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      Hunting ghosts and finding more than they bargained for.

      Blaine Franks is a member of the paranormal research group the Supernatural Explorers. When the group loses their techie to a cross-country move, newly graduated Flynn Huntington gets the job. Flynn fits in with the guys right off the bat, but when it comes to him and Blaine, it’s more than just getting along.

      Things heat up between Blaine and Flynn as they explore their first haunted building, an abandoned hospital, together. Their relationship isn’t all that progresses, though, and soon it seems that an odd bite on Blaine’s neck has become much more.

      Hitchhiking ghosts, a tragic love story forgotten by time, and the mystery of room 204 round out a romance where the things that go bump in the night are real.
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      “Okay, Mrs. Michaels. I have two pounds of tomatoes, a bunch of spinach, and some okra. You want anything else?” The heat was hanging on today, the sun beating down on the makeshift building that was the official King and Franks Farm Stand, named after his mom and dad’s families.

      “No, Blaine, honey. That’s it. How’s your mom?”

      “Good. Good. The chemo is done, and she’s recovering. She’s a stud.” And Dad was Dad—working his ass off on the organic farm that kept them in quarters. One day Blaine would go back to college, get a job that helped out, but for now they needed him here, working the stand, hawking veggies.

      It was a good life, really. He hated being cooped up, hated being trapped under fluorescent lights, and the idea of a cubicle made him gag.

      And this way he got to work with the Supers on the side. Well, at night really, as that’s when they tended to do their thing. They hadn’t had a gig in a few weeks, but then they hadn’t had anyone doing tech work since Jill left. She’d moved from Port Hope to BC with her girlfriend.

      Jason had found someone new, though, had promised to bring him by today to meet Blaine.

      His folks teased him about being a spirit chaser, but they indulged him. Hell, he was a grown-up; they didn’t have the right to tell him no, but still….

      The guys were important to him. They believed him—mostly.

      He hoped the new guy wasn’t too much of a skeptic. It was hard to find tech guys who believed that ghosts might be real. They’d discovered when they’d first banded together that most tech guys were there to prove that ghosts didn’t exist.

      The huge van pulled up, Supernatural Explorers written on the side of it. The thing fit all their equipment, six people—though there were usually just four—and in a pinch a couple of them could sleep in there too.

      Jason, who ran the group and got them gigs and stuff; Darnell, their cameraman; and Will, their, well, roadie for want of a better word, all spilled out, with another guy in tow. He had to be the new guy, and he was handsome. He didn’t look much like a scientist. More like a football player. Tall, broad-chested, with dark curls that spilled around his face in an unruly manner, the guy was quite handsome.

      Blaine knew what he looked like—a dishwater-blond hippie with dirt under his fingernails and torn-up clothes. He was a child of the earth, after all.

      Jason was skinny as a rail, had an acne-ridden face, and wore glasses. Darnell was a stud, milk-chocolate skin accompanied by the most amazing dreads, while Will looked like a biker and had the muscles to move any equipment they brought with them. They were a scruffy crew who didn’t quite look like they belonged together, but they were ghost hunters—they weren’t exactly hired for their matching attire, and not a one of them was interested in wearing a uniform.

      Jason gave Blaine a wide grin and waved at the new guy. “This is Flynn Huntington, potential com tech. Flynn, this is Blaine, the guy who has the final say on whether or not you’ve got the job.”

      Flynn held out his hand and gave him a friendly smile. “Nice to meet you. So you’re the leader of this motley crew?”

      “Me?” He’d never led the guys anywhere but into trouble. “I’m not the leader. I’m just the flashlight guy.”

      Blaine was the one who tended to see something if there was something to see. He heard them—the ghosts—talking to him, but it wasn’t clear. It was like a constant, crazy murmuring.

      “Like I said, he who leads.” Flynn winked, and when he reached out and shook Blaine’s hand, a flash of something sparked between them. Flynn must have felt it too. His eyes widened, his mouth opening on a soft gasp.

      A rush of heat and pleasure and a jolt of something dangerous, and this had never happened to Blaine, ever, so it couldn’t be real. Had to be the heat.

      It wasn’t until Flynn dropped his hand that Blaine realized he’d still been holding it. Flynn’s smile seemed warmer this time.

      “We all grilled him and gave him the okay, but now it’s your turn,” Jason informed him, looking around. “I’ll man the stand if you want to take him to the side or something. I don’t mean to press you, but we’ve got a gig this weekend.”

