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Chapter One

	 

	 

	An email sent from a private server—September 8, 2015, Charleston, South Carolina.

	 

	To: Jonathan Rieker at JPMorgan Chase & Company

	From: Reed Killington

	 

	Mr. Rieker,

	Per our conversation in August, I am informing you of my intent to travel across Europe and Asia for the next three months.

	I thank you for our last meeting and your suggestions concerning my wish to travel abroad. I will be traveling with a trusted companion, and a security guard like you suggested. I feel like your suggestion of having a security detail will draw too much attention to us and keep me from having the experiences that I want to have.

	I would like to travel as cost-efficiently as possible, but I will need the sum of three hundred thousand dollars available in my account. The money needs to be able to be accessible from any country, with security protocols in place to keep my account from being hacked or my identity being stolen. I have the list of reputable banks in every country in which we are planning to travel, and you can be assured that I will use only these locations.

	My mortgage will need to be paid electronically from my account while I am away. I will also need to pay the security company, Micon Incorporated, who will be sending a guard with us for the trip. All other financial obligations will be taken care of by myself before I leave.

	My lawyer, Raymond Austin, will have my power of attorney, my last will and testament, and medical advance directive in case anything happens to me while I am away. My contact information is updated in your files, and I will be available by email or cell while I am away from home.

	Thank you for taking care of this for me.

	 

	* * * *

	 

	I woke with a start. Where the fuck am I? Oh, yeah, hotel room...

	It was dark in the hotel room, but I could see the sun was shining on the other side of the heavy curtains. Even though the bank of windows was across the room, I could see the outline of light framing the drapery. As my eyes became more focused, I glanced at the clock on my nightstand.

	Two o’clock in the afternoon. There was an elaborate black and green Carnevale mask propped against the clock. I grabbed the bottle of water beside it and drank thirstily.

	“Venice,” I said aloud with a groan, finally remembering the drunken bacchanal that was last night.

	There was a groan from the other half of the bed. I turned my head with more than a little discomfort and saw a naked man lying there.

	Do I remember him? What the fuck is his name?

	His back was smooth and muscular, and his skin was tanned and flawless. He groaned again and shifted to lay flat on his back. He was quite handsome, even with his eyes closed—light brown shaggy hair and a shadow of a beard over strong cheekbones. I ran my hand down his chest from his perfectly formed pecs to his rock-hard washboard stomach.

	I probably had a great time with this guy last night... wish I could remember.

	My hand ran down further—into a patch of light brown hair between his legs and then onto a fat cock. It pulsed in my hand as I wrapped my fingers around it and it started filling with blood. Suddenly, I was feeling much better.

	Explains why my ass is hurting this morning...

	The man groaned again, but this time it had just a hint of whine to it. I slid over and down and ran my tongue along the length of his cock. It tasted like cum and lube. I used a lot of saliva and my hand to clean him up before I sucked the big dick into my eager mouth.

	I went slowly, teasing more than sucking, as I let him grow and expand in my mouth and my hand. When I finally started to take long drawing pulls on his cock, I looked up and saw he was watching me silently. His hazel eyes matched his hair, and they made him look kind and loveable.

	I must have fallen for his eyes behind his mask last night...

	“Buongiorno,” he said with a deep voice that went right to my balls, causing the familiar tingle in them that signaled that I was going to get a hard-on shortly.

	“Morning,” I answered as I came off of his dick and teased the piss hole with my tongue. “You need to take a piss... uh?” I asked as I searched my memory bank for his name.

	“Marto,” he said, putting his pointer finger to his chest. “And no, I can wait.” He watched me with a beautiful grin.

	“Marto,” I repeated his name with all the shame afforded a person who fucked someone and could not remember their name.

	I handed him the bottle of water, figuring that he needed it as much as me. He drank some and said, “Reed, your ass was amazing last night.” His Italian accent was so cute as he said my name. At least he had remembered my name. “Just slightly better than your mouth this morning.”

	“I wish I remembered enough about last night to compliment you, Marto, but I just don’t,” I admitted, as I stroked his big wet pole with my fist. “However, I am all for making some new memories this morning,” I informed him before sucking his thick cock back into my mouth.

	“Si,” he sighed contentedly. I watched as he put his hands behind his head on the pillow revealing large muscled biceps that really turned me on.

	I continued to slobber over his fleshy knob until his cock was as hard as it was going to get. Climbing up onto my knees, I straddled Marto and guided his slickened cock head toward my puckered hole.

