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      “Say that again?”

      Park Chen stared at his former boss, Marshall Kendrick, in disbelief. The audacity of the man was astounding. As if sensing Park’s irritation, Kendrick smoothed a hand over his overpriced shirt then adjusted his black jacket. In all the years Park had known the man, he’d never seen him wear anything but a black suit with a white button-down shirt. It was like a uniform. A uniform as boring and uninteresting as the man himself.

      Park closed his eyes and pinched the bridge of his nose, praying for patience. He just wanted to eat the dinner he could smell wafting in from the kitchen. Instead, he was staring down his former boss and fighting the urge to jam the letter opener sitting beside his left hand directly into the man’s carotid. It would be too messy.

      “You heard me,” Kendrick muttered, glowering at Park. “I hate when you do that.”

      “Do what?” Park asked, letting his disinterest seep into his tone, hoping it might hasten his departure.

      Kendrick was a fool on his best day and incompetent on his worst, but through money and nepotism, he’d risen to a level of power he’d never earned, and it showed. He attempted to hide his ineptitude behind bluster and imperiousness.

      “Stare at me like you’re contemplating murder.”

      Maybe he wasn’t a total fool, after all. Luckily, Park’s sense of self-preservation outweighed his hatred of the man before him.

      He gave him a cold smile. “Don’t be silly. I’m simply giving you my undivided attention.”

      The only good thing about Park being benched to this boring desk job in Bangkok was that he’d been done with Kendrick. Yet, there he was, standing in the doorway of his study, already asking him for a favor.

      A figure slowly walking behind Kendrick gave Park a timid smile, snagging his attention. Okay, so maybe being rid of Kendrick wasn’t the only good thing about being benched, but it didn’t matter because that good thing was off limits to Park.

      In every conceivable way. For a dozen reasons.

      Still, he couldn’t help staring at the big, brown eyes gazing at him with curiosity. Park hid his smile. Gift was so nosy.

      To Kendrick, he said, “Come in and close the door. I don’t need everyone else hearing our conversation.”

      Kendrick looked over his shoulder, seeming startled when he noticed Gift standing barefoot in Park’s living room, wearing jeans and a white sweater emblazoned with the black Gucci logo. Kendrick examined the boy for a long minute before stepping inside and closing the door in Gift’s pretty face.

      Kendrick turned on Park, eyeing him with suspicion, but didn’t ask the question that was probably burning a hole through his brain. Instead, he began to pace the length of Park’s small workspace. “I’m putting you back into play. I need you as an instructor for Project Watchtower.”

      The name meant nothing to him. He’d never heard of the program nor did he have any interest in being involved with it. Besides, what the hell were they teaching that made them want him as an instructor? Had the government finally created their own version of Quantico for black ops? The idea made Park’s lips twitch in an aborted smile, but all he said was, “Project Watchtower?”

      Kendrick nodded. “Yes, it’s a new pilot program. A school,” he added hastily.

      In all the years Park had known Kendrick, he’d never seen the man so…edgy. Usually, he was stomping around, barking orders and acting as if his presence was in some way necessary to whatever task was at hand. On the surface, Kendrick seemed the same, but when Park looked closer, there were some obvious tells.

      Beads of sweat were dotting Kendrick’s hairline, and he kept squeezing his hands into fists as he walked. It was hot in Thailand. It was always hot in Thailand, but Park’s condo had air conditioning, as did any car Kendrick had used to get there. So, what was with the flop sweat?

      He sat forward, steepling his fingers on his desk. “Explain to me what type of school needs a former assassin as a teacher?”

      Assassin seemed like such a dramatic word, but there was no fancy way to say “hired gun” and he had spent the last fifteen years killing people for the U.S. government all under the guise of diplomacy.

      He watched Kendrick continue his pacing. Part of Park wanted him to sit down; the sound of his shoes scuffing over the hardwood floors was getting on his nerves. But the other part didn’t want Kendrick getting too comfortable. Park had other things to do. Better things to do. Like have dinner with Gift.

      Park shifted uncomfortably as he thought about the pretty, soft boy waiting for him on the other side of that door.

      Finally, Kendrick hesitantly said, “A program where we pair…neurodivergent operatives with neurotypical handlers in an attempt to make them effective deep cover operatives.”

      Was Kendrick quoting some kind of brochure? It sounded like politically correct bullshit used to lobby for grant money.

      Park shook his head, not even bothering to hide his irritation. “Neurodivergent? Neurotypical? Just speak plainly. What the hell are you guys up to?”

      Kendrick stopped pacing, looking Park dead in the eye. “Fine. For the last two decades, the U.S. government has placed children with psychopathic tendencies with families of influence and raised them with a single purpose: to use them to act as deep cover operatives who can move seamlessly within both social and political circles while taking out high-level targets that might otherwise be out of our reach.”

      Park blinked at Kendrick as the man’s words sank in. Children? They’d recruited…children. The government really had sunk to a whole new low. “Psychopathic?” he muttered, distracted by his own racing thoughts.

      Kendrick nodded, as if encouraged by Park’s question. “Children lacking in guilt, empathy, and remorse.”

      Park gave him a flat stare. “I know what psychopathic means, but why on Earth would you think you could control psychopaths? Especially ones you’ve given a license to kill?”

      Kendrick sniffed, his expression mutinous. He hated being questioned. It was half the reason Park did it. “Because we’ve seen the program succeed at a local level. This is…let’s call it phase three trials. Testing the subjects on a global scale.”

      This was insane. Park kept waiting for Kendrick to get to the punchline of this really bad joke, but the man continued to stare him down. Finally, he asked, “What kind of families would agree to bring a psychopath into their homes?”

      Kendrick’s shoulders went back, and he stared down at Park with that trademark imperious look. “The kind that puts their country’s safety and security first.”

      Park snorted. “Oh, please. There are only two reasons anyone would agree to something like that. Money or power. So, which was it?”

      Kendrick deflated. “I suppose a bit of both.”

      Hah. That was what he thought. The wealthy and powerful didn’t do anything unless it benefited them. That was why they were desperate to maintain the stranglehold they had on American politicians. “And who are these parents? These influential paragons of national security?”

