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      “Hey, Blondie.”

      Adam Freeman showed the office manager his middle finger at the familiar and detested nickname and then crossed to the coffee machine. He was tired and just this side of irritable and Ross Jackson knew exactly which buttons to press to wind Adam up big time. Adam hoped the middle finger would be enough to get Ross to shut up, but no such luck.

      “That kind of morning, eh?” Ross offered with a laugh. He sidled up to Adam and bumped shoulders, causing Adam to curse under his breath when hot coffee splashed his hand. “It’s only gonna get worse.”

      Adam needed this coffee. He lived on the opposite side of London from Bodyguards Inc., and the traffic on the motorway had been murder, even this early in the morning. He couldn’t fault the premises—a converted barn on the land of the manor house Kyle Monroe had inherited six years ago. But he could definitely fault having to battle every commuter in the city just to get his briefing.

      “How can anything be worse than an hour stuck on the M25?” Adam asked wryly. Then he really wished he hadn’t. Sitting down behind his immaculately tidy desk, Ross leaned back in his chair with his long legs in front of him and his hands behind his head. He was the picture of nonchalance yet had an air of knowing something that Adam didn’t.

      “The M25 is nothing on this. We had a call-in,” Ross said. “You’re up on a Pretty Boy job.”

      Adam closed his eyes and cursed. His absolute worst contracts involved being in charge of what Bodyguards Inc. labeled—off the record—as Pretty Boys. Actors, singers, and in a worst-case scenario, reality TV stars. Every one of them paid well, but dealing with celebrities who had more money than sense all because they epitomized ‘star’ was his idea of hell. The last job—Jesus—that X-Factor runner-up who demanded Adam call him ‘sir’. He'd kept dropping Simon Cowell’s name like he personally knew the guy. In addition, he was arrogant, narcissistic, and had the IQ of a snail. Adam was well out of that particular job.

      “Not only that,” Ross continued, “but it’s a science-fiction fantasy convention gig.”

      “Convention? Like Trekkies?” Adam couldn’t believe that he’d timed his life so poorly that he was going to be surrounded by people wearing fake ears and speaking Klingon.

      “No, like vampires and stuff.”

      Adam cursed and Ross just grinned. Bastard. “Is it too late to take some sick days?” Adam said.

      “Are you sick, Adam?” The new voice belonged to Kyle, boss and owner of Bodyguards Inc. His drawling American accent was so damn sexy and for a second Adam allowed himself to stare. Adam was fascinated by Kyle’s accent, and hell, he’d let Kyle charm him using just his voice, and maybe his large hands, any day he wanted. Pity the owner of Bodyguards Inc.—or BI as Kyle called it—was so gone on Ross, despite the fact his personal assistant remained oblivious to that fact.

      “No. I’m not sick,” Adam said. No point in lying. Kyle could spot a lie a mile off.

      “I have a job for you. I’m guessing Ross already gave you the heads-up? Star of an American TV series over here for a convention in London. He’s been receiving threats, had a near-miss with a car trying to run him down, and also had some objects left in his trailer on set.”

      “Objects?”

      Kyle peered at the list. “Antique knives on two separate occasions, four deliveries of red roses with thorns intact, and one dildo.”

      “So it’s a sex thing then?” Adam wasn’t surprised. Actors weren’t renowned for high moral standards. The guy involved probably slept with everyone and had encountered someone just slightly mentally unhinged. Still, that didn’t make terrorizing the man okay so Adam concentrated on the rest of the briefing.

      “The network has decided he needs tracking from airport to hotel, through the convention, and out the other side to the airplane home with a handover after one week in the US. This Friday through ten days to a Monday. Good money. You want it?”

      Adam considered his options here. If he could just push past the memories of past contracts with similar clients he would be fine. It crossed his mind that perhaps he should ask if there were anything else that he could do instead.

      “No chance of a nice industrial threat job? Or maybe I could work the desk for a week?” The joke fell flat as Ross narrowed his eyes at the question. No one went near the desk. That was Ross’s domain and no one else’s.

      Kyle shook his head. “Sorry, dude. This is the only new thing on the BI books today. Well, not exactly the only one, but Ed and Lorna both turned Pretty Boy down. So yeah, it’s mostly your decision. If you want it, say so, otherwise I’ll tell his management team no.” Kyle waited patiently for an answer, all serious and businesslike.

      “Why did no one else want the job?” Adam asked, suspicious of what he’d just heard. Kyle opened his mouth and then shut it again. Evidently the other close protection agents’ reasons wouldn’t be good ones. Ross dived in to help.

      “Lorna just got off a case and she’s recuperating, as you well know,” Ross explained. Like that explained why she wouldn’t take on one of her favorite kinds of cases.

      “I just got off a case as well,” Adam protested. A case involving an idiot, two guns, a case full of whisky, and a week of driving all over the bloody country. Not a good one at all.

      “Yes,” Ross said dryly, “but you weren’t shot at, Adam, and she was.”

      “Flimsy excuse. Bullet didn’t actually hit her,” Adam pointed out with a laugh. Gallows humor always worked best in these situations. He liked Lorna a lot; the feisty redhead was fun and damn good at her job. No one wanted to see her shot. Well, apart from her ex who had been served with a restraining order. “What about Ed?” He knew he was clutching at straws. Ed had seniority at BI, having been with Kyle since it started six years ago.

      “Ed said, and I quote, ‘I can’t deal with screaming fans.’” Ross shrugged. “You know he’s far too old and grumpy to deal with screaming women.”

      “He’s the same age as me,” Kyle observed. He sounded affronted and Adam hid a smile.

      “See? Old,” Ross joked. Adam watched the byplay with interest. His boss was so head over heels with Ross and Adam wondered how Ross could fail to see the hurt in Kyle’s eyes at the comment. Kyle was thirty-five or as near as, and Ross was only twenty-five… still, age was an irrelevant thing in Adam’s eyes. Ross was losing out; Kyle was a good man.

      “I’ll take the job,” Adam said, just to break the tension. Yes, he would do this. That was his job. He could manage ten days. Kyle tore his stare away from Ross and held out the folder with the information Adam would need. Taking the folder was implicit agreement that he would accept the job.

      Kyle disappeared into his office and slammed the door shut behind him. His hurt followed him like a cloud. Ross didn’t even look up from his desk.

      “Why do you do that?” Adam asked.

      “Do what?” Ross responded. The question was accompanied by a distracted frown.

      “Go on at Kyle about his age all the time.”

      Ross huffed. “It’s only a joke. He doesn’t care. Anyway, the other computer is all yours.” Evidently the discussion was over. Ross buried himself in other work, leaving Adam to get on with what he needed to do.

      There was always a strictly professional brief in the folders that Ross created and Kyle handed out. However, a good Google search often highlighted elements in the case that would be useful. Adam had four days until the client's plane landed at London Heathrow so he opened to file to build the foundation for the assignment.