	Marto’s still-sleepy eyes widened as he watched me hold his joint steady and push my ass down onto it. I stopped pushing down after the glorious head of his cock popped inside me, and I savored the feeling of having my ass hole stretched out. I loved the feeling of my ass hole stretched taut around a huge column of man flesh.

	Marto mistook my stillness for what it was and bent his knees. Placing his feet on the bed, he gave himself the leverage he needed to drive his big cock all the way into me and then draw it back out. He began to fuck me in earnest with long thrusts and then smooth pulls that stretched me the best way. He fucked me like a Master violinist plays his instrument.

	“Oh, fuck.” I moaned on top of him as he continued to pound my prostate, which sent wave after wave of pleasurable impulses right to my brain stem.

	Marto ran his hands up my sides and my chest as he fucked me hard from below. When he ran out of steam, I took over and bounced on top of him until he came. My cock had been slapping him in the abs for the last ten minutes, so I was on the edge of my own climax when he pumped his hot semen inside me.

	Jerking my cock, I found my release and shot thick strands of hot cum into the air above Marto. It landed in big raindrops on his beautiful chest and stomach. I climbed off him and felt the terribly disappointing sensation of no longer being full and stretched.

	My tongue went to work, licking up my own cum from his chest and cleaning his fuck-stick of all residual cum. His cum tasted strong, reminding me of expresso, which in turn made me thirsty again.

	I rolled over and collapsed onto the bed beside the stranger who had just fucked me again. Marto leaned over the bed, grabbed his jeans, and began to dig through the pockets.

	“What do you do here in Venice, Marto?”

	“Blow glass,” he answered as he lit a cigarette and blew the smoke away from me. He held the cigarette out to me, and I shook my head in the negative. “You told me last night that you had been in The Service.”

	“Yes, I was,” I said.

	“Was your Master nice to you?”

	“He was. He paid me a lot of money to be at his sexual beck-and-call. And he called a lot,” I said, then chuckled.

	“What it must feel like to be able to do that all day and all night if you want to,” Marto said dreamily. I was sure that he was visualizing himself fucking me again.

	“You would make a good Master, Marto, with your chiseled body and your big horse cock.”

	He blushed as he took another hit from the cigarette and eyed me. “I am not a wealthy man, Reed, but I could be your Master if you let me.”

	I smiled, knowing that I would like that, at least for a while. But the humane thing to do was not to let Marto get his hopes up. I had to be blunt and let him down firmly. “I’m afraid that having a Master for the past four years has made me not want to have one for a while.”

	He sighed and took another drag from the cigarette. “Such is my life, Reed. A few hours of heaven and then back to the grind.”

	“Well, thank you for the heaven part,”

	“No, thank you.” He put out his cigarette in the ashtray on the nightstand and asked, “Would you like to get some coffee?”

	“Yes, and something to eat,” I answered as I heard my stomach growl.

	“Did your friend come from The Service also?” Marto asked, changing the conversation so quickly that it took me a second to realize that he was referring to my friend, Roger, who was traveling with me.

	“You met Bambam?” I asked him in surprise.

	Roger ultimately went by the name Bambam because he almost totally resembled the cartoon character of Barney Rubble’s son.

	Marto looked at me like I was insane. “You really don’t remember last night at all, do you?”

	“No,” I admitted with a snort.

	“My friend, Giovanni is fucking Bambam right now next door. Can’t you hear them?”

	I listened carefully and heard the familiar tapping of a headboard being rocked against a wall next door. I smiled devilishly and said, “Let’s go climb in bed with them.”

	“Gio will be pissed,” Marto said, “so, let’s do it.”

	I jumped up, went to the door connecting my room to Bambam’s, and turned the knob. It was unlocked, so I pushed the door open wide. The sounds of fucking got much louder. I heard the sticky slap of sweaty balls against skin that was ticking like a metronome.

	I peeked into the room and saw that Bambam was lying on his back on the bed while a tall, dark man with olive skin and long flowing black hair was rocking his world. I sprinted to the bed and jumped onto it so that I landed right beside Bambam on my back.

	“Hey, Bambam. Whatcha doing?” I asked when both he and the guy fucking him looked at me in shock.

	“Reed! I’m trying to get my fucking rocks off here,” he said in his deep voice.

	Bambam was short and muscled from head to toe. He had the hands and feet of a much larger man and a shock of blond hair on his head that was currently cut into a Mohawk.

