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Blurb

Noah Wiltson wants nothing more than to be | eft alone. His father’ s candidacy for
President forces him to have secrets. Imagine his surprise when a hired killer giveshim

the meansto live his life without doubt or fear.
The killer knows this hit is going to be his last. Whether he chooses to walk away or

whether they kill him. He's never been ateam player, so he ends the game on histerms.
A few months later, Noah meets Cain Packert, a man who intrigues and excites him.
Only one of them knows the truth. Can they find love amid secrets and threats?
Molten Silver: Warning: m/m loving, violence and graphic language



Chapter One

Wednesday night

Noah Wiltson sighed as he closed his apartment door. He hated going out on the
campaign trail with his father. Loathed having to pretend they were a happy family when
he couldn’t stand being in the same room with his father, former Senator Charles
Wiltson, soon-to-be the candidate of choice for President.

Without turning on the lights, Noah tossed his keys into the lopsided bowl his
daughter had made him. A smile eased over hisface at the thought of young Lindsey.
Thank God no one knew he donated the sperm. No one but Lindsey’ s mothers—his best
friend, Tabitha, and her partner, Rhoanna. At least they could avoid being hounded by
reporters.

He tugged off histie and threw it on the table next to the bowl. He made his way to
the side bar, where he poured a glass of whiskey. He slugged it down and filled the shot
glass again.

When he looked up in the mirror behind the bar, he noticed the silhouette standing in
front of the blinds lowered over the large set of windows across the room.

“Fuck.” He whirled, dropping the glass.

The whiskey stained his cream carpet.

“Sinful waste of good whiskey.” The man didn’t move.

“Who the hell are you?’" Noah inched towards the phone at the end of the bar.

“What kind of hired killer would | beif | didn’t disable the phones?’

The blinds opened dlightly, allowing some light to filter in and shine on the gunin
the man’s hand.

“Killer? Why?’

Noah was confused. He couldn’t think of anyone he' d pissed off enough to want him
dead.

The gun wavered. “Pick up the glass. Pour us each adrink and we' Il discuss this.”
The man’s deep carefree laugh puzzled Noah. “I have plenty of time before the man
waiting on the street starts to worry.”

Noah did as he wastold. His killer didn’t seem to be in a hurry to kill him. Maybe he
could figure out away to escape.

He poured two glasses and carried them to the coffee table, where he set one down
before he took a seat on the couch, holding his own glass. Following the stranger’s
movements with his gaze, Noah wasn't prepared for the speed with which the man bent,
took the glass and sat down. It was al fluid motion and he would never have been able to
counter it.

“Who are you?’ Noah didn’t know why it was so important to know hiskiller’'s
name.

“You may call meLord.” An appreciative hum sounded from the stranger. “1 do love
good whiskey.”

“Areyou serious? Lord,” Noah couldn’t help but comment.

“While theirony of the situation hasn’t escaped my attention, that really is my



name.” Lord set the glass down. “I’m thrilled they sent me on this hit. | usually get the
beer guzzling, pretzel chewing ones.”

Unsure of how to respond, Noah didn’t say anything. What was the protocol of
having drinks with your soon-to-be killer? Did one respond or just listen?

“It might have something to do with my upbringing. Very blue collar and crude.”

“Who wants me dead?’ Noah’ s voice squeaked at the end of the question.

“1 asked myself the same thing when my handler gave me the assignment.” Lord
gestured towards the rest of the apartment. “ There’ s nothing secret or special enough
about you to cause anyone to panic.”

Should he feel insulted? “Thanks. | think.”

Lord chuckled. “I wasn't putting you down. Y ou're not aterrorist or aspy. You'rea
chemical engineer, but you work for a plastics plant. Hardly national security stuff.”

True. The only secret he had was Lindsey. Anyone who dug deep enough would
know he was gay. He didn’t really hide that, though he was much more discrete about it.

“My onefailing, | guess you could say, is an overwhelming sense of curiosity. When
something doesn’t feel right, | have to dig and peel back the layers until it all makes sense
tome.”

Lord settled deeper into the chair. Noah reached over, wanting to turn the lamp on.

“Don’t.”

He froze.

“There’ s aman standing on the street outside, watching the windows. If he seesthe
light go on, he'll know | haven't killed you yet. The darkness will give ustime.”