      “It varies,” Kendrick said vaguely.

      I bet. “Just throw some names out there.”

      Kendrick’s gaze floated over Park’s head to stare out the window. “Roland Skinner⁠—”

      “The oil tycoon?” No wonder the man had access to run pipelines through protected tribal lands. “Who else?”

      Kendrick waved a hand. “Boyd Cameron. Davis Washington. Moses Okeke…” He looked at Park, his patience clearly running thin. “Shall I go on?”

      Boyd Cameron was a senator. Davis Washington ran one of the largest diamond companies in the world. Moses Okeke was an international arms dealer. Christ. Kendrick wasn’t kidding. They had really gone for people with money and access. Access that would have made Park’s job much easier but not nearly as fun.

      “You realize, if this fails, the results could be catastrophic? Globally. We would lose allies in several countries,” Park said, still trying to wrap his head around how this project had ever been green-lit in the first place. “How do you guarantee these kids keep their mouths shut?”

      It wasn’t hard to believe the government would allow such a ridiculous study. Over the years, they’d sanctioned experiments on everything from astral projection to time travel, all on the taxpayer’s dime. But giving a literal license to kill to children who already displayed violent psychopathy? That seemed like utter madness.

      Kendrick’s expression grew smug. “Minimal risk. The targets who fail to adhere to the protocols laid out within Project Watchtower know they’ll be…eliminated with extreme prejudice.”

      The way Kendrick said eliminated let Park know he didn’t mean they’d be expelled. “Murdering children?”

      “Murdering monsters. Besides, they’re not kids now. We’re not creating an army of killer kindergartners. They’re all of age and they’ve been carefully…cultivated. The cream of the crop. The students have already been accepted, and studies are to begin immediately.”

      Immediately? Park’s brain drifted to Gift, who was probably reading on the sofa, waiting for him to finish so they could have dinner together. “While this sounds sufficiently terrifying, I’m afraid I have to decline. I’m perfectly fine here. Where you put me. Writing speeches, shaking hands, kissing babies, and all that.”

      “Park.” Kendrick said his name like a warning.

      Park shrugged. “Sorry, I’m out of the murder game.”

      Kendrick’s nostrils flared. “Don’t be petty.”

      Park blinked at him, giving him a placid smile. “You’re the one who pulled my card.”

      Kendrick glowered at him. “Fine. I was trying to be nice, but now, I’m telling you that you’re expected in Nevada in two weeks. That’s not a request. You still belong to me, Park.”

      More bureaucratic bullshit. “I have…other obligations.”

      Kendrick made an irritated sound. “Such as?”

      Park hesitated, not wanting Kendrick in his private business, especially considering that this private business included a sore subject. “I’m currently acting as a bodyguard.”

      “A bodyguard?” Kendrick echoed. “For who? Since when do you have time to play private security?”

      Park took a deep breath and let it out. “For the Ayutthaya family.”

      The muscle in Kendrick’s jaw ticked, and he swallowed hard. “Anchali? What’s happened to her? Is she okay?”

      Park cringed inwardly. Kendrick had been sniffing around Anchali for over a decade, even though they were both married and she was very much not interested. “Anchali is fine. She can take care of herself. It’s her son. Gift. There was an attempt on his life, so she asked me to keep him with me until she and Satja have figured out who’s behind the threat. He’s with me for the near future until then. So, as I said, I’m afraid I have to decline.”

      Kendrick frowned. “You’re watching her child? You hate children.”

      The irony of Kendrick saying that to Park while asking him to teach kids barely out of childhood wasn’t lost on him. He pointed vaguely towards the door. “He’s twenty-one.”

      Kendrick looked back over his shoulder, connecting the dots between the boy he’d just seen and Park’s dilemma. When he turned back, he was smiling in a way that made Park queasy. “Then bring him with you.”

      “What?”

      Kendrick shrugged, his expression smarmy, like he’d just won a chess match Park hadn’t known they were playing. “I’m assuming he’s a college graduate. Last I heard, Anchali and Satja had him in an international school. I’m sure his grades were more than adequate. I can pull some strings.”

      Of course, he could. That was how Kendrick did everything—the shady way. He had no honor, no class. Hell, there was a rumor he had his own son killed after an incident that could have ended his career. Of course, that was only a rumor. But Park would hardly put it past him.

      “What does any of that have to do with Project Watchtower?” Park asked, the first pangs of a headache starting to throb behind his right eye. “I assure you, the boy is not a psychopath by any stretch. I’ve seen him cry watching nature documentaries.”

      Hell, he’d seen him cry over a Starbucks commercial. Gift was sweet, soft-hearted, and shy. His parents had sheltered him—coddled him in Park’s opinion. Despite attending an international school, he still seemed much younger than his twenty-one years, deferring to Park and his parents in all things. Gift hardly ever made direct eye contact, barely even spoke English, apologized to inanimate objects. He was far too timid. How would he survive in an American graduate school?

      Kendrick shook his head. “As I said before, the project has two prongs. There are the operatives and then there are the handlers. We’ll allow the boy entry under the handler program. He meets the criteria. He’s a college graduate with parents who have the means and the social ties necessary for the program. I can push him through the vetting process. I know his parents personally, as do you. They’re both in the diplomatic core. They both have top-level clearance. Hell, I’m surprised we didn’t have him flagged for the program from the beginning, now that I think about it.”

      Park was already shaking his head in return. “No, I’m not exposing Gift to this…insanity, where you hand over—what did you call them?—neurotypicals to act as comfort objects to psychopaths. The whole thing is absurd. Surely, you know that.”

      Kendrick flushed to the tips of his ears, nostrils flaring. “I’m losing my patience. I’m under no obligation to ask you at all. I could simply order you back to active duty and not allow you to bring Anchali’s offspring along for the ride. I’m trying to be diplomatic.”

      Fuck. He hated this shit. Park had allowed the government to use his skills for one reason and one reason only. He liked killing people. Writing speeches was just his penance for a lifetime of murder. Why did he have to further inconvenience himself by babysitting barely legal psychopaths?

