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    Sometimes you have to go home again.


    When Bryce Edwards left Minnesota for the bright lights of Hollywood ten years ago, he was determined not to look back. He’s built a solid acting career through his own hard work and talent. But when he finds himself unemployed right before Christmas, the memories he’s been ignoring start to rise up and annoy him.


    Maybe it’s time to take a different approach; maybe it’s time to confront his past and not just use it as motivation for his next angsty scene. If he can make peace with what happened back then— the small-town bigots who drove him away, and his first boyfriend who refused to leave with him— maybe he’ll be free to move on to something better. He’s not sure what “something better” will look like, but he’s finally ready to get on a plane, go home, and find out.
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  Chapter One


  Bryce Edwards let his gaze drift toward Scott, who stood four feet away, breathing hard and toweling his sweaty face with his T-shirt. God, that man was good looking. The bright light gleamed off his sweat-slick bare shoulders and made his blond hair into a white halo around his strong features. He was sex on legs, a walking dream if you were a woman, or gay.


  Which Bryce was. He didn’t turn his head too far, though, keeping the angle open rather than looking all the way around at Scott. Bryce was a pro, and the point was for the camera to catch his longing, his desire, with Scott in the shot behind him. The way to make that seem real was to feel it. Which wasn’t that hard.


  Scott was exactly his type, looks-wise anyway. A decade ago, that tired, blond runner Bryce was watching could have been Cody, toweling off after an hour pounding along the gravel road behind the farm. At least, it could’ve been if Cody had worked his upper body a lot more in the gym, and if he’d ever paid two hundred dollars for a haircut. Bryce managed to keep that amused thought from showing on his face. Cody would have been horrified at the waste of money.


  Focus, dammit.


  He tilted his head, let his angled gaze drift over Scott’s half-clothed form, as Scott stretched through a cool-down routine. His own character in this movie was secretly in love with the straight boy, which wasn’t that different from being in love with the closeted boy. Lots of yearning, lots of heartache. He remembered how that went, used it now. I wish just once he’d smile at me in public and really mean it. I wish he’d look at me the way I look at him.


  On cue, Scott laughed, turned, caught sight of Bryce. Their eyes met for a count of one, and two, and then Bryce dropped his gaze, and made his expression as blank as he could. He kept his eyes on the toes of his boots, but Scott was a pro too. Uncertainty and worry would show in his expression, in his body language.


  “Cut!” Malberg, the director, took a couple of steps, reached down to his chair and picked up his tablet. He’d been messing with the damned thing between takes all morning. Now he stared down at it for a minute, then looked back up at them. “We’ll call that a wrap.”


  Scott raised an eyebrow. “Only one take? Was it that perfect?”


  Malberg shook his head. “You let me worry about that. One hour break, people. Eat, drink lots of fluids, get back here looking pretty in one hour.”


  If that was really all they were doing with this scene, though, then Bryce was done for the day. The afternoon scenes were scheduled to be Scott meeting the girl who was his love interest, and co-demon hunter. Chronologically, they came a week before the little bit of byplay they’d just filmed. Scott’s character would meet “Linda” out running, and hit it off. Bryce’s character was in for a lot of heartache.


  The unprecedented single take bothered him, but at least he was done standing around sweating in full uniform. He pulled off his jacket gratefully. Even though it was December, the sun was unseasonably hot and the reflectors didn’t help one bit. Back home the weather would be grey and cold. He’d heard Minnesota might get some snow this week. He suddenly missed the change of seasons desperately. Ten years in L.A. were nine bland, boring winters too many.


  He jumped as Scott clapped him on the shoulder. “Hey, dude, I guess you nailed that.”


  “Thanks. You too.” At least his ten years of Hollywood experience let him give the kid a warm smile, despite the fact that he hated to be called “dude.”


  “Yeah. Anyone would think you really were gay.”


  They exchanged a look that held just a glint of irony. DADT, Hollywood style. Pretty much everyone knew Bryce was gay, but he took girls out now and then to public events, and kept it mostly under wraps. Funny, in a way, to think that ten years ago he’d come to L.A. to let his freak flag fly and make movies. And now, despite the openness of California in general, and L.A. in particular, he was more in the closet than he’d been when he left home. Because it turned out you could be a blatantly out gay actor, or play straight he-man heroes, but not both.


  A wardrobe assistant came and took the jacket from him, and he let go of it gratefully. As he turned away, looking forward to getting back into his own T-shirt and shorts, Malberg called over to him, “Edwards. Meeting first. My trailer.”