      “Just watch the cash, okay?”

      Jason gave him a hurt look. “Dude, how many summers did I work here?”

      “Yeah, yeah. You’re right.” This was the first summer, though, where it felt a little like life and death. They needed every penny they could scrape together to pay the fucking hospital bills.

      Flynn followed Blaine to a quiet corner, and Blaine was overly conscious that as tall as he was, Flynn was taller. Seriously, he hadn’t known they built scientists in extrastudly.

      “So, why us? Why this? Tell me everything.” He grabbed a plum from a basket and tossed it over.

      Flynn grabbed it easily and rubbed it against his shirt. “Thanks.” He took a bite, the juice running down from one corner of his mouth.

      Blaine was struck with the urge to lick it away. He forced himself to look into Flynn’s eyes instead.

      “I want to prove that ghosts exist, and you guys had an opening in my area of expertise just as I graduated. Kind of seems like fate.”

      “What’s your area?” Blaine liked Flynn’s attitude already, though. He wasn’t going into it predisposed to disbelief. He wanted to prove ghosts existed, like Blaine.

      “Electromagnetism, biology, and computers. I’ve written a few programs to crunch the data for temperature changes, etc. And they can totally be tweaked as needed. Plus… well, I guess you guys are the ones for whom this is a pro not a con, but I’ve experienced ghosts before.”

      “Yeah? When?” That wasn’t particularly unique. Ghosts were everywhere, and people also got spooked by things that weren’t ghosts all the time.

      “Most of my life, actually.” Flynn held his gaze for a long moment, and Blaine felt like the guy was testing him. He must have passed because Flynn continued. “My parents died when I was five. Car accident. Every now and then, when I really need her, my mother comes to me.”

      “I’m sorry, man. Honestly.” Blaine knew the fear of losing his folks. He lived in terror of losing his mom, especially now.

      Flynn shook his head. “It was a long time ago, and like I said, I still have my mother when I really need her.” This time his grin was self-deprecating. “Of course I learned early not to tell people about it. I’ve experienced other phenomena too, that I know were from beyond, so I want to prove it.”

      Prove I’m not crazy.

      Though unsaid, Blaine was pretty sure he could hear that in Flynn’s thoughts.

      “I get that. I don’t need proof. I know like I know chairs exist, but I’m the guy in the group the spirits seem to flock to.”

      “That’s got to be scary sometimes. I mean when it’s a place where people were murdered. Or a prison or something.”

      “Sometimes. Lots of times. Mostly it turns out to be nothing—creaking buildings or animals—but sometimes….” At least Blaine thought so. He was pretty sure.

      “Yeah, I imagine there’s a lot of dead ends.” Flynn stopped for a moment. Then he laughed, the deep sound finding a place to settle in Blaine’s belly. “Pun not intended, but damn, it should have been.”

      Blaine began to laugh along, and suddenly Darnell appeared. “So, he’s in, huh? Cool.”

      “That quick?” Flynn asked.

      Darnell nodded, his dreads flopping enthusiastically. “Dude, you made him laugh out loud. That’s a thing.”

      “I didn’t even do it on purpose!” Flynn looked pleased, dark eyes lit up and twinkling.

      “We’ll give it a try. I think we’ll manage,” Blaine said. And if they didn’t, who cared?

      “That’s great!” Flynn grabbed Blaine’s hand and shook it, and again there was a jolt, a sharing almost of… spirit?

      Lord, he was getting crazier as the day went on.

      Flynn finished the plum as Darnell called the others over. They all shook hands, and nobody else seemed to feel anything special when they touched Flynn.

      Huh. Well, maybe Blaine was imagining things. It happened. A guy could start reading into everything.

      “We should go out to celebrate,” Darnell suggested. “Have supper, a couple of beers, and get to know each other before we go to work this weekend.”

      “Sure. I’m free,” Flynn noted.

      “I am too, unless something comes up with Mom,” Blaine agreed.

      “Your mom?” Flynn asked.

      “She’s battling breast cancer.”

      Flynn winced. “I’m sorry, man. That sucks.” Flynn slid his hand over Blaine’s, squeezed.

      “Thank you. She’s going to make it. I have faith.” And Dad needed her.

      “That’s half the battle, isn’t it?” Flynn gave him a sympathetic smile.