      “Why me?”

      This time, it was Kendrick who scoffed. “Because nobody has more confirmed kills under their belt than you. We don’t call you the Bone Collector for nothing." After a moment's hesitation, he added, “Besides, it’s not just you.”

      Park frowned. “What do you mean?”

      “I mean, I’m calling the whole team in. Pike, Justice, Brogan, Suri, Boone, West. Boone’s already there. He’s running the show. You’ll answer to him, just like the old days.”

      The old days. Yeah, right. Kendrick made it sound like the seven of them had been some type of SEAL team. Killing was a fairly solitary activity, especially with someone as incompetent as Kendrick acting as their handler. More than once, they’d had to rely on each other to get out of deadly situations. But that hardly meant they were a team. They were strangers who occasionally shared a beer.

      Park scrubbed his hands over his face. “Exactly what is it I’ll be doing at this school?”

      Kendrick grinned. “To the outside world, the school looks like a private graduate program focusing on international diplomacy. We thought we’d have to work hard to make the program seem legit, but for the most part, nobody batted an eye.” If that wasn’t a commentary on the state of the U.S. education system, Park didn’t know what was. That was why he preferred it there in Thailand. “You’ll be in charge of Pod A and you’ll be teaching forensic chemistry.”

      Park snorted. “Forensic chemistry. That’s a fancy way of saying I’ll be teaching psychopaths about poisons and bomb making.”

      “We’re trying to go with your strengths. There’s only one man deadlier than you when it comes to poisons and he retired to live out his life with his assassin husband. It was quite the scandal.”

      Park hadn’t known his competition had left the game. But then, so had Park. Still, he couldn’t hide the pang of jealousy. “You sound disappointed. Sorry you had to settle for second best.”

      Kendrick’s phone began playing Hail to the Chief. It was no secret the man aspired to be president someday. Kendrick was anything but subtle. Park watched him remove his phone and stare at it, as if deciding whether he would pick up or not. Finally, he swiped to answer and put the phone to his ear.

      “Great news,” he said to whoever was on the other side of the line. “Park’s in. He’ll be there as soon as he wraps up his affairs here. Go ahead and send him all the pertinent information.”

      What a fucking asshole.

      Now, he just had to figure out how to break it to Gift that he was about to leave one volatile situation for another.
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      “Is your homework finished, Kla?”

      Gift swallowed the bite of his coconut curry before setting down his spoon and smiling politely at Park. “Yes, hia.”

      The barest hint of a return smile twitched at the corners of Park’s lips but then disappeared. Or maybe Gift had just imagined it.

      Hearing Park use his given name gave him goosebumps every time, but he did his best to ignore them. Just like Park did Gift.

      Park’s stare was intense, even if his facial expression was one of indifference. It sent a shock of awareness through Gift every time their eyes met. “How is your food?”

      Once more, Gift smiled politely. “Very good, hia.”

      Park preferred hia to Gift using his name. Gift didn’t really know why, other than maybe propriety. Park was not his brother. He was barely even a friend. He could have understood calling him Phi, as he was much older, but Park insisted on hia, so hia it was.

      Gift had been essentially brother-zoned.

      He sighed inwardly. Park was nothing if not proper. Even though school had ended hours ago, Park was still in his dress pants and white button-down. His only concession had been rolling the sleeves to his elbows, revealing perfectly muscular forearms that made Gift’s mouth water.

      Park’s obsession with societal rules made no sense to Gift. Park had grown up in the U.S.—his mother was Thai, but his father was Chinese American. He’d lived in Thailand for high school, but only moved there once he’d become a diplomat like Gift’s parents. That was how they’d met.

      But despite Park spending his formative years in America, he was determined they honor their Thai culture—was insistent upon it, really. Park insisted on many things. Proper honorifics. Proper attire. Proper mannerisms. He even made Gift go to the temple once. He fed him Thai dishes almost every night. He insisted they dine together every night.

      It was…weird. Especially given how indifferent Park was to Gift’s presence. He’d tried several times to switch up their dynamic. Everybody else in the facility called Park by his given name. But when Gift did it, he just received a hard stare that told him he’d made a mistake. Sometimes, Gift would call Park lung—uncle—just to watch him short circuit. Given their age difference, it was a much more proper title, but Park had been…displeased.

      Gift shook the thought away. If he thought about it too much, it just made him teary-eyed, and the last thing he needed was anybody there thinking he was even more immature than they already believed him to be. It wasn’t his fault he’d been gifted with a face that made people instantly adore him and want to take care of him.

      Well, people who weren’t related to him, anyway.

      Gift fought the urge to look at his phone to check the time. Their food was almost gone, so at least the evening was winding down, but these were the minutes that felt like hours, with a tension building between them like an overfilled balloon Gift was just always waiting to pop.

      If nothing else, their nightly interactions were pretty much scripted at this point. Park would ignore him for most of the meal, then ask him the same four questions with the same level of disinterest, confusing Gift on a cellular level.

      “How are your grades?”

      “Good, hia.”

      “Did you call your mother?”

      “Yes, hia.”

      “Did you eat enough?”

      “Yes, hia.”

      “Did you finish your homework?”

      “Yes, hia.”

      He hadn’t thought it was possible that anybody could treat him more like a child than his own parents, but Park somehow managed it, acting as if he were this cute but incompetent moron. He was surprised they let him shop for his clothes in the adult section.

      Before this last week, Gift had at least been able to converse in Thai, but now, Park had decided Gift needed to work on his English. Which would have been fine if Gift didn’t already speak perfect English.

      Park just didn’t know that.

      And Gift refused to tell him.

      Instead, he’d smiled and nodded, pretending to stumble his way through a language he’d been speaking since his parents had shipped him off to an international school. He didn’t know why he didn’t want to tell Park—or even his own parents—that he spoke English almost as well as a native, other than maybe pettiness.

      If they’d wanted to know something about him, maybe they should have checked up on him when he was in boarding school. Besides, it gave him an advantage when they all chose to talk poorly about him in English—usually, right in front of him, which was surprisingly often. Or had been before he’d been moved to the U.S. and ended up at a school where his closest friends were now training to be assassins.

