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      1st October 2016

      The partially-formed bruises and bloody injuries on the corpse told its own story, as it lay cradled by the coca plants. Callum Ross had found his missing informant. He knelt beside Tomás’s body and let out a huge sigh. “Fuck.”

      “Is this who you were looking for, señor?”

      The young boy hung back, not wanting to come too close. Cal couldn’t say he blamed him. This probably wasn’t the first dead body the boy had seen, and almost certainly wouldn’t be his last.

      “Yes, this is him.” Cal glanced over his shoulder and tried to smile reassuringly. “Do you know Father Juan?”

      “Si, señor.”

      Cal dug in his pocket and brought out another roll of pesos. He peeled a couple off and held them out to the boy. “Bring him here.”

      No more than ten years old, the boy shifted his weight uneasily from foot to foot. “Señor…” He stared longingly at the money. Cal waited, knowing the boy was scared and wondering if his need for money would outweigh his fear.

      “He was a good man. A father.” Cal gentled his voice. “He needs the last rites.”

      The boy snatched the money and ran off back the way they had come. Cal reckoned he had a fifty-fifty chance of the boy returning with the priest. The boy, one of the kids who populated the city streets, had been starving enough to come to Cal with information about his missing informant, but beyond that? Cal would be lucky to see the boy again.

      Whatever the drug gang had done to him, death had come hard to Tomás. The pain and horror was still etched into his face.

      “No easing into the long goodnight,” Cal muttered. “I’m sorry, Tomás.”

      Tomás had been his informant for a couple of years, since Cal had arrived in the area to investigate the local drug and guns cartel. Tomás had lost two younger brothers to the cartel and, unlike many in the area, was anxious to help. And he’d paid the ultimate price.

      Cal stayed where he was, holding vigil by Tomás, until footsteps behind him made him look up. To his relief, and surprise, Father Juan stood a few feet away. There was no sign of the boy.

      “Buenas dias, señor,” the priest said, a wary expression in his eyes. “You have a soul in need of the last rites?”

      “I’m sorry, Father, it’s too late for your help.” Cal stood, stretching his back. He caught Father Juan’s resigned expression.

      “Why did you bring me here?”

      “Because I didn’t want to be overheard.” Cal stepped to one side so the priest could see Tomás.

      “I warned him.” The priest’s words reeked with disapproval.

      “Warned him?”

      “I told Tomás not to get involved with gringos. I said it was dangerous. And now look.” He curled his lip at Cal.

      “He wanted to help because of his brothers.”

      “And this is where it got him.”

      Cal couldn’t answer that. Father Juan was right. Thanks to Tomás’s help, Cal had managed to infiltrate the local drug cartel, but his cover had been blown and now Tomás was dead. A strong warning to anyone else foolish enough to go against the cartel.

      “Just take care of Tomás,” Cal said wearily. “I’ll pay for the funeral.”

      “Not everything is solved by dollars, señor.” Cal raised his eyebrow, waiting, and the priest eventually nodded. “You’ll take care of his family?”

      “I’ll do what I can.” Cal hissed as he rolled his shoulders.

      Father Juan narrowed his eyes. “You’re hurt, señor?”

      Cal studied the long narrow scratches down his right forearm and mentally thanked his handler for ensuring he was up to date with his tetanus injections. “I caught it on the wire over there.”

      Waves of suspicion rolled off the priest but he knelt down beside Tomás. Cal waited with his head bowed as Father Juan said a prayer. Cal had left his church going days long behind him, but the rituals always gave him comfort.

      

      “Come on, come on, you bloody…useless… heap of junk!” Cal growled under his breath at the recalcitrant lock’s refusal to allow him access to his room. As he fiddled with the key, attempting to unlock the door, stabbing pains shot through his injured right arm. He swallowed hard against the rising nausea and continued to poke at the lock.

      “Buenas, Señor Mat.”

      Cal grinned at a bright, cheerful greeting from his neighbour. She was nearly ninety, about half his height, with long snow-white hair and twinkly brown eyes that always seemed to suggest she’d been up to mischief. “Buenas, Señora Paola. ¿Todo bien?”

