
        
            
                
            
        

    
	Gage had hoped to escape his situation for years, but he never imagined freedom would mean to jump from slavery right into servitude.

	 

	 

	Gage was kidnapped years ago and taken far from his home in America. He was sold into sexual slavery to the owner of a mining operation in Russia, but soon found himself being used to reward the miners for their productivity. He dreams of escape every day. He is finally rescued by a mysterious man who seems to be able to do magic. He has an unusual reaction to his emancipators and is taken to their camp in Romania. The coven master appears and offers him a job opportunity, but Gage turns out to be something the warlocks have never encountered before. The coven master tests him and Gage knows that he has met his true Master. Gage is torn between seeing his family for the first time in years or staying with the man of his dreams. And deep inside he knows that he still wants revenge...
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Chapter One

	 

	 

	Part of a journal written by the sexual slave, Drotik, on the first of April two thousand and nineteen, in English.

	 

	Today is different.

	I feel like something is going to happen to me today. Something different. Something positive.

	There is a tingling coming from inside me that I have never felt before. It is like my bones are vibrating of their own accord. Anyone else might think they were going crazy, but I choose to see it as a sign.

	Something good has to happen for me, doesn’t it?

	It gets harder and harder for me to write in English when I hardly ever hear it anymore and I never see it except in my own journal. My Masters have allowed me to have books, but they are all written in Russian. The English words don’t look spelled correctly to me on the paper even though I am pretty sure they are. Some of my favorite moments here in camp are when the miners try out their English on me after they had given me a good fuck, because it allows me to hear my native tongue again.

	I’ve been imprisoned here at this mining camp for close to four years now. I only know that because each night that I have been here, I have scratched another mark onto the rough-hewn planks that comprise the floor and walls of my room. I have two more marks to make for the year and then I will depressingly move to another wall and start a new list.

	It is hard to believe that the anniversary of my kidnapping is approaching again. I refuse to believe that this is going to be my life—that I am going to be trapped as a sex slave to a group of miners who appreciate my skills but have nothing to which to compare them. I have tried to remain positive for most of my imprisonment, but as this anniversary approaches it is increasingly harder to do so. This is one of the few times that I allow myself to remember my former life and feel sorry for the loss of it.

	By the age of twelve I felt like something amazing was going to happen to me in my life. When I received the bright blue mark on the side of my face at the exact moment of my thirteenth birthday, I thought maybe that was the amazing thing, but now I am not so sure. I honestly don’t know how something special was ever going to happen to me in this place. My imprisonment is starting to wear on my ability to be positive.

	It has been more than a year since the owner of the mine died. I hadn’t cared for him since he was the man who had bought me from the kidnappers and brought me here, but he had treated me with respect and taught me to read Russian. The new owner already had a Servant when he took over, so he gave me to the miners.

	It is almost the end of shift now...

	 

	* * * *

	 

	“What’s your name?”

	I looked up at the big oaf who was on top of me asking the question. He was new to the mine or at least to be allowed to visit me. His face was smudged with soot and he smelled like cabbage. At least he was young and had a decent body, which was more than I could say for most of the miners here.

	“They call me Drotik,” I said evenly. I thought back to the last time that anyone had said my real name. It had been the day I was taken from my home in South Carolina. My captors had never spoken to me and certainly never had an opportunity to use my name. I hardly remembered how my name sounded on anyone else’s tongue now.

	“You have a nice fucking hole, Drotik,” the big man said. He had me bent in half with my ankles on his shoulders. His fat cock was spreading my anal ring open wide even after he had busted his nut deep inside me.

	This guy wasn’t the best fuck I had ever had, but he could get better. Most of the men who came to see me multiple times would let me direct them so that they could get even more out of the experience. Some of the men just wanted to bang me, call me names when they finished, which I guessed helped them to feel better about themselves, and leave as fast as they could.

	In my heart, I knew that I wanted to meet and have a relationship with someone. At this point in my life, I knew that I wanted, no, needed, a man that was confident, self-assured, and a dominant. I had met a lot of men and nothing turned me on like a man who controlled me but respected me at the same exact time. That was the man for me.

	“Thank you,” I said back mechanically. “Your cock is as impressive as an ox and you fuck with the grace of a Bolshoi dancer.” I had been given this line to say by the former owner of the mine. He had requested that I say it to him after each fuck. I now said it to each of the miners after they busted a nut inside my still-tight ass.