  There was nothing obviously wrong with that, but the man’s tone sent little fingers of apprehension down Bryce’s spine. “Now?”


  “Yeah. Go wait for me, I’ll be right there.”


  He mustered all the nonchalance he could. “Sure. I’ll just grab a water.” He detoured to pick up a cold bottle, wet with condensation, and poured half the contents down his throat as he walked the necessary fifty yards. The wonderful shock of chilled liquid made him shudder and relax, but his tension ramped up again as he stood waiting beside the trailer door.


  He’d already had his character tweaked twice, as the writers tried to make the pic more commercial. He’d had his hair shaved when he was switched from ex-Army to a serving Marine. Contact lenses took his eyes from light blue to shockingly green. Three completed scenes had hit the metaphorical cutting room floor. He wasn’t sure he wanted to know what came next.


  He kept his stance casual and easy as Malberg approached, and tried for a bit of Zen. Repeating scenes was just extra work, not a problem. This was his big break. He was making twice as much for this picture as he’d ever made in his life, and the star power of the leads would give it some legs. There might be sequels. “Hot out here today,” he said casually as Malberg dug in a pocket for his keys.


  “Yeah. C’mon in. Have a seat.” Malberg pointed at a chair, and pulled the door shut behind them.


  Bryce glanced around as he sat in the nearest wooden chair. It was just the two of them, without the writing team. Maybe this was something different. “What’s up?”


  “So.” Malberg moved behind his desk and eased his bulk into his upholstered seat with a soft grunt. He set his tablet on top of some papers, tapped it on and frowned. “I want you to know you’re doing good work. You’re a… consummate professional.” He said the words as if he’d read them somewhere and looked pleased with himself. His eyes didn’t meet Bryce’s.


  “Thank you.” But you didn’t bring me in here just two weeks into shooting the picture to tell me that.


  “And we will of course pay you the full amount of your contract.”


  That wasn’t just little chilly fingers but a whole bucket of water in the face. “For what? We have a long way to go.”


  “No.” Malberg finally looked straight at him, his gaze cool. “I got the final emails just now. There has been a decision, at multiple levels, to replace your character in the storyline.”


  “Replace?” He wasn’t sure if the word actually passed his lips. He cleared his throat. “But… that takes half the conflict out of the story. The tension. The whole romantic subplot rests on the way Kenner’s torn between his love for Linda and the pull he’s always felt toward other men, toward—”


  “We changed that.” Malberg cut him off. “The love triangle character will now be a woman. A female Army Sergeant. It’s perfect for the mood of the country right now.” He put his elbows on the desk and leaned forward. “This isn’t the time to push a gay agenda. We can appeal to women, to the patriotic crowd, and yet it’s edgy because she’s serving and enlisted. She’ll be played tough, older than Kenner, but with a soft side too.”


  “Gay agenda?” He’d gotten stuck back there somehow. “That’s not what this was.”


  “Whatever you want to call it. The backers were worried it wouldn’t go over well.”


  “Brokeback Mountain was huge.”


  “We’re aiming for a different market segment. This isn’t a drama. It’s action, paranormal, with romance on the side.”


  “But—”


  “Now, Bryce, you know how these things go. A female Sergeant is a stroke of genius. It picks up almost the same demographic as a gay sub-plot but without pissing anyone off. It’s perfect.”


  He gritted his teeth, and tried to speak reasonably through the ringing in his ears. “One guy, two women is boring. It’s been done a thousand times.”


  “But this is a twist. She’s going to be almost as tough as he is. She’s going to kick serious ass in some of those demon-fighting scenes. And she can wear fatigues, not high heels and leather. She’ll be All-American.”


  I was supposed to kick ass. “Fans of the book will be unhappy.”


  “Frankly, Edwards, they’re not a big concern. The writers are excited about this, and so am I.”


  Of course they are. They get to write new shit. And it will be shit.


  Malberg sat back in his chair and frowned, even though Bryce was sure he hadn’t said a word out loud. “More importantly, so are the backers. Your character is out. But we’ll pay you the full contracted amount, and I’ll tell anyone who asks that you’ve been professional, on time, and easy to work with. Think of it this way—you’ll get paid for this job and still be free to go out and land another part. It’s like being paid double.”


  Bryce swallowed hard, fighting back the protest that wanted to escape. It wasn’t fucking fair! He’d done his best work and more for the last two weeks. This was his big break. The part was perfect for him, and he was right for the part. He clenched his jaw until it hurt.