      “You ready to go now, or do we need to meet you at Bennie’s?” Darnell asked him.

      “I have to close out, go home and change, shower. All that shit.”

      “So we’ll meet you there. Promise I won’t let Jase and Will get too shit-faced before you show up.” Darnell winked and popped Flynn in the arm. “Let’s go, man. First drink is on the newbie.”

      Flynn chuckled. “How come I feel like I’m being shaken down?”

      “If they offer to buy you a cement mixer, say no!” Blaine called.

      Flynn frowned, and the last thing Blaine heard was Flynn asking, “What’s a cement mixer?” followed by Darnell’s cackling laugh.

      Oh man. He was going to have to hurry, or they were going to eat Mr. Flynn Huntington alive. He started closing out, trying not to get distracted by the memory of Flynn’s dancing eyes.
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      Flynn had refused the offer of a “cement mixer,” silently thanking the still-absent Blaine for the heads-up. He had bought the guys two rounds already but barely started on his own second beer. He hadn’t eaten all day, aside from a plum, so his tolerance was lower than usual. Once Blaine got here, they were going to eat, and then he could indulge.

      He didn’t want to be shit-faced tonight, not with his new… coworkers? Team? Let him prove himself capable first, then he could let it all hang out.

      The guys were a hoot, honestly, and seemed to be decent, genuinely interested, and basically all-around good guys. They were clearly friends, which was nice. For the kind of work they did, it was important everyone got along, cared.

      Things could—at least so he hoped—get odd and intense in their investigations. He wanted powerful and magical and strange. He wanted to prove that ghosts were real. That death wasn’t the end.

      Yeah, he liked the guys, and he really liked Blaine. Well, he’d been attracted to Blaine—he wasn’t sure he knew him well enough yet to like him. He hoped to, though. Not that he needed a boyfriend at the moment, right? Now he needed to work, to focus on the science and find a job that would support his interests.

      The guys all shouted out, “Hey! Blaine!” And Will added, “About fucking time, man. You’re starving us to death.”

      “Mom needed me to help her with a few things. You know how it is.” Blaine’s hair was freshly washed and loose, the long mass wild and free now, making him look even thinner and more otherworldly than ever.

      Flynn’s body tightened, and he forced himself to ignore it. He got up with the others as they moved from the bar to a table. The guys all clapped Blaine on the shoulder, and Flynn offered his hand again; he wasn’t one of the gang yet, not really. Not until they’d gone through a job together, he imagined.

      That thing that had happened back when he’d first met Blaine rushed through him again as their skin made contact. Like a connection to the other side. Like something in him was responding to something in Blaine. Flynn swallowed and smiled, told himself to shake it off. He was a scientist, not a romantic; he needed to keep his head straight.

      Flynn hadn’t had anything to eat yet. That’s what this was. He grabbed his menu, focused on it.

      “I’m starving, guys,” Blaine said. “Starving. Let’s eat!”

      Flynn had to smile—looked like he and Blaine were on the same wavelength.

      “You’re starving?” Jason shook his head. “We’ve been waiting for you to show up to eat, man. You don’t get to pull the starving card now.”

      “Sorry to interrupt, guys, but are you ready to order?” a waitress asked, pen and pad in hand.

      “I want a bacon cheeseburger, fries, and a Guinness, please.” Blaine grinned, unapologetic as hell.

      “I’ll have the beef and Guinness stew,” Flynn decided. “And what the hell, I’ll have a Guinness too.” God, he was famished. “Can I have some nachos, please?”

      Darnell laughed, and Will shook his head. “Nice one. You want anything else?”

      Flynn shook his head. “That should do me.”

      The other guys ordered, and everyone started talking, random snippets of conversation. Flynn sat back and watched, beginning to learn how they communicated.

      Jason was the leader, no question, heading the conversation in different directions, making the best jokes, the wittiest comments.

      Will was mostly quiet, putting in a few words here and there, while Darnell brayed with laughter on a regular basis.

      Blaine watched, eyes wandering the crowd, searching.

      Flynn found his own gaze following the same pathways, trying to find out what Blaine was looking for, what he’d seen.

      He couldn’t see anything out of the ordinary. Nothing at all. It was a bar and grill—mostly young, middle-class people out for a drink.

      Flynn wondered how long the place had been here, what stories it held. Maybe that would explain what had Blaine’s attention. Hell, maybe the guy was just checking the place out because he was tired and not into the conversation. Flynn didn’t know. He really did need to learn these people.