	The new miner reached up and ran a dirty thumb over the brilliant blue mark on my face. He bore down like he was seeing if it would come off as he rubbed it.

	He asked, “How did you get here, Drotik?”

	This was not the first time that one of the miners had asked me this question. I had a standard short response to give them, but something felt different today. “I was taken from my home about a year after my mark appeared. It was my fault because I followed a handsome man into an alley to blow him and instead got a hood thrown over my head. The next thing I knew, I was in a cargo hold of a ship headed here.”

	“And you’ve been here ever since?”

	“Yes.”

	“Have you ever been able to contact your family?”

	“No. Why? Do you know a way that I could accomplish that?” I asked hopefully.

	He shook his head. “I’m sorry that has happened to you, but at the same time, it is so exciting to be able to fuck you after a long day of mining.”

	This wasn’t a terrible place to be. It wasn’t my choice of course, but the men were mostly nice to me and some were even respectful. Some of them even brought me extra food or chocolate. I had a whole windowsill of carved wooden figures that some of the men had made for me. Too bad the windowsill was nailed shut.

	I had tried to run away multiple times, only to be captured and beaten for my efforts. The fire of escape still burned in my heart every day that I was kept here, but I was more tempered and patient now. I would not try again without a solid viable plan.

	“What’s your name?” I asked as the miner rolled off of me and lit a cigarette.

	“Petor,” he said after taking a drag off of the hand-rolled cigarette.

	“How long have you been working at the mine, Petor?” My Russian was much improved over four years. It had truly been torture when I couldn’t communicate with anyone. Thanks to the tutoring of the former owner and my voracious appetite for reading, I was able to learn the native language pretty quickly.

	“I came three weeks ago. It took me that long to get into the bucket.”

	Other men who had visited me told me how the system worked. Each man that mined his quota got his name added to the bucket each day. At the end of each day, two names were drawn—the dirty and the clean. The first one was the dirty because the man got to come straight from the mine to my room. The second name was the clean, because he came to me after dinner once he had been given the chance to take a shower. Each day that you made your quota, you increased your chance of winning.

	“You mean you only met your quota once?” I asked in disbelief.

	“Yeah,” he admitted.

	“Lucky bastard,” I said with a laugh. His name was only in the bucket once, yet it was still pulled. “I bet the men were furious that your name got picked.”

	“They were fucking livid,” he said, starting to laugh.

	“I’ve heard some men’s names are in there twelve or thirteen times just waiting.”

	“Vladmir told me that his is in there twenty times,” Petor said with a sly smile.

	“No way,” I said. These little talks that I had with each of the miners every day were my salvation from going insane. They kept me informed of what was going on in and around the camp, which was vital to my plans of escape. It also gave me some semblance of normalcy in my abnormal predicament.

	“Can we fuck again?” the miner asked as he put his cigarette out on the wall.

	“I can,” I said with a raised eyebrow.

	“I definitely can,” Petor said. “God only knows when I will get another chance.”

	I rolled over and lifted myself onto all fours. I enjoyed sex more than most normal people, I believed. Even though most of these men were not physically attractive to me, I did enjoy the sex most of the time. The men seemed to really enjoy my ass as well. Often I wondered if it made me a bad person to enjoy being fucked by men who were keeping me as their sex slave.

	“You better make it count then, Petor.”

	 

	Later, I showered in cold water as usual. I came out of the bathroom drying off and saw that my dinner had been delivered. It reminded me that even though this was my room, it didn’t belong to me and I was not safe here.

	One naked light bulb hung from the ceiling. It completely lit my room in very harsh light. My room had the only private shower in the camp besides the big house where the owner lived with his Servant. I also had the only queen bed in the camp. The owner had a king and all the miners slept in bunks.

	It was a warm day, so I sat naked on the bed and ate my dinner. It gave me plenty of time to think of a way to escape. I certainly wasn’t going to spend much time thinking about the stew. It was as lacking in flavor as most of the food they served here. Each day I was thankful for the tins of salt and pepper that one man had brought with him and presented to me.

	Putting my dirty dishes on the tray and setting it by the door, I got myself ready for the clean miner. A chill ran up my spine just as the darkening night surprisingly lit up with numerous bright bursts of blue light. I stepped to the window and tried to see what was happening.

	The night was quiet―too quiet. I couldn’t hear anything and the bright sharp lights that I had seen had stopped. My bones seemed to vibrate again. Something was happening.