      His life had become a movie and he wasn’t even the main character. He wasn’t even the quirky sidekick or the comic relief. Gift was average in every conceivable way. Average grades. Average intelligence. Average sports prowess. Just…average.

      His only real advantage was that the universe had made him rich and just adorable enough to manipulate people into getting what he wanted. Except, he didn’t. Because he had a conscience and that would be mean. And Gift was a lot of things, but he wasn’t mean.

      Which was why he suffered through these dinners with Park. He had no way of politely declining. And if he did, Park would have immediately told his parents. Gift stared at Park from under dark lashes as the man brought his spoon to his lips, ignoring Gift once again.

      He didn’t know why the man even wanted to have dinner with him. Something about Gift seemed to make Park feel troublesome, yet, every night, he was forced to come and sit and make awkward conversation about the one topic Park didn’t really seem to care about.

      Gift.

      It didn’t help that Park never truly looked at him. If anything, he looked through him—something people had done to him most of his life. He was used to it with his parents, but it hurt more with Park. Maybe it was the enormous crush Gift had developed on him since the day they’d met. He supposed it said a lot about him that the one and only crush he’d ever had was on a man who treated him like a huge imposition.

      Just like his parents.

      Gift supposed he was a huge imposition to Park. It was no secret Gift was only accepted into the handler program as a favor. Gift’s parents had saddled Park with the task of keeping Gift safe. Park had then saddled the school with admitting Gift into the school as a condition of his employment.

      His parents had nicknamed him Gift, but, really, he was just a burden. To everybody.

      Especially Park.

      Gift picked up his spoon and continued eating, stealing glimpses of Park when he could. It would have been easier to see Park as simply an older brother figure if he wasn’t so…hot. But he was. Frustratingly so. He had fierce dark eyes, perfect lips, and hair so dark brown it almost appeared black in the right lighting.

      Like Gift, Park looked younger than his age, which was thirty-seven according to Gift’s mother. Park looked so young that he often tried to make himself look older by wearing wire-rimmed glasses and slicking his hair back. Maybe that was why he was always wearing suits and business casual.

      The problem was, Gift had seen behind the curtain. Living with someone allowed a level of intimacy he’d never had before. He lived in the dorms now, but while he’d stayed at Park’s condo in Bangkok, he’d seen just how sexy Park was when he wasn’t even trying.

      He’d seen Park stumbling from his bedroom to the kitchen in nothing but pajama pants that clung for dear life to narrow hips. He’d seen him half awake and groggy, sipping his coffee. He’d seen him barefoot with his hair freshly washed and curling over his forehead in a way that made him look almost as young as Gift.

      Park was perfect.

      Perfectly oblivious to Gift.

      Time stretched as the silence between them grew until Gift couldn’t sit there another minute without wanting to peel off his own skin. He jerked to his feet, wincing as the chair legs dragged loudly over the tile floor. “I’ll be leaving first, then,” he said in Thai before hurriedly switching to English. “I need to shower before bed.”

      Park seemed startled by Gift’s abrupt attempt to exit but stood as he always did, revealing black trousers that fit him like a glove, temporarily snagging Gift’s attention.

      “Alright. I’ll see you tomorrow,” Park said, walking him to the door and opening it just enough for Gift to see the hallway but not escape to it.

      No matter how awkward dinners were, the goodbyes were worse. So much worse. Park would hold the door for him and say, “Be good.” Then he would reach out and pat Gift’s head with a level of hesitation that made Gift’s insides shrivel with embarrassment.

      Park hated him.

      Still, Gift tried not to savor the moments when Park’s hand was on his hair. It was nothing to touch someone—at least, there in America—but Park’s touch made him crazy, his body reacting to every accidental caress like it was a kiss.

      Which it wasn’t. Because Park would never. Ever. His gaze strayed to Park’s lips. He’d never even been kissed. Gift was going to die a virgin. But not quickly enough to put him out of his misery.

      Gift was so busy with his internal pity party, he failed to register Park’s movement. When his palm came to rest on Gift’s head, he flinched, his chin coming up, knocking Park’s hand from his hair to his cheek. He sucked in a breath at the heat of Park’s skin on his face.

      Park looked equally shocked, but he just stood there, cupping Gift’s face, as frozen as one of the statues that graced the halls outside. Gift stared at him, wide-eyed, his heart trying to beat its way out of his chest. Park was staring at him, too—staring at him with an intensity that made his insides shiver and his pants feel too tight.

      Park took a step towards him and Gift forgot how to breathe. What was happening? He swallowed hard. He could feel himself trembling. Park had never looked at Gift like that, had barely ever looked at him at all, and Gift was glad. If Park had ever looked at him like this when they’d lived together, Gift might have lost his mind and begged Park to be the one who took his virginity. Gift’s tongue darted out to lick over his lip and Park’s gaze fell to his mouth. Did he…?

      Footsteps fell on the tile outside, breaking whatever spell they were under. Park stepped back, dropping his hand and swinging the door wide. “Goodnight, Kla.”

      “Night, hia,” he managed breathlessly before bolting out the now open door.

      Kla might mean brave, but Gift had never actually lived up to his name.
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      “What do you mean, he touched your cheek?” Dove asked, threading her fingers through Gift’s hair.

      Now that Gift was back in the safety of his room, he felt like he could breathe again. He’d been grateful to find Payton sprawled on his bed. But he hadn’t been alone. Dove had sat on the edge of the small mattress, painting black polish onto Payton’s toenails.

      “Just what I said,” Gift said with a sigh. “He was patting my hair and then I…flinched, and then his hand was on my face. His palm was touching my cheek and he was looking at me like...”

      “Like…” Dove prompted.

      Gift shook his head. “I don’t know… Like he wanted to devour me?”

      “Kinky,” Payton murmured.

      It wasn’t unusual for Dove to hang out in their room. Usually, her best friend, Morgan, was in attendance as well. It was weird for Drake to be there, though.

      He was Payton’s and Gift’s new roommate, and Gift still couldn’t quite figure him out. He was tall and blond with pool-blue eyes and a square jaw like a superhero. Neurodivergent like Payton and Dove.