“Time for what?’ Noah asked, tired of not getting any answers. “I think the least you
can do istell me why you're going to kill me.”

“Kill you?’" The frown was evident in Lord’ s voice. “Who said anything about
killing you?’

“That’swhat you're here for, isn't it? | doubt you broke in to have a drink with me.”
A thought struck him. “How did you get in?’

“Got the alarm codes. The person who hired me provided them. He really wants you
dead.”

Noah bit hislip. The protest died in his throat. His father had recommended the
company who installed Noah's system. It wouldn’t have been difficult for him to get the
alarm codes.

“Why would he do that?’

Sadness welled in his heart. He and his father had never been close, but he never
realized how much the man hated him.

“He must really hate me,” he murmured.

“Hate has nothing to do with it, Noah. Y ou’ re an inconvenience for him, so he's
removing you like he would a piece of gum on the bottom of his shoe.”

“A person should be harder to get rid of. Y ou shouldn’t be able to call someone up
and order akiller. That's not civilized or right,” he protested.

“You'reright, but it'safact of life and your father wants you gone. He can’t run the
risk of someone finding out his only sonisgay.”

Lord moved and Noah could tell Lord was shaking his head.

“He' sajackass. It doesn’t matter anymore if he has a son who is gay. It might win
him some points. Now if you ran around in drag, that might be an issue.”



Noah thought about those experimental months at college. He' d finally been free of
his father’ s oppressive control. There were afew nightsin drag before he figured out he
didn’t have enough style or flair to be a queen.

“Not that there’ s anything wrong with that,” Lord pointed out. “ Just for some reason,
the voting public islessforgiving of that little quirk.”

“My father honestly hired you to kill me?’ He couldn’t keep the shock out of his
voice.

“I"'m sorry.” Lord sounded like he meant it. “| did alot of investigating into this and
your father has afew skeletonsin his closet. Y ou’ re the only one he can get rid of and
still look like a sympathetic person afterwards.”

“The pity vote.”

Noah jumped to his feet, grabbing his empty glass before heading back to the bar.
“Do you want another one?’

Lord didn’t react to any of Noah's sudden movements. “No. | need to keep my wits
about me. | still have my killer to avoid.”

Swallowing down two shots, Noah thought getting drunk sounded like a great idea.
“Who wantsto kill you?’

“It'salong and varied list, but | think the decision has been made by the people who
made me what | am. I’ ve outlived my usefulness, plus, they might have heard arumor or
two about my research into your father.”

A large hand came into view to take the bottle away from Noah. He protested with a
small shiver of fear. He'd never heard Lord move.

“As much as drinking yourself blind must seem like awonderful idea, kid, | can’t let
you do that.”

Lord set the bottle down and led Noah back to the couch. Instead of sitting in the
chair, Lord joined him on the couch. He realized he should be scared and trying to
escape. He should be formulating some marvel ous plan for saving his life. Hismind
wasn’'t cooperating. It was devoid of any thought except how warm Lord’ s hand felt on
histhigh.

“1"d prefer to be drunk when you shoot me,” he admitted, proud of himself for
confronting his pending death out loud.

Lord cupped his cheek and ran arough thumb over his bottom lip. “Dear Noah, I'm
not going to shoot you.”

“You're not?’ Disbelief tainted his question.

His speaking allowed Lord to press his thumb inside Noah’s mouth. He closed his
lips around it. Lord groaned and Noah's cock twitched, interested by the taste of the man
on Noah’ stongue.

There had to be something wrong with him when he got turned on by the man who
was sent to kill him.

“No. When | got thisjob and realized all the ramifications of my completing it
successfully, I came to the rather easy choice of leaving. | have a problem killing
someone to help hisfather get elected. If he' swilling to get rid of you like this, what else
would he be willing to do?’

Lord pulled his thumb out of Noah’s mouth and slipped his hand into the curls at the
base of Noah' s neck. Noah knew he should push Lord away. He should struggle, but an
odd need crawled inside him.



The other man whispered against hislips, “ Thisiswrong. We don’t have time. |
want one kiss before | leave.”

Noah made no attempt to escape. He reached up and grasped Lord’ s shoulders,
holding tight as Lord plundered his mouth. Mutual moansfilled the air as predator and
prey feasted on each other.