	Suddenly a brilliant flash of light illuminated my door and before I could even think about moving, my door burst open and a cloud of smoke rolled inside. A giant hooded figure in black stepped through the door. He walked right up to me, placed his hand on my forehead, and a voice appeared inside my head.

	My natural response was to pull away from the man’s hand, but something told me not to. His touch had a calming effect on the weird symphony that my bones were playing. I am not a small man, myself. I stood taller than six foot three and had the body of an American football player. Very few men intimidated me physically, but this stranger did just that.

	We are not here to hurt you. Come with us and we will see you safely out of this place.

	It was super-unnerving to have someone inside my head, but what he was saying to me was exactly what I wanted to hear. I could tell that he was speaking a foreign language in my thoughts, but I had absolutely no problems translating the words into English even though I only spoke two languages—English and broken Russian. These thoughts, as far as I could tell, were neither.

	“Who are you?” I asked out loud. I still had not seen the hooded figure’s face, but I somehow could feel that he was trustworthy.

	The stranger stepped back from me. He was a huge figure of a man dressed in all black. His duster jacket concealed a very large body. Upon closer inspection, I saw that he was wearing a mask of some sort. It was of a plain man’s face, but it was painted jet black.

	When he spoke, it was in English. “We are your rescuers. Now, come with us quickly, and we will answer all of your questions once we are safe.” He held out his hand to me.

	“Where will we go?”

	“To safety.”

	“Okay,” I finally relented. “I’ll get dressed.”

	“No need,” he said, as he reached down and pulled a piece of grass that was growing up through the floorboards of my room. The cloaked figure held it between his palms and dipped his head over it. One hand went up and out toward me, I saw a flash of light, and felt a heaviness settle upon me.

	Looking down, I saw that I was fully dressed, in clothes that I had never seen before. I was suddenly dressed in jeans, work boots, a tank top, and a worn flannel shirt. I could feel socks on my feet and underwear under my jeans.

	“Whoa.” I exhaled and immediately looked up at the hooded figure in front of me. I grabbed my journal off of the table and moved forward, taking his hand. If this man could do that, then I didn’t want to be on his bad side. His hand was over-sized and rough like he was a man who was used to manual labor. I was close enough to him now that I thought I could smell him. He smelled like freshly mown hay, which I was highly allergic to.

	“Good choice,” he said, as he turned and pulled me after him out the door.

	My nose wrinkled up. His smell was starting to have an effect on me. I swallowed to try to clear my throat.

	It was dark outside now, but there was enough light coming from the doorway for me to see a huge motorcycle parked in the mud in front of my cabin. Everything on the motorcycle was painted black. I looked down the street and saw nothing, but now I could hear the sounds of at least two other motorcycles in the camp.

	“Get on. I’ll put your book in the saddlebag.”

	I straddled the seat of the cycle as I watched him reach down and pick up a rock. He pointed his hand to the sky and bowed his head. Fireworks—green in color―shot from his raised hand into the sky.

	At this point, it didn’t seem strange to me that I was being rescued by a wizard on a motorcycle. I was still so shocked with his trick of making clothing appear out of thin air that nothing else he could do was as amazing.

	I sneezed abruptly.

	The wizard’s fireworks must have signaled his friends. Noise erupted in my ears as two more motorcycles joined us driven by the same hooded figures like the one that was climbing on the bike in front of me. One cycle pulled up on each side of us and the hooded masked men driving them nodded to me.

	“Wrap your arms around my stomach or hold onto my shoulders,” the wizard ordered, loudly enough to be heard over the engines.

	I sneezed again.

	I put both of my hands around the big man’s waist and held on as all three motorcycles pulled away from the cabin. Within a minute, we were out of the mining camp and onto the open road. I didn’t know where we were headed or who I was with, but I had never felt more alive.

	I sneezed and my nose started to run. My throat was an itchy mess and my eyes even itched.

	We slowed down for a fork in the road and came to a stop. The big man to our left reached over and took the hand of my wizard. I watched in awe as the man to our right reached out and pulled a leaf from a tree hanging over the side of the road before doing the same thing. All three heads bowed and there was a flash of sharp blue light.

	I sneezed and tried to blow my nose on the sleeve of the magical flannel shirt that I was wearing.

	The men disconnected and we pulled down one fork of the dark road. Immediately, I saw what magic my rescuers had made—there was little wind and very little road noise. It was like they had put up an invisible windshield right in front of all three motorcycles.