      Even he couldn’t help but raise his eyebrows when he saw the guy he was being assigned to look after. Logan Brady was some high-class Pretty Boy material. Twenty-nine. Brunet. Actor. Those were the basics. Adam peered at the photo; he wasn’t sure if it was just the print resolution but Logan’s eyes were really stunning and an incredibly bright blue. His hair had a soft curl to it and was in one of those short, tousled cuts. He wasn’t smiling in the photo. He had that typical shot used for publicity where he was staring moodily at something just off-camera. There was red around his mouth so Adam scratched at the photo. Nope. It wasn’t coming off the photo. Reading the label explained a lot. ‘Night Cop - Vampire, Cop. Brother, Lover. Killer, Hero. Isaac.’.

      Okay. So Logan Brady played a guy called Isaac from one of these über-popular vampires-are-cool shows crossed with some kind of police procedural show. He was seriously nice eye candy. That part was going to be extremely easy to handle for ten days.

      Flicking through the pack, Adam pulled out pictures of the girlfriend, a blonde-haired green-eyed beauty who clung to Logan’s arm in the photos like a limpet to a rock. Logan wasn’t smiling in any of the photos. Whether paparazzi or studio shots, he appeared to use the patented cool-vampire stare for all of them. To Adam’s eyes he just looked permanently pissed off. But then the young girls liked that kind of thing, he supposed.

      A quick search had many more pictures, both the same vampire character and others going back maybe ten years to a fresh-faced Logan in some kind of teenage high school show. Adam didn’t exactly have his finger on the pulse of kids’ TV shows, nor did he watch anything with vampires in it, to be fair. But hell, if the stars all looked like this guy, then he may well change his mind. Seems vampires and pissed-off faces paid well; pictures of Logan’s house showed a small place in LA up in the hills, at least so the label to the photo said. There were paparazzi shots of Logan in his garden, Logan eating out at dinner, Logan swimming, Logan shopping. Jeez, Adam wouldn’t have been surprised to see pictures of the actor taking a shit.

      The fact that the paparazzi had snapped so many photos of this TV star was no surprise to Adam. Over three-quarters of BI cases were with people in the public eye, actors, politicians, the British aristocracy, and so many other high-profile people. Adam was never sure how they coped being out there for everyone to see, but then, he guessed the money helped.

      The information on the hit-and-run was sketchy. The internet had nothing apart from gossip and hearsay. Apparently a car had lost control and crossed the street, glancing the wall and coming to a stop next to Logan. Either the term ‘hit-and-run’ was not an appropriate one to use on this occasion, or the journalists hadn’t gotten the full story. Adam suspected the latter based on how the network now appeared to want to wrap their star in cotton wool.

      Ross crossed over and placed sheets of paper next to the open folder. He frowned. Gone was the man who called him Blondie. In his place was serious-Ross with a focused look.

      “Logan Brady’s manager sent over copies of the notes Logan’s been receiving. It’s not good. They’re all addressed to Isaac,” he said.

      “The character he plays on the show,” Adam confirmed.

      “Yeah. There’s also more information on the alleged hit-and-run. Logan is one lucky bastard that he wasn’t a human sandwich between two or three tons of SUV and a solid brick wall.” He left without further discussion, and curious, Adam rifled through the notes.

      Words jumped out at him from the different sheets of paper; love and hate and all the emotions in between. Celebrities received threats all the time; it was almost a way of life that once you were a ‘personality’ you attracted the crazy out of the woodwork. The last case he’d worked on for the Metropolitan Police had been a stalker case and the client said she received threats just as often as she received proposals of marriage.

      These notes were well written, the grammar was good, they were tidy, and Adam filed away that information as possibly useful. As to the content, there was nasty, vicious prose in one, wheedling love declarations in another, all written in the same hand and signed with the initials IR. Threats to kill Logan over some kind of relationship with an Annabelle? Adam checked the file. Annabelle wasn’t the girlfriend. A hunch had him checking the show listings. Annabelle was the heroine to Logan’s bad boy on the show, played by an actress named Marissa.

      So the same guy that professed love for Logan in one letter demonstrated an equally vicious hate in the next, all because Logan’s character had kissed Annabelle in an episode. Great, so he was dealing with a total nutjob then, an irrational person with severe pretend-life issues. The car accident details Ross brought over were far more detailed than those Adam found on the internet and he spent a while looking at photos. If the car hadn’t hit a street lamp then Logan would have been seriously hurt. The driver ran but what few witnesses there were had caught sight of a woman—short, slim, with blonde hair to her waist—fleeing the scene. There were no CCTV photos, either. Apparently whoever owned Logan’s contract at the studio wanted a lid kept on things.

      There was no indication that Adam had a bodyguard in the US, why did the guy’s manager think that he would need one on his visit to the UK? The probability that the perpetrator followed Adam from the US was slim. Then he reached the last note in the list. A simple two sentence missive that was written so tidily that it was a shock to read the actual words:

      “I’ll be at the convention in London. I can’t wait to meet the man who is the other half of me.”

      Ah. That explained the need for a bodyguard then.

      “Does he have a bodyguard in the US?”

      “Some kind of driver guy shadows him, but the network is getting serious and have brought someone in for you to do a handover in LA.”

      “And the cops? Do they have Logan Brady under surveillance?”

      “No. The agent said the cops felt it was nothing, not yet.” Adam knew where the cops were coming from, each district had a glut of certain crimes, and in LA it seemed maybe crimes against actors were the drug of choice. He knew the feeling of saying to someone, “I’m sorry, but until there is proof, until someone gets hurt, there is nothing we can do.” Still, these notes were pretty damn specific in what they were saying. As to hiring a bodyguard, BI often took on cases where the victims didn’t want police involved so that was nothing new.

      “Anyway, no cops. Whoever pays Pretty Boy’s wages wants it kept low-key. A vulnerable actor makes for a shit ‘heroic, in-your-face vampire cop’ and the show is, and I quote, ‘coming up for renewal’.”

      “A dead actor isn’t going to cut it much for renewal either,” Adam deadpanned.

      “I checked into the initials IR; the convention organizers are cooperating but no one on their lists matches up with those initials. There are a mix of UK, European, and US fans attending the convention. Not that we can narrow it down, the letters came from the UK, tracked through to an East London PO address in Greenwich so it could be anyone already here. No addresses in the convention database match though. There are fourteen hundred attendees; it’s a big pool of bodies, eighty-five percent of them female.”

      Adam looked down at the letters. Despite the statistics offered to him it would be foolish to accept at face value that a woman had written the letters. There was also no evidence that whoever wrote them would desire to drive a car straight at Logan. Nothing matched just yet and you couldn’t just cut out an entire gender based on assumption.