	Bambam and I had met at The Service Academy when we were sixteen. We arrived in Richmond and were fucking each other within the week. We got along famously from the beginning and had been good friends ever since. We both got called into The Service right after graduation and despite me being away for four years, stayed friends throughout.

	The Service Academy was a school that taught marked men like us how to satisfy a non-marked man in all matters sexual. Wealthy non-marked men, or NOMARs as they were called, could contract with The Service for a marked man to become their sexual surrogate for a term of one year. That term could be extended indefinitely if both parties agreed.

	Thanks to our time in The Service, Bambam and I were both independently wealthy now. The first thing we talked about when we reunited after our stints in The Service, was our dream of visiting Europe. We both had decided to travel right away. We had flown to London, traveled south to Paris, visited Geneva, stopped in Milan, and now were in Venice.

	Bambam and I had no schedule or plans. We stayed in the city until we felt like we had gotten the most out of it—seeing its treasures, sampling its food, and meeting its people. When we were done, we moved on.

	Unlike other twenty-three-year-olds, we were not backpacking or hitchhiking our way across Europe. Neither were we staying in dirty hostels or flea-bag motels. No, we rented cars or private cabins on a train and only stayed at gorgeous, boutique or historical hotels.

	“Marto and I are finished. With our rocks that is...” I said sarcastically. I reached up, put my hand on Giovanni’s hairy butt, and pushed it down toward the bed. “Keep going, Johnny,” I goaded the hairy Italian. “We want to go get coffee and something to eat.”

	“Nothing like a little pressure,” Bambam said dryly to me. I watched as he looked up into Giovanni’s face, with long curtains of black hair hanging down, and said, “Finish us off, baby.”

	Giovanni didn’t seem to understand much English, but he seemed to get the gist of it because he smiled and started pumping his long cock into my friend again. He set a fast pace and soon they were both cumming in a series of grunts and moans.

	Marto and I went back to our room, cleaned ourselves up, and got dressed. Giovanni and Bambam joined us a few minutes later, and we all laughed at my absurdness.

	“You wanna see if Tom wants to go with us?” I asked my friend. Tom was the security guard that we had hired to protect us while we were in Europe.

	“Why? He didn’t help me last night with you at all,” Bambam snapped immediately.

	“Okay. I was just trying to follow the rules.”

	Bambam leaned into Giovanni’s broad chest and asked, “You boys will protect us, won’t you?” His tone of voice was sickly sweet.

	“Si,” Giovanni said quickly.

	We left the hotel regaling each other with stories of our behavior from the night before. I didn’t remember most of them at all. It sounded like I had gotten wasted early in the night at dinner, and Bambam had needed help getting me back to the hotel. Marto and Giovanni had been gentlemen and offered their services. Bambam had done the smart thing and instead had me carried to a café where he could sober up and get to know these two a little better before letting them into our rooms.

	Over coffee, Giovanni and Bambam had hit it off, so he eventually let them help him bring me back to the hotel and put me to bed. Marto had generously agreed to keep an eye on me while they went next door.

	“I was a perfect gentleman,” Marto said holding up both hands like he was under arrest.

	“Until this morning,” I said with a wink at him.

	“Si,” he agreed with a huge smile. “And again, this afternoon.”

	We stopped at an outdoor bistro. The coffee was strong, and the bread and cheese were delicious. The sun was shining, but it wasn’t hot, so the four of us sat for quite a while talking and eating. I could tell that the boys were hoping that we might invite them back to the hotel again, but instead, Bambam and I said our farewells to the two Italian hunks before heading back.

	I was a constant people watcher, and I continually scanned the crowds. It was a hobby of mine, but it also kept me alert to any potential trouble that might be coming my way, so I indulged in this hobby as often as possible. That’s why I saw Tom before we hit the lobby of the hotel.

	“Tom’s following us,” I said, leaning down to Bambam’s ear. I was six-foot-three, and Bambam was probably five-foot-four. We were an odd couple together, but we enjoyed each other’s company and got along like we had known each other our whole lives.

	“I’m pretty sure he was following us last night as well, but he sure didn’t help me with you.”

	“Well, I kinda told Tom that I didn’t want him to interfere with us when we are not in danger,” I admitted to Bambam.

	“Yeah? Why?”

	“I didn’t want people to see us as two guys with a security detail. I just wanted to be regular tourists.”