  Nothing he could do. Nothing he could say. The man was right. There was simply no way for him to change their decision once it was made, which it clearly had been. All he could do was maintain his dignity and his reputation and keep doors open.


  He thought it was perhaps the best performance of his life when he stood, easily and smoothly. When he held out his hand with an expression as close to a smile as he could manage. When he said, “Well, it’s been an honor and an education working with you. I hope to have the chance again someday.”


  Malberg’s damp fingers closed on his own for an instant. “Likewise. Have your agent get in touch with accounting and we’ll sort out the paperwork. And hey, you’ll get a bit of a Christmas vacation. Time off for the holidays instead of putting in the crazy hours. Lucky guy.”


  He even managed to swallow that bit of hypocrisy and say, “Yeah. Lucky me. Maybe I’ll go skiing.”


  “Well.” Malberg’s gaze slid away from him. “Best of luck to you.”


  “Thanks.” He put his hand on the back of the chair, pushed it into place, a little harder than he should have. There was a flicker of something in Malberg’s face that might have been anxiety. Bryce realized that Malberg was twenty years older, half a foot shorter and far less fit, and for a moment it was tempting to loom over him and throw a fit. But only for a moment. Not worth the fallout.


  He left the trailer, without even slamming the door. In fact, he made it through changing clothes, turning in his costume, picking up his personal stuff from the hotel and putting everything in his car, all the details of shedding the role of his life. He did it without so much as one swearword. Of course, he wasn’t sure he knew any words that fit.


  The only bright side was that he’d insisted on driving his own car. So even though the shoot was well into the countryside, out of the studio line, he didn’t have to wait around for production to arrange a ride home to L.A. for him. After leaving the hotel, he drove back past the location in his ten-year-old hatchback. Around a bend in the road, he caught sight of Scott heading toward the old barn where the afternoon’s shooting schedule would begin. Scott tilted his head, laughing at something the prop manager had said. He was stripped to the waist again, skin already spritzed and glistening, all blond and fit and perfect.


  For a moment, Bryce flashed back to that old yearning that used to hit him when he caught sight of Cody. That Jesus-I-want-him feeling, all tangled up with can’t-have, don’t-dare. Then a scrawny stand of trees came between him and the barn, and he turned his attention back to the road. He’d been over Cody for years, and Scott was just one more straight guy with a pretty face. It was losing the job that had him feeling so hollow right now.


  He’d thought about pulling over to call his agent at the first truck stop, but he drove on by. Something about being behind the wheel was relaxing, even when the wheel was steering a Mazda with as much rust as paint. He could pretend that driving that was all he was supposed to do. No difficult conversations, no thinking, no posturing and pretending and schmoozing. Just him and the car and the road, mile after mile.


  Unfortunately they weren’t on location in Outer Mongolia, so less than two hours later he began hitting traffic. His apartment was still fifteen miles away. Or an hour of drive time. L.A. wouldn’t look that big to a viewer from outer space, but getting pretty much anywhere from anywhere else was a character-building test of patience. He slowed, slowed again, slotted into a tiny space between a truck and a new BMW, ignoring the Beemer-driver’s peevish honk on the horn. Traffic crawled along, mile by clogged mile.


  He finally pulled into his parking space, and paused in his building lobby to pick up his mail, noting irritably that the lobby door still didn’t latch right. He climbed the stairs, unlocked his door, flicked the feeble window air conditioner on. And stopped.


  Literally stopped, there in the corner of his living room, in front of the one window that didn’t look out on brickwork, with a stack of pizza fliers and discount-store coupons in his hand. The papers fluttered out of his stiff fingers and landed on the threadbare carpet, and he hardly saw them.


  The AC rattled. The mid-afternoon sun streamed in below the half-raised blind. On the other side of the wall he could hear the garbled soundtrack of the tele-novella his neighbor watched. The faint smell of garlic told him she’d started cooking one of the home-made meals her husband demanded. He stood there, staring at the faded blue paint on the wall, at nothing, at his life.


  He’d given up Cody for this. Given up being out and proud, whether he had any hope of Cody or not. Given up home and family and friends and four seasons and goddamn snowmobiles for this. Ten years of casting calls and portfolio shoots and bit parts. Ten years of random minimum wage jobs and below-minimum wage jobs, with no hope of better because he had to be ready to ditch them at a moment’s notice for three days on set here, or a week there.


  When he’d walked out that door two weeks ago, he’d told himself that he’d finally made it. He’d given that old sagging couch the finger, and promised it would soon be best friends with the dumpster. The script had been great, the part had a little substance, and the potential for the franchise to hit big was like nothing he’d had within reach before.