Lord broke the kiss first, standing and moving towards the apartment door. Stunned,
Noah remained on the couch.

“Wait for thirty minutes. That should be enough time for me to draw my killer away.
Pack a suitcase. Take the briefcase | left you on the dining table and go to your
grandfather. The information in it should help keep you and Lindsey safe.”

By the time Noah's mind registered the fact Lord had mentioned Lindsey, Lord was
gone.

* % * %

Standing in the dark doorway, he searched the street before stepping out. Maybe he
shouldn’t have shared that particular name with Noah Wiltson. It could end up coming
back to bite him in the ass, but there was just something about Noah's story, and the man
himself, that tugged at what little sense of compassion he still had. Of course, he was
getting someone else in trouble by letting Noah live. He shrugged. He would deal with
that when his actions came back to bite him in the ass.

He knew where his assassin was. Had spotted the man the moment he arrived.
Pulling a cigarette our, helit it, took two drags and flicked the smoke into the street. The
pre-arranged signal that the job was done. He checked his coat pocket to make sure his
gun was there. Another gun rested at the small of his back tucked into his waistband.

Damn if he was going to make any of this easy on whomever they sent for him.

“Fuck ‘em,” he muttered, striding down the sidewalk. He made sure to pause under a
street light so his stalker would see it was him.

“Let’s see how good you redlly are.”

He gave one fleeting thought to Noah and how good the guy had felt in hisarms
before he cleared his mind of everything except luring the danger away.

* % * %

Oneday later

Noah paced the length of the elegant living room. The butler left him to wait while
the man fetched his grandfather. Nerves ensured he didn’t pay attention to his
surroundings.

“Noah, my dear boy. It's wonderful to see you.”

He turned to see his grandfather stride into the room. Noah's mouth fell open as he
was swept into atight hug.

“Grandfather,” he gasped, trying to get air into his lungs.

“Johnson, bring us some coffee.” Grandfather Henry studied him for a moment.
“Have Mona make some sandwiches. Looks like you haven’t eaten in a couple days.”

Noah was tired and hungry. He' d done what Lord told him to do. Packed a bag.
Grabbed the case the man left him and headed out to his grandfather’ s in the Cascades.



Leaving Los Angeles eased his fears, though he couldn’t stop thinking about the fate of
Lord.

“Thank you.” He glanced down at his feet and back up at his grandfather. “I’m sorry
it's been so long since we' ve seen each other.”

“Don’'t apologize, son. | know what kind of bastard your father can be. When my
daughter was alive, she exerted some influence over him. Once she died, he lost any
softness he might have.”

Noah shared a sad smile with his grandfather. His mother died when he was ten and
any sense of hisfamily had disappeared when she was buried. It was the last time he saw
his grandfather as well.

“Father’ sthe reason I’'m here.”

“Why am | not surprised?’

Grandfather waved at the couch. Noah sat with asigh. He closed his eyes and rubbed
his forehead.

“Ah, here’ s the coffee and sandwiches. Take a moment to eat and then you can tell
me what’ s going on.”

He did want his grandfather suggested. Half an hour later, he sat back, cradling his
cup and staring at the scuffed black |eather case sitting on the coffee table.

“Last night | came back to my apartment.”

“That would be after your father’ s official announcement of candidacy, right?’
Henry rested his fingers on his chin, his eyes serious and understanding.

“Yes. | went for the family photo-op Father wanted.” Noah shrugged. “If | make an
appearance for him once in awhile, he leaves me alone.”

Henry nodded, but didn’t comment.

“There was aman waiting for me. He said he was hired by my father to kill me.”

He paused, seeing if his grandfather was going to say anything.

“Go on.” Henry waved a hand.

“He left that case with me.” He pointed to the briefcase. “Said it held all the
information | needed to keep me safe.”

“Did you look at it?’

“No. | waited for thirty minutes, then | packed and drove here.” Noah blinked.
Exhaustion was setting in. Somehow he knew he was safe and could relax.

“Why did he let you go?’ Henry sounded puzzled.

Noah shook his head. “I don’t know. Just said he wasn't going to kill me. His
handler, | believe he called him that, was going to kill him after he shot me.”

He yawned. Henry stood up.

“Go lay down for awhile. Y ou are safe here. Charles wouldn’t dare risk making me
angry. I'll go through the files. See what your killer left you.”