	When the wizard in front of me spoke again, he didn’t even have to raise his voice. “Hold on, marked one. You are having a reaction to something so I’m going to put you into a trance. But, I have to make sure that you don’t fall off, either.”

	Put me into a trance?

	Suddenly my head started to get foggy, and I blinked to try to focus my eyes on the road. Locking my arms around the huge man in front of me, I lay my head down on his back and closed my eyes. I didn’t feel like sneezing anymore, just sleeping.

	It was the last thing I remembered.

	 


Chapter Two

	 

	 

	Part of a ledger page from the Trad Grimoire written by the Coven Master after the night of the rescue.

	 

	April second, two thousand and nineteen

	Our operations into southeastern Russia went very well tonight. Our main focus was securing four marked men from a munitions base near Norilsk. We were able to secure all four of them without harm coming to anyone or without having a major problem. Hopefully, my men were able to get in and out without drawing too much attention. The last thing we need is a major international incident.

	Our secondary mission tonight was to rescue a solitary marked man from a mining camp near the munitions base. We had heard reports of him for a couple of years now, but had not until recently been able to locate him. When I saw on the map that the mine was within ten kilometers of the military base, I knew that I wanted to try to perform the double rescue. I put Sloven in charge of the secondary target and he took two of his best men with him. The marked man was safely obtained and once again, the mission went off without loss of life or property.

	The five marked men will rest today, and tonight I will speak with them concerning their options. If they decide to join us, we will have new members and welcome them in. If they decide to return home, we will work out the details of their journeys.

	I have to attend to a small matter in Bulgaria that is causing us some headaches, but I should be back in plenty of time to speak with these new men when they are ready. There is something strange going on with me physically that I will have to consult the elders about. It is a strange vibration from inside me—more anticipatory excitement than alarm...

	 

	* * * *

	 

	I woke with a start, still on the back of the vibrating motorcycle. I had a clear head and my memory seemed to be intact. Reaching up and touching my head, I was surprised to find that it didn’t hurt. I had been drugged several times at the mining camp where I was held prisoner for the last four years and always woke up with a splitting headache.

	A sneeze tore through my sinus cavity and brought me out of my head.

	“Are you awake, marked man?” the wizard in front of me asked with a tone of disbelief.

	“Yes,” I answered.

	“We just crossed the border and we will be home shortly,” he informed me.

	Within ten minutes, we were pulling off of the road onto a dirt one that seemed to go for miles. There were multiple roads that veered off in different directions. The wizards seemed to know exactly which road to take. Soon, we pulled into a clearing and I saw a cabin in the trees.

	The big man stopped the bike and put down the kickstand. I promptly sneezed again. He stood, extracted himself from the motorcycle, and turned to face me.

	“Get off the bike, marked man,” he commanded me with his deep voice.

	It must be morning, because the cloudy dark-purple sky was beginning to lighten quickly. “Where are we?” I raised my leg over the seat of the motorcycle and gingerly stood on the rocky ground. This place was in the woods, which had been cleared to resemble some type of huge campsite.

	“Romania,” he answered. I saw that the big man who had saved me had removed his hood and taken off his mask, and I saw what he looked like for the first time. He was super-handsome, even in this low light. He was blond with a military buzz cut with an inch or so of longer hair protruding out above his forehead. Muscles with dark tattoos formed sleeves on each huge arm. I practically drooled at the size of his biceps and pecs.

	“Romania?” I asked in wonder. Of all of the answers that I might have guessed to that question, Romania was not one of them.

	“Yes. This is our camp. You are safe here. Go to that cabin there,” he said pointing, “and wash the road off of you. I will bring you something to eat and show you to a place where you can sleep.”

	“Who are you?” I asked.

	“My name is Sloven. Now, go,” he commanded.

	“Yes, sir.” I wanted to ask him more questions, but something told me that he was not going to answer any more for me at the moment. I walked toward the cabin Sloven had indicated and slowly pushed the door open.

	This cabin was nothing like the one in which I had been held for the last few years. This cabin was well-made by an expert craftsman. I could tell just from the door, which was beautifully carved with intricate pictures of nature scenes. The door to the cabin had a hammered bronze porch light that looked beautifully handmade.

	“Hello?” I called from the doorway.

	There was nothing but silence in return. I took a whiff and recognized the smell of Pine-Sol. This cabin had recently been scrubbed clean.