      “So, Blaine. How long have you seen spirits?”

      “My whole life. I don’t remember ever not seeing them, I guess.”

      “Cool. Was it scary at first?” It hadn’t been for Flynn, though he’d never seen his mother, only felt her presence. It had been comforting that first time, not scary.

      “No. No, it wasn’t scary until I got older, I think. It took me a long time to sense my first malevolent spirit.”

      “Yeah? Were you trying to feel one? Or, I mean, waiting for it to happen? Or was it a shock?”

      “It was a shock.” Blaine shrugged and gave him a sheepish grin. “I got better at it.”

      “I can’t decide if it would be easier to know or not to know. I mean, if you know it’s there, you can try and defend against it. But if you don’t know it’s there, you’re not scared. And will it hurt you if you don’t know it’s there? I’m guessing yes.” Flynn shrugged. “Sorry, I don’t mean to interrogate you.”

      “You’re the scientist. I assume that means data, right?”

      Flynn grinned and ducked his head. “Yeah, I guess that’s how I operate.” He did like to get as much information as possible before he made any kind of decision.

      “Then that’s cool. We want to be as thorough as possible. We can’t get a TV deal if we aren’t professional about this.”

      “Is that the goal?” Flynn didn’t need to be a TV star. He just wanted to prove that ghosts were real. He hadn’t thought much beyond that, honestly.

      “It’s where we can get funding, huh? At some point, my folks want this to be something more than a hobby if I’m gonna keep doing it.”

      Flynn chuckled. “You mean they want you to be able to support yourself? Shocking.” He gave Blaine a wink. Truth was, he’d love to have parents who bugged him about what he was doing with his life.

      “Yeah. Dad’s losing patience. Fast.”

      “I’m sorry. You’re helping out at home, though, aren’t you? I mean if you worked a ‘regular’ job, you wouldn’t be able to be there for them while your mother’s going through this.”

      “Yeah. Totally. I run the store, and I help out at the farm, but… you know. Dad’s a farmer, salt of the earth. Work at dawn, crash at dusk. No ghost chasing.”

      “Unless it’s bringing in cash, huh? Well, hopefully we’ll get a deal, then, and he can relax and let you be.”

      “It’ll happen. We just have to do honest work.”

      “I’m all about data and tracking everything, doing it right.” God, he was a dork too, talking about shop when they were out for supper so they could all get to know each other better. Which he’d already done with the other guys while they were waiting for Blaine. “So are you dating?” Christ, that was subtle. And possibly not entirely appropriate, either.

      “Nope. I’m not really looking for someone at the moment. Things are so busy, so weird.”

      “Yeah. ‘I see ghosts’ makes for a good movie, but not a good opening line, eh?” Flynn got that. He’d learned to keep the fact that he believed in ghosts, had in fact had firsthand experience with them, to himself. His aunt hadn’t wanted to know, and, it turned out, neither had his lovers.

      “Not as a rule,” Blaine agreed. “I’m already the hippie-dippy weirdo with the farm stand.”

      “Some people like that type.” Flynn didn’t have a type. Well, aside from guys of course, but he’d dated all sorts.

      “It’s a rarefied type, for sure.”

      “Some of us like unique and weird and rarefied. We’re all here for the ghost hunting, after all. Normal isn’t exactly our thing, huh?” Was he flirting? He didn’t think so, but he couldn’t seem to stop this line of questioning.

      “I like that, man. That totally works for me.”

      Flynn smiled, but before he could say anything else, their waitress came back with his nachos, and Flynn’s mouth actually watered. God, he was starving.

      “Help yourselves, guys,” he offered.

      They all dug in, the chips and salsa flying fast and free.

      Flynn got enough of it to assuage his hunger until his stew showed up, but man, he was going to have to remember that these guys could eat and could eat with speed.

      He had a few sips of his Guinness, licking the foam from his lips.

      For a second, Blaine’s eyes caught his. He stared, their gazes locked. The moment seemed to build, to stretch between them.

      Oh. Okay. That was… surprisingly hot.

      And short-lived as Darnell banged him on the shoulder. “I said, did you want another beer?”

      “Did you?” Flynn shook his head. “No, I think I’m good for now.”

      “Good deal. Blaine?”

      “I’m good.”

