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Chapter 1

“Trust the harness. I know we adjusted it so
that your arms are pretty fully extended, and that it seems like
you’re hanging by the belt, but really, you’re safe. I promise.”
Mike, the stunt coordinator, tried to reassure Thad Blanchard.
“Even if you let go of the belt entirely, you’ll be fine. We’ll
just reset and film the sequence again.

“And how do I stop?” Thad asked. He was
outfitted in ripped jean, a grimy t-shirt, and muddy sneakers.
Oblique sunlight accentuated his sharp cheekbones and the planes of
his face. The premise of the scene involved him escaping his
enemies by an impromptu zipline slide down an anchoring cable from
an electrical tower.

“Just go with the flow. You’ll probably be
traveling too fast to land on your feet. We dug up the ground
around the end and lined it with pine mulch, Chances are you’ll
just drag to a stop on your knees or butt.” Mike handed him the
belt. “Whenever you’re ready.”

Thad took a long look at the steel cable
leading away from the bridge. He’d done some wire work on a
previous film, but not this high off the ground. Nothing like
having a reputation for doing most of your own stunts to put you in
a quandary when you were uncertain. If he did chicken out, the
director would undoubtedly come up with a work around involving his
rarely used stunt double. Now was the time to suck it up and just
do it.

He gripped the belt tightly in one hand,
flung it over the wire so he could grab the opposite end and
jumped. The harness yanked against his thighs, waist and crotch as
he skidded down the cable, body twisting in the wind. After the
first second of near panic, Thad relaxed enough to enjoy the
adrenaline rush.

He was heading for the anchor point of the
wire pretty damn fast. What were the chances he could manage to get
his feet under him and run to a stop? Tightening his stomach
muscles and lifting his legs, he made an attempt to make sure his
feet were aimed in the right direction.

It didn’t help.

His feet may have hit the ground first, but
instantly he was off balance and skidding on one knee and finally
ended up dragging across the dirt and mulch on his right side until
he came to a stop. He hung from the cable with half his body on the
ground, and the director yelled “Cut!”

Thad made a fumbling attempt to stand. Two
assistants hurried out to help him unhook the harness from the
cable.

“Everything good?” one of them asked.

“I’m in one piece. I guess that’s all that
counts.”

~

Devon Bryant unknotted his tie as he came
into the house he and Thad rented in the L.A. area while Thad was
filming his most recent movie. This was the first time they had
tried to maintain a home on each coast. So far, Devon wasn’t
feeling it was a rousing success. Maybe seeing his partner for a
few minutes a day was better than not at all, but ninety-nine
percent of the time those few minutes were right before Thad
toppled into bed exhausted. There needed to be a better plan.

Heading in the direction of the bedroom,
Devon heard the shower running. Unless they had a surprise
break-in, that probably meant Thad was home. It was barely past
dinner-time too. Devon walked into the bathroom. He could see
Thad’s wet body through the glass of the shower stall, the thin
lean muscles and narrow hips, short cut dark hair and angular jaw.
“You’re home early.”

Thad gave him a half-smile. “Since they got
me ziplining down a steel cable in one shot, I wangled for leaving
early so I could clean up in something other than that
claustrophobically tiny shower in my trailer.”

“Do you have to go back tonight?” Night
shoots were yet one more complication of Thad’s schedule.

“Nope.”

“Good. I’ll be in the bedroom. Join me when
you’re done?”

“Gladly.”

Devon went back into the bedroom, hung his
tie over the door and toed off his shoes. Seeing Thad naked and wet
in the shower stirred lust in him. The question would be, did Thad
share that or was exhaustion in charge again. Devon sat on the bed,
legs stretched out in front of him, and took advantage of the time
to check and see if the client he was wooing to buy a sculpture had
emailed him with any questions. The answer was yes, asking about
dimensions.

Thad came into the bedroom, towel wound
around his waist. “Getting some work done?”

“Sort of.” Devon set his phone on the
nightstand, more or less out of reach.

Thad dropped the towel to the floor and
crawled up the length of the bed to Devon. “Is it going to be a
problem if I get you wet? I mean your clothes.”

Devon chuckled. “You can get me wet in any
way you like.”

Thad straddled Devon’s thighs and leaned in
to kiss Devon.

Devon wrapped his arms around Thad, pulling
his partner tight against his body. He slid his hands down Thad’s
sides to his hips, reveling in smooth damp skin. A shiver went
through Thad and Thad pressed his forehead to Devon’s shoulder.

“You okay?” Devon asked, picking up on the
sudden tension in Thad’s body.

Thad was silent for a long moment. “Sorry,
that’s just the first time all day that someone who actually gives
a damn about more than my net worth and marketability has touched
me.”

Slipping a finger under Thad’s chin, Devon
tipped Thad’s face up to look at him. “I’m sorry I didn’t get up at
four in the morning to kiss you goodbye.”

“You shouldn’t have to. You’re the one who’s
out here on the west coast at my request.”

“Uh-uh, don’t think that way. We said we were
going to do our damnedest to make this work. I love you and if it
takes a while to figure out a routine, so be it. Can you tell the
director you need a personal sanity day? Or even stretch the truth
and tell them your asthma is threatening to act up?”

“Maybe.”

“In the meantime, you don’t have to be
anywhere until tomorrow, right?” Devon traced a finger across
Thad’s lips.

“True.”

“So, how bout you give me two minutes to get
undressed and we spend the rest of the evening in bed?”

“You know you’re a key component to keeping
my head together,” Thad said

“Good.”

Thad scooted back and sat cross-legged on the
bed while Devon stripped. Devon gently pushed Thad backward and
stretched out on top of Thad, most of his upper body weight
supported on his forearms. He kissed Thad thoroughly. Thad wound a
leg around one of Devon’s. Slowly Devon, nibbled his way down his
lover’s chest to his belly then lower. He licked up the length of
Thad’s now rigid prick, teasing the tip before going down on his
lover. Thad squirmed, rocking his hips. Devon put one hand on
Thad’s hipbone, restraining him just enough to control the depth of
the blow job. He enjoyed giving one to Thad but did have his gag
limits.

“Close,” Thad whispered, his voice breathy
and strained.

Watching Thad come undone was beautiful. The
way he bit his lip and the arch of his neck, showing the cords of
muscle was living art. Devon hummed in pleasure and felt the
pulsing spasm before he tasted the bitter salt of Thad’s come. He
swallowed and wiped his mouth on the sheet before nuzzling along
Thad’s belly button.

Thad crooked a finger, beckoning Devon
upward. He kissed Devon, at the same time curling his hand around
Devon’s cock. It only took a few strokes for Devon to blow his own
load across Thad’s hip.

“Love you,” Thad whispered.

Devon smiled. He stretched out beside Thad,
enjoying the warm relaxed body of his lover in his arms.

After snuggling for a while, Thad said. “I’m
hungry.”

“Bad habits. We always tend to put sex before
food.”

“I did tell Kyle to stock the kitchen well.
I’m sure we can come up with something to eat without having to go
out.”

“One of the perks of having a P.A.?”

“Think about it. If I didn’t have someone to
run all my errands and make sure emails got answered and all that
I’d never have time to sleep when I’m in the middle of a film.”

“Or have sex.”

Thad bit Devon lightly on the shoulder. “Just
think about what you’d be missing.”

~

Drowsy and relaxed, Thad cuddled in Devon’s
arms. “Okay, maybe this is the endorphins speaking but having you
here even if it’s only for ten days is better than three thousand
miles away.” Too many hours in his past week had been spent on set
and the stress level was creeping up.

“I definitely miss you when we’re apart for
days or longer.” Devon traced a circular path on Thad’s arm with a
fingertip, and he nuzzled into his partner’s thick blond shoulder
length hair.

“What’s your day look like tomorrow?” A
feeling of longing, wrapped in a fragment of desperation snaked
through Thad.

“I’m supposed to have lunch with a local
gallery owner so we can talk about a potential trade. I have a
painting he thinks he can move and he has a vase I think might
appeal to one of my regular buyers.”

“Anything else?”

“Just email, skyping with Karla and some
paperwork,” Devon said.

“Come meet me at the location in the
afternoon. They’re planning on filming the last thirty or so feet
of the zip-line slide so they have a reasonable close up and a shot
of me landing on my feet this time.”

“This time? As opposed to…”

“Earlier today, when going a million miles an
hour, my deceleration involved a seriously less than graceful skid
across the dirt on my side.” Thad remembered every moment of that
drag across the ground.

Devon ran a hand down along the curve of
Thad’s butt. “I don’t see any damage.”

“No damage, just lots of dirt.”

Devon grinned. “Do I get to see the version
where you practically face plant?”

“I’m sure I could get someone to show it to
you.”

More soberly Devon asked. “Do you really want
me on set where people are apt to ask questions? We have been
playing this pretty close to the vest since the play and the
hospital visit and all.”

“I’m done with hiding my relationship with
you. That said, there’s a difference between going to the set and
going someplace super public. Yes, there will undoubtedly be some
paparazzi but there’s also security.” Thad was more than willing to
embrace a layer of protection between him and the photographers and
the fans.

“You need to be sure of this. The publicity
from before has more or less died away. Drugs, booze and non-stop
women are still more accepted that same sex relationships. And the
political climate is changing, not really for the better.”

“I know. I stand by what I said. No more
hiding.” Thad knew what he wanted. Now if only the rest of the
world would let him have it.

~

Thad flopped down in a chair in his trailer
and watched his personal assistant, Kyle, opening envelopes and
packages. It was lunch time and he had a break for the next half
hour or so.

“I vaguely understand the ones that gush




























































































cover.jpg