	“I get it. Let’s wait for him inside the door and ambush him,” Bambam said with a twinkle in his eye.

	“You are so bad,” I said. I started laughing at his expression.

	 


Chapter Two

	 

	 

	Journal entry of Reed Killington—September 28, 2015, from the Hotel Gritti Palace, Venice, Italy.

	 

	Venice has turned out to be quite the party city for me. I have spent most of my days sleeping off the effects of partying all night. The nightlife is great here, and the men are mysterious and hot. Bambam seems to be enjoying this scene as much as I am.

	Both of us have had our pick of men, and we have gotten our fill of them. Our trip had started pretty quietly in London, where neither of us really hit it off with anyone and then Paris, where I was not attracted to anyone. Bambam found a man to spend his night with there but was disappointed once he got him in the sack. He told me later that his imagination had built up French men as such fantastic lovers that the man who fucked him had no chance really.

	Geneva had been better for both of us, sexually. I met Pierre, a tall, dark, handsome cheesemaker who was very talented with his hands, while Bambam got fucked silly by a ski instructor named Henrik. We stayed an extra day just to get rocked by both men again the next night. Bambam and I had agreed that we wanted to sleep our way through Europe and back, and that was precisely what we were doing now.

	Tom, our security guard, seemed to be working out well, but I don’t think that he approved of what we were doing—at least from a security standpoint. It was risky behavior, but he was there to protect us if something did go wrong, so I was going to continue to play the part of the slutty American on a European holiday.

	Bambam and I have decided to move on from Venice, and agreed on Zagreb in Croatia as our destination for tomorrow. Tom has gone back to his room to make plans, and check the US State Department’s advisories for travel to Croatia. I’m going to take a long nap so I can enjoy my last night in Venice.

	 

	* * * *

	 

	Bambam, Tom, and I were ushered to a private cabin on board the train leaving Venice. It was large with two big couches facing each other with a small table under the window that could be expanded out if needed. Our luggage had already been stored for us, so I threw my backpack up onto one of the metal shelves above the couches before sitting down.

	Bambam and I sat down together, and Tom sat on the couch across from us. I took a minute to study the security specialist. Tom was probably thirty years old. Today he was wearing a New York Rangers t-shirt that looked like he had slept in it, a pair of jeans with a ragged hole in one knee, and flip-flops. Tom’s biceps and chest muscles were so large that the t-shirt could barely stretch over them. His feet were strong and masculine, which made me look at him again in a new way.

	I had noticed Tom’s bulging biceps from the very beginning of our journey, but now I could see his feet and the hint of a big package in his faded jeans. I realized that I had not given the security guard as much scrutiny as I probably should have.

	Tom wasn’t what I would call handsome, but his square jaw and spiked blond hair gave him the All-American appearance that many others tried so hard to achieve. His eyes were blue-green, but just a hair too close together.

	Bambam and I had picked Tom out of a catalog when we visited the offices of Micon Incorporated, which was the security company we had contracted with for our trip to Europe. The catalog was a who’s who of ex-military studs that made both of us marked guys wet just looking at it.

	Most people hired guards based on experience or training, but Micon contracted with so many suddenly-rich marked guys that they had assembled this catalog for clients like us. Bambam agreed with me that training and personality would trump looks or build before we even opened the catalog, and I was happy that we were able to follow through on that decision.

	Tom had been Special Forces and had experience with personal security as well as Eastern European destinations. He was fluent in three languages and could fly a plane in addition to using every type of weapon I had ever heard of, and then some.

	So far Tom had been quiet, unassuming, and great to travel with. I had sat him down at the beginning of the trip and told him our expectations and itinerary. He took notes and had acted accordingly. Most of the time, I had not even been aware of his presence while we were out on the town.

	“Flip-flops, Tom?” I asked with a raised eyebrow, looking from his eyes to his feet.

	“Yeah. So?” He gave me a challenging look.

	“Not the recommended footwear of a guard on duty, is it?”

	He shrugged his broad shoulders. “I’m trying to look less like security and more like the everyday man.”

	“Oh?”

	“Besides, I can kill anybody on this train with my bare feet if they mess with you.” His delivery was stated matter-of-factly, almost as if he was stating a fact that had occurred in the past.

	“Good to know,” I said while glancing at Bambam and smiling. He had been busy reading a People magazine but had stopped to listen to our conversation.

	“You boys certainly blew it out in Venice,” Tom said, putting me on the defensive suddenly.