  He choked back a damp laugh. He’d imagined “Bryce Edwards as Cameron Grey” action figures, for fuck’s sake. Lunch boxes. He said it aloud, chuckling at his own ego. “Cameron Grey T-shirts. Grey-Hunter toy swords. Halloween costumes. Coffee mugs. Cameron Grey autographed posters. Well, now the sidekick stuff’ll be what? Camilla Grey? Candy Grey?”


  He could imagine them deciding calling a female Army Sergeant “Candy” might make her more appealing to some demographic. The stripper audience, maybe.


  He pressed his fingers to his lips. Small sounds escaped past his fingertips. He pretended they were chuckles and snorts of laughter. Candy Grey. Stripped down to her Army boots, no doubt. Until they change her to a Marine and put her in heels. He pressed harder against his mouth, until his lips hurt against his teeth and he made no sounds at all.


  He battled for control, standing in his living room, and eventually won it. He was twenty-nine. He’d dealt with a lot worse shit than losing a part, especially a part he’d still get paid for. He straightened his shoulders, pulled in a long, slow breath, and got out his phone. Nancy was at the top of his speed dial.


  “Bryce. I was going to call you.” His agent’s voice was full of false cheer.


  Sure you were. But Nancy had always done her best for him. “I take it you heard, then?”


  “About them changing the role to a woman? Yeah, I just did. That sucks. No way you’re going to keep the part even if you strap on a pair of falsies and tuck for all you’re worth.”


  “You would know.”


  There was a moment of silence. He ran a hand over his still-unfamiliar buzzed hair and sighed. “Sorry.”


  “Honeybun, I can teach you if you want to give it a try.” Nancy’s tone was sharp.


  “No, really, don’t mind me.”


  “Well.” Her tones eased back to something softer. “I’m sorry. I really thought this was the one. But you still get the thirty thou and they’re not even being assholes about it. That’s something.”


  “That’s a lot. I know.” Thirty thousand dollars. Even with Nancy’s cut and taxes and all the bills he had waiting for attention, it was more money than he’d ever made. Scott had reputedly been getting a cool half-mil, but Scott had the name and the face and the blazing career. Thirty thousand was still a lot, and it put his base price up for the next job. He should be pleased. He was pleased.


  “I’ll put the word out that you’re available, Bryce. See what comes up. And I’ll find some calls to send you on. I’m sure you’ll get new work soon. You’re gorgeous, you’re a damned good actor, and baby, you look fine since you bulked up for this part.”


  “Thanks.” He’d always kept his body in top shape, knowing it was a sales point that could and did win him roles, but he’d usually gone for a leaner look. To play Cameron Grey, Army, er, Marine Sergeant, he’d spent a month in the gym building arms and shoulders. Wasted time, apparently, unless he wanted to date his married agent. “Don’t let Greg hear you say that.”


  “Greg thinks you look hot too.”


  He’d forgotten that her husband was bi. Maybe he could date Greg.


  “So, hon, try to relax, all right? Worry makes wrinkles. I’ll find you something good any day now.”


  “No.” He was surprised to hear the word, not even sure he’d said it aloud.


  But Nancy said, “What?”


  “Wait on that, just a couple of weeks. I think…” He paused, trying to pin down the thoughts tangled in his brain.


  He’d done this, how many times before? Picked himself up when something went wrong, dusted off and gone back to work. He knew how it went. He didn’t expect anything from anyone. No favors, no help he hadn’t paid for, no quarter. He was going to make it to the top anyway. But for some reason this setback, today, had stopped him short. It felt like the solid rock under his feet had turned to shifting sand. He was off balance.


  He needed, well, something. Something to ground him, maybe. “I want to go home for the holidays.”


  “Home? But… isn’t it two years since your folks passed, Bryce?”


  “Yeah.” He kept his voice flat.


  Nancy softened hers. “You’re welcome to have the holiday dinner with us again, like last year.”