      Ross continued, “Logan Brady is staying at the Upton Levington Manor Hotel. It’s a suite with three bedrooms so you’re sleeping there. I booked it through from tonight so whoever got the contract can get sorted.”

      Adam closed the folder and knocked it once on the desktop to align the paper. A familiar buzz of excitement shot through him. Getting his teeth into a job was always a good thing. Whatever the case was.

      “Good luck with your Pretty Boy, Blondie,” Ross called as Adam was leaving. A middle finger up at his friend through the glass was a nice end to the visit. He was still smiling when he reached his car over the fact he'd managed to hide Ross's stapler again. When would the man ever learn to leave the damned thing where Adam couldn’t see it?
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      “You know why having a bodyguard is a bad thing, Jimmy.” Logan slumped back into the corner of the SUV seat and closed his eyes. How had it come to this? The letters had started out like a million others he received. Simple and to the point, they declared love and forever and very often included lace panties or some other random piece of clothing. He’d had wedding invites sent to him with his name next to the applicable girl or boy; hell, he’d had notes claiming babies as his. Nothing quite as disturbing as these letters, but then again, this person sending them was probably a mental patient or something. Mostly harmless. That was what he had to think otherwise he’d be jumping at his own shadow.

      “Bodyguards Inc. is the best, Logan, and they are very discreet. I’m forwarding the mail to you with the details for the guy who is looking after you. He’s the most suitable they have for you apparently. He’s done a lot of these celebrity gigs. You have to know I’m paying a lot of money for the best.”

      “You’re paying? Don’t you mean I’m paying?” Logan snapped. He immediately regretted the tone in his voice. Unlike a lot of industry agents, Jimmy was a good guy. “Sorry. I’m on edge.” Jimmy chose to ignore the quick outburst; he was good at doing that.

      “BI has a fine reputation. I know a guy who knows the brother of a cousin to the man who runs it.”

      Logan had to laugh. Jimmy knew everyone in one huge network of people. Locating a bodyguard agency via a friend of a brother of a second cousin twice-removed wouldn’t be a shock for a resourceful man like Jimmy.

      “Anyway,” Jimmy continued, “we also have the new bodyguard that will be in place soon after you get back from the UK. Your English guy will be coming to the States with you to do what they call a handover. I’m guessing they’ll exchange notes.”

      “Why can’t the US bodyguard start now and just go with me?”

      “He’s not contracted until the first of the month, and the network wants you to have someone with local knowledge when you’re in England. This BI company will be more than suitable. And don’t forget you have Mike looking out for you up until then.”

      “Great.” Logan felt tired and just this close to cancelling the UK trip. If it wasn’t for the fans he would be letting down then he may well have done so by now.

      “Stacia wants to go with you. She’ll back you up. It won’t be any different than any other trip for the show. Just play the happy boyfriend and let her do her thing, and let the bodyguard do his as well.”

      “I’m not taking Stacia. I won’t put her in any kind of danger.” As it was he had already begged off a dozen or so joint invites and begun to create a little media space between him and Stacia. She would stay safe that way.

      “I don’t think the decision will be yours to make if she gets her way,” Jimmy pointed out.

      “We were talking…” Logan wasn’t sure how to word this. “Stacia and I that is. She said Bryan isn’t doing so well with this whole her-pretending-to-be-my-girlfriend thing. Says it’s holding her back and that he loves her. Hell, he as good as proposed last weekend. Time has come to end this with her.” Bryan was a good guy, an cop who adored Stacia. He’d been damn patient for the last six months since he and Stacia had met. They had to keep their relationship a secret just so Stacia could keep making people believe she was with Logan.

      Jimmy sighed. “I know that. She called me as soon as he asked her. She’ll cover you in London, but post-convention we probably need to find someone else. Talk to her, Logan, find out how she wants to deal with it. A discreet breakup with you in stages that we can filter to the internet should take care of it.”

      Anxiety twisted inside Logan at the coming change in his ordered life. Stacia had been his wingman for three years now. The blonde beauty was the perfect foil for him and provided that brick wall between what he was and what he let people see. They’d met through the show. Night Cop had just entered its second season and she was brought on as a series baddie for a few episodes. She was a close friend, knew all his secrets. And he was a bankable commodity; her career had gone from strength to strength since they’d ‘gotten together’. She’d just landed a recurring role on a new comedy. Had to be a good thing for her; she deserved a good career and a man who loved her.

      “Matt doesn’t have to hide,” Logan said. He couldn’t stop the sadness in his tone. He wanted what actors like Matt Bomer had. A partner he could really love, kids maybe someday, but still able to do what he loved—act. Finding another woman to be his plus one in order to keep his cover to the public at large was getting to be too much and he hated the lies.

      “Then you need to make a choice,” Jimmy said patiently. Logan could probably quote word for word what his agent and closest friend was going to say. “Your decision is easy. Be honest with yourself and with everyone else, then deal with whatever happens next. You know whatever you decide, there will always be work for you and I will have your back in anything you choose to do.”

      “I know you will, J, and I love you for it, man. It’s just… I’m coming up on thirty and I don’t have a clue what kind of roles will be out there for me as I age, let alone if I came out of the closet. I’m not sure I’d still get work as the ‘Sex God’ the tabloids keep labeling me as.”

      “You don’t need the money,” Jimmy pointed out. “You could do what you want to do, go into directing, go back to school. Hell, Lo, you’ve been acting since you were fourteen, in public and in private. Aren’t you ready to be yourself now?”

      “It’s not that easy. I can’t just decide to come out as gay.”

      “You can. It’s very easy.”

      “What are you saying, Jimmy? That I should make a different decision? I’ve been pretending for so long and hiding… and hell, what about Stacia? She’ll be embarrassed, humiliated.”

      Jimmy chuckled. “This is Stacia we are talking about. She’s got balls of steel and she just wants you happy. We can manage this in a million ways. Call you bisexual, use the morals get-out clause in your contract. You can take some time off, decide what you really want now. And, Lo, remember…”

      “What?”

      “Thirty is a good age to change your life.”

      Logan ended the call and he switched to his email. The mail from Jimmy with details of the bodyguard company was at the top of the list and he clicked on the link to view the attached photo. His eyes widened when he saw the cute blond in the photo. Well. Cute might just be the wrong word. The man was looking stern, there was no smile, and Logan couldn’t see the color of the man’s eyes or anything. But hell, the body and face were fine.

      At least his bodyguard would provide him with some male eye candy to stare at when he was surrounded by a million and one screaming fangirls. The document described Logan as thirty-one, blond, brown eyes, five-ten, ex-cop, specialist in hand-to-hand combat. Brown eyes, eh? Logan loved brown eyes. And hell, with this guy he wouldn’t mind a little hand-to-hand combat either.