	“Yeah. So?” I asked, repeating his words from earlier.

	“Nothing. Just making small talk,” the big bodyguard said with a smirk.

	Bambam and I had sucked the very marrow out of Venice while we were there. We had certainly made up for any slow start to our trip and had no regrets. My ass was still burning from the giant lap hog belonging to a swarthy gondola pilot that I took home last night. He had a big striped pole on his boat that must have been modeled after his cock because he worked that thing inside of me just like he was navigating the channels of his hometown.

	My partner in crime had settled for entertaining one of the glittering high-society types. The guy was handsome and much older than us, but Bambam seemed to enjoy talking to him and took him home for the night. I had not pried into how the sex was, but I knew that Bambam was a little down about having to leave. I wondered if it was because Venice had been so cool, or because he had made a connection with someone.

	It was obvious to me that Tom had clammed up about our time in Venice once I had challenged him, which I didn’t mean for him to do at all. I wondered how uncomfortable this was for him. I was sure that being responsible for two marked men as they traveled through a multitude of foreign countries was not ideal.

	I decided to do something nice for him. “So, let me get a closer look at these killer feet,” I told him.

	He looked at me like he hadn’t heard me for a second and then a look of shock quickly crossed his normally expressionless face. He started to raise his left foot.

	“Without your sandal, please,” I said with a smirk.

	He put his foot back down, wiggled his toes out of his sandal, and then raised his foot again. I slid forward on the couch and guided his foot onto my lap. Looking up at Tom, I saw him intently watching me.

	“They’re nice feet, Tom,” I told him.

	He looked at his feet like he had never seen them before.

	“Sexy,” Bambam commented without even moving his magazine.

	I nodded and put my I-told-you-so look on my face. “Thank you for all of your diligent hard work to keep us safe so far, Tom. It must be extra hard when we... blow it out.” I picked up his foot that was on my lap and started to manipulate it.

	“Is that sarcasm?” he asked.

	“Not particularly,” I said as I twisted his ankle around in all directions.

	“Fuck,” Tom sighed as I worked on his foot. He eventually leaned his head back onto the couch cushions and closed his eyes.

	I had a thing for feet, so I worked over all parts of them—from digging the bottom of my palm into his instep to pulling on all of his toes to get them to pop. There was no part of his foot that I had not inspected and touched by the time I was finished.

	Lowering his foot back onto his sandal, he replaced it with his right foot, and I started the whole process again. His left foot was slightly more responsive than his right, and there seemed to be less mobility in his right ankle.

	“Old football injury?” I asked him with another smirk.

	He replied quickly. “I didn’t play football.”

	So literal, and defensive.

	Tom continued, “I was a loner. You know, didn’t play well with others and all that.”

	“You seem to be playing well with Bambam and me...”

	“Yeah, well. You guys only want me to keep you safe. You’re not asking for too much.”

	I shrugged and said, “Sounds like a lot to me. There are a lot of guys out there that would love to do bad things to Bambam and me.”

	“They would be foolish to attempt anything with me watching.” His voice sounded husky and confident. My hands were on his foot, but I had to move it so that I could shift my balls around in my pants. Tom was having quite the effect on me.

	“Or else you would karate chop them with your feet?” I asked. Immediately recognizing that I was using sarcasm to cover my attraction to Tom, I chastised myself internally.

	“Something like that,” he said with a rare smile that made me grin like a fool as I rubbed his foot.

	I put his second foot down while Bambam shifted to the side of the couch, dug his travel pillow out of his backpack, and curled up beside me. I moved over to sit beside Tom so that my traveling companion could stretch out. Signaling an end to our flirt, Tom opened a book. I got my journal out of my bag to continue my documentation our progress on this trip of a lifetime. It was a nine-and-a-half-hour train ride so there would be a lot of time to kill.

	Within an hour, I was asleep. I woke up an hour later when the train stopped to take on passengers. Tom was on high alert, constantly watching the new passengers as they tried to find a seat. Bambam still seemed to be asleep.

	“Don’t you sleep?” I asked Tom.

	“Very little,” he answered. “I am hungry though.”

	“I can go to the dining car and pick up something for us all to eat,” I suggested.

	“No. You and Bambam will wait here, with the shades drawn and the door locked, while I go. You will not answer the door for anyone, or for any reason.”

	“Yes, Sir,” I said sarcastically, saluting him as I did.

	“Don’t,” he said immediately. “I don’t care if the railroad conductor comes knocking. You will not unlock the door.”