      Señora Paola smiled at him and waggled her fingers. Then she frowned and pointed a gnarled finger at a blood stain covering one arm of his long-sleeved T-shirt. “Are you hurt, Señor Mat?”

      “I caught myself on wire,” he said. “I’ll be fine.” He smiled at her, hoping she wouldn’t ask any more questions.

      “¡Qué pelota que eres!” She muttered it under her breath, but loud enough for Cal to know she was calling him an idiot. Cal had a feeling the old woman was probably right.

      He just kept smiling and waited to make sure she got in her room safely. When her door clicked behind her, Cal turned his attention back to his own. Twisting and turning the key, he finally managed to unlock it. It took a couple of attempts to force it back into its frame, but eventually the door shut and the discordant sounds of the street faded to a dull hum.

      Weary to his bones, Cal slumped on the unmade bed and closed his eyes. He sat for long minutes, until he gathered enough strength to peel off his T-shirt. The grey fabric pulled away from the long, drying wound on the inside of his arm, ripping off newly formed scabs and letting blood ooze out. Cal cursed and fumbled under the bed for the first aid kit. He ripped open one of the packets with his teeth and dabbed at the injury with a gauze pad. Once the blood was cleaned away, he was relieved to see the wound didn’t need stitches. He smeared it with antiseptic, and awkwardly taped another gauze pad in place, hoping it wouldn’t bleed too much.

      When he was done, he cleared away the bloody pads and the first aid kit, then glanced at his watch. It was 11.00 a.m. in Seattle. He needed to speak to Josh Cooper like he needed water or food. Trish will kill me. Cal’s fingers itched to make a call, but he knew his handler would peel the skin from his bones if he laid one finger on the keypad.

      He jumped as his cell phone vibrated in his pocket. It took him a minute to retrieve it, but eventually he managed to answer it.

      “Don’t even think about it,” Trish barked in his ear before he could say a word. The fact she had a soft West country burr didn’t soften the scolding.

      How the hell did the woman know? He swore she’d had him kidnapped by aliens and inserted a bug into his brain.

      “You know I haven’t called him,” he said, as evenly as he could. If he had, Trish would have been screaming in his ear.

      After Trish had discovered Cal had a ‘cyber-boyfriend’, she forced Cal to make an agreement. He never messaged Josh when he was on assignment. It was too dangerous for him, and for Josh. If the drugs gangs found out about Josh’s existence, his life could be in danger.

      “But you’re thinking about it.” She grunted in smug satisfaction at his silence, then she sighed. “He’s all right, my lover. You know he’s being watched.” Trish informed Cal every time, like it was supposed to make him feel better.

      Although Josh didn’t know it, he’d been under surveillance since the minute Trish had discovered who he was. It didn’t matter that he and Cal had never met, or that their relationship had only been light flirtation conducted via instant messaging. Josh was part of the family and under their protection. Cal just hoped to hell Josh never found out.

      Trish chuckled in his ear although the sound was strained. “I don’t know what you’re worried about. He’s been through another three boyfriends since you last talked. He’s a busy, busy boy.”

      Cal gritted his teeth to hold back the angry words. Trish was being a bitch. She knew how pissed he was to hear about Josh’s actual love life, rather than the cyber one he and Josh shared. But she had a point. “When can I come home?”

      “Soon.”

      “How soon?” he demanded. “The assignment’s finished. I’m tired and I need a break, babe.”

      “Two weeks. And don’t call me babe.”

      Cal scrubbed his hand through his dark hair. It felt greasy and gritty. He needed a shower, but his current living quarters only had a sink and cold water. “Two weeks? Jesus, Trish. I can’t wait that long.”

      “Your exit strategy’s been compromised. You know that. If you head for the border now, they’ll kill you. Sit tight, keep your head down, and I’ll get you home. Leave now and you’re dead.”

      Cal stayed silent for a long time. “Two weeks?”

      “I’m sorry, Cal.” Trish’s voice softened. “I promise I’ll get you home as soon as possible.”