	I stepped inside and closed the door. The inside of the cabin was brightly illuminated with lamps and recessed lighting. Fine rugs covered the floor, painted nature scenes hung on the walls, and comfortable couches and leather chairs dotted the living room. The furniture looked expensive. I noticed the kitchen, but moved into the bedroom instead.

	The air in the cabin was cool like it was air conditioned, but I didn’t see any vents or units anywhere. The windows all appeared to be closed and locked behind crisp curtains.

	A huge bed with a wooden frame dominated the room. The comforter looked soft and new. It didn’t escape my notice that there were two bottles of lube on the nightstand. The bathroom was off of the bedroom, so I went inside and started to wipe myself with a wet washcloth. I was surprised that I wasn’t grimier than I turned out to be. Maybe that magical windshield had helped to keep me clean, even in my trance state.

	I used the bathroom and made the most of the mirror time that I had. Noticing how different I looked from four years ago, I marveled at how thin I had become. Finally, I exhaled a big breath and made my way back to the living room. I was excited to have the possibility of getting to go home soon, and I couldn’t wait to see if that was going to happen.

	Sloven was waiting for me on the couch when I emerged from the bedroom. He stood up when I walked over toward him. “Better?” he asked.

	I wrinkled my nose at his smell. “Better. How did you know to speak English to me back at the mine, Sloven?”

	“I was in your head, remember?” Sloven’s face held no hint of whatever emotion he was feeling.

	“How did you do that?” I asked right before sneezing very hard.

	“It will all be explained in due time,” Sloven told me. “Is it me that you are reacting so dramatically to?”

	“I think so,” I admitted. “You smell like hay which I am really allergic to.”

	“Hay?” he asked with a stunned look on his face. “You think I have a smell?”

	“It’s like you rolled around in it,” I admitted with a face that told him that I was sorry.

	“I can fix that,” he said evenly. He pulled something green out of his cargo shorts and bowed his head over it. His smell immediately changed to one of fresh mint.

	“How nice,” I said. “I’m not allergic to mint.”

	The big man looked at me like I had just pulled a knife on him. He finally cocked his head and said, “Good. Would you like to go get something to eat before you sleep?”

	“Sure.” I was still pretty wound up from the last few hours and from the knowledge that I was no longer a prisoner. Well, at least I hoped that I was no longer a captive. “I thought you were going to bring me something to eat.”

	“I was but then I found out that our primary mission tonight had just arrived, and I thought you might want to meet some of the others that we rescued.”

	“Others?” It had never occurred to me that there might be others beside myself that were in my same predicament. I’m pretty sure that if there had been another marked man held captive in the mining camp, I would have known about it.

	“Yes, there are others.”

	“I would like to meet them,” I said decisively.

	“Follow me,” Sloven ordered.

	I followed the big man out of the cabin and toward what seemed to be a central building built in the round. “This is our meeting hall,” Sloven explained to me as he held the door open for me.

	Inside the meeting hall were round tables with six chairs at each. I looked over to see that four marked men were seated at one of the tables. They looked Eastern European and they looked up at me in unison with wide eyes. The smell of eggs, sausage, and coffee threatened to make me lightheaded.

	“They were just rescued last night like you,” Sloven informed me.

	“Do they speak English?”

	“Russian,” he said with a sly smile.

	I rushed over to their table and greeted the men. The looks on their faces immediately relaxed as they saw my mark and heard my Russian.

	“They saved you, too?” one of the men named Teo asked me.

	“Yes, just tonight,” I told them as I sat down at the table. Sloven brought two plates of food over to us while another very handsome man who smelled like fresh ginger brought three more.

	“Well, hello, ginger,” I said with a smirk.

	The man who smelled like ginger stopped in his tracks. He looked at Sloven and something passed between them. “You smell me?” he asked after staring at me for a couple of seconds.

	“Yeah. It’s a good smell, unlike some people,” I said, making a dig at Sloven.

	“Eat, Drotik,” Sloven ordered.

	It turned out that the men had been held at a military facility not too far from the mine where I had been held. I only knew that because they told me. I had no clue of my surroundings, but apparently they had more information.

	“What is this place?” the one called Tomcjk asked.

	“I’m not sure, but they are a lot nicer than the people at the mine,” I answered. “Did that big dark-haired guy rescue you?”

	“Yes,” one of them answered. “His name is Thom.”

