
        
            [image: cover]
        

    
[image: tmp_e367d4be0a22fc22f16d69d3a12b7d0a_DL0hzK_html_8792f2f.jpg]


 


[image: tmp_e367d4be0a22fc22f16d69d3a12b7d0a_DL0hzK_html_767cf5ac.jpg]

 


 


Published by Evernight Publishing ® at
Smashwords

 


www.evernightpublishing.com

 


 


 


Copyright© 2015 Iyana Jenna

 


 


ISBN: 978-1-77233-199-8

 


Cover Artist: Jay Aheer

 


Editor: Jessica Ruth

 


 


 


ALL RIGHTS RESERVED

 




WARNING: The unauthorized reproduction or
distribution of this copyrighted work is illegal. No part of this
book may be used or reproduced electronically or in print without
written permission, except in the case of brief quotations embodied
in reviews.

 


This is a work of fiction. All names,
characters, and places are fictitious. Any resemblance to actual
events, locales, organizations, or persons, living or dead, is
entirely coincidental.

 


 



 


DEDICATION

 


To Susan McKenna and Louis Stevens, love you
always.







HOW LONG WILL I LOVE
YOU

 


 


Iyana Jenna

 


Copyright © 2015

 


 


 



Chapter One


His eyes were deceiving him. How could they
not be? Nowhere in the booklet for the music festival had it said
they were going to perform on stage together. That man, a fine
figure of a brilliant pianist as well as a singer with the
strongest voice Ed had ever heard. Gavin O’Malley. As if he wasn’t
perfect already, Gavin was tall and broad-shouldered with a narrow
waist and a nice ass that fit perfectly in his jeans.

All right, so he most
definitely was fanboying
and drooling embarrassingly. That wouldn’t do
before a show with the object of his fantasy. It wasn’t that he
wasn’t popular himself. He wouldn’t have been here otherwise. With
several successful albums and singles under his belt, Ed had been
touted as the year’s bestselling artist by a widely-published music
magazine. Ed Finley, a farm boy from Dublin. Who would’ve
thought?

“You all set?”

Ed jumped and rubbed his mouth, feeling
sheepish. He wasn’t actually drooling, thank God.

“Yeah.”

“Good. We’ll begin in a
moment. I’ll tell O’Malley—”

“Wait, Danny, isn’t it?”
Danny was his liaison for this event.

“Yeah?”

“Why didn’t anybody tell
me I’m going to sing with him?” Ed nodded at Gavin, who was on his
phone backstage.

Danny gave him a funny look and for a second
Ed panicked. He thought Danny could read his mind.

“You didn’t check your
e-mail? I sent the updated program four days ago.”

“Really?” He took a
relieved breath.

“Yes. I didn’t hear back
from you, so I thought everything was okay. Tell me everything’s
okay,” Danny pleaded.

Was everything okay? It was beyond perfect.
“Sure. No problem,” he said, suppressing his true emotion.

“That’s awesome.” Danny
turned and ran to Gavin. Ed watched them talk a bit, and suddenly
he found himself unable to breathe. Gavin had looked in his
direction with his grayish-blue eyes. Ed wouldn’t admit it if
anyone asked him at that moment how he could tell Gavin’s eye color
from such a distance. He wouldn’t admit that his idol’s eye color
was a mere speck in the sea of information he’d collected about
Gavin.

He’d zoned out for a moment—such a short
time—but got back a second too late, to find Gavin’s hand already
thrust into his personal space.

“Uh, hi,” he said,
sounding totally lame.

“Hi.”

Gavin sounded too composed
for Ed’s comfort, but that voice…Ed got hard in an
instant.

Gavin whistled. “Ed Finley. Do you have any
idea how hard it was to believe when I read that I was going to be
on the same stage with you?” He shook Ed’s hand heartily.