      They arrived at the studio. The blacked-out windows combined with utilizing the lesser-known back entrance to the studio meant he wasn’t spotted. He loved his fans; without them he wouldn’t be where he was, and he doubted Night Cop would have been renewed past season one. Now on season five, he really considered himself fortunate for the show to have such a loyal fanbase. It was only… some of the fans were really intense and despite being six foot and more than capable of running quite fast, he wasn’t beyond being scared when large groups of screaming girls—and boys—got up in his space.

      “Okay back there, Logan?”

      Logan nodded to his driver. Mike was one of the only people outside Jimmy who knew the real Logan, and sitting in the back with scripts on the long drive from home to here had meant several long conversations with the burly driver. Jimmy had handpicked Mike and normally Mike would have gone to the UK with him, but his daughter was having a baby. There was no way Logan was taking the experience of being here for his daughter away from Mike. She was already six days late and the hospital wouldn’t let it go much further. If only she’d had it on time Mike would be going with him, could be the brick wall between him and the fans. But on the other hand, Mike wasn’t a trained bodyguard, he was just a big guy with a soft heart.

      “Just organizing the trip to London,” he answered and waved his phone in front of him. Mike nodded in the mirror. The SUV pulled in beside a whole row of similar vehicles, and turning the engine off, the driver turned in his seat.

      “Did Jimmy find someone good?” Mike looked concerned.

      Logan recalled Adam Freeman’s details. Not the fact he was five ten with brown eyes and blond hair but the stuff Mike would want to know, the fact the guy was qualified to look after him.

      “Adam Freeman, British and a former cop, came over from some kind of special department out of London, counterterrorism or something. He’s a specialist in hand-to-hand combat and is good at his job apparently.”

      “An English Jack Bauer.” Mike smirked.

      For a second a flash of his frequently used Jack Bauer fantasy slid into Logan’s thoughts, but he ruthlessly pushed it to one side. “I wish.”

      They exchanged smiles. They’d done the whole ‘I wish I was going, sorry to let you down’ chat and they didn’t need to say anything else. Logan climbed down from the SUV.

      “Later,” he said. Mike sketched a wave goodbye and left to park. Logan strolled through the maze of small buildings and onto lot five, exchanging hellos with anyone he crossed paths with. The LA sun was starting to heat the air and he shrugged off his jacket. Today was the final day of shooting episode ten and it was outside work right on into the night. That was what he needed, hard, physical fight scenes in the dark with fake rain. Hell, at least it would make him forget the letters and the fact that Jimmy was right. He had a meeting with the network in a couple of weeks and he needed to take that time to consider his entire future. He owed it to himself, he owed it to Stacia, and he owed it to the show.

      Jimmy would back whatever he decided. This kind of support was invaluable to have from your agent. If Logan came out as gay or bi or whatever Jimmy spun for him, then he could at least stop lying. He’d need to handle it carefully. Stacia could be part of the fallout through no fault of her own and he didn’t want her to be laughed at in any way.

      “Logan, makeup now; I have you with Teresa in twenty.” A harassed assistant scurried over with a clipboard in hand. “We need the post-fight scars and the tattoos  and we need it for ten.”

      And so it started.
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      Adam sat drinking halfway-decent coffee and people-watched. London Heathrow was a huge airport and it sprawled this way and that in the way that airports organically grew. Adam waited in the VIP area and could keep an eye on surroundings without too much effort but he was still on the clock. The flight came in at two and he knew by two thirty, all being well, he would be meeting the man who was his responsibility for the next ten or so days.

      He’d already spotted various dedicated groups wearing Night Cop T-shirts scurrying around the airport with mobile phones, all watching out for one glimpse of Isaac, aka Logan ‘Sex God’ Brady. Thankfully they weren’t allowed back here and when the doors opened and the contents of the first class part of the flight spilled into the area, Adam was never more thankful he was in a contained space.

      He recognized Logan immediately and was by his side in seconds. The internet didn’t do the man justice. He was beautiful, almost pretty. Only a firm square chin and two-day stubble took the edge away from his startling otherworldly blue eyes. He was lithe and dressed in loose jeans and a red shirt. He looked tired and wary. Instead of feeling protective and on form, all Adam could think about was the damn cornflower eyes. Added to that was an unfamiliar attraction toward a client. He had a sudden, overwhelming wish that the internet rumors of Logan Brady being gay were founded in actual truth rather than being the fevered imaginings of a million fangirls’ minds. Holding out a hand he introduced himself.

      “I’m Adam Freeman, Mr Brady, your personal assistant for the stay,” he said. That was the title the studio had bestowed on Adam’s time here. PA, personal assistant to the actor. No sense in upping the whole bodyguard-death-threat-creepy-stalker story. Whatever. Adam didn’t care what he was called as long as he could do his job and have Logan back onto US soil without too much hassle. Logan blinked those baby blues owlishly at him and then took the proffered hand.

      “Call me Logan,” he introduced himself. He smiled and looked Adam up and down in a slow journey of consideration. Then he appeared to catch what he was doing and shut down immediately. He flushed a little and gazed around the arrivals area, seemingly unable to look Adam in the eye.

      Had Logan just checked him out? Interesting. Adam didn’t remember reading anything concrete about a fluid sex life where the actor was concerned. Only a whole lot of fan wishes putting Logan with a co-star in the show, Robert-something. Slashing they called it. Adam had even read some of the better short stories, which appeared to focus an awful lot on Logan topping this Robert guy, who himself was very easy on the eye. No one else would have noticed the look. Most likely though, given Adam was checking the actor out in return, Logan was just reacting instinctively.

      Adam pushed aside his consideration of Logan as anything other than a client and moved on to stage two of getting Logan away from the airport. “We’ve arranged for your bags⁠—”

      “Hang on,” Logan interrupted. Gesturing to one side, Logan turned to face a blonde who joined him to stand at his side. Smiling widely, Logan gripped the woman’s hand tightly. “This is my girlfriend, Stacia Monet.” The statuesque woman offered a bright white smile and shook Adam’s hand. Adam recognized her immediately from his Google expertise. Okay, so no one had told Adam that the girlfriend was a part of this package. He doubted that was Ross’s fault. Great. “I wasn’t aware that Ms Monet was joining you,” he said as calmly as he could.

      “It was last minute,” Logan defended quickly.

      “This could make things a little more awkward,” Adam pointed out. Simple things like the fact she had been mentioned in the notes on two separate occasions and was under a threat as potent as Logan was. Also, how the hell was Adam going to keep his eyes on both of them if they split up? He’d have to get someone else from BI if his focus became fractured.

      “We’ll be fine,” Logan said. If the actor’s voice sounded more than a little uncertain, Adam didn’t call him on it. Adam was the one who decided if his clients were fine or not and he resolved to call in to Ross at BI as soon as he could. Showing a mask of unconcern, he continued with what he was going to say.

