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By K.L. Noone

Leo Whyte, temporarily alone in the comfortable nest of his family’s American home, finished the phone call with his agent in the creeping heat of the late desert afternoon. In the wake of the conversation, he looked at his phone thoughtfully, bounced it in a hand, and then went and made tea.

Nothing fancy, only standard English Breakfast: what his mother liked, back in London, and easy enough to acquire even in the wilds of a Las Vegas suburb. Some teacups had moved in here, when Leo had; not brought over from his extensive collection in the slim colorful Chelsea townhouse, but purchased, found at antique shops and quirky museums, built into a new constellation that waved pink porcelain and seashell curves and wildflower paintings like a banner that said home.

Sam and Sam’s younger siblings had bought several of the teacups, along with the display rack with the metal swirls and loops that looked like a playful cat. They’d done that early on, and showed him proudly, the next time he’d arrived with a bag slung over one shoulder.

Smiling at the memory, he picked the cup with the delicate blue wildflowers. Their actual cats lived at the London townhouse; Beatrice and Benedick, as bouncy kittens, had been part of Sam’s marriage proposal, a genuine surprise in the middle of the party, in a sunlit brand-new studio full of fashion and futures and friends. Leo’s parents, a short walk away, volunteered for cat-sitting duties when scheduling required such; easier than hauling two adorable opinionated fluffy noise-monsters between continents.

He adored his cats. He adored his family. He adored his life. He adored Sam, with everything he was.

His Sam. His husband. Samuel Hernandez-Blake, brilliantly famous now, so gifted with a camera, with the ability to look at a person and see all their stories. Sam made art, in portraits and light and frames that caught the soul and held it out, on display, with compassion. Sam’s work with movie stars Colby and Jason Kent-Mirelli, and silver-screen legend Sir Laurence Taylor, had catapulted his name into the stratosphere of glamorous photography, though so equally had his series with the punk-rock icon Sophia Valentine and her band, full of textures, leather, toughness, passion.

Sam deserved every ounce of fame and fortune, of course. He always had; and Leo cradled the fragile teacup in both palms, letting heat warm his skin.

At the moment, that in-demand schedule meant that Sam was in New York, doing a shoot with James Parr of superhero Star Captain fame, who had some sort of luxury jewelry contract and also far too many impressive abs. Leo wasn’t worried; he knew James somewhat, knew as well that James had a committed long-term relationship with his own stunt choreographer, and anyway Sam would never look twice, beyond the camera lens.

OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg
Designs

A CHARACTE%‘T'UDY STORY

L3 TW
K.L. NOoOne





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/image000.jpg
Design

A CHARACTE

! gDY STORY

K.L. Noone





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/scene_break.png