Ed gaped as he shook Gavin’s hand, blood
rushing up to his face. He opened his mouth but nothing came out.
Gavin’s laugh was soft and sincere. He hugged Ed next. Ed welcomed
the strong, heavy arms around him and enjoyed every second of
Gavin’s muscled chest pressed against his.

He wasn’t under any
delusion that the hug might mean anything. Insecurity hit him full
force as he realized how pathetic he was compared to Gavin. For
one, his chest was nowhere near as hard as Gavin’s.
What am I doing? Ed
jerked back and put some distance between them.

“What’s wrong?” Gavin
asked, frowning.

“Nothing.” Ed shook his
head, looking anywhere but into Gavin’s eyes. “I, uh. I need to go
prepare myself.”

“Oh, okay.”

Was it his imagination or did he really see
disappointment flashing across Gavin’s eyes? Ed almost turned
around, but a voice in his head stopped him.

Suddenly Ed was back in high school. He’d
joined the school band, hoping to meet a cool, popular guy. Nothing
could have been further from the truth. He wasn’t the lead vocal
all the girls were crazy about or the drummer who thought he was
almighty and powerful on his throne way up there on stage. He was
just a shy, skinny boy with ruffled red curls that kept falling
into his eyes. What was more, he was gay. He couldn’t even pretend
to appreciate the hysterical screaming coming from the girls. He
was weird and awkward.

As weird and awkward as he
was now in front of his favorite singer, for fuck’s sake. Ed cursed
himself, but he knew he was right. There was no way Gavin could
like him “like that” even if the man was gay. Was Gavin gay? Ed remembered reading
an interview somewhere, and though Gavin hadn’t really admitted it,
he hadn’t exactly denied it.

Whatever. Even if Gavin really was gay,
there was no reason for him to like someone like Ed, who was
practically walking awkwardness.

Ed went to his designated corner backstage.
He’d enter the stage from there, while Gavin would take the other
corner.

“Ladies and gentlemen,
this year’s bestselling artist, please welcome, Ed
Finley!”

Ed jumped up onto the stage and waved. A
sense of wonderment and gratitude washed over him as he swept his
gaze around the audience. Playing in front of an audience was still
as amazing as it had been a year ago, when he’d begun his singing
career. And tonight, he had been informed that around five thousand
people had come to this park for the music festival. Of course,
they might have come for Gavin, but at least they got to see him,
too.

“Your guitar, Your
Highness.”

Ed had not heard Gavin come on stage, let
alone realized that he was suddenly standing beside him, thrusting
his guitar into his hand. He mentally hit his head against the
nearest wall. It was all Gavin’s fault, he thought.

“T-thank you.”

“No problem.” Gavin
smiled, showing his perfect white teeth, making him swoon. “Are you
ready to roll?”

Ed shook himself. He couldn’t be like this.
Tonight was about the audience, his fans. People who’d come to be
entertained. Ed pushed aside the things he felt about Gavin
O’Malley. He was a professional, after all.

“Bring it.”

Gavin sang the first song.
Or at least, it was Gavin’s song, but they sang it together. They
hadn’t got to rehearse and they weren’t required to sing together,
but Ed couldn’t help it. He knew all of Gavin’s songs, kept playing
them on his iPod, and sang them when he showered.

He also fantasized about having Gavin sing
them in his ear as he pounded into him.

“The Night Sky is Yours”
rolled out smoothly between him and Gavin.

They sang each verse alternately, and they
exchanged glances when Gavin played the bridging notes on the
piano. Gavin winked and grinned at him. Ed’s heart beat faster, and
he looked away and smiled a little. His face burned, and tingles
ran down his spine.

When it came to his turn,
Gavin asked him what song he’d sing. Ed didn’t know if he should
feel disappointed when Gavin said he didn’t know “Deep Down
Inside.” But of
course he didn’t expect him to. Gavin might have thought highly of
Ed, but he wasn’t a hardcore fan who memorized all his songs.
Still, perhaps it was because that song wasn’t number one in the
music charts.