      Despite this being Drake’s room, he was rarely there. Nobody really knew what he got up to at night, but, sometimes, Gift wondered if it had something to do with the boy sitting on the floor beside his bed.

      Remi. He was another mystery. For as tall and broad as Drake was, Remi was the opposite. He was small and thin with chestnut curls, huge green eyes, and freckles that made him look like people would mistake him for a teenager forever.

      He was like Gift. Neurotypical.

      They had all been chatting animatedly when Gift had fallen through the door, but had gone silent at his clumsy arrival. Luckily, Dove had almost immediately abandoned Payton to let Gift burrow into her lap and wallow over Park. Again.

      “You’re acting like he dragged you to his bedroom. All he did was touch your face?” Drake asked.

      Gift flushed from his neck to the tips of his ears. “You don’t get it.”

      Gift didn’t get it, either. Park had gone from Arctic Circle cold to Sahara Desert hot in thirty seconds flat, and now, Gift couldn’t stop himself from…feeling things. All the things.

      Dove giggled, dropping her hands to his cheeks to cup them. “Oh, you’re blushing like some scandalized maiden. You really need to get laid. You shouldn’t be this flustered from someone touching your face.”

      “Yeah, we touch your cheeks all the time,” Payton said. “Who wouldn’t? Look at them,” he mocked, like he was talking to a baby.

      Dove squished his face between her surprisingly strong hands. “You are insanely adorable.”

      Gift rolled his eyes. He’d been hearing this his whole life. From the neck down, Gift might be considered attractive. He was six feet tall and fit, but his baby face kept anyone from finding him sexy. If anything, he looked like he should be fronting a K-Pop group. The most he could hope for was pretty.

      “You don’t get it,” Gift said again. “P’Park doesn’t touch me except for that frustrating head pat thing he does. But now, I’ve felt his skin on mine and it was—” He fumbled to find the right word. “Nice.”

      Drake snickered. “When are you just going to admit you want your ‘big bro’ to bang you like a pinky toe on a coffee table?”

      Gift felt his face flush even hotter. “Shut up.”

      Drake grinned, his gaze straying to Remi just long enough for Gift to watch the younger boy blush, too, before quickly looking away.

      Gift dragged his attention back to Dove’s face. “What does it matter? I’m invisible to him. He thinks of me as his nong. That’s it.” Gift kicked his feet on the bed in frustration, his lower lip pooching out. “Why can’t he just see I’m an adult?”

      “Probably because you look like a chubby-cheeked toddler and you throw tantrums like one, too,” Payton said. “Especially around Park.”

      “I do not,” Gift said, indignant.

      Dove cackled. “You so do. You’re a totally different person around him.”

      Gift bolted upright, criss-crossing his legs in front of him before giving them each a look.“That’s not true,” he said.

      Dove batted her lashes, her face taking on a serene expression before she smacked her palms together in a praying hands motion. “Yes, hia. Thank you, hia. No, hia.” She fluttered her lashes at him.

      “Shut up,” he said again, giving her a gentle shove.

      “She’s right, man,” Drake said. “Whenever Park’s around, all of a sudden, you act like you’re in the presence of royalty.”

      “I act like I’m in the presence of an elder. One who is close friends with my parents. The people who pay my bills,” Gift clarified.

      “No. You act like you want Park to pay your bills,” Dove teased. “You would make a perfect sugar baby with those cheeks and this skin. And this mouth. And that ass.”

      Gift gaped at her. They were so forward here in the States. He finally shook his head. “I don’t want to be a sugar baby. I just want Park to…look at me like he sees me.”

      “There’s nothing wrong with wanting to be spoiled,” Dove said with a sniff.

      “You can be a sugar baby, then,” Gift said.

      “Oh,” Dove said excitedly. “Let’s be sugar babies together!”

      Gift rolled his eyes. She really was ridiculous.

      Drake grinned at him. “If you want Park to see you as someone fuckable, you best start being more aggressive in your pursuit because he’s never going to relent unless you show him that you’re more than just his friend’s much younger son.”

      “How am I supposed to do that?” Gift said, flinging himself back onto the pillow in Dove’s lap.

      “Seduce him.”

      Gift sat up on his forearms to look at Remi. “What?”

      Remi shrugged, flicking his gaze to Drake for a solid five seconds before dragging it back to Gift. “Seduce him. Go after him. Like Drake said, be aggressive.”

      Gift collapsed once more, hands flailing. “How? I’ve never even kissed another person before. How am I supposed to seduce someone almost twice my age?”

      “You could start by telling him the truth,” Payton said.

      “What truth?” Gift mumbled.

      Dove sighed. “How about that you speak English?  Or that you aren’t the simpering cupie doll cupcake you pretend to be?”

      Gift made a noise of frustration. “But what if I am?”

      “What if you are, what?” Dove asked.

      “What if all I am is this simpering cupie doll cupcake?” Gift asked.

      “Then change it,” Payton said, swinging into a sitting position. “If you want to, anyway.”

      Gift stared at him. Payton was no cupie doll. Even wearing striped pajamas, his crazy hair standing on end, he looked cool, confident, sexy. Gift sighed. Maybe it was the benefit of being a psychopath. When you didn’t care about the opinions of others, maybe it was easy to be whoever you wanted.

      Gift didn’t have that luxury. He was an only child. He carried the weight of his entire family’s expectations with him everywhere. He couldn’t just not be who they wanted him to be. What would that even look like?

      “I gotta go,” Remi said, standing. “They’ll be looking for me at the dorms. I still have to turn in that project for Suri.”

      Drake snagged his arm and pulled him down onto the bed until they were eye to eye. “Do mine for me?” he asked, giving Remi a look that made Gift feel like he was invading their privacy.

      “Do it yourself,” Remi said, voice hesitant. “Have you ever done a single project of your own since you got here?”

      “Sure. But you’re so much better at that stuff than me. Please?” Drake said, giving Remi puppy eyes. “Pretty please?”

      They all watched as Remi licked his lower lip. “You’re emotionally manipulating me.”

