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        The first time I got on my knees for President Ashley, it was the night of his inauguration…

      

        

      
        And I was only doing my job… helping him remove his shoes.

      

        

      
        I’m Lieutenant Commander Kenan Harper, the president’s trusted valet. His loyal aide. His bodyman…

      

        

      
        And the fool who’s been in love with Garner Ashley since long before I took this job.

      

        

      
        If I had my way, I’d be so much more than his employee, but to say that would be impossible would be the understatement of the century. Garner might be the first openly gay president, but the world’s not ready for a gay First Gentleman, and Garner’s never looked at me with anything but professional courtesy…

      

        

      
        Until suddenly, he does.

      

        

      
        The first touch between us sparks years of longing into a blaze so bright and wild, neither of us can deny our feelings any longer. But when a relationship is this forbidden, this career-ending, this… world-changing… both of us will have choices to make.

      

        

      
        Will I remain in the shadows as the president’s bodyman… or stand out and proud by Garner’s side as the one he loves?

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            CHAPTER ONE

          

          LIEUTENANT COMMANDER KENAN HARPER, BODYMAN TO THE PRESIDENT OF THE UNITED STATES

        

      

    

    
      The first time I got on my knees for President Ashley, it was the night of the inauguration. He’d gone back to the Oval Office after making an appearance at one of the balls and had fallen asleep on the sofa. Considering he’d already been awake and working for over twenty hours by then, I wasn’t surprised he’d dozed off.

      I’d only been on the job for five days at that point, but I’d spent the entire month between my separation from the Navy and my first day as the president’s bodyman researching what the hell a bodyman was supposed to do.

      As a personal aide to the president, it was my job to… pretty much do whatever the man wanted. I was tasked with helping him dress, fetching him coffee, making sure he was properly fed and hydrated, finding missing items or ensuring he had what he needed for trips and meetings, and basically anything else he needed done in order to keep from being distracted from the most important job in the world.

      So I had to assume it meant helping him get much-needed sleep when he dozed off on the presidential sofa.

      But when I began slipping off his formal wing tips, he jerked awake with a grunt. Irish-green eyes peered at me through inky lashes, and I tried to keep any emotion off my face, even though I was suddenly flooded with it.

      “Kenan?” His voice was hoarse from sleep and exhaustion. “Sorry… Commander Harper. What time is it?”

      “Three a.m., sir. Would you prefer to move to the residence?”

      He sat up and rubbed both hands over his face. A lick of hair stood up on the back of his head, and my fingers itched with the need to smooth it. Instead, I kept my eyes focused on the rug under me as I stood up.

      “Yeah. Yeah, I guess that would be a good idea. I have an early meeting at…” His voice trailed off.

      “Seven,” I said before clearing my throat. “I’ll make sure you’re up.”

      He glanced at me before standing. “That won’t be necessary. I’ll set an alarm.”

      Those were the early days, when I’d still stupidly thought I could keep some distance by living in my own apartment. Before the sheer demands and long hours of the job had necessitated me finally caving and accepting a bedroom in the staff section of the residence.

      I’d gotten on my knees for President Ashley countless times during that first term, when we were both new and unsure of ourselves.

      But none of them were for the reason I’d secretly wanted.

      No, that didn’t happen until four and a half years later.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            CHAPTER TWO

          

          GARNER ASHLEY, PRESIDENT OF THE UNITED STATES

        

      

    

    
      I’d known before I’d accepted my sister’s suggestion it was a bad idea.

      Kenan Harper had been her best friend growing up, the quintessential boy next door who mowed lawns for extra cash, helped at his dad’s hardware store, and dreamed about following his favorite uncle into the Navy. Even though I’d been six years older than Kenan, I’d still gotten used to seeing him around. He and Cat were inseparable, to the point I’d expected the two of them to wind up together one day.

      But then Cat had gone to law school, and Kenan had joined the Navy and moved to California. I’d been so busy building my own legal career before accidentally entering politics I hadn’t given the beautiful boy from Brownsburg, Indiana, a second thought.

      Until Cat had recommended him for the position of my personal aide after the election.

      “This position is usually filled by a kid,” I’d explained, thinking it was a joke. “Not a lieutenant commander in the Navy.”

      “He’s getting out. And he doesn’t want to move home yet. His dad’s pressuring him to come take over at the shop, and he’s not ready. This would be perfect.”

      “Cat, he’d be fetching me drinks and… I don’t know, picking up dry cleaning. It’s long hours and low pay. Trust me, he wouldn’t want the job.”

      She’d met my eyes with a familiar look of determination. “He needs this. And you need someone you can trust. Besides, he’s already got security clearances, and his military record is impeccable.”

      “Surely he’s married by now. His wife wouldn’t want⁠—”

      “Not married. No wife. Hell, I think the closest he ever came to a serious relationship was when he dated Brianna Walters senior year. It lasted three months. He broke up with her before leaving for Purdue.”