  Bryce winced, glad she was at the other end of a phone and couldn’t see it. “That’s kind of you. Was kind, thank you.” He wasn’t doing that again. On the holidays, Nancy threw open her home to friends with nowhere else to go. Most weren’t her clients. There had been quite a few members of the queer community there last Christmas, and after a few glasses of wine they’d begun trading reasons why they weren’t welcome back home. The tone had varied between amused, cynical, and bitter. Bryce had sat in the shadows and hugged himself, torn between the sweet pain of knowing that at least his parents had accepted and loved him, and the deep, hard ache of knowing he’d never see them again. He hadn’t said much, but Nancy had found him later. Their slow, quiet talk had taken her from just his kindly agent to a real friend, but no, not doing that again. “There are other people I’d like to see, back where I grew up in Minnesota. The house I lived in, my old school and hockey, you know, and real snow, and, and…”


  The need suddenly came into focus. And Cody. They hadn’t kept in touch, but he suddenly wanted to see Cody, even if he really had married Sue Anderson and produced a peewee-hockey team. There was all this stuff about Cody and how they’d split up that Bryce realized he’d shoved down deep in a box inside his head and tried not to look at since he left Minnesota, and it felt like now, after ten years for God’s sake, the box was spilling open.


  Was he really as over Cody as he’d told himself? He’d thought so, believed he’d moved on. But if so, why was everything reminding him of Cody now? He needed to know for sure. If he walked up to that farmhouse door and knocked… it suddenly seemed like he’d done that a hundred times, but he knew that was the echo of half-remembered dreams and nightmares. In Bryce’s sleep, sometimes Cody opened the door, sometimes he smiled, sometimes he turned and slammed the door in his face.


  He needed to go there and find out. Would Cody push him away one more time? Were there a dozen little Codylets running around on the old farm, or had he given up the dream he’d dumped Bryce for? Was there anything but bitter ashes left between them? His stomach lurched at the thought, but looking around his bare little apartment, it seemed like everything here was temporary, like he was still waiting for his real life to start. “I want to go back. Just until New Year’s.”


  “Let me get this straight. It’s December, you live in L.A., and you want to visit Minnesota?”


  “Yup. I do.”


  “Bryce, you didn’t get hit in the head in one of those fight scenes, did you?”


  “The fight scenes that will now get written over with some replacement chick kicking ass?” He eased off on the bitterness. “No. I just need a break. A couple of weeks.”


  “All right. It’s going to be pretty dead around here over the holidays anyway, and if something perfect does come up, there are such things as airplanes. Have fun and come back all rested and ready to fight.”


  “Sure.”


  “Keep in touch. Don’t fall through any frozen ponds or let some hockey player smash your teeth out or anything, right?”


  “I’ll try to avoid it.”


  “For what it’s worth—” Her tone lowered, almost below her feminine register— “I think they’re making a big mistake. You and Scott had real chemistry together in your scenes in Fletcher’s Luck. They’re wasting that bromance carryover. Some tits-and-ass planting her high heels in a demon’s gut won’t make up for that.”


  “They’re keeping her Army, I heard. No heels.”


  Nancy snorted. “Yeah, like that’ll last past the next rewrite. A hundred bucks says she ends up a Catwoman clone.”


  He felt just a little better. “You’re not getting any more of my money.”


  “You know I’m right, huh? Take care, hon.”


  He put the phone on the charger, and turned his attention to packing. It was a good distraction. He had more clothes than anything else in the apartment, and choosing how to dress for a trip back in time kept him busy for most of an hour. He wavered between trying to look his very best, and trying to fit back in, and in the end pulled out all the fancy shirts and silk sweaters and went for comfort. Denim and warm sweatshirts, mostly. He wasn’t going back to impress anyone, least of all Cody, and failing to dress for Minnesota winters just made you look stupid. In the end, though, he couldn’t resist throwing his best-fitting pair of jeans back in, purely for morale purposes.


  Searching online for a ticket and committing to the god-awful two-weeks-to-Christmas price used up another thirty minutes. He checked his bank balance twice before hitting the button. It wasn’t that he couldn’t afford it, but it was hard to pull even an extra penny out of that hard won account. He slid the cursor over the purchase link resolutely and clicked it. Which left only a day and a half for him to live through as Bryce Edwards, failed demon-hunter, before he stepped on the plane to go home.


  Chapter Two


  Bryce stretched his back out, arching and working his shoulders in circles as he waited on the sidewalk outside the Lindbergh terminal. He was pleased to realize he wasn’t shivering or huddling in his coat. Hell, here he was, fresh from years in L.A., and he clearly hadn’t lost his Minnesota roots because he didn’t feel half as cold as he’d expected. He pushed the hood of his sweatshirt down, and turned toward the oncoming traffic.


  After a few minutes, a shuttle-van with the correct logo pulled up near him and the driver got out and came over. “Mr. Edwards?”


  “Yup.”


  “Welcome to Minnesota. Let me get your bags.”