      “This is the last time. Once I’m home I’m going back to CDR—and Josh.”

      It was ironic. He’d started CDR, a security company, to get away from assignments like these, but the agency had asked for his help for a year, and five years later he was still here.

      The hesitation was long. Too long. “Trish?” He growled out his frustration. “You promised. This was the last job, for her.”

      “She’s got a special job for you.”

      “No,” Cal said flatly. “We had this discussion last time—and the time before.” He turned on the tap and water ran sluggishly into the cracked sink. He longed for his power shower back home.

      Trish huffed impatiently. “She’s going to be unhappy.”

      She was Lucinda Weatherly, the head of the agency, and the reason Cal was exhausted and injured, sitting in this shabby room, thousands of miles from home.

      “I don’t give a fuck. I’ve got problems of my own at CDR. I’ve had enough, Trish.”

      “I’ll get you home as soon as I can,” she said brusquely. “Now can we talk about the job? Did you find Tomás?”

      Cal stood, kicked off his shoes, and unfastened his cargo shorts. “Yeah. He was where we thought.” He heard Trish tapping on the keyboard.

      “Fuck. I’ll let her know.”

      “Yeah.” Cal wriggled until the shorts were around his ankles, then he kicked them off too, and collapsed back on his bed. He scratched his belly, wincing as he caught one of the hairs in his nail. He tugged it out. “It’s a shame. He was a real good man.”

      “He was. Fuck. She’s going to be livid. Did you speak to his wife?” The tapping increased furiously.

      “No, I didn’t want to put her in danger. The priest is taking care of her. I’ve told him to contact you if she needs help.”

      “Good.” She sounded distracted and Cal waited for her to finish. “Just keep your head down and wait for me to give you the exit details.”

      “’Kay.”

      “Don’t take any stupid risks, my lover.”

      Unseen by Trish, Cal rolled his eyes. “No, mum.”

      “Yeah, yeah, I know. I’m stating the obvious.” Trish’s voice softened. “I just want you home safe.”

      “Me too, babe. Me too.” Today, tomorrow, just get me the fuck home. But he didn’t say it out loud.

      “Don’t call me ba—”

      Cal disconnected the call before Trish completed the sentence. He’d been Señor Mat for too long. It was past time Cal felt the cool London rain on his face and talked to his angel. Three boyfriends? Cal snorted. It was time Charlie took his angel in hand.
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      Josh pushed through the commuters and tourists at Victoria Station, his travel-mug clutched to his chest, until he reached the entrance to the underground station. He was freezing, the train unheated yet again, not prepared for the cold weather they’d been forecasting for weeks. Great Goddess Farrah, he hated the English weather; grey, wet, more wet and more grey. He was also miserable for reasons unconnected with commuter travel in a foreign city. Josh wanted to be wrapped around his Charlie, not beating his way through the early morning crowds to work. Maybe it was time to quit being an asshole and go back to Seattle where the man of his dreams was.

      Josh had left the States to make a point. He was damn sure Cal had received the message, and he knew Cal was as lonely as he was. He could find another job. Not at CDR because of Cal’s stupid rule, but somewhere close so he and Mr. Truffles could live with Cal. If Cal wanted that. Did Cal want them to move in together? Josh was over thirty. It was time to stop behaving like a teenager on his first crush.

      Fucking tourists with suitcases that attacked his ankles! He resisted the urge to kick one, then a woman shoved in front of him with a backpack that nearly sent him tumbling, and he snapped at her. She flipped him off and then ignored him on the long ride down the escalator. Josh planned her demise in exquisite detail. She was lucky he couldn’t follow through, though he’d write it in his notebook for future reference. Then the tube doors shut in his face as he reached the platform. Josh growled and shoved his earphones more firmly in his ears and pulled down his beanie. Today was too fucking much.

      Crowds gathered around him as he waited for the next train. One minute to go. He took a long slurp of his cooling coffee. Someone nudged him from behind. He was about to glare at the idiot who couldn’t keep his hands to himself. Then two hands shoved him fiercely from behind and he tumbled over the edge of the platform.