      “Spoilsports.” Darnell laughed and headed toward the bar.

      “He likes his beer, huh?” Flynn chuckled. He couldn’t be that much older than Darnell, but it sure felt like he was.

      Blaine nodded. “He handles it better than anyone I’ve ever met, man. I can have two, maybe three, and I’m toast.”

      “Yeah? I’m a cheap date too,” he admitted.

      “No worries. We always have a designated driver.”

      “Oh yeah? That’s good to know.”

      The waitress came again, this time with food for everyone, and they all dug in. Stew and burgers, french dip—everything smelled like heaven, and his stew tasted amazing.

      Flynn ate bite after bite, scooping it up with the slices of crusty bread that came with it. He moaned happily over the rich and flavorful stew.

      “Is it good? Can I try a bite?” Blaine asked.

      “It’s delicious.” He dipped a corner of the bread into the stew and offered it to Blaine.

      “Thank you. You rock.” Blaine offered some french fries in return.

      “Fair trade.” Flynn grabbed the fries and snarfed them up. Not bad. He could see why the guys hung out here regularly. The food was good.

      “Are you excited about going out with us this weekend? You nervous?”

      “Yes, to both. I don’t know what to expect, how to work with you guys, so there’s some nerves. But this will be my first outing ghost hunting, so yeah, I’m very excited.”

      “We’re going to this old hospital. We’ve gone a couple times already, just to scope it out.”

      He sat forward, his full attention on Blaine. “You get anything interesting?”

      “A couple of EMF spikes. Nothing serious. Not yet.”

      “So you didn’t see anyone? And that’s normal? Does it take time for the ghosts to… trust you?”

      “I don’t know. Sometimes it’s quick, sometimes it takes time. What I do isn’t a science at all, man.”

      “You gonna mind if I take notes and observe and possibly make some correlations?” It was kind of what he did.

      “It’s sort of your job, right? This is what we need from you.”

      Chuckling, he nodded. “I was just thinking that exactly.” He found himself grinning at Blaine, loving that they were in sync.

      “Rock on. We’ll do a trial run on Friday, see how things work, and then film on Saturday.”

      “I’ve got my equipment ready, and I can’t wait.” Flynn knew it was going to be a lot of hurry up and wait, but he was still excited to get started.

      “Me either. Maybe we’ll get some readings, something.” Blaine shrugged. “At least we have permission to be there.”

      “Do you break into places a lot?” They didn’t really want to get arrested for trespassing.

      “No. Sometimes. No, not lots.”

      “Good to hear.” He snagged another bite of bread.

      “Yeah. We go for legal and reasonable. We’re all legit.”

      “I know.” Flynn had looked them up before applying for the job, after all.

      Blaine pinked. “Sorry, I think I’m just really defensive tonight. Ignore me. Maybe I ought to have another beer.”

      “Something happen to put you on edge?” Flynn hoped it wasn’t him—they’d had a good connection so far, and he was pretty sure they’d all been happy to have him join the team, Blaine included. He didn’t think they’d been blowing smoke up his ass.

      “Fight with my dad. Nothing serious—same old shit.”

      “Sorry to hear that. Hey, we could share a dessert. Sweet things can be very cathartic. As long as it’s not chocolate, because then you’re on your own.” Flynn didn’t like chocolate at all. He knew that made him some sort of freak. He wasn’t very fond of bacon either, which probably made him an even bigger freak.

      “You allergic?”

      He shook his head. “I just don’t like the stuff,” he admitted, waiting for the shock, followed by the mocking.

      “Huh. I don’t like mint, so I get it. I’m not allergic or anything. I just don’t like it.”

      Flynn had to grin. He swore he liked Blaine better every second. “A lot of people have random stuff they don’t like, but most of them don’t get not liking chocolate.” He grabbed the little drinks-and-dessert booklet that was propped up at the side of the table against the metal condiments stand and began perusing it.

      “I like it okay, but my thing is pastries. I love flaky bread stuff.”

      “Yeah? They’ve got a cheesecake wrapped in a deep-fried tortilla on the menu here. You wanna share? Not that we need to share a dessert or anything. You can totally have your own. I just know there’s no way I’m going to want the whole thing to myself.” He didn’t have a big enough sweet tooth for that.

      “Why not? We’ll give it a try.”

      Darnell laughed, bumped shoulders with him. “Our Blaine’s easy.”