Noah rose. He staggered as Henry slapped him on the shoulder.

“Y ou wereright in coming to me.” Henry turned to face Johnson. “Take my
grandson to his room, Johnson. He' s going to be staying with us for awhile.”

“Yes, sir. | put your luggage in the Red Suite, Master Noah.”

Noah followed the butler upstairs. He didn’t explore his room. After Johnson |eft
him alone, he stripped and crawled into bed. He fell asleep, wondering if Lord was safe.

* % *x %



Henry LeClair growled in disgust as he turned the last page in the file over. He'd
always had suspicions about his son-in-law, but to see them confirmed filled him with
anger. He fought the temptation to call up an old reporter friend and give the man the
scoop of alifetime.

“Sir,” Johnson interrupted his thoughts.

He set the file down. “ Y es, Johnson?’

“There' s a gentleman on the phone. He' s asking about Master Noah.”

His butler gestured to the phone on his desk.

“Thanks.” He picked up the receiver. “Thisis Henry LeClair.”

“Is Noah Wiltson there?’

The voice was distorted. The caller was being cautious.

“Who wants to know?’ He could play the game as well.

“Have you read the files?’

Again no answer to his question, just another demand.

“I'll tell Noah you're dlive.”

The phone went dead. Frowning, Henry hung up. Had the man hung up because
Henry guessed who it was, or because he had provided the caller with the information he
wanted?

Henry shook his head. No point in worrying about any of that. He doubted they
would ever see the assassin again.



Chapter Two

Two months later

“Make awish, Grandpa.”

Smiling, Noah watched his grandfather blow out birthday candles with alittle help
from Lindsey. Henry and Lindsey had formed atight bond from the instant they met.
Henry’s delight in discovering he had a great-granddaughter touched Noah and eased his
worry.

Lindsey’ s mothers were more than thrilled to let their daughter get to know Henry
since both sets of their parents were dead.

“Uncle Noah, Grandpa Henry blowed out all his candles.” Lindsey raced over to give
him a hug around the knees.

He grinned down at her. “I saw that. Are you going to help him open his presents?’

At the word *presents’, Lindsey’ s blue eyes lit up and she ran back to Henry.

“You have a beautiful little girl there.”

“She’'snot mine.”

His automatic response shot from his mouth as he tensed from fear. He'd always
protected Lindsey and would continue to do so, no matter how much his grandfather tried
to reassure him that she would be safe. He glanced at the stranger standing beside him.

“She didn’t get those blue eyes from either of her mothers. Though | must say | like
the grown-up male version of them better.”

Noah flushed. “U-m-m...”

“I"'m sorry. | embarrassed you, and that truly isn't what | meant to do.” The man held
out ahand. “I’m Cain Packert, the new head of security for your grandfather’slab.”

Noah shook Cain’s hand, cataloguing the firm grip and callused skin. Cain stood a
couple inches taller than Noah's six foot frame. The designer suit rested on broad
shoulders like Cain had been born to wear it. His dark brown hair was cut short and thick
black eyelashes framed unusual silver eyes.

“Noah Wiltson.” He flushed again when he realized he let his hand linger in Cain’s.
“So Grandfather thinks you' re capable of taking over the security?’

“1 just entered the private sector a couple of months ago after working for the
government in a classified position for twenty years. | guess he figured | had enough
experience to keep hisinterests safe.”

Nodding, Noah wasn't sure what all of that meant, but he understood classified and
he figured his grandfather knew what he was doing.

“Henry has told me agreat deal about you. I’'m pleased to finally meet you.” Cain’s
silver gaze darted over to where Lindsey sat on Henry’slap. “1 promise not to tell.”

He knew what Cain was talking about, but he wasn’t willing to admit anything. “ Tell
about what?’

Cain laughed. “It’ s none of my business anyway.”

The man’ s deep rough chuckle rubbed over Noah's skin, causing goose bumps and a
shiver to track down his spine. His cock took notice of the man’s scent and heat. Cain’s
subtle cologne danced on the warm night air, teasing Noah. It made him want to bury his



nose at the base of Can’sthroat and breath deep. He needed a drink.

“Would you like adrink?’

He headed towards the tent where the temporary bar had been set up.