	“I won’t even answer if someone calls out to us, Tom,” I agreed.

	“That’s good, Reed.” He stood, made sure he had his phone, then took the money that I held out to him. “Be right back.”

	“Don’t you want to know what I would like to eat, Tom?” I asked.

	“I have observed you both enough to know your patterns. I’m pretty sure you will be able to eat what I bring back.”

	“It’s a contest then,” I said with a challenge delivered by my tone of voice.

	“You are on,” Tom said confidently.

	I watched him walk out of the cabin, shut the door, and pause on the other side. Slowly, he turned and knocked on the door. I leaned over to lock the door and pull the shade without answering.

	I heard Tom walk away a few seconds later, and I was left to look out of the window with a smile on my face. I was glad that Tom was here, and I was enjoying this verbal sparring that we had started.

	I had left The Service Academy when I was eighteen to answer a calling from The Service. It had been my dream since I was thirteen to get called by my Master and go into Service to him.

	My mark had appeared on my thirteenth birthday exactly as it had for every marked man for centuries. I must have been born early in the morning because my mark was on my face when I woke up that day and stumbled to the bathroom. The light blue flames on my face ran from my left earlobe to the middle of my chin. It was a vibrant blue that looked like I had been in a slap fight with a cube of pool chalk.

	I remembered staring into the mirror that morning and then trying to rub it off. At first, I thought my older brother had played a joke on me, but in my heart, I knew that the mark was my truth. I had started to have strange feelings for some of the older boys in my school even before the mark appeared, so when it did, I was not surprised.

	As soon as I was old enough, I left for The Service Academy where I met Bambam, and my love for older men was confirmed. While most of my academy mates slept with each other, I was much more likely to get a professor or an older resident assistant into my bed.

	I received the call to Service two years later. It was the moment for which I had prepared during the last five years, and I was thrilled. Dreaming of a Master who was hot and dominant over me, I could barely contain my energy until the day I climbed into my cage and was delivered to him.

	John Barry was not quite the man I had hoped that my Master would be. He was very nice and very wealthy, but he was also in his seventies. It wasn’t easy to be romantic with him, but I did my duty. Thank God for his two sons and his three grandsons. They kept me full of hard cock for most of my four years. I think they extended my contract with John just so they could continue to fuck me for free.

	My Master had treated me like a king—constantly showering me with gifts, clothing, and travel. I came to enjoy his company even though he let me do anything I wanted to and did not ever care to act like a true Master. He paid me generously for my time and even told me that he was going to leave me something in his will.

	I had never experienced the kind of money and power that John Barry had brought to the table, but surprisingly I had grown accustomed to it pretty quickly. John had taught me a lot of things during my years of Service, but by far the best lessons were the ones he gave me on business, investing, and how to use the money that I had to make even more.

	It was disappointing for me, as a marked man, to realize that my time in The Service was over and that I had not met the Master of my dreams. The money and new opportunities that it offered me were some consolations, but I had my heart set on a Master with whom I would fall in love.

	I had talked with Bambam for a very long time about my disappointment, but I knew that he really couldn’t understand my position. He had fallen for his Master, who unfortunately could not afford to keep him for more than just two years. He had grieved already for the past two years and was really too far removed from it to be able to sympathize with me.

	This European trip was my way to get my mind off of my disappointment and so far, so good. Tom’s indifferent attitude and business-like approach were reminding me of what I had missed out on, but instead of being sad, I was more... hopeful.

	I must have fallen asleep for a little while because when I became conscious again, I had a stiff neck and some drool on my cheek. Cutting my eyes quickly at my traveling companions to see if they had noticed, I saw Tom reading a sports magazine and Bambam just waking up himself. I wiped my face.

	“I saw it,” Tom said evenly without even looking at me or lowering his magazine.

	“I hate you,” I quickly countered.

	“Napkin?” my bodyguard asked as he handed a paper towelette my way.

	“Did you bring anything back to eat or only this napkin?” I snapped at him. Tom was able to get under my skin better than anyone had in a long time.

	“Yeah, is there food?” Bambam asked suddenly perking up.

	“I got some sandwiches, chips, and waters for you two,” Tom said, finally putting down the magazine and showing us a brown bag that was on the seat beside him.

	“Tom and I have a little bet going,” I informed Bambam with a sly smile on my face.

	“Oh, yeah?” he asked.

	“Tom claimed that he
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