      Flynn tried to ignore the little voice in his head that nudged him and waggled its eyebrows at him over that. Darnell had not meant easy like that, and Flynn was here for business, not fucking.

      He waved the waitress over, willing his cheeks not to heat, and pointed to the decadent deep-fried tortilla cheesecake thing. “One of these with the caramel sauce to share, please.”

      “Sure thing, anyone else want dessert?”

      “Hell yes.” Darnell ordered the apple pie a la mode, while Jason got the Death by Chocolate cake, and Will asked for the peanut-butter cheesecake.

      And Darnell asked for another round of beers, despite the fact he’d brought himself and Will another round from the bar. Flynn didn’t say no, though. Now that’d he’d eaten, and quite a bit at that, he should be fine with another beer. Besides, his hotel was around the corner, so he didn’t have to worry about driving.

      “Are you going to get up and sing when they start karaoke tonight, Blaine?”

      “Shut up, Will.”

      Flynn looked around. He hadn’t noticed the karaoke setup hidden in the corner until Will had mentioned it, but he’d be damned if it wasn’t there. “You sing?” he asked Blaine. He had a passable voice himself, though he tended only to sing while he worked.

      Blaine’s cheeks were bright red, but Will nodded. “He’s good. You have to get him a little lubed up, but people love to hear him.”

      “Just another worthless talent,” he muttered, and Jason frowned.

      “Hey! Stop it, huh? You got this. Your dad’s just super stressed- out right now, and you know it.”

      “Does singing make you happy?” Flynn asked quietly. When Blaine nodded, he added, “So that makes it a good thing, right? And you’ve got another beer coming, so we’ve got lubed up handled. Plus, I’m people, so I’d love to hear you.”

      Will laughed at his tease but nodded. “You can’t deny Flynn the pleasure of listening to you and watching you emote up there on the stage.”

      “Shut up, guys.” Blaine was going to catch on fire any second from the looks of it. Seriously.

      “Do we need him to have that beer that’s on its way before we really put on the pressure?” Flynn asked.

      Jason nodded. “Probably. And if that doesn’t work, we can always drag him up there. We outnumber him.”

      Darnell made this great hooting sound—sort of like a huge owl. “We can be his backup!”

      “I’ll join you after I’ve had a chance to watch a song or two.” Flynn didn’t want to miss it by being onstage with them. He had a hunch this was going to be a real treat. Too bad he only had the camera on his phone to document it with, but that would do in a pinch. He’d bet there was equipment in their van, though. It made him wonder if ghost hunters got mad if you used their equipment for non-ghost-sighting purposes.

      His thoughts were disrupted by the arrival of their desserts, and Flynn had to stare. Every plate was huge. They probably all could have eaten off a single plate and been happy with that, and he was very glad that the tortilla cheesecake wasn’t his alone. It looked amazing, but it also looked like it could feed a family with ten kids.

      He offered a fork and the steak knife the dessert came with to Blaine. “Why don’t you get us started?” He would nibble in around the edges, because now that his supper had had a chance to settle, he wasn’t feeling very hungry anymore. Plus he had the Guinness to finish, and it was a heavy, hearty beer.

      “Are you sure, man?”

      He nodded, and Blaine cut into it, moaning softly as he took the first creamy bite.

      Oh fuck. That was the sexiest thing Flynn had seen in a long time, and he couldn’t help but wonder what that moan would sound like if it was because of a touch. His touch. Stop that, he told himself. Stop it right now. This was a brand-new gig. A whole new thing. He didn’t need to fucking complicate—

      Blaine took another bite and licked his lips.

      Biting back his groan, Flynn looked away, ordering his prick to behave. Maybe he shouldn’t finish that last beer.

      “Your turn.” Blaine pushed the plate over with a grin. “It’s good.

      “Yeah, I gathered that.” He couldn’t help grinning as he pulled the plate over toward him.

      “I’m a sucker for sweets. What can I say?”

      Flynn cut himself a piece and ate it, his eyes half closing at the taste. Damn, that really was groan-worthy. He licked his lips and nodded. “It’s damn good.”

      “See? I don’t lead you wrong, man.”

      “No, you don’t. I’ll be sure to remember that when we’re out on a job.” He ate another piece, the flavor sweet and creamy, the caramel rich and yummy. Okay, add that to the beer and he was in heaven.

      Utter heaven.

      The only thing that would make it better would be if he was going home with Blaine.

      He blinked at himself. Stop that.

      Flynn didn’t even know where home for Blaine was, for God’s sake. With his parents, he assumed. He took a breath and shoved another hunk of the delicious dessert into his mouth. Friends and coworkers. That’s what they were becoming here.

      He had a couple more bites, then passed the dessert back. “You’d better get some more or you’ll miss out completely.

      “One more. Maybe two.” Blaine laughed and scooped up a bunch of whipped cream. “This is the best part.”

      No, Flynn thought maybe the best part was watching Blaine suck the whipped cream off his fingers. Just damn. It was hard to behave when Blaine did things like that.

      “Drink your beer, Blaine man! George is setting up. You can sing ‘Sugar’ first.”

      Flynn grinned. “You’ve got a whole routine, do you?” he teased.

      “I don’t. I really don’t.” Blaine pinked. “I just like to sing.”

      “I’m just teasing. I’m looking forward to it. Honestly.”

      “Yeah, yeah. I’ll go see how he’s doing.”

      “Oh dude. He’s totally going to sing.” Darnell looked pleased as fuck about that.

      Flynn turned to watch, and Blaine was as pretty going as he was coming. Lean but muscular, and that long hair was cool as fuck. And such a delicious-looking bubble butt.

      He and the guys pulled all the chairs so they were facing the little stage, and Jason nudged him. “Don’t tease him too hard because then it’s forever before he sings again, but he’s really good.”

      “I wouldn’t, man. No way.” After all, Blaine was the front man, right? He had to be something of an entertainer.

      “Good man.” Darnell patted him on the shoulder, and Flynn guessed he was slightly drunk.

      Will had had about twice as much as Darnell but wasn’t nearly as drunk. Strong constitution; good to know.

      Some pretty girl got onstage and sang a Taylor Swift song. Then it was Blaine. Flynn sat slightly forward, watching and waiting with anticipation.

      The Maroon 5 song started, and… shit, they were right. Blaine could sing. His falsetto was high and clear, the notes on pitch. Cool.

      Smiling, Flynn tapped his hand on the table and nodded his head along to the beat. There was something very sexy about Blaine as he sang. Blaine was a natural up there, singing hard, laughing softly in between choruses.

      Flynn began clapping along with the next chorus, Blaine’s happiness infectious.

      “See? He’s good. He’s really good, huh?” Will clapped and danced, obviously into it.

      “He’s fantastic. If he ever wants to give up ghost hunting, I bet he could make money singing.” Flynn didn’t get why Blaine’s dad wouldn’t be supportive of this voice.

      “Until he sees a ghost midsong and freaks out.”

      “Oh man, has that happened?” That would be embarrassing enough here. Flynn could only imagine what it would be like if Blaine was on a big stage in front of a lot of people. It was one thing to be a ghost hunter with a TV show, quite another to be a singer and see ghosts. People would think he was crazy.

      He’d never thought about that—about how awkward it had to be to sense things that most people didn’t believe in. It wasn’t the same for him. He’d felt his mother’s presence and other stuff when he’d been trying, but he didn’t suddenly have apparitions appearing in front of him.

      That would be weird as hell, wouldn’t it? To see some random ghost, some random person.

      Flynn wondered how real the ghosts looked. Were they ephemeral, or were they more solid? Was it different with every ghost? Because if they looked solid, how would you know they were ghosts and not just other people? God, so many questions. So much to learn.

      He couldn’t wait to go out on their first hunt and get some answers.

      The song came to an end, and Flynn clapped along with everyone else. It had been neat, but he had to admit, he had lost interest in favor of the ghosts. He was a little too focused, maybe. But that was who he was. Finding proof of ghosts, of the supernatural, of spirits—it was his life. Proving that his mother was still with him and not simply living on in his memories.

      All the rest was a distraction.

      Blaine sat down with a plop. “How’d I do?”

      Will sat next to Blaine and put his arm around Blaine’s shoulders. “Awesome as always, man. Awesome as always.”

      Flynn grinned and nodded. “That was pretty cool. And I think you were being modest. You’ve got a great singing voice.”

      “Thanks. I have fun goofing off.”

      “Well, if that’s you goofing off, I can’t wait to see what you do when you’re serious.” Flynn decided this was going to be a good gig, that these guys were legit.

      All in all, he was glad he was here.
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