      “We’ve arranged for your bags to go on ahead to the hotel. If you would like to come this way, please.” Adam led them to a side door and out to a waiting car. By unspoken agreement both Logan and Stacia sat in the back. Adam was good with that, he needed to focus and Logan, although not having said much yet, would probably want to ask questions. Leaving the airport and joining the motorway, he made his way from the there to the luxury hotel that the suite was booked in. Upton Levington Manor Hotel, nestled in the Chiltern Hills northwest of London, had a pretentious name to match the pretentious interior. But the staff were nice and Adam had certainly enjoyed the pool and spa in the last few days. In between checking and coordinating and checking again he’d actually managed a couple of hours of pure relaxation.

      ”You shouldn’t be here,” Logan murmured.

      “I know you’re upset about the letters, Lo, but we’ll be fine,” Stacia said in a low voice but not low enough so Adam couldn’t hear that or Logan’s comment. Without making it too obvious, Adam tuned in to the conversation. The word letters had perked up his interest.

      “I don’t get why someone thinks it’s okay to mess with my head this way,” Logan answered just as quietly. Adam caught movement in the mirror and sure enough, the couple were holding hands and leaning in close to each other. They made a very striking couple, her slim form pressed to Logan with their hands entwined.

      “You need to show him,” she said. Adam frowned and glanced in the mirror to see Logan looking straight at him. He looked pale and agitated and was worrying his lips with his teeth. Adam flicked his glance away and back onto the road until they had to stop for construction and were lined up a ways back. Turning in his seat he looked directly at Logan.

      “You got another letter, Mr Brady?”

      “Please just call me Logan,” Logan reminded Adam. His voice was heavy with exhaustion. “And yes, hand-delivered to my trailer when I went in to pick up the scripts for next week. Same handwriting.”

      “Saying what?”

      “I can’t remember exactly. It’s in my suitcase. Something about seeing me in London, uhm… more of the same of what I’ve got before, I guess.” He ended on a shrug and then couldn’t meet Adam’s eyes. There was confusion on his face, and Adam could swear there was a glimpse of fear in those startlingly blue eyes. Stacia sighed.

      “I’ll tell you what it said,” Stacia snapped. “The fucker wrote they would see Isaac, not Logan, but Isaac, in London and that he should look out for them. The letter said Logan would know who they were because love was enough to get him to see. Then they did this PS at the end—a freaking ps, who does that?—that said they could be together after death.”

      Adam wasn’t sure what shocked him more, the words about death, the fact that Logan closed his eyes and hunched in the corner of the car, or the curse word that had fallen from the girlfriend’s pouty pink lips. It seemed like maybe she was the one with the balls in this relationship. He forced away the negative assumption. He didn’t know Logan past the internet and that was full of gossip and innuendo and people sticking his head on naked men’s bodies. Nice bodies, admittedly.

      Who was Adam to judge how the other man dealt with the bad attention when he hadn’t seen him deal with the good. Logan had threats that had escalated to an implied death threat. Things had just passed from difficult to near-impossible. The traffic moved a little until the lights changed; they would be through in the next one. That gave them about five minutes as traffic from the opposite direction streamed past them.

      “Okay. So this could be a good thing,” Adam said.

      “How can it be a good thing?” Logan snapped. He looked up at Adam and there was temper in his expression. “I’m not waiting around for some psycho who professes ‘love after we die’ to walk up to me with a gun or a knife and decide dying today is a good thing.”

      “Statistically a death threat in a note like that is just a wishful expression,” Adam explained patiently. “Dramatic statements like that don’t necessarily mean that the author of the words actually wants to kill you. It just implies that they love you, quite literally, to death.”

      “Freaks,” Logan snapped. “All I want to do is act, and the network makes us play to the fans, make us lie about who we really are, and look at us⁠—”

      “Logan, babe, please.” Stacia placed a settling hand on Logan’s arm but he shook it away.

      “You don’t get this, Stacia. I’m sick of lying when it means they could hurt you as well.”

      “What lies?” Adam asked. He caught Logan’s gaze in the mirror and knew that, at that moment, Logan was going to give nothing away.

      Stacia broke the impasse. “We’ll discuss this at the hotel, Lo.”

      “Stacia—”

      “Not here.”

      The lights changed and Adam turned his concentration back to the road. Thinking about lies and letters and the real fear in Logan’s eyes was unsettling. He felt a small lack of control because he wasn’t aware of all the facts and he didn’t like that one bit.

      Within ten minutes they pulled up outside the hotel and Adam chose a space in the parking lot with the car facing outwards. Old habits died hard; he’d seen enough in his life to want a quick getaway if he could have it. He pushed to one side the anger in Logan and the fear the man had for his girlfriend. Putting her in the mix made his job just that bit harder. Logan would do stupid things for her, act like an idiot and not do what he was told. As for Stacia, she looked capable and confident but she wasn’t built for defending herself.

      Seemed like his one-person contract had definitely become a two-person one.

      Great.
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      Adam led Logan and Stacia into the hotel, and after some very polite and humble service from the manager and various staff, they made it up to the large suite. The sprawling rooms took up the entire west wing of what had been an old mansion house built in the eighteen hundreds. Three bedrooms, a large sitting room, its own dining room, this was Buckinghamshire’s best hotel. Adam had already taken the smallest of rooms and his meager gear was sorted and stowed. Logan and Stacia headed for the largest room with the huge four-poster bed and the spa bath in the en-suite bathroom. Adam had actually used the bath last night and spent an hour staring up at the ceiling and contemplating life. He always tried to relax the night before the job, get his head in the game as it were. Raised voices made it through the wall and his own half-open door.

      “You need to go home,” Logan insisted. “I wish you’d never come.” He didn’t sound angry, more resigned and sad. “Please go back to LA.”

      “You think I’m going to let a few words scare me?” Stacia snapped quickly. “Anyway I’m safer here with you and a bodyguard.”

      “What would Bryan think? Does he even know about any of this?”

      Adam made a mental note to find out who Bryan was. A brother, maybe? He wasn’t here to solve a crime, he was here to protect Logan, but if he could figure out why the letters were being sent then it was a bonus.

      “I didn’t tell him,” Stacia said sadly. “You know damn well he’d freak.”

      “Of course he would. If he thought you were putting yourself in a firing line⁠—”

      “Seriously, Lo, you need to calm down. Nothing is going to happen to you or me, not with cute, blond, and sexy up in your space keeping you safe.”

      “Jeez, Stacia, you’re like my sister. What you do for me could get you hurt⁠—”

      “What we do for each other,” Stacia interrupted sharply.

      “No. You don’t need me to show the world how special you are. What you do for me, I can’t repay you for what I’ve made you do…” Logan’s voice held so much emotion. There was clearly love between these two. But what did Logan mean that Stacia was like his sister?

      “Logan Brady, you didn’t make me do anything. Now I suggest you keep your voice down if you don’t want the hero in the next room jumping to the right conclusions. Secrets stay secret, that’s the deal.”

