “Just a moment.” He hurried past Chase and jumped onto the bus. 

Chase couldn’t hear the exchange, but he saw what would happen next. Norman was about to be decked. Chase rushed up the stairs and grabbed Norman before Torrance’s swing connected. 

“This isn’t the time for a brawl,” Chase growled. “Torrance, get a hold of yourself.” He yanked Norman off the bus and prayed the client hadn’t seen the near altercation. “The villain, the Blue Raider, will be right out. He had a costume malfunction.”

“Sure.” The blond guy nodded. “Great. I’ll get the emcee ready.” He wandered away, leaving the group in peace. 

“Suck it up,” Norman spat when Torrance left the bus. “This is for a kid. Leave your goddamn ego on the bus.”

“I will,” Torrance snorted. He folded his arms. “Everyone remember the script?”

“The question is, do you?” Chase asked. His ears perked up. The cheers from the partygoers grabbed his attention. “They’re ready for us.”

“The galaxy is in danger. Only a few individuals can save us. Who do I hear?” the announcer shouted.

“That’s me,” Norman said. He surged around the house to more applause. 

Grayson followed, then Chase marched onto the lawn. The children shrieked. One of the boys, the one Chase assumed to be the birthday boy, ran towards them. He’d dressed as the Blue Raider. 

Norman jumped into action. “The Blue Raider!” He held out his hands and pretended to use his toxic rays to fight off the Raider. 

The little boy cheered and then assumed a fighting stance. He jumped and zigzagged. As they’d practiced, Grayson and Chase simply watched. They had their own skits to perform.

“Where is Torrance?” Grayson jabbed Chase in the ribs. “He’s supposed to come out here so we can jump in.”

“He’s probably throwing a temper fit and refusing to participate.” Chase closed his eyes. According to his sixth sense, Torrance would come out in a few moments. He couldn’t tell if Torrance’s attitude would be any better. Damn it. “Give him a minute.”

“I don’t know how you know, but I don’t question providence.” Grayson shrugged. He stepped into the fray with the little boy and Norman and pulled Norman away. 

“You’ve defeated us this time with your birthday powers, but we won’t rest until the world is safe.” Grayson helped Norman stagger away. “Enjoy your birthday, son.”

Chase snorted. They’d done the skits a hundred times, but the kids still enjoyed them. He didn’t mind. Kids lined up in front of each hero ready and willing to get autographs and have photos taken. Chase dropped to one knee to ensure the children got the right shot. Playing to the crowd wasn’t so bad once he got used to being surrounded. 

Torrance strolled around the corner with his plastic sword held high. Chase grunted. Go figure. Torrance would pick that moment to show up. He had to make a grand entrance. Like the announcement from the emcee wasn’t grand enough.

“Where is he?” Torrance waved the sword. “The birthday boy asked me to come and slay the feared Mind Bender. Come out, Mind Bender. Where are you?”

Chase thanked the little boy beside him for allowing him to be in the picture, then stood. He rested his hands on his hips. “I fear no Raider.” 

The line sounded corny in his head, but the children cheered. 

“Just try to move the sword from my hands.” Torrance swiped at Chase. “You can’t do it. Your mind bender skills are gone. I’ve raided them.”

Chase smiled at the audience and then waved his hands. The cue was for Torrance to drop the sword. Torrance glared at Chase, but didn’t follow the script. He slashed the sword at Chase again.

“I told you he’s washed up,” Torrance snapped.

Damn it. Chase didn’t like to use his powers in public, but fuck it. The shit deserved to be embarrassed. That was the point of them coming to the party—they were to put on a show for the children. He twisted his hand, ripping the sword from Torrance. The plastic item flew through the air, then plunged into the grass. The children screamed and cheered. 

“Blue Raider, you’ve done enough damage for the day. Away with you.” Chase flattened his palm. “Come back when you’re full of birthday wishes, not anger.”

Torrance snarled, but slunk into the background. 

Chase breathed a sigh of relief. He’d held Torrance’s pissy attitude in check—for now. Like the others, he resumed mingling in the crowd and posing for photos with the various children. 

He noticed a few of the adults at the party. Three of the moms stood to one side. He’d learned not to play to the parents unless specifically asked. Unlike some of the party groups, they were there just to entertain the children. 

One of the moms strolled up to him. “I bet you’re really packing under that suit.”

“Mind Bender isn’t here to find a date.” He smiled, then made his way across the backyard to another knot of children. The last party they’d done turned out to be a bachelorette party. He shuddered. He’d known since he was twelve he wasn’t interested in women. He’d played the role of the superhero, but when the suggestion had been made to drop his drawers, he left. 

“Did she come on to you, too?” Grayson sighed. “She’s been persistent this time around. The guy whose kid is having the birthday is getting a bit friendly, too.”

“I hadn’t noticed.” Chase nodded. “Showtime.” He and Grayson went through the motions of a battle between them and the Blue Raider. Thankfully, this time he didn’t have to use his powers to outwit Torrance again. He finished the show and headed back to the bus for a quick break. 

An ache started behind his eyes. The more he had to rely on that sixth sense, the deeper his headache would get. He grabbed a bottle of water and downed the cool liquid. He leaned against the bus. Although he’d have to head back to the party in a moment, he basked in the quiet. 

He liked doing the parties, but he wished he didn’t have to do them and could be himself without the mask. If he had his way, he wouldn’t have to worry about people finding out about his abilities. He’d be just like everyone else. Hell, if he truly had his way, he’d have a boyfriend. One day he’d find someone who didn’t care about his abilities. One day...
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