      Fucking hell! Fucking—

      Josh landed heavily on the filthy ground beneath the rails. He heard shouts above and knew the train was imminent. The rails sang with its arrival. For a shocked second, he didn’t know what the fuck to do.

      “Come on. Come on!”

      A stocky black man picked up Josh and threw him onto the platform. He scrambled after him, getting out of the path of the oncoming train with seconds to spare. The blast of the train’s horn interrupted the scattered applause from people on the platform.

      Josh sat on the platform, the cold seeping into his bones as passengers surged on and off the train. Shock had left him frozen. Wetness trickled down his cheek and he touched it, surprised to see blood. He must have hit his head. The man who’d saved him also sheltered him from the worst of the crowd. Then the train was gone, and the only people left were a few anxious onlookers, the rest heading toward the exit sign to continue their day, unaware of the drama that had just unfolded.

      “Is he okay?” One of the onlookers knelt, his face in Josh’s space.

      “He’s fine,” his saviour growled when Josh didn’t speak. “Go away.”

      The others walked off, disappointment in their voices. Josh was sure they’d have been happier if he’d been left in several pieces, scattered around the track.

      “Uh… thank you.” Josh finally managed.

      “What the hell, man?” Far from accepting his thanks, the man glared at him, obviously furious. “Do you know what jumping in front of a train does to the driver?”

      “I didn’t jump. I was pushed.”

      The man gave him a skeptical, “Yeah, right.”

      “I was pushed,” Josh insisted. “Someone shoved me. I wasn’t gonna commit suicide. I wouldn’t.” Cal. He needed Cal.

      A frown was still etched on the man’s face. “You upset anyone?”

      Josh snorted and shook his head. “Not today.”

      Two women dressed in London Underground uniform ran toward them. One of them, young, with a kind smile, knelt by his side. “Are you okay? The police and paramedics are on their way.”

      “Yeah, yeah, I’m okay.” Josh struggled to get to his feet, feeling a wave of nausea as he straightened. His right hip hurt like a bitch. The women flanked him and guided him to a seat. Josh was glad to get off the cold floor. He shivered and one of the women produced a large blanket which they tucked around him, and the other one dabbed at his left temple.

      “Stay here until you’re checked out. You were lucky Leo was there.” The older woman, Josh hazarded a guess she was eastern European from her accent, gazed at the black man like he was a hero. He was a goddamn hero in Josh’s eyes too. Leo joined him on the bench.

      “You work here?” Josh asked.

      Leo nodded. “I’m on my way home after a night shift. I work on the track.”

      Josh held out his dirt-streaked hand and the man grasped it, his just as grimy. “Thanks for saving my life. I owe you.”

      “You’re welcome, man.” Leo sighed and yawned loudly. “I’m not going to get to my bed.”

      “I ought to call the office,” Josh said. His boss would be wondering where he was. How the hell was he going to explain this to Cal? Unless he could persuade Jesse to keep quiet, Cal would be on the next flight over to London. Josh tried to ignore the fact that was exactly what he wanted.

      “We’ll get you upstairs and you can get a signal.” Leo stretched and groaned as he got to his feet. “I’m glad you’re all right, man.”

      Josh stood and hauled Leo into a hug, ignoring his startled yelp. “Thank you.”

      Thank you was so fucking inadequate but he didn’t think Leo would appreciate Josh kissing him. The two women laughed and wolf-whistled.

      “Christ, put me down. You’ll get dirty and you’ll give the women ideas.”

      Josh winked at them. “Too late.”
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      Rain lashed the windows of the large office, making it difficult to see the lights of the Seattle downtown district. Settled in a large, comfy, leather chair, Cal swirled the golden puddle in the bottom of his glass and sniffed the single malt whiskey, taking pleasure in the peaty aroma filling his sinuses. He grinned at the snort from the man opposite him.

      “It’ll do you more good if you get it inside you.” Dominic Cook, the operations manager of CDR, sipped his own drink.

      “It’s a full-body experience,” Cal said. “You’re supposed to take your time and savour the aroma.”

      “If you say so.”