      The next words were spoken much lower and Adam moved away from the door and farther into his room. Logan had secrets—why didn’t that surprise him? Would they impact on the case? Were Logan and Stacia even a couple? What was with the sister comment? Who the hell was Bryan and why would Bryan be furious to know Stacia was potentially in danger? Did Adam need to know anything to keep Logan safe? And, by extension, Stacia?

      He would bide his time. Logan and Stacia were due at the convention hotel at nine the next morning. No one knew they were here at this remote hotel and security was good. Adam decided he’d get some dinner, leave the door open, get some sleep, and hope to hell this went well.

      But first he needed to check in. Pulling his door shut briefly, he dialed Bodyguards Inc. Ross answered on the first ring.

      “Can you get me anything on Stacia Monet and how she ties in with Logan Brady? She’s his girlfriend and decided to come along on the trip.”

      “Hello to you too,” Ross said grumpily. Evidently his day was not going well.

      “Jesus, you want niceties? Did someone move your stapler again?”

      “Fuck you, Adam. I’ll get what I can and send it to your phone.”

      “And the mention of a name, Bryan, no surname, linked to Stacia somehow? A brother maybe; maybe you can dig deeper.”

      “It’s Hollywood, so I guess it could be a threesome thing,” Ross said.

      “Not helpful, Ross.”

      Ross laughed. “Is that it, Blondie?”

      “That’s it. And stop calling me Blondie or next time the stapler ends up down the toilet.”

      Call ended, Adam stepped out into the seating area. There was no sign of Logan, but Stacia sat on the sofa idly turning her phone over in her hands and staring out the window. She was startled by his arrival but the small jump she made moved smoothly to her curling her legs up under her and tapping the phone thoughtfully on her knee.

      “I’m guessing you heard some of the shouting,” she said without introduction.

      Adam considered lying. Nothing of what went on in Logan and Stacia’s relationship was really any business of his unless it impacted his case.

      “Bodyguards don’t hear a thing,” he deadpanned. That was mostly true. He’d stood behind visiting heads of state and heard things that could make him millions but not one word of it had ever passed his lips. Discretion was part of the job.

      “Logan and I have an unconventional but fully committed and visible relationship,” she said. Her words sounded rehearsed but were spoken with meaning, backed up with a nod of her head. She was asking for him to comment.

      “Your relationship with Mr Brady is none of my business,” Adam responded quickly.

      “I love Logan, Adam. Doesn’t matter what else you think is true or not, just don’t let what you hear mean you let him get hurt at the convention. Take this as seriously as you are able.”

      “You don’t have to worry. I’ll watch over him.” Stacia relaxed at this statement and all the tension left her in a sigh. Then with a smile on her face, she clearly decided to go the normal route that clients took when with him.

      “Is it just the films where the bodyguard takes the bullet?” she asked.

      Adam quirked a smile. That was always one of the first questions he was asked by clients. Was being a bodyguard like the Kevin Costner film? What happened if one of his charges was in the firing line or at the end of a knife?

      “It’s what we’re paid for,” he said. Much more than that was not necessary. He was paid to be the final line of defense but at the same time he was there to make sure that last defense wasn’t needed. Being an ex-cop, he was naturally curious and had the kind of brain that made connections between seemingly random facts. Although never explicitly said, Adam always considered that included in his job description was finding out what the hell was going on. What was it that could be in a person’s head to make them decide threats and stalking was a good option to be taking?

      “I like you, Adam Freeman.” Stacia smiled.

      “Stop flirting with the tough guy,” Logan interrupted. He sat on the arm of the seat she was curled up on and pulled her close with an arm across her shoulder. “I’ll get jealous.” Stacia smiled up at him as well.

      “He was just promising to look after a man I love,” she said. “I was gratefully smiling at him in an entirely non-flirtatious way.” Logan dropped a kiss into her hair and chuckled.

      Adam observed the interaction with interest. Logan appeared back in control of himself. He was all smiles and kisses and hugs, and if Adam didn’t know better he would think all was well in Logan’s world.

      “What is the food like here?” Logan asked. The change in direction threw Adam for a second.

      “It’s good,” he said.

      Pushing himself up and away from the chair, Logan smoothed down his shirt and crossed to the sideboard with a small display of alcohol in half-size bottles. Champagne sat in a bucket of ice and in a smooth movement he had the champagne open and was filling two glasses.

      “We need to order room service,” Logan announced. “Guessing you aren’t drinking?” He passed one of the champagne flutes to Stacia, who took it with a little moue of anticipation. A sip and she closed her eyes to savor the taste.

      “No,” Adam shook his head. “None for me.” Logan leaned down to grab a bottle from the fridge. He’d changed into tighter jeans than Adam had seen before. Damn the actor looked good as the denim stretched over his rear. Adam pushed back the instant desire to go stand behind the man and press himself against that gorgeously sexy behind. Logan was just the right height for Adam and he found himself considering again whether Logan was straight, gay, bi, or just curious, which was odd because it wasn’t the kind of thing Adam normally reflected on when it came to his clients—they were off-limits. Logan threw him a plastic bottle of water and Adam caught it deftly.

      “You should maybe not drink too much either,” Adam pointed out. A drunk client was a dangerous client.

      “I won’t. One glass of champagne, food, then bed. Let’s order.”

      He picked up the phone and pressed the zero. “Hi. This is room… hang on…” He covered the receiver with a hand. “What room are we in?” he asked Adam.

      “They’ll know,” Adam replied. Did Logan really think the hotel wouldn’t know who was at the end of the courtesy phone? Signing in under an assumed name to avoid clever fans was one thing but he was booked into the luxury suite and the management here knew who he was.

      “Oh, okay.” He removed his hand and began to talk again, “Yes, so, can you send up whatever the chef recommends for three, wait—” He turned to Adam. “Are you a vegetarian?”

      “No—”

      “Okay, yep, three, no vegetarians. Can you include something with chocolate to eat after? Ice cream. I like ice cream… thank you.” He finished the call and then sipped on his champagne. “I could get used to this.” He laughed.

      Adam took the fact Logan had ordered for three to assume that his client wanted him to stay in the main room and eat. He wasn’t worried either way. Sometimes his charges wanted peace, sometimes he became so embroiled in their lives that he very nearly made friends with them. Settling onto the sofa opposite Stacia, he opened his water. Might as well make himself comfortable until the food arrived.
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      Logan was pleased that the food didn’t take long to arrive. Yes, he was hungry, but that wasn’t the main reason he was pleased. Food being delivered meant Adam checked the waiter before he came in the door. Checking the waiter meant that Adam stood up. Adam standing up meant Logan got another long look at Adam’s ass that filled his jeans perfectly. The bodyguard was two or three inches shorter than him but he was broad where Logan was slimmer, blond where Logan was dark. Damned man ticked every one of Logan’s boxes. Take charge, no nonsense, and plain gorgeous to look at. Stacia chuckled under her breath and Logan threw a chastening glance her way. She raised a single eyebrow and attempted an expression of innocence. She knew exactly what he was thinking.

      All he did was shrug and refocus on Adam’s fine form as the bodyguard dealt with the waiter and hovered as the guy dressed in black and white fussed over the table with ice-white linen and sparkling silver cutlery. The young guy never once faltered, and in the space of a few minutes some kind of chicken dish with side orders of potatoes and vegetables was laid out ready to eat. A gorgeous concoction of ice cream was placed gently in the small freezer next to the fridge for after. Adam guided the waiter to the door and handed over a tip.

      Logan made a mental note to ask if he should be reimbursing Adam. Didn’t seem fair that a bodyguard be forking out his hard-earned cash in tips. That meant a conversation with the quiet man. Listening to his soft British voice was like whisky over ice, all correct and proper and so damn sexy. He couldn’t help staring at Adam. The bodyguard was a superb specimen of man.

      Hell. Back to the sexy thing. Clearly it had been far too long since he had gotten any. And now with these letters fucking with his head he was unlikely to chance any of the anonymous backroom hookups with other closeted actors that was his staple diet for sex. Anonymous. Meaningless. Getting off with some other actor bending him over a table and making him feel everything was right in the world for just a few minutes. Never longer. Never anything more than that short time until they sorted clothing, said goodbyes, and moved back to their gilded lives where everything was pretense, even them. But Adam was sexy, all focused attention and hard-assed muscles and hell… that blond hair, soft and layered. Logan swore he could spend far more time than was socially acceptable simply staring at Adam’s hair and then studying the other man’s toned body. He wasn’t muscle bound, more supple and graceful and with controlled style in everything he did. Adam had seen him staring; hell it wasn’t like Logan was being subtle. He wondered if Adam felt uncomfortable under the scrutiny or whether the small secretive smiles he got in return meant anything other than just the hired help laughing at him.

      Pushing back the sudden melancholy inside, he sat at the table and waited until Stacia and Adam joined him. Lifting the flute of champagne he said the first words that came to him.

      “To staying safe.”

      Stacia clinked her crystal to his but Adam simply tilted his bottle in acknowledgment. Fuck. That man was cool personified. Concentrating on eating, he took quick looks at Adam, only stopping when Stacia kicked him under the table. If Adam noticed the covert glances he didn’t say anything, merely cleaned his plate of food and drank his water. There weren’t even any secretive smiles this time. Jeez, was the man gay? Was he checking Logan out? The champagne was going straight to Logan’s head. It loosened his tongue and he felt safe here in this beautiful hotel with a man who was watching out for him.

      “What does your wife think of you being away for these assignments? Does she watch the show? You know, the one I’m in? A lot of women do you know. If she does, maybe I could sign something for her?” Wait? What did I just say? She may watch the show but who was to say she likes me in the damned thing. He really needed to think before words left his mouth.

      “I’m not married,” Adam said softly.

      “Girlfriend then,” Logan insisted. Why? Why was he pushing this? What the hell am I thinking here? Why is it so important to know…?

      “Nope. No girlfriend. I had a boyfriend up until last Christmas but this job plays hell with relationships.” Adam said this so matter-of-factly. There was nothing in his expression to indicate he’d said the words that rocked Logan to the core with any anger, defensiveness, or shame. He’d just come out with it. Just like that. In Logan’s face.

      “I guess it does,” Logan managed to say. Putting those four words together took every ounce of him. Sensations slid through him. Lust fought to the death with common sense and Logan didn’t know where to look or what else to say.

      “Logan, I’m beat,” Stacia said. She stood and mimicking Logan’s actions earlier, she pressed a kiss to his hair.

      “You don’t have to go yet, do you?” Logan wasn’t entirely sure he wanted to be left alone with Adam. Not when Logan was hard in his pants and suddenly as bashful and out of place as a teenager in a sex shop.

      “I’m exhausted and if I have to get up in the middle of the night LA time to be wonderful at the convention then I need my beauty sleep. Night, guys.” She left and suddenly Logan had lost his wingman.

      “I’m going to make a move as well,” Adam said.

      “Do you have to?” Logan blurted out. Adam was halfway to standing and he raised his eyebrows in question. They disappeared under his unruly bangs and jeez, he looked so… hot. This was out of control. Logan was a man in control. Not a man who, the minute he finds out he has a sexy gay man in his room, thinks it would be best all round for them to have sex.

      “I need to lock up and check in,” Adam said. He was still half standing.

      “Can you maybe stay up for a while? If it doesn’t compromise what you’re doing. It’s only like two pm in LA, I’m nowhere near tired. You don’t have to, I’m not demanding you do, I just⁠—”

      Adam checked his watch and frowned. Logan realized it was ten pm for Adam and assumed Adam would say they needed sleep to stay sharp or some equally bodyguardish. Instead Logan was surprised when Adam nodded.

      “Okay, a little while. Make me a coffee and I’ll keep you company. Back in five.”

      Damn. Why was Logan suddenly so pathetically grateful for just that small scrap of company? He had friends. He wasn’t some needy lonely guy. Tonight he simply wanted connection and a way to ask Adam if bodyguards ever slept with their clients.

      Well, maybe he wouldn’t actually ask that last thing. But talking would be good. Adam moved towards the small entrance hall to the suite and was checking the door, sliding the bolts top and bottom and pressing buttons on a keypad. Logan watched while making coffee in the small coffee pot on the side next to the alcohol. The champagne buzz was beginning to subside but he didn’t trust himself to drink any more. It may well boost his confidence but at the same time it made him stupid. He brought the two coffees to the sofa and placed them on a small table. Then he waited. He could hear the low tone of Adam’s voice from his room. That must be him checking in with the organization who supplied him to Adam’s manager.

      Speaking of whom, he ran Jimmy’s words about being honest with everyone through his head. Jimmy had made it sound so simple for Logan to decide to come out and be himself. He’d made all the right noises about the network not dropping him like a hot potato and his implication that it wouldn’t ruin Logan made sense. Jimmy talked the talk really well.

      Did Logan care what people thought though? Or what impact it would have on his career? At this stage, with fifteen years in the industry, did it really matter if now he came out and confirmed what a lot of his peers knew and what a lot of his fans probably suspected? He needed to talk to Stacia. She was getting married and Bryan was a good man. How the hell they had managed to keep that on the down-low for so long was just as miraculous as Logan passing himself off as a straight man.

      “Penny for them?” Adam said as he dropped onto the other end of the sofa and then leaned forward to pick up the full mug.

      “Huh?”

      “Your thoughts? Penny for your thoughts.”

      “Oh. Nothing. Just studio things to think about.”

      They subsided into silence and thoughts tumbled this way and that in Logan’s head.

      “Must be kind of cool being an actor,” Adam said conversationally. He left the short sentence hanging there without elaboration.

      “Must be kind of cool being a bodyguard,” Logan replied. Adam smiled and then pursed his lips to blow on the coffee.

      “I like it,” he said after he sipped the steaming brew. He sighed. “You make good coffee.”

      “I’m glad you wanted coffee. I can make coffee—your tea, not so much.”

      “Not all English men drink tea,” Adam pointed out.

      “You don’t drink tea? Isn’t there some kind of law that the Queen passed that means you have to drink tea?” Logan smiled as he made the joke. His smile widened when Adam did that eyebrow-raising thing that widened his brown eyes. Hella cute. “Next thing you’ll be saying is you don’t all talk like Hugh Grant and have floppy hair.”

      Adam pushed the fingers of his free hand through his loose, layered wavy hair and it fell back down on his forehead. “I have the hair.” He looked up at his bangs and twisted his lips in a wry smile. “Damn stuff is kind of floppy by the end of the day.”

      “I like your hair,” Logan said instantly. Then he realized what he had said. “I mean. You’re blond. Naturally. That is rare.” Jesus. I’m a grown man, I can carry out a casual conversation.

      “Thank you.”

      Logan decided to try and turn the conversation back to the one thing they had in common, Adam’s role as a close protection officer. “Do you ever carry a gun?”

      “I have a gun license but I don’t carry for assignments in the UK, and I don’t hold the requisite licenses in the US. I don’t need a gun.”

      “Is it hard being an out gay bodyguard?” Logan voiced the question that was poking inside his head.

      “Not at all. Who I sleep with doesn’t make me less effective at my job,” Adam responded quickly. “Is it hard being a closeted actor?”

      Shock was ice in his spine. “I’m not a… I’m… how…” Logan said in a jumbled, uncoordinated spill of denial.

      Adam shrugged. “I’m not saying anything to anyone about what goes on between you and Stacia. It’s your choice when and where you decide to do whatever you need. I overheard what you were saying and Ross in the BI office tracked down Bryan. I know she and Bryan are in a relationship. Added to that, I just think you probably need to work on your not-staring-at-men skills.”

      “I was staring?” Of course I was staring, Logan thought morosely. Who wouldn’t stare at the man sitting not more than three feet from him. And how the hell did Adam find out about Bryan so quickly?

      “Uh huh.” Adam placed his coffee on the table and stood. “I’m going to bed now. Stay in the suite. If you need to go anywhere, come and get me.”

      “You’re going.” Logan could have kicked himself. “Shit. Did I offend you?” Why did he even open his stupid mouth? Doing that meant he wasn’t going to get to sit and talk like he wanted to. “I didn’t mean anything by it. Please stay.”

      Adam held up a hand to forestall any more talking and Logan subsided into silence. “I have to go, otherwise I may just have to push all common sense to one side and try to taste you, and then we’ll end up in bed together, and as much as that sounds like a fucking good thing in the short term, I am on the job and I won’t compromise your safety, or Stacia’s, by being distracted. Okay?”

      Logan opened his mouth to answer the obvious statement he had just been handed, but it was really difficult to know what to say given that all the blood in his head had rushed south to his dick the minute the word ‘taste’ slipped out of Adam’s mouth. Finally he said all he could say.

      “Good night, Adam.”

      “Good night, Logan. Sleep well.”

      Adam went through the door to his own room and closed it nearly shut behind him. For a minute or two Logan considered several courses of action. The one that he had to push down ruthlessly was the idea of following Adam into his room and firing him. He could do that. Walk in, say ‘you’re fired’, and then jump him. He whimpered inside as his dick pressed against his jeans. Clearly his dick was behind that plan.

      Then the enormity of the decision he needed to make this next few weeks washed over him, added to the stalker who said they wanted to be with him after death. Suddenly he felt sick. Choosing the third and empty bedroom, he stripped to his boxers and lay on the bed. How was he supposed to sleep when he was harder than iron and more turned on than he had been in months? Clearly impending death threats were nicely compartmentalized and Adam’s presence was what he could focus on. He pushed his right hand into his boxers and then he closed his eyes and circled his dick. If he didn’t do something he’d explode, and to be fair, it may help him sleep for a while.

      He concentrated on the last porn he’d seen, scenes of a blow job in a pool
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writer or other person who contributed to the Font Software.

PERMISSION & CONDITIONS
Permission is hereby granted, free of charge, to any person obtaining
a copy of the Font Software, to use, study, copy, merge, embed, modify,
redistribute, and sell modified and unmodified copies of the Font
Software, subject to the following conditions:

1) Neither the Font Software nor any of its individual components,
in Original or Modified Versions, may be sold by itself.

2) Original or Modified Versions of the Font Software may be bundled,
redistributed and/or sold with any software, provided that each copy
contains the above copyright notice and this license. These can be
included either as stand-alone text files, human-readable headers or
in the appropriate machine-readable metadata fields within text or
binary files as long as those fields can be easily viewed by the user.

3) No Modified Version of the Font Software may use the Reserved Font
Name(s) unless explicit written permission is granted by the corresponding
Copyright Holder. This restriction only applies to the primary font name as
presented to the users.

4) The name(s) of the Copyright Holder(s) or the Author(s) of the Font
Software shall not be used to promote, endorse or advertise any
Modified Version, except to acknowledge the contribution(s) of the
Copyright Holder(s) and the Author(s) or with their explicit written
permission.

5) The Font Software, modified or unmodified, in part or in whole,
must be distributed entirely under this license, and must not be
distributed under any other license. The requirement for fonts to
remain under this license does not apply to any document created
using the Font Software.

TERMINATION
This license becomes null and void if any of the above conditions are
not met.

DISCLAIMER
THE FONT SOFTWARE IS PROVIDED "AS IS", WITHOUT WARRANTY OF ANY KIND,
EXPRESS OR IMPLIED, INCLUDING BUT NOT LIMITED TO ANY WARRANTIES OF
MERCHANTABILITY, FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR PURPOSE AND NONINFRINGEMENT
OF COPYRIGHT, PATENT, TRADEMARK, OR OTHER RIGHT. IN NO EVENT SHALL THE
COPYRIGHT HOLDER BE LIABLE FOR ANY CLAIM, DAMAGES OR OTHER LIABILITY,
INCLUDING ANY GENERAL, SPECIAL, INDIRECT, INCIDENTAL, OR CONSEQUENTIAL
DAMAGES, WHETHER IN AN ACTION OF CONTRACT, TORT OR OTHERWISE, ARISING
FROM, OUT OF THE USE OR INABILITY TO USE THE FONT SOFTWARE OR FROM
OTHER DEALINGS IN THE FONT SOFTWARE.
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