“1"d love awhiskey on the rocks.”

Noah ordered the whiskey along with agin and tonic for himself. He handed the
glass to Cain, shuddering as their fingers did against each other.

Cain sipped and nodded. “1 do love good whiskey.”

Frowning, Noah wondered why that statement sounded familiar. He couldn’t figure
out where he might have heard it before.

“Henry said you moved up here amonth ago.” Cain’s gaze held interest and
attraction.

Noah shifted. He was reading more into the man’ s interest than was there. “Yes. |
work at the research lab Grandfather founded up here.”

“What’ s your research on, if you don’t mind me asking?’

Cain gestured to an out-of-the-way bench. Noah felt nervous as he sat down. Cain
was simply being polite, but he couldn’t help the suspicious thoughts racing through his
head. He met Cain’s eyes with a narrowed stare.

“Why do you want to know?’ He knew it was rude, yet it didn’t stop him from
asking.

The man didn’t seem the least insulted by the question.

“1 have a severe case of curiosity. When | meet someone who intrigues me, | have to
find out al I can about him.” Cain smiled and there was something in the gesture that
made Noah relax dightly.

“Just plastic. How to make it less destructive on the environment, and things like
that.”

“1’d love to hear more about it.”

Noah snorted. “No, you wouldn’t. Y ou're just being polite.”

Cain shifted on the bench and then grinned ruefully. “Y ou got me. | really don’t want
to know about plastics, but I’ d love to take you out to dinner. Consider it awelcometo
the area dinner.”

Biting hislip, Noah fought hisfirst inclination, which was to decline. He' d always
been discrete about being seen in public with another man. It had been easy to hide, but
Cain would stand out in a crowd with his height and dark good looks. Cain exuded
confidence in every inch of hisbody. Also, Noah had afeeling Cain didn’t believein
hiding.

“Itisn’'t that hard adecision.” Cain winked at him. “Unless you don’t want to go out
with me and are trying to let me down easy.”

For most of hislife, Noah lived by rules his father made. No more. It wastimeto
start living for himself. He' d escaped death, so it wastimeto get alife. “I’d love to have
dinner with you.”

Relief flashed in Cain’s silver eyes. Noah realized the other man had been nervous.

“Great. How about next Thursday?’ Cain stood, holding out his hand to help Noah to
his feet.

“Thursday sounds wonderful.”

Noah turned to see his grandfather approach. Henry studied the pair with narrowed
eyes. Noah wondered what his grandfather really thought about his grandson being gay.



It had never been discussed.

“l see you've met my grandson.” Henry shook Cain’s hand.

“Yes, sir. We're having dinner together next week.” Cain’s voice was cool.

Noah noticed how cold Cain’s gaze was now. It was in sharp contrast to the warmth
in them when the man looked at Noah.

“Packert’s my new head of security at thelab.” Henry waved at Lindsey, who chased
Tabitha around the garden.

“S0o he said. What happened to Bosaly?”’

“Too set in hisways. Didn’t think we needed to update the system. Plus, we're
getting more government contracts. Need to stay current protection-wise.”

His grandfather met his gaze with a serious expression. Noah knew it was also added
protection for him, in case his father decided to try anything again.

Cain glanced at hiswatch. “1 should be going. I’ m meeting with some security
companies tomorrow to talk about updating our systems.”

“Thank you for coming.” Noah smiled.

Cain’'s eyes warmed as the man winked at him. “Thank you for agreeing to dinner.”

Noah watched Cain stride through the crowd and disappear into the shadows,
heading towards the front of the house.

* k% * %

“Noah, will you join me for amoment?’

Worry caused Noah' s palms to sweat. All the guests were gone and Lindsey was
upstairs with Tabitha, getting ready for bed.

“Sure, Grandfather.” He sat down on the chair his grandfather pointed at. Rubbing
his hands on his thigh, he waited.

Henry finished his drink and set the glass on the desk. “I’m not sure you should go
out with Packert.”

Noah frowned. “Are you afraid your partners and friends will find out your grandson
isgay?’

“Why would you think that mattersto me?’ Henry asked.

Shifting, Noah shrugged. “Father didn’t want any of his supporters to know about
me. | figured that was what you wanted to talk about.”

His grandfather shook his head. “No. The reason | said you shouldn’t go out with
him is because he’ s dangerous.”