      Cal rolled his eyes at the doubt in Dominic’s tone, and took the first sip. The whiskey burned its way past his throat and warmed his body. He shivered and took another sip. The city temperature had been well into the seventies, but it had dipped the last few days and the rain made everything feel colder.

      “Well?” Dominic asked.

      “Well, what?”

      “You gonna tell me why you’re sitting in my office bothering me on a Friday night instead of talking to your boy?”

      “Technically, this is my office,” Cal pointed out. Although, now decorated in warm shades of brown, it bore little resemblance to the bland place it had been when Cal had used it. Dominic didn’t hesitate to remind him of that fact.

      “Technically, you spent about six months using it and then handed it over to me. And you haven’t answered the question.”

      “Couldn’t I just want to spend time with an old friend?” Dominic’s silence gave Cal the answer. “Josh is not talking to me. All my calls are going to voicemail.”

      To give him credit, Dominic tried not to laugh. He failed, but at least he tried. “What did you do this time?”

      “He wants me to make a decision.”

      “About moving to London?”

      “Yes.”

      Dominic raised an eyebrow. He had flaming red hair and dark eyebrows, which was a striking combination. He also had the temper to match. “Well? You’ve been here nearly ten months.”

      “Christ, I don’t know,” Cal grumbled. “I feel like I just got here. Why the hell would I want to go back to London?”

      Because Josh is there, you moron.

      “Because Josh is there.” His office manager had begun to read minds. This was worrying. “Cal? Are you even listening to me?”

      “Is that a reason to give up everything here?” What the hell was he saying?

      “Don’t let Josh hear you say that. I thought you two were gonna make a go of it.”

      Cal massaged one temple, then swapped his glass over to rub the other. “That’s the idea.”

      “But?” Dominic sounded genuinely curious, and Cal didn’t bristle at his questions—much.

      “He’s in London and loves working for the agency. CDR is here. I’ve got this fucking company that I haven’t spent any time with in five years.”

      “And you don’t want to work for the agency again.”

      “No, I don’t.” Unconsciously, Cal ran his finger down the fading scars on his forearm. It was a visible reminder of his life in Colombia and the reason he’d wanted to leave the field.

      Dominic uncapped the whiskey bottle, leaning forward to refill Cal’s glass. “You’re a good field agent.”

      “I’m one of their longest-serving,” Cal said. “I know what I’m doing and I don’t cause them too many issues.”

      “Apart from finding out about your cyber-boyfriend.”

      Cal grimaced at the reminder. “Yeah, apart from him. I’m a few months off forty, Dominic. It’s time for the younger guys to do the hard work. I want to stay home.”

      Dominic leaned back in his chair. “But where is home, Cal? Truthfully. Where is your home?”

      There was the rub. Where the hell was Cal’s home? He been rootless for years. He’d hoped that once he returned to Seattle, he could settle there, with his company and his boyfriend, but Josh had had other ideas. One of the big issues between them—among many others—was that, if he and Josh stayed together and both returned to CDR, Josh would have to find another job. CDR had a strict no fraternisation rule and Cal had made it clear he wasn’t about to break that rule, not even for himself. So, Josh had gone to London with a shiny new job in the agency Cal had just left, and that left Cal—where?

      “What do you want to do, Cal?”

      “You ask too many questions,” Cal grumbled.

      “Yeah, I know. Gonna answer any of them?”

      Cal poured himself another finger of whiskey and didn’t offer Dominic one, despite the fact the whiskey had been a gift to Dominic from Cal. At this rate, he’d have to get a cab home.

      Dominic took the bottle from Cal’s hand and filled his own glass. “Answer the damn question.”

      “Which one?”

      Dominic growled but he repeated, “What do you want to do? Don’t think, just answer.”

      “I want to be with Josh.” Cal stared at Dominic. “I want to be with Josh,” he repeated more firmly. “What the hell am I still doing here?”

      “Halle-fucking-lujah! You’ve finally pulled your head out of your ass.”

      Cal scowled, but he knew Dominic was right. It had taken him too long to realise where he really wanted to be.