      Drake grinned. “But is it working?”

      Remi’s gaze fell to his lap, shoulders sagging. Gift didn’t get their relationship at all. Drake called them friends. They were together often. It was clear Remi wanted to be around Drake all the time, but when he was, they were usually bickering or play-fighting. Their friendship made no sense to Gift. But he supposed it was none of his business.

      Remi rolled his eyes. “Fine. Whatever. You’ll just nag me until I do it anyway.”

      Drake ran a finger along Remi’s cheek in an intimate gesture that made Gift a little envious. “You’re the best.”

      Remi scoffed, shoving Drake hard enough to tip him backwards before he caught himself. “You’re an idiot.”

      “You’re pretty,” Drake countered.

      Remi gave Drake his middle finger, then hurried to the door like he feared Drake might follow.

      When he was gone, Dove threw a pillow at him. “What is wrong with you?”

      Drake snickered. “What? He likes it.”

      “He likes you pretending you’re into him so he can do your homework? What is this, eighth grade?” Dove asked.

      “He likes my attention. My time is valuable. I give him my undivided attention and he gives me free time to pursue other things.”

      Dove snorted. “Other people, you mean?”

      Drake shrugged. “He’s got a little crush. You know how neurotypicals are. He’ll get over it eventually when he realizes I’m a monster, and he’ll be better for it because he won’t let his other charges do to him what I’m doing now. I’m a life lesson.”

      Gift shook his head. “You’re a cautionary tale.”

      Drake grinned. “At least I’m not a twenty-one-year-old virgin.”

      “Better a virgin than a man-whore,” Payton countered.

      “Hey, whose side are you on, anyway?” Drake said, feigning hurt feelings. “You can’t let the feelings faction get to you.”

      That was what their instructors called the handlers behind their backs. The feelings faction. It wasn’t an insult. If anything, the program went out of their way to distinguish the students by anything but what they were. They used words like neurodivergent. Neurotypical. Handler. Asset. Psychopath. Sociopath. Feelings faction. Anything to avoid saying what truly divided the handlers from the assets: those who felt remorse and those who didn’t.

      “If the instructors find out you’re using Remi as your personal slave in exchange for that bizarre eye fucking thing you were just doing, they’ll kick you out of the program,” Dove warned.

      “How will they know?” Drake asked. “Besides, I’d fuck him with more than my eyes if I knew he wouldn’t fall in love with me.”

      “You really are a monster,” Dove said, but with no real heat to her words.

      “We all are,” Drake countered. “That’s why we’re here.” He looked at Gift. “Well, not you, cupcake. You’re here as Payton’s pet human.”

      Payton launched himself onto Gift’s bed, wrapping his arms and legs around him. “Don’t listen to him, cupcake. You’re not my pet human. You’re my baby. My cute, puffy-cheeked body pillow. I just like to squish you.”

      “He’s my baby, actually,” Dove countered, trying to wrestle Gift free of Payton’s hold. “Come to Mama,” she teased.

      For all of Dove’s and Payton’s manhandling and attention, they were still, at their core, psychopaths. They lacked guilt, empathy, remorse. But their care felt real. It felt sincere. And Gift was starved for affection. He was okay with being their school project if it meant he got to pretend someone loved him. Maybe that was how Remi felt, too? Any affection was better than none at all.

      Park suddenly popped into his head. What would Park’s affection look like? What would it feel like to have him look at Gift as something other than a burden? To have him give him that heated look like he’d done just minutes ago but…mean it? To have him touch him and tease him and play with him in a way that had nothing to do with familial obligation and everything to do with pleasure?

      Gift would do almost anything to find out. Could he seduce Park? The thought of just kissing him made him flush from head to toe, but it also stirred something low in his belly and made him half hard just thinking about it. And he couldn’t afford to think about it while Dove and Payton still fought over him.

      Instead, he just closed his eyes and concentrated on the warmth of their embrace, not wanting to think too hard about how two psychopaths had become the closest thing he had to a real family.

      It was only hours later when he, Payton, and Drake were lying in their beds, shrouded in darkness, that Payton said, “You awake, G?”

      “Yeah,” Gift said, staring up at the ceiling.

      “If you want Park, I can help you get him.”

      The abruptness of the statement stole the air from Gift’s lungs. Did he want Park? Of course, he did. Was he willing to try, even if he knew he would most likely fail? Failure meant losing everything.

      “How?” Gift managed, choking on a dozen emotions suddenly flooding his system. “How are you going to help me get Park?”

      “I emotionally manipulate more people before seven a.m. than most people do all day,” he teased.

      It was true. Nobody said no to Payton. Not even the teachers. Well, one teacher. The main teacher. The headmaster, technically. Boone. And Payton was working on breaking Boone down more and more every day. If anybody could teach Gift to get under Park’s skin, it was Payton.

      Gift chewed on the inside of his cheek for a moment before finally saying, “How do we start?”
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      Park squeezed his hand into a fist as he walked, his palm still burning from where he’d touched Gift’s face. He should have never had him in his room. Ever. He didn’t know why he insisted on torturing himself like this night after night. Archer had jokingly called it exposure therapy, as if seeing Gift’s pretty face every day would somehow make resisting him easier instead of harder. But Park had weeks of anecdotal evidence that disproved Archer’s theory.

      There were a million reasons why Park needed to avoid Gift. He was young—so young—naive, beyond innocent, a student, the child of two of his best friends…the list went on and on. And there was only one reason why Park couldn’t avoid Gift.

      He didn’t fucking want to.

      Park had been a selfish prick his whole life. He’d made a vow a long time ago to never worry about pleasing anyone else, to never answer to anyone but himself. And it worked. Being a killer for his country had been the perfect career choice for someone like him. It was a solitary pursuit. And Park just wasn’t fit for other humans.

      But then Anchali had shoved Gift into his arms and made him vow to protect him, her baby. Her only child. This sweet, innocent little thing who looked up at him with wide eyes and made him think things so depraved that others might need a shower after hearing them.

      Park was a monster. And a masochist. Even though he knew he could never touch Gift, he wanted him close—wanted to look at his face and listen to his voice when he called him hia. Something that shouldn’t have been sexy but was only because it was Gift.