  Bryce pointed at the big roller-bag and his carry-on. No doubt he’d over-packed, but it’d been something to keep him busy. “Sorry it’s so heavy.”


  “Not a problem, sir. You go ahead and get in, although it’s nice weather today, yeah? You’d never know it was December.”


  “Right.” He got in, resisting the impulse to take off his jacket to show just how not-cold he was too, just like any other Minnesotan. Hah.


  He’d sprung for the two hundred bucks for a private shuttle ride. For one thing, if he’d missed his Phoenix connection the alternative flight would have arrived late in the evening. For another, it was easier to ride alone, pretending to be worried he might be recognized by fans, than to admit that no one on a group shuttle was likely to know who the hell he was. At least, the front seat was comfortable, and the driver pulled out easily onto the highway, apparently willing to stay quiet.


  He stared out the window, seeing generically familiar suburbs go by, Target alternating with Wal-Mart, Cub Foods with Costco. About twenty minutes south of the airport they finally left the city behind. The grey leafless trees and bare fields were oddly soothing.


  “First time in Minnesota?” the driver asked cheerfully.


  “Nope.” He slouched further in the seat, stretching out his legs in relief at the space. Airplanes had become modern torture devices. Someday a guy his height was going to snap and simply refuse to sit there with his chin on his knees the whole way. At which point, no doubt the TSA would haul the poor sap off to Gitmo confinement, never to be seen again. “I grew up here,” he added eventually.


  “Well, welcome back then.”


  “Thanks.” He closed his eyes to slits to discourage further comments. Through his lashes he watched the hazy drift of clouds across the pale blue of the winter sky. Somewhere along the smooth freeway south, worn out by a couple of sleepless nights, he drifted off.


  He was woken by an unfamiliar voice saying, “Mr. Edwards? Mr. Edwards?”


  He tried to jump up, thinking somehow he was due on the set, and was jerked back to reality by the tightening of the seatbelt across his chest. The van was parked in a circular driveway, in front of a very familiar house.


  “Beaux Arbres B&B,” the driver said, pronouncing it like “Box Arbs.”


  Bryce unbuckled and got out, eyes on the house, taking in the changes to the old Peterson place since he’d seen it last. The weathered siding was now a pristine off-white, the fancy gingerbread trim was no longer gap-toothed, the sagging porch had been straightened and enlarged, with a screened section wrapping around the south side of the first floor. He’d seen pictures online, of course, when he’d decided to stay here instead of the Best Western in town, but the reality felt different.


  There was an odd impossibility to being here, actually standing in front of it. Through all his teen years, this place had been one of the constants, dingy, old, weathering into decay. He and Cody had chased each other through the abandoned orchard, and even spent an hour or three on the floor of that porch behind the rusted screen door, scandalizing the ghosts of Petersons past. Knowing it had changed and seeing it were a heartache apart. What had looked online like a nicely-renovated Victorian B&B now became a piece of his childhood warped all out of recognition.


  He almost told the driver he’d changed his mind, but the man had already opened the back door and was lifting out his bigger case. So Bryce let him take his bags to the foot of the front
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  BMW: Bayerische Motoren Werke Aktiengesellschaft Corp.


  Calvin and Hobbes: Universal Press Syndicate Corp.


  Camry: Toyota Motor Corp.


  Charlie Brown: Peanuts Worldwide, LLC


  Costco: Costco Wholesale Membership, Inc.


  Cub Foods: Cub, Inc.


  Elmer Fudd: Time Warner Entertainment Company, L.P.


  Explorer: Ford Motor Company Corp.


  Facebook: Facebook, Inc.


  Jaguar: Jaguar Cars, Ltd.


  Jedi: Lucasfilm Ltd. Corp.


  Krusty the Clown: Twentieth Century Fox Film Corp.


  Learjet: Learjet, Inc.


  Lexus: Toyota Motor Corp.


  Mall of America: MOAC Mall Holdings, LLC


  Mazda: Mazda Motor Corp.


  Miata: Mazda Motor Corp.


  Perrier-Jouët: Champagne Perrier-Jouët Société Anonyme, Sa


  Pontiac: General Motors Corp.


  Snickers: Mars, Inc.


  Starbucks: Starbucks Corp.


  Target: Target Brands, Inc.


  Twitter: Twitter, Inc.


  U of M: Regents of the University of Minnesota Corp.


  Underoos: Union Underwear Company, Inc.


  Wal-Mart: Wal-Mart Stores, Inc.


  Yoda: Lucasfilm Ltd. Corp.


  YouTube: Google, Inc.
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