“Dangerous?’ Noah laughed. “1 knew that seconds after he introduced himself.”

“1 chose him as my new security officer because he came highly recommended by
people | respect, but his background is very shadowy.” Henry stood and walked over to
Noah, resting a hand on Noah'’ s shoulder. “I don’t want you to get hurt.”

Noah swallowed around the sudden lump in histhroat. He couldn’t remember the
last time amember of hisfamily showed concern for his welfare.

“It'sjust dinner. I’'m not going to fall in love with him.” He studied his hands for a
second and took a deep breath. “He made me feel interesting and attractive. It's been a
long time since anyone’ s done that.”

Henry squeezed his shoulder. “Be careful. That's all I’'m asking.”

Noah’s chuckle was hitter. “I’ ve been careful all my life. Where has that gotten me?’

He stood and walked over to the window overlooking the garden. His gaze landed on



the bench where he and Cain sat earlier.

“1"m not stupid or reckless, but just once in my life, | want to do something that
makes me feel good without worrying about what others think.”

Resting his hand on the cool surface of the window, Noah thought about Cain and
how different the man made him feel. There was some fear mixed in with the attraction.
Not fear of Cain, but of taking public chances.

“If this date is something you want to do, | won't stop you.”

“Thank you.”

He left his grandfather’ s study and made hisway up to his bedroom.

Lord stood in the shadows of the oak tree planted in LeClair’s garden. He' d made his
way on to the grounds while the last guests were leaving.

He saw Noah move away from the window. The man was leaving the study. Lord
scrubbed his hand over hisface.

Why was he here? Two months ago should have been the last time he saw Noah
Wiltson. Lord had evaded his own killer, taking a bullet in the process and should have
headed to South America. He had enough money hidden in accounts al over the world to
live like aking down there.

Instead he stood in the dark, keeping an eye on the only target he ever let live.

“He only thinks of you in his nightmares, man,” Lord whispered, his voice drifting
softly on the breeze.

A light came on in aroom one floor up and to the left of the old man’s study. Noah
came to the window again. Lord remembered how it felt to taste Noah’ s lips.

Waiting until Noah's light went out proved torturous for Lord. All he could think
about was what Noah would look like naked and spread out on his bed. Noah's lean
muscular body stretched out, his pale skin gleaming against dark sheets and begging for
him to let him come.

Groaning, he walked away. Should have gone to South America.



Chapter Three

Thursday

Noah stared through the eyepiece of his microscope, but if anyone asked him what
he was looking at, he wouldn’'t have been able to tell them. His mind was focused on the
dinner he was having later that night with Cain.

It had been along time since he' d looked forward to a date. Usually, he would be
worrying about not being seen or his father’s disapproval. For the first time, he didn’t
think about his father. His mind imagined Cain’ s thin lips pressed against his.

A soft groan escaped Noah' s throat as his cock hardened. He shifted, glad he wore
his lab coat to cover hisgroin.

“Dr. Wiltson, Mr. Packert needs to speak with you.”

Noah closed his eyes and sighed silently at hislab assistant’ s words.

“He said he'd like you to meet in his office.”

“Thanks, Martin.”

He put the vials and dides away. By the time he was done, his erection had settled
down. He hung up his coat and smiled at Martin. “When you’ re done with that test, head
home. I'm calling it aday after | finish with Packert.”

“Thank you, sir.” Martin grinned and nodded.

Noah made hisway four floors up to Cain’s office. There wasn't anyone at the desk
in the outer room. He knocked on the door.

“Comein.”

Cain’s anger came through in the clipped words.

Pushing the door open, Noah looked into Cain’s office. The man stood, back to the
door, a phone pressed to his ear. Noah' s breath caught as his eyes ogled Cain’s ass,
framed perfectly by black linen pants. He wanted to reach out and squeeze it.

“1 don't give agood Goddamn why it happened, Roscoe. It better not happen again
or I’ll fireyour ass.”

Cain dammed the phone down, causing Noah to jump.

“Jackass,” Cain muttered.

“U-m-m-m...you wanted to talk to me?’

Cain’s silver eyes met his and he watched desire replace the anger.

“Please comein and sit down, Noah.” Cain stepped away from the desk, gesturing to
the couch placed against one of the walls.