      “About time.” Dominic grinned but then he scowled at Cal. “God help you, Callum Ross. He’ll drive you insane.”

      Cal grinned at his manager’s expression. Dominic and Josh had a fractious relationship at the best of times. “I can’t wait.”

      Dominic grunted. “I suppose that brings me to my next question.”

      “Yes?”

      “What are you going to do with CDR?”

      “I don’t know.” Cal had spent hours thinking about it, and he was no nearer deciding his future with the company he founded.

      Dominic inclined his head as if he expected that answer. “How about a partnership?”

      “With you? Can you afford to do that?” Cal had thought about asking Dominic to buy him out but that was as far as he’d got.

      “I think so, and it’s time, Cal. This is more my company than yours. It has been for years.”

      Cal wanted to be offended, but Dominic was right. Dominic had been in charge of CDR almost from the beginning. The company wasn’t Cal’s to take back. “You don’t want to buy me out?”

      Dominic shook his head. “I can’t do that.” The yet was left there, hanging.

      “I thought about offering you a partnership before,” Cal admitted, “but I didn’t think the agency job would drag on for so long.”

      “I’ve asked Ryan and Darryl to join me. This is as much their business, as mine.”

      Cal nodded. Ryan, their accountant, had a tight grip on the business, and Darryl, the forensic tech expert, had been in from the start. “I keep a majority holding. We’ll get the business valued—”

      “I’ve already done that.” Dominic pushed over a manila envelope that had been on the coffee table.

      “Of course you have,” Cal drawled. “I suppose you and the boys are just waiting for me to sign on the dotted line.”

      Dominic rolled his eyes. “You’re going to sign, but you can show it to your attorney first.”

      Cal picked up the envelope, but he paused, one fingertip under the flap. “We use the same damn lawyers.”

      “We used another firm for this so there’s no conflict of interest.” Dominic tilted his head when Cal stayed as he was. “Changed your mind?”

      “CDR was my baby, even if I’ve been away for so long. It’s hard just to walk away.”

      Dominic’s expression softened. “I know, Cal. It’ll still be yours, but we want a stake in it too.”

      Cal found his balls from where they’d been hiding, and opened the envelope. He pulled out the contract and squinted at the writing.

      “Read it when you’re sober,” Dominic suggested. “Or find your glasses.”

      Cal snorted. He didn’t need his glasses, no matter what Josh said. “What are the percentages?”

      “You get fifty-one percent, I take nineteen, Ryan and Darryl take fifteen per cent each.”

      “You don’t want more?” Cal was secretly relieved at being kept the majority shareholder. He couldn’t cede control completely.

      “Not yet.” Ah, yes, there was that yet again.

      “I’m surprised. I thought you’d ask for more.”

      Dominic’s lips twitched. “I know you’re not ready to let go. This way, even if one of us buys the others out, you’re still the majority shareholder. If, at any point, you change your mind and want to sell the rest, we can talk about it then.”

      Cal perused the proposal. Despite what Dominic said, he was capable of reading without his glasses and with a few drinks inside him. “You’re all in agreement with this?”

      Dominic inclined his head. “We’ve been talking about it for a while. Since before you left Colombia, actually. We need security, Cal. If something had happened to you out there what would have happened to CDR?”

      “I had made plans to hand CDR over to you. It’s in my will. Jesse and my attorney both have copies.” He’d left the business to Dominic, and his apartment in London to Josh, although he hadn’t discussed it with either man. Cal stared out of the window, not seeing the raindrops chasing each other down the large panes of glass. It made sense. He could go to London with money in his bank account. He wouldn’t need to make an immediate decision about finding employment. But….

      “Why don’t you discuss it with Josh?” Dominic broke into Cal’s thoughts.

      “He’s not talking to me.” Cal reminded him.

      “It won’t last. The boy’s addicted to you. Besides, Josh isn’t stupid. And don’t you ever tell him I said that.”

      “I wouldn’t dream of it,” Cal assured him, a grin playing on his lips. It broadened into a chuckle when Dominic glowered at him.

      “Just talk to him, then get back to me.”

      “I need another drink.” Cal held out his glass.