      What was the harm? Right? He could look and listen as long as he never touched, never crossed that line. But, tonight, he had. Not on purpose, but that would hardly have mattered had they not been interrupted.

      Gift was just…beautiful. There wasn’t a soul who would argue with that assessment. He had these soft cheeks and dimples when he smiled, but he also had these caramel bedroom eyes and bone structure that would make sculptors weep. He was tall and slender and the perfect height to rest his head on Park’s shoulder…or his legs.

      Christ.

      But it wasn’t just his pretty face that got to Park. There was this…look that Gift saved just for him. The boy would laugh and joke and smile with others, but, sometimes, Park would catch him just staring at him with this intensity that made his dick hard and his heart race.

      Whenever caught, Gift would flush, then stammer and run away. It was hot. So hot. It made Park confused and horny and frustrated in a way he’d never experienced before. He wasn’t a man who had ever denied himself something he truly wanted.

      And he wanted Gift.

      The boy was like some fairy tale fae sent to tempt Park into violating his own boundaries, stirring parts of him that had been dormant for what felt like forever. He shouldn’t want to do the things that came to mind whenever he looked at Gift, and yet, late at night when he was alone… His perverse thoughts would have sent the quiet boy running in terror.

      Which was why Park had vowed never to cross that line.

      Park’s pants tightened uncomfortably as he remembered the feel of Gift’s baby-soft cheek under his palm and the startled gasp that had left his slightly parted lips as he’d looked up at him. Just thinking of it had Park wanting to use that line as a jump rope.

      Fuck.

      Park had to get out of this room. There were too many reminders of Gift, his perfume still hanging in the air. This sort of fruity, floral fragrance that made Park want to bury his face against his neck. He grabbed his room key and headed out the door. There were only so many places for him to go.

      While their campus might look like any other college in the country from the inside, from the outside, it was something else entirely. From overhead, one could see this sprawling campus had been built on the shell of a closed military base, and that the entrance and all four corners of the perimeter were monitored by soldiers carrying high-powered assault rifles. To those on the outside, it was clear that there was nothing normal about their school, which was why it was located in a no fly zone.

      Park’s footfalls echoed on the tiles as he stormed towards Boone’s office, ignoring the leery looks from the students still lingering in the main hall. When he reached his destination, he didn’t bother knocking, just slammed open the door, earning a startled look from Boone, who was hunched over his desk searching through papers scattered across the messy surface.

      Park gave him a disapproving look. “I don’t know how you can work like that,” he snapped, in lieu of a greeting.

      Boone arched a brow, giving him a pissy expression, his Southern drawl thicker than usual. “You know, I never miss my mom when you’re around.”

      Park glowered at him. He’d known Boone almost as long as he’d known Gift’s parents. It was still hard for Park to believe that the harried man before him, in his tweed jacket and loosened tie, had once been one of the most accomplished assassins to ever live. The notorious Sin Eater, who took out threats in the highest reaches of foreign governments before disappearing without a trace.

      Now, he was pushing paper across desks and playing den mother to a gaggle of baby monsters. But then, so was Park, so who was he to judge?

      He began to open cabinets around the large space. “Where’s your booze? I know you keep a stash in here somewhere.”

      Boone sat back in his chair, chucking his chin towards a double-doored bookcase against the wall. “What did Gift do this time? Shoot another teacher with an arrow? Accidentally trigger a nuclear war?” He covered his mouth in mock horror. “Get an A- on an assignment?”

      Boone seemed to take some kind of sick pleasure in torturing Park about his current predicament when it clearly wasn’t funny.

      “I hate you,” Park muttered.

      Boone threw back his head and laughed. “Now you’re just hurting my feelings.”

      Park gave him another withering glance before snagging the bottle, ignoring the glasses to unscrew the cap and pour the bourbon directly into his mouth. Swallowing, he said, “And this has nothing to do with him.”

      “Him who?” Boone asked, smile smug.

      Park rolled his eyes, then dropped down in the seat across from the other man. “Can I not just have a bad day?” he asked, sounding sulky even to his own ears. “There are other things besides that boy that cause me grief.”

      “That’s a lie,” Boone said without hesitation. “In all the years I’ve known you, nobody has ever gotten under your skin before. Nobody but him.”

      Park tilted his head. “You don’t know me as well as you think you do.”

      Boone snorted, giving him a dubious look. “I know you have the emotional intelligence of a potato. I know you’ve had longer relationships with your dry cleaner than any romantic partner. I know you see dating as some sort of act of domestic terrorism. Yet, you insist that boy have dinner with you—alone in your room—every night. What’s up with that?” Boone asked, voice dripping with mock innocence.

      “I’m just trying to keep him from being corrupted by the wolves prowling these halls. He’s too comfortable around them,” Park said, taking another healthy swallow.

      “There’s not a wolf in this facility more dangerous than you, not when it comes to that boy. Besides, you’re the one who dropped him into their laps. What did you think would happen?” Boone pressed.

      “I thought he would stay with the handlers where he belongs. I didn’t think the killers would adopt him as a…pet.”

      That much was true. He’d brought him to the school because a military installation with armed guards was the safest place for Gift, but he’d never intended for him to fall in with the students training to kill.

      Boone scoffed. “He’s twenty-one, not twelve. Besides, it’s not them who seem preoccupied with the idea of…corrupting him.”

      That was true. The neurodivergent faction of the school were fascinated by Gift, but didn’t seem like they had any interest in harming him. It was like when predatory animals came across a defenseless baby and, instead of eating it, decided to adopt it and raise it as one of their own.

      The rational part of Park thought it gave Gift an added layer of protection. Payton and Dove were fiercely loyal to the boy. They would kill for him, Park had no doubt. That was a good thing. But the jealous part of Park hated how freely they touched Gift, playing with his hair, hugging him, holding him, kissing his cheeks. They had no right. Gift was his.

      Except, he definitely wasn’t.

      Not in any way.

      Park took a deep breath and let it out, flexing the hand that had touched Gift’s cheek. “Fuck you.”