      I’d blown out a breath. The last time I’d seen Kenan was after Cat’s college graduation. I’d barely recognized the man who came over for backyard burgers. He was tall and broad, sexy as hell with muscles and sun-bronzed skin.

      I’d immediately wanted him, and I’d had to force myself to look away out of fear he’d be able to see my intense attraction. The last thing I’d wanted was to make things weird for my sister or him.

      But if he was straight, maybe that would tamp down my attraction. Hell, maybe enough time had passed that I would see him in a different light. And Cat was right about trust. If there was one thing I’d learned in my fifteen years in politics, it was that trust was incredibly rare.

      And I trusted Kenan Harper with my life.

      I vowed to keep things professional and at least interview the man. If I still felt the same attraction to him, I’d politely pass on his application.

      But then he’d shown up for the interview, and I hadn’t been able to look away. He was tall, taller than me even, and he had a silent strength I’d never noticed before. His eyes held so many secrets I was desperate to seek them out, to get him to confide in me, if only to share his burdens for a while.

      So much for keeping things professional.

      I’d hired him on the spot.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            CHAPTER THREE

          

          KENAN

        

      

    

    
      Keeping things professional with Garner Ashley was damned near impossible.

      I’d had a crush on the man since I was twelve fucking years old and he was an eighteen-year-old Adonis. Not only was he beautiful like some kind of fairy-tale prince, but he was also smart as hell. He was heading off to the University of Chicago on a full-merit scholarship, and all I could think about at the time was that I wouldn’t get to see him at Catherine’s house anymore.

      During his years in college, I’d heard bits and pieces of his accomplishments. I’d learned the most scandalous and enticing detail of all. Garner Ashley was gay. Not experimenting, not bi, but actually full-on gay and not even a little apologetic about it.

      I hadn’t known it was possible for someone to be more perfect than he already was, but to hear about him living his true identity out loud, confidently and naturally, made him even more attractive to me during a time when my own sexual identity scared the shit out of me.

      It was Garner’s own success story, heard thirdhand through his sister, that inspired me to work my ass off in high school so I could leave Brownsburg for college and ultimately escape into the Navy.

      Now, here I was, working with him practically around the clock as a glorified gopher.

      And I wouldn’t have it any other way.

      After four years of working together, we’d fallen into an easy routine. I woke him first thing in the morning and served at his pleasure in whatever capacity was necessary until the very end of his day. Early on, he’d argued with me, nearly begging me to clock out and go home, but then there’d been several days right away that had convinced both of us how unrealistic that was.

      “Please, Kenan. I need to know you’re getting some sleep,” he’d said. It was one of the rare occasions he’d slipped and called me by my first name. “And I need to know you’re not on the Washington streets in the middle of the night.”

      It had made the difference between me tossing and turning all night in my shitty studio apartment and me catching sound sleep knowing he was safely ensconced only one floor below me.

      I worried about him all the time. President Garner Ashley was the first openly gay president, one of the few single presidents, and there were heaps of people who had strong feelings about both of those things.

      He was a target for hate every single day.

      It was one of the reasons I’d volunteered for the position when Catherine had told me about her fear. “What happens if someone that close to him betrays his trust? His privacy? What if they sell out a sensational story to the media?”

      She’d been so worried about her big brother she’d asked if I

      
      
      
    

  

OEBPS/toc.xhtml

  
    Contents


    
      		Cover


      		
        Title Page
      


      		
        Copyright
      


      		
        Contents
      


      		
        Bodyman
      


      		
        Chapter 1
      


      		
        Chapter 2
      


      		
        Chapter 3
      


      		
        Chapter 4
      


      		
        Chapter 5
      


      		
        Chapter 6
      


      		
        Chapter 7
      


      		
        Chapter 8
      


      		
        Chapter 9
      


      		
        Chapter 10
      


      		
        Chapter 11
      


      		
        Chapter 12
      


      		
        Chapter 13
      


      		
        Chapter 14
      


      		
        Chapter 15
      


      		
        Chapter 16
      


      		
        Chapter 17
      


      		
        Chapter 18
      


      		
        Chapter 19
      


      		
        Chapter 20
      


      		
        Chapter 21
      


      		
        Chapter 22
      


      		
        Chapter 23
      


      		
        Chapter 24
      


      		
        Chapter 25
      


      		
        Epilogue
      


      		
        A Letter from Lucy
      


      		
        About Lucy Lennox
      


      		
        Also by Lucy Lennox
      


    


  
  
    
      		Cover


      		Title Page


      		Copyright


      		Contents


      		Beginning


      		About Lucy Lennox


      		Also by Lucy Lennox


    


  


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


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

"Author" refers to any designer, engineer, programmer, technical
writer or other person who contributed to the Font Software.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


OEBPS/images/bodyman.jpg
LUCY LENNOX






OEBPS/images/lucy-lennox-main-logo-color.jpg





