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All Daniel's ever wanted is to sing. Being a siren has always made that a dangerous undertaking, but he's never needed magic to make people like his songs. His bandmates, however, are more than willing to use his siren talents to get what they want—even if they do it against Daniel's will.

Betrayed and distraught, Daniel flees in the dead of night, bound for anywhere that will keep him out of sight until his contract with the band expires. Exhausted after hours of driving, he decides to stop for the night, and winds up stopping in a strange town known as Midsummer's Night.

He's soon pointed to a bed & breakfast run by the world's most adorable brownie—who also happens to be a huge fan, reminding Daniel viscerally that whatever Daniel wants comes second to what he is and all the people trying to hunt him down.
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Daniel pulled up into the gas station and cracked a yawn so hard his eyes watered. Bed. All he wanted was a bed. Groaning, he turned the car off and climbed out. He snorted in amusement when he saw the sign that said the gas pump didn't take plastic and dragged himself into the little shop. An old man sat at the counter reading a newspaper, and Daniel wanted to laugh that the big headline was LOCAL BAKER WINS COUNTY PIE CONTEST.

"Hey, pops. How's it going?" He laid a twenty on the counter. "This little town got a place a guy can crash for the night?"

The old man gave him a critical once over, clearly not approving of anything he saw. Daniel couldn't blame him. He remembered what it was like when flashy city kids rolled into a small town and acted like they should all be grateful that someone civilized had arrived. Though he was nowhere near the glam he would have sported for the stage, he still screamed outsider and city folk.

But in the end the old man only grunted. "Down Main Street, little ways past the police station. Big green house, sign says Midsummer B&B. Joel should have a room for you. See you don't cause no trouble."

"Never been a fan of trouble, pops. Thanks." Going back outside, he filled his car with twenty bucks of gas and then drove off. 

Jeez, it was like being home and yet not. Whatever town he was in, it was way prettier than the tired and battered town he'd grown up in. The whole place looked like someone had enough magic to bring postcards to life. 

It didn't take him long to find Main Street, and then the promised B&B. By that point, it had become pretty obvious the town was called Midsummer's Night, though he bet everyone just called it Midsummer. 

He parked in the lot of the B&B, grabbed his duffle bag out of the back seat, and yawned as he walked up the path and into the quaint little house. A bell dinged softly as he opened the door, and the smell of warm chocolate made his stomach growl. He should have grabbed a snack at the gas station. Ah, well. There might still be some crackers in the car. He didn't think he'd eaten them all. Had he?

All thoughts of food fled his mind as the cutest damn thing to exist ever appeared from the back. If the guy was over five feet, he'd be impressed. He was what Daniel's band mate Bick would describe as 'pudgy' and Daniel described as 'yes, please.' He had messy brown hair and sleepy brown eyes behind a pair of chunky glasses and a smudge on his nose that Daniel wanted to kiss. 

The looks alone were enough to peg it, but the whiff of magic that came with him, coupled with the tidiness of the place and the overall happy vibe, screamed brownie. Man, when was the last time he'd encountered a brownie? Daniel wanted to eat him up, and was sorely tempted to make a play.

Before he could speak, the brownie's gaze landed on him and he froze, jaw dropping in shock. His eyes widened with shock. "You're—"

Aww, damn. A fan. Daniel did not approve of sleeping with fans; it felt like he was taking advantage of something. Ah, well. Probably for the best. "Daniel," he said. "Daniel Whitmore. I was hoping to rent a room for the night?" Maybe a little longer than that, hell. Midsummer sounded more appealing than anything else he'd half-heartedly planned. 

"Oh, sure. Yeah." He bustled around the counter for a moment, shooting Daniel shy, curious, barely-contained-eagerness looks, and finally came up with a ledger that looked like it had been made back in the 1800s or something. "Name, plate number, dates you're staying. Umm ... any preference on your room?"

"As long as it's got a bed, I'm pretty happy," Daniel said, taking the pen the guy handed him and quickly filling in all the info. "So what's your name?"

The man flushed. "Joel Brass."

"This place yours?"

Joel shrugged, then said shyly. "I run it for old lady Minnow. She's too hard-up with arthritis and being ancient to do it anymore. Plus it gives her more time with her grandkids."

"That's too bad. The arthritis, I mean. My grandmamma suffered the same." 

"Here's your key," Joel said, and handed over a key that at least looked like it belonged to the current century. Daniel was actually disappointed. He'd half hoped for some spooky key that looked like it might open a wardrobe of dubious provenance or something. "Umm. If you're hungry or anything, I was just finishing up making dinner."

Daniel grinned. "I would love food."

Joel smiled back, looking a little stunned but pleased. "Did you want to put your things away? I'll be in the kitchen whenever you're ready. It's right through that door and then the door at the end of the hall."

"You got it," Daniel replied. "Thanks." He hefted his duffle and headed up the stairs in the hallway, glancing at the tag on his key to see he had room number ... 'blue' apparently. The Blue Room turned out to be at the very end of the hall, with a window that overlooked Main Street and a bed that was the sexiest thing he'd seen in forever, save for the brownie downstairs. 

Daniel dumped his bag on the bed, then used the bathroom—amused by the frog theme—and changed into a clean t-shirt. Stuffing the room key in his pocket, not bothering to lock the door, he went back downstairs and quickly found the kitchen. 

His stomach growled loudly as he smelled chicken and roasted potatoes and steamed veggies and scoped out a positively evil looking chocolate cake on the counter. Joel saw him, cheeks going pink as he smiled shyly. "Just in time." He carried two plates to a large, old table that looked like it was made about the same time as the ledger. The kitchen itself was a weird combination of Ye Olde Days and Modern Living, a vibe that seemed to carry through the whole house. "Cute place. Reminds me of home, except not rundown and the back porch wasn't set on fire by some drunk."

Joel laughed, which made Daniel inwardly preen. He dug into the food, moaning at how good it tasted—but he'd yet to meet a brownie who couldn't put any five star chef to shame. "This is delicious. Thanks for sharing. Do you always eat so late?"

"It's not that late in Midsummer, really," Joel said. "We keep funny hours here, to accommodate all the night-leaning paranormals."

That gave Daniel pause. "Are there a lot?"

"The whole town is known for it. We've got a werewolf pack, a top vampire, and pretty much anything else you can name. Um. No sirens though, not that I've ever heard of, anyway." He smiled shyly, even a bit teasingly, before looking down again.

Daniel grinned. "Sirens are nothing but trouble. Probably better off without any of those."

Joel laughed and looked up again. "Why are you here in Midsummer? I thought—well, everything said you were doing a new album."

Sour memories rose up to try and ruin Daniels mood: shattering glass, the smell of wine as it stained the carpet, a fist coming at him, the bite of that fucking ring Bick always wore. Shouting, cursing. He reached up to touch his cheek, where the cut left by Bick's ring was still healing and would probably scar. "Needed a break. Thought going for a long, aimless drive would do me some good. Figured if I went far enough away no one would recognize me."

"Oh—sorry—"

"Don't be," Daniel said. "I didn't mean it as a bad thing that you did. It does not hurt my ego, trust me." 

Joel offered another shy smile. "I've been a fan for years, from the first show you did at Bottleneck."

Daniel snorted, a little amused and a lot impressed. "You have been around awhile." He tilted his head and smirked, then said, "But you don't look nearly old enough, brownie, to have been in Bottleneck back then."

"I'm older than I look," Joel said, making a face. "Only a couple years younger than you."

"Liar," Daniel retorted, 'cause he was twenty-eight and there was no way Joel was twenty-six. He was entirely too adorable to be anything but like eighteen forever or something.

"I'm not lying!" Joel said, scowling at him, and god he needed to stop before Daniel seduced a local and got his ass pitchforked or something. He just bet they were that kind of small town. "I really am twenty-six."

Daniel winked. "I believe you. Brownies always look young, don't they? I've never met one as young as you; I was starting to think all brownies were stern ladies who liked to swat my knuckles with their cooking spoons."

Joel laughed. "You're a kitchen thief."

"I plead the fifth, but if that chocolate cake is missing in the morning, I didn't do it," Daniel said with a grin and finished off the last few bites of his meal. "Thanks again for dinner; that's the best food I've had in forever."

"Sure," Joel said, and then bit his lip. He looked at his plate, then up again, and said hesitantly. "You didn't put when you're leaving in the ledger."

Daniel shrugged and toyed with his fork. "I was thinking of hanging around a couple of days. Didn't really have any solid plans about where I was ending up. This place seems nice—and quiet."

"Tends to be really quiet, at least until the Withers boys get up to something, though they've been keeping out of trouble, actually, since they hooked up with the baker. Oh, if you want breakfast, I can get some cinnamon rolls or donuts or something from the bakery in the morning. And coffee."
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