      Boone tilted his head, raising the bottle in a salute. “Fuck him. You’d feel better.”

      Park’s mouth became a flat line. “What kind of headmaster are you? Encouraging me to sleep with a student?”

      “You’re the one who reminds us all ad nauseum that Gift is not long for this program.”

      Before Park could form any type of witty retort, the door burst open and West poked his head in. Upon seeing the two sitting there, he entered and closed the door, dropping down into the other empty seat across from Boone.

      Great. Now, there were two of them. Unlike Boone and Park, who were still dressed from work, West looked like he’d just come from the gym, wearing joggers and a hoodie, his short reddish-blond hair still slightly damp from sweat, his freckles hidden behind the flush of his cheeks.

      When he wasn’t coming from the gym, West was usually overdressed for his job. Teaching cybersecurity to the handlers didn’t require much fashion sense, but West dressed like he was in a fashion show, with vests and jackets and overpriced ties. Park was a big fan of a well-fitting suit, but he didn’t understand the need to be flashy about it.

      West looked back and forth between the two of them. “What’s going on in here? Who died?”

      Boone snorted. “Park’s lamenting about Gift again.”

      West’s face split into a wide grin. “Why don’t you just bang this kid and be done with it?”

      Park’s eyes went wide. “You two realize that we’re instructors here, right? We’re not supposed to be bedding our students.”

      West snorted. “We’re not trying to bed our students. You, however, have been lusting over that virginal little kewpie doll since the moment you laid eyes on him. If he feels the same, what’s the problem?”

      “The problem is he’s half my age and I’ve been friends with his parents since before he was born.”

      West snickered, giving him a puzzled look. “We killed people. For money. So did Anchali. Fucking a guy who is well over the age of consent hardly seems worth all this fuss, no? It’s just sex. God knows, you need to relax. Besides, as long as that boy remains a virgin, there’s a target on his back. There’s not a psychopath in this school who doesn’t want to be the first to taste that particular forbidden fruit.”

      “I will skin the first one who so much as holds his hand,” Park growled. “He’s not going to be a prize for anyone’s trophy case.”

      West shrugged. “So, take him first, then all the mystery is gone and he’s just another student.”

      They both knew that was a lie. Gift was like none of the other students. Park made a noise of frustration. He couldn’t deal with this conversation right now. He took another swig of the alcohol, letting it burn its way down. He was too tense, too…horny. Fuck.

      “I’m not going to give into some childish impulse to sleep with him just because it might temporarily feel good. I’m not some oversexed frat boy. And killing people for money requires patience, calm, restraint. Something I’ve always had.”

      Unlike his temperamental father. Park took another swig. His father? Where had that intrusive thought come from? Christ, now he was going to wallow in his shitty childhood. What was happening to him? He was having a complete and utter downward spiral over brushing Gift’s cheek? This was ridiculous. One touch and he was unraveling. Gift was some kind of siren or incubus. Park was sure of it.

      “I mean, being an operative also requires a blatant disregard for one’s own safety too, so…” West reasoned.

      Park had always had

      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
    

  


OEBPS/images/image-1-2.jpg
NF

GIFT





OEBPS/toc.xhtml

  
    Contents


    
      		Cover


      		
        Title Page
      


      		
        Also by Onley James
      


      		
        Contents
      


      		
        Copyright
      


      		
        Trigger Warning
      


      		
        Prologue
      


      		
        1. Gift
      


      		
        2. Park
      


      		
        3. Gift
      


      		
        4. Park
      


      		
        5. Gift
      


      		
        6. Park
      


      		
        7. Gift
      


      		
        8. Park
      


      		
        9. Gift
      


      		
        10. Park
      


      		
        11. Gift
      


      		
        12. Park
      


      		
        13. Gift
      


      		
        14. Park
      


      		
        15. Gift
      


      		
        16. Park
      


      		
        17. Gift
      


      		
        18. Park
      


      		
        19. Gift
      


      		
        20. Park
      


      		
        21. Gift
      


      		
        Epilogue
      


      		
        The Sin Eater Preview
      


      		
        Afterword
      


      		
        About the Author
      


    


  
  
    
      		Cover


      		Also by Onley James


      		Contents


      		Copyright


      		Beginning


      		About the Author


    


  


This Font Software is licensed under the SIL Open Font License, Version 1.1.
This license is copied below, and is also available with a FAQ at:
http://scripts.sil.org/OFL


-----------------------------------------------------------
SIL OPEN FONT LICENSE Version 1.1 - 26 February 2007
-----------------------------------------------------------

PREAMBLE
The goals of the Open Font License (OFL) are to stimulate worldwide
development of collaborative font projects, to support the font creation
efforts of academic and linguistic communities, and to provide a free and
open framework in which fonts may be shared and improved in partnership
with others.

The OFL allows the licensed fonts to be used, studied, modified and
redistributed freely as long as they are not sold by themselves. The
fonts, including any derivative works, can be bundled, embedded, 
redistributed and/or sold with any software provided that any reserved
names are not used by derivative works. The fonts and derivatives,
however, cannot be released under any other type of license. The
requirement for fonts to remain under this license does not apply
to any document created using the fonts or their derivatives.

DEFINITIONS
"Font Software" refers to the set of files released by the Copyright
Holder(s) under this license and clearly marked as such. This may
include source files, build scripts and documentation.

"Reserved Font Name" refers to any names specified as such after the
copyright statement(s).

"Original Version" refers to the collection of Font Software components as
distributed by the Copyright Holder(s).

"Modified Version" refers to any derivative made by adding to, deleting,
or substituting -- in part or in whole -- any of the components of the
Original Version, by changing formats or by porting the Font Software to a
new environment.

"Author" refers to any designer, engineer, programmer, technical
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.


OEBPS/images/prologue.jpg
PRYLocVE

PARK





OEBPS/images/sectionbreak.jpg





OEBPS/images/ebook.jpg





OEBPS/images/alsoby.jpg
ALSO BY ONLEY JAMES






OEBPS/images/image-2.jpg
W

PARK





OEBPS/images/titlepage.jpg
A /r%v’f

ONLEY JAMES