      Dominic did as he was told. “You should have brought me two bottles.”

      “Next time.” Cal sniffed the amber liquid and sat back, relieved the main business was out of the way.

      They sat in silence for a few minutes, until Cal’s phone vibrated. He squinted at the screen, disappointed that it wasn’t Josh, and frowned as he read the text. “It’s from Jesse. He says to call Josh asap. What for? Why would he want me to call Josh? Josh should’ve called me if there’s a problem.”

      “Quit babbling. You won’t know what’s wrong until you call him,” Dominic pointed out, as practical as ever.

      “What if he won’t take my call?”

      “Just call him and hurry up.” Dominic sat up, swaying a couple of times. “We need a cab.”

      “I need food before I go home.”

      “You can come home with me and eat. We’ve got a spare bed. I’ll call Maria.”

      “Are you sure she won’t mind us turning up drunk?” Cal asked doubtfully.

      Dominic kept his private life just that. Few people from the firm had met his wife. Cal had heard staff from CDR speculating if she even existed. Cal was one of the few people Dominic trusted enough to meet the woman who held Dominic’s heart. She was a lovely woman and far too good for Dominic, although when Cal told him that, Dominic just laughed and nodded his head. Cal found Dominic laughing creepy.

      Dominic flapped his hand, narrowly missing his own nose. “I’ll tell her it was your fault. She likes you.”

      “Thanks.”

      “You’re welcome.”

      Cal got to his feet. He had to stand still for a moment to orient his head and his stomach. The whiskey had hit him fast. “I wonder why Jesse texted.” He scrolled to Josh’s name, pressing to call. It took him a couple of attempts to hit the right button. This time it didn’t go to voicemail. The fact that Josh had broken radio silence for some reason made Cal more nervous. “Morning, my angel.”

      “It’s the middle of the night, Charlie.”

      “Oh yeah. I’m sorry, Angel. Jesse told me to call you. Are you all right?”

      “Of course he did. I’ve just got home.” Josh sounded exhausted and Cal frowned.

      “That’s late even for you. Why are you working in the middle of the night?” Stupid question. It wasn’t like the agency kept office hours.

      Josh hesitated before answering. “I wasn’t working.”

      “What happened?” When Josh took too long to answer, Cal repeated the question.

      “I guess I’ve gotta tell you, or Jesse will.”

      “Tell me what?” Cal growled. “Just spit it out, Josh.”

      “I think someone tried to kill me today.”

      Cal did not just hear Josh say someone tried to kill him! “Say that again?”

      “I got pushed onto the tracks at Victoria tube station.” Josh rushed on, “I’m okay, Cal. Someone jumped down and helped me. A guy called Leo. He works at the station—”

      For a moment, Cal forgot how to do something as simple as breathing.

      Inhale.

      Josh was rambling on but Cal didn’t hear a word. He’d seen the aftermath of a person being hit by a train.

      Exhale.

      Josh’s body in pieces.

      Inhale.

      Josh lying broken with only strangers watching him.

      “Cal, did you hear what I said?” Josh sounded concerned.

      Exhale.

      His angel, all alone, with his Charlie thousands of miles away.

      “Cal? Charlie? I’m all right. Talk to me.”

      Cal’s head started thumping… from the whiskey, from the shock. He needed to breathe. He swallowed hard, trying to speak. “I’m going to get a flight out tonight.”

      “I knew you’d say that. I’m fine. You don’t have to come. I’ll be back at work tomorrow.”

      “Fuck that,” Cal growled. “Someone tried to kill my angel. You stay in bed and don’t move until I get there.”

      Josh sighed in his ear. “Did you just order me to stay in bed, Charlie?”

      “Yes.”

      “Yeah, okay.”

      Cal worried his bottom lip. His angel never gave in that easily.

      
      “Meet you at the elevators,” Dominic said, as Cal appeared back in the doorway of his office. As Cal had expected, Dominic was working again.

      “I’ve got to go to London,” Cal said shortly.

      Dominic raised an eyebrow. “Now?”

      “Someone tried to kill Josh.”
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