	“Is the other one the one who rescued you?”

	I nodded. “Sloven.”

	A short man named Sqo asked, “Have you seen him do anything strange?”

	“You mean the magic?”

	All of them shook their heads and looked at me in wonder. We were quiet for a minute while we ate. Our rescuers soon were at the table with five cups of coffee.

	“Can I have cream and sugar, Sloven?” I asked almost flirtatiously.

	“American,” he mumbled under his breath.

	I was used to drinking my coffee the Russian way—very black and very strong, but the idea of having a cup of coffee the way I wanted it was too alluring to me. Secretly, I also enjoyed making Sloven jump through some hoops for me.

	Sloven left to get me the items I had asked for.

	“I wonder why they just don’t make it appear,” I said.

	“I wonder what they want with us,” Sqo said.

	“What all NOMARs want,” I said.

	NOMARs, or non-marked men, were the vast majority of the men in our world. They were sexually attracted to women, which our world did not contain, so they were constantly horny and sexually frustrated.

	Marked men were sexually attracted to other men, so on one hand they had a whole world of men to choose to fuck around with, but on the other their very nature opened themselves up to abuse. There was nothing a NOMAR would like better than owning a sex slave.

	If I had not been kidnapped in the United States and brought to Russia, I would have entered a special school for marked men called The Service Academy where I would have spent several years learning how to sexually please a man. Then I could have entered The Service and sold myself to a wealthy NOMAR.

	I was more than willing to be a sex slave for pay on my own terms. The Service would have produced a contract between me and the wealthy man who wanted to be my Master to pay me and keep me safe from abuse while I was indentured. These agreements usually lasted for two years, but could be extended for several more beyond that.

	Each marked man that went into Service received a million dollars a year. That money would have been life-saving for my family, and I grieved for the loss of it almost as much as I did for the loss of my last four years. I was still only eighteen years of age, so maybe when I got back to the United States, I could still enter into The Service.

	“These NOMARs can suck my dick,” Tomcjk spat. “I’m tired of servicing men and getting nothing in return for it.”

	“You got a hell of a lot of fat cock up your arse for it,” Sqo said with a smile.

	“Well, yeah, but I wanna be paid,” Tomcjk said, right as Sloven delivered my sugar and cream.

	I stirred the additives into my coffee. “I dunno,” I said, looking across the circular meeting hall at the two drop-dead gorgeous men. “These men are pretty fucking hot.”

	“Yeah, they are,” Teo agreed as he drank some coffee and followed my eyes.

	“You’re more my type, Drotik,” my new friend Sqo said, looking at me with a lusty grin on his face.

	“I’m flattered, Sqo, but a bed for sleeping is all I am thinking about right now,” I said with an exaggerated yawn. The coffee was having no effect on keeping me awake, but it sure tasted like heaven. “I’ve been up all night and not in my usual way,” I said with a wink.

	My four new friends laughed as I stood up with my dirty dishes. Sloven was beside me in a flash and a cloud of a minty smell. “You ready to sleep, Drotik?”

	“Unless you want to fool around, Sloven,” I suggested.

	“The Master forbids it until you have made your decision,” he said with the authority of a leader.

	The Master?

	“What decision?” I asked, trying to dig for information.

	“The decision that you will make to the question the Master will ask you,” he said infuriatingly.

	“I’m ready to sleep and get some answers, but I see that I’m only going to get one of those from you.”

	“Now, you’re getting smart...”

	“Will we see each other again?” I asked the big man as I pointed at my new friends.

	“Yes. You will see them tonight when you all will make an appearance in front of the Master.”

	I translated that into Russian for my tablemates and then waved goodbye to them. Sloven led me toward the door and then back into the cabin where I had washed earlier.

	“Is this your cabin, Sloven?” I asked.

	“No.”

	I looked at him in disgust. “You’re not going to tell me anything, are you?”

	He smiled and said, “Not if I can help it. You can sleep peacefully. I will be right here if you need anything.”

	“Aren’t you tired?” I asked him in shock. “You were up all night and drove home.”

	“I took a tonic, so I will be good to stand guard over you while you sleep,” he promised me.

	“Do I have to be protected? Am I in danger?”

	“Everything needs to be protected,” he said mysteriously.

	“Some things more than others,” I told him as I turned and let him get a good look of my ass in these magical jeans. I headed to the bedroom without turning around, but I could still hear him
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