Noah rubbed his palms on his pants. Damn. His body responded to the emotion in
Cain's eyes. He wanted to adjust his cock and find some room in hisjeans. He sat
instead.

Settling close to him, Cain pressed their thighs together. Fire flooded Noah’ s body
and he tried not to move away. He didn’t want Cain to know how much the man affected
him.

“1 wanted to ask you, would you be comfortable joining me at my house for dinner?’
Cain’sgrin was rueful. “| had afew firesto put out thisweek and | didn’t make
reservations for us.”



Noah thought about it. Having dinner out in public insured nothing would happen he
wasn't ready for.

“If you don’'t feel you know me well enough, I’ll see about finding a place for usto

Cain’stone was neutral and Noah realized Cain wasn't going to pressure him. It was
that knowledge that gave him the courage to step outside his boundaries.

“I’ll be happy to visit your house for dinner.”

Cain’s shoulders relaxed. “Thank you.”

He jumped when Cain touched his knee. He gave the other man a nervous smile.
“I’'m sorry. I’'m not used to being so casual about touching,” he explained.

Frowning, Cain said, “We're done, Noah. No one' s going to walk in on us.”

Noah blushed and ducked his head. “1 know, but I’ ve been used to keeping my
preferencesin the closet or under the radar. I'm trying to break the habit.”

“1 understand. | know who your father is and, considering his running platform, | can
see why you’ d want to avoid having anything to do with him.” Cain stood and offered
Noah his hand. “Maybe it’s agood thing | didn’t get reservations anywhere.”

Noah allowed Cain to help him up. They stood inches apart. He breathed in the
minty scent surrounding Cain and grinned. “Actually, I’d worked up the nerve to be seen
in public with you. I’m more nervous about going to your house.”

Cain stuck his hand in his front pocket and pulled out two peppermints. He offered
one to Noah before unwrapping his and popping it in his mouth. “Y ou won't hurt my
feelings if you change your mind. It’s a sudden change of plans.”

Noah watched Cain stroll over to where a coat rack stood and pulled a suit coat off.
His gaze devoured the flex of Cain’s muscles as the older man tugged the coat on. There
was only asmall voicein his head telling him not to risk it, but every other part of his
body screamed for him to take a chance.

“Dinner at your place sounds great,” he reassured Cain. “What’ s with the mints?’

Cain smiled. “I stopped smoking a couple of months ago. | find having something to
suck on lessens the cravings.”

“Makes sense.” Noah checked his watch. “What time would you like me to show
up?’

“Sinceit’s so close to quitting time anyway, | thought you might want to follow me.
That way, you can leave whenever you want.”

Cain’ s thoughtfulness struck Noah, scaring him. So much about Cain intrigued and
delighted Noah. It was too soon to be thinking of anything serious, but he had afeeling
Cain could come to mean alot to him.

“Okay. I'll follow you. Just let me call my grandfather and let him know where I’'m
going.”

“You can use my phone.” Cain pointed to his desk.

* % * %

Forty-five minutes later, Cain pulled up to the house he’ d bought a month ago. He'd
found it shortly after accepting the security position at LeClair’s research facility.

Headlights flashed in his rearview mirror and he relaxed. Noah was still behind him.
Cain grimaced.

It had been easy to get Noah to agree to adinner at his house. Cain knew he should



feel terrible about manipulating the man, but he didn’t. He wasn’t ready to take Noah out
in public. He understood Noah' s reluctance to be seen on a date with aguy. Having
grown up with that bastard senator as a father would turn anyone off any kind of
relationship. That’s why Cain was surprised when Noah agreed to go out with him.

Climbing out of his car, Cain waited for Noah to join him before heading to his
house. He rested his hand on Noah’ s lower back, letting Noah get used to his touch.

Cain scanned the front of the house, checking for anything out of the ordinary. None
of the simple early warning traps he’ d set were tripped. He pushed open the front door.

“Welcome to my house.” He ushered Noah in.

He took Noah’s coat, hanging it up in the hall closet while keeping an eye on Noah's
expression. It was weird how much he wanted Noah to like his house. Of coursg, it was
the first home Cain had ever owned, so he was alittle protective of it.

“The kitchen is back here. I'll give you atour after dinner.” He led the way down the
long hallway to where the kitchen was. He hid his smile when he heard Noah' s gasp.

His kitchen was huge. He' d replaced all the old appliances with modern ones. There
was an island in the middle of the room where he prepared all of his meals. Copper pots
and pans hung from a chrome grid above the counters. The room was painted a bright
yellow with blue trim. It was inviting and warm. The bank of windows along one wall
overlooked his back yard.

He pointed to the small table set in the breakfast nook. “Have a seat. | thought we'd
have steaks.” He laughed. “It’ s the one thing | know | have.”

Noah's smilelit up hisblue eyes. “ Steak isfine. Thisisagreat room, Cain.”

“1 think this room and the master bedroom sold me on this house.” Cain reached into
the refrigerator to pull out the steaks. Along with the safe room in the basement and the
open ground all around the house. No one can sneak up on me here.

They chatted while Cain prepared the steaks, discussing how they liked the town,
their respective jobs and general stuff. Cain stayed away from asking about family. He
didn’t want Noah to think about his father at all during their date.

He set their plates on the table and refilled Noah's wine glass. “Enjoy.”

“I'msure | will. Steak’ s sort of hard to get wrong.”

Noah cut a piece and took a bite. The moan that emerged from Noah’ s throat made
Cain shift in his chair, wondering how he was going to make it through dinner with an
erection hard enough to cut glass. Cain took alarge drink of wine.

“Thisisreally good, Cain. Where did you learn to cook like this?” Noah took
another bite.

Cain shrugged. “When you’ re on your own by the time you’ re sixteen, you have to
learn how to survive. Cooking isn’t that hard when your only other option isto starve.”

Noah looked embarrassed and Cain figured the younger man was thinking that he'd
never had to deal with surviving. Cain leaned over, touching Noah's hand.

“It'sokay. | found that | liked doing it. Cooking relaxes me.”

Standing, he took the empty plates over to the sink, rinsing them before sticking
them in the dishwasher. “Why don’t we take our drinks into the living room? We can see
what’ s for dessert after our dinner settles.”

Noah preceded him out of the kitchen and Cain’s gaze fastened on Noah's ass as his
date moved in front of him. Cain wanted to reach out and squeeze it, but he didn’t think
Noah was up to that level of touch yet.



He settled down on the couch facing the large bank of windows that made up the
west side of hisliving room wall. He didn’t bother turning on the lights. The darkness
might make Noah relax more. The other man sat down between Cain and the arm of the
couch. He was glad. He thought Noah would have chosen one of the chairs.

The silence that surrounded them was easy. It seemed like they were absorbing each
other’ s presence. Cain wanted Noah to become familiar with him—whether it was his
scent or how it sounded when he breathed. Since he planned on spending a great deal of
time with Noah, Cain wanted the man used to him.

To that end, Cain reached out and stroked a finger along Noah's arm. Noah stiffened,
but when Cain didn’t move any further, his tension eased. Just like gentling a wild
animal. No sudden moves. No crossing the boundaries established. Cain smiled to
himself. It would only be alittle while longer before he got Noah into his bed.

Noah tried to keep from shivering as Cain trailed afinger over hisarm. Desire made
his skin tingle while afrisson of fear chilled him. He wanted to move closer to Cain’s
warmth, but Noah couldn’t tell if he feared the man, or if it was the setting that scared
him. A dark room and a stranger reminded him too much of that night two months ago
when he came hometo find akiller in his gpartment. He trembled.

“Sh-h, Noah. | won't hurt you.”

Cain’slow voice rubbed over Noah's nerveslike a cat, slow and sensual. He wanted
to lean against Cain and accept what he could feel the man wanted to give him. Did he
have the courage to do it?

His mind skittered around like a squirrel looking for a nut. He didn’t have anything
to fear from Cain. The man was his grandfather’ s head of security, for heaven’s sake. If
his grandfather trusted him, Noah should be able to, but the aura of danger Cain wore like
an old familiar cloak put Noah on edge.

Cain cupped Noah' s cheek with his large hand, turning his face to look at Cain. Noah
met those unusual silver eyes and saw understanding in them along with patience. Cain
brushed a thumb over Noah’ s bottom lip.

“LeClair told me you had some trouble a couple of months ago.”

Noah stiffened. Would his grandfather really have told Cain all the family’ s dