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hey I would like to dedicate this book to all the LGBTQ2+ and my trans family and

community we are all wonderful in our own way.

 

- Jayden Steel


TRIGGER WARNING

 

There is a scene set in a kink club that may be triggering to some readers. 


Chapter One

Griffin
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I was sitting in the office I was given when I first started working for Mrs. Bancroft. I was very surprised at how spacious it was at first, but have grown quite accustomed to it after being her personal security guard for the last five years. The phone rang, pulling me away from the paperwork that I was trying to fill out. I was happy for the distraction, but I wanted to get this done and get back to work, so I wanted to get off the phone as quickly as possible. I answered pretty gruffly.

“Barrett here, speak quickly,” I spoke to whoever was on the other end.

“Griffin, before I begin, I want you to know that Mrs. Bancroft has had nothing but good things to say about you and the work you have been doing for her. That being said, you are our best agent which is why we are pulling you off this job and putting you on another assignment,” I heard my boss, James Peters, explain to me.

“Jim, you blockhead, you aren’t pulling me off of this job. It’s a cushy job for me and after the last one, where I almost got killed I deserve this one,” I demanded.

“I know that Griffin, but this new job is right up your alley with your hand-to-hand combat experience and you are the only one who is specifically trained. Besides, you were asked for by name,” my boss replied.

I sighed because he knew that once I heard that I was asked for by name I couldn’t resist the job. “Who is the unlucky bastard to ask for me by name?” I demanded.

There was a pause on the other end of the line as I heard paper being shuffled around. Jim was obviously looking for the answer to my question. “A Mr. Malcolm Xavier Kincaid. He said you were recommended by a friend of his.”

I thought about what Jim had said and then responded. “Fine when do I start?”

“Tomorrow morning. The ticket is waiting for you at the Los Angeles International Airport ticket line. Your plane leaves at midnight, don’t be late,” Jim responded and then immediately hung up.

I didn’t have long to pack my meager belongings before the limo arrived to take me to LAX. Waiting for me in the backseat was a file folder with the breakdown of information about my next assignment. After getting in the limo, I grabbed the file and browsed through it briefly. I figured I would have plenty of time to read through it more fully on the flight. I was finally making it to Paris. I wondered what it would be like this time of year!
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Once I was seated in First Class, I opened the file folder and began reading again. I would be working for the Kincaid family. The son, Ronin Kincaid, would actually be my assignment. 

The paperwork that I had on him said that Ronin was a twenty-three-year-old male who was in his senior year at the local university. Ronin had been in some scrapes throughout his youth, but his father was able to keep him out of jail and expunge his record so that it looked like Ronin was a well-rounded individual who was going places.

Mr. Kincaid had requested that I help Ronin learn some hand-to-hand techniques to help him protect himself better. I would have to see how Ronin was physically first in order to create a program that would best fit his needs. 

When my eyes grew heavy, I asked the flight attendant for a pillow and a blanket and shut my eyes for a bit. I was awakened by someone shaking me and asking, “Sir are you alright?”

I looked around, struggling to figure out where I was at first. When I realized I was on a plane, I answered, “Yes I am fine, it was just a nightmare, sorry for disturbing anyone.”

“You were starting to yell out and I was concerned you were hurt, which is why I woke you up,” the flight attendant explained.

“I’m fine. Once again, I’m sorry if I disturbed anyone,” I responded.

“We should be arriving at our destination in about an hour. Please try to rest some more. The pilot will be coming over the intercom in forty-five minutes to put the seat belt sign on.” She spoke with a gentle smile.

I did as she suggested and this time was nightmare free.


Chapter Two

Ronin
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I was sitting at my desk in my room working on some of my Christmas break work for my college classes.

“Ronin, can you come down here please, your mother and I would like to talk to you,” my father called up the stairs.

I sighed, as I wanted to finish off what I was doing, before calling back down the stairs, “Let me finish what I am doing and then I will be down, Dad,”

“No, Ronin you need to come downstairs right now. This is very important,” he yelled. I put my pen down and got up from my desk. 

Running down the stairs two at a time, I was hoping this wouldn’t take long. I sauntered into my dad’s office where both he and my mom were sitting. Their conversation stopped completely when I entered the room. 

“Sit down, son.” My dad looked at me and motioned to a chair.

At this point, I was annoyed and I got an attitude with him. “I’d rather stand.”

“Ronin enough with your snarky attitude. Either sit down now or you can get out—without any financial help from your mother and I,” my dad spoke angrily.

I could tell from the look on my father’s face he was serious. I finally sat down and asked, “What did you want to talk about?”

I glared at my dad as I waited for him to talk. 

He looked over at my mom first to
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