Ed still couldn’t believe what he did next.
He bent down to talk in Gavin’s ear and managed to ask about
another song before his mind drew a blank as Gavin’s expensive
cologne sensually assaulted his nostrils.

“‘Send Me Your Wings’? I’m so sorry, Ed. I don’t
remember the words. I know the tune, though. I can play
it.”

Gavin’s regretful face came into focus as Ed
gathered himself back.

“You can play it on the
piano? Gavin, that’s more than I could ask for.” His mind whirled.
He ignored the fact that he sounded a bit too needy. He was too
surprised, amazed, and flattered that his idol knew his
work.

“Let’s have it, then,”
said Gavin, an amused smile on his lips.

The song turned out to be the best piece
he’d ever played, an acoustic style with solo piano and guitar
playing in staccato rhythm. None of the audience dared make a sound
during their performance, spellbound by the magic of their show. By
the time they hit the final notes, Ed felt like crying. He’d never
thought it’d turn out to be so beautiful.

The audience cheered and clapped and they
didn’t seem to be stopping anytime soon. Ed stood there mesmerized,
grinning widely and taking a bow several times. There was a tap on
his shoulder. He turned around and fell directly into Gavin’s hug.
The man squeezed him, patted him on the back, and whispered in his
ear, “Good job, Finley. It was gorgeous. I’m so proud of you.”

Ed could only hum in agreement but when they
pulled back, he said, “Same to you, man.”

Gavin grasped his shoulders and kept him at
an arm’s length. “No. It’s your beautiful song. It’s lovely.” He
yanked Ed back in and breathed in his ear. “And you looked so hot
when you sang it.”

Something stirred in his groin, and Ed
shivered. He almost forgot where they were.

“Say, are you free after
this?” He gasped and looked into Gavin’s eyes. He didn’t think
further. Couldn’t think.

“Yes. Oh yes.” He nearly
sighed his words out.

Gavin smiled a little. “Good,” he said, but
not before giving Ed a caress down both of his arms.

The night was far from over, but Ed couldn’t
get Gavin’s proposition out of his mind. They sang more of his and
Gavin’s songs and some cover versions of their favorite singers. Ed
gave it his all, spurred on by the thought of what awaited him at
the end of the show.

****

Gavin sent his driver away
and took a ride in Ed’s rented car to the hotel where Ed was
staying. Ed felt giddy every time Gavin glanced in his direction.
He almost couldn’t believe his luck. First, he suddenly found
himself on the same stage with his idol. Next, he’d just had the
performance of a lifetime. And now
was the icing on the cake—with Gavin being the
icing. Ed’s mouth watered at the mental image.

“Hey, you thinking dirty
thoughts there, Finley?” Gavin’s voice startled him and he smiled,
sheepish.

“Can you blame
me?”

“Watch out!”

Ed cursed softly as he promptly turned his
attention back to the steering wheel. Next to him, Gavin
chuckled.

“I don’t want to die yet,
dude. That’s what you get when you’re committing a DUF.”

“DUF?”

“Driving under
fantasy.”

Ed huffed. Luckily his hotel wasn’t that far
away. Yet as they made their way to the room, his impatience was
overwhelming, and Gavin’s seemed not that much different. Gavin’s
body exuded scents that made Ed totally crazy. He’d been sweaty
back on stage and now all Ed wanted to do was sniff at his wide
chest, the point where his arm and body met, and the crook of his
neck. But when Gavin latched his lips upon his, he didn’t protest
too much. He’d take anything he could get.

They couldn’t take their hands off each
other. Still groping, squeezing, and tasting the man who was often
featured in his dreams, Ed struggled to take his card key out of
his pocket.

“You’re so hot.” Gavin’s
breath felt warm on his face.

“Y-yeah.” He juggled the
card. He was proud of his new skills, kissing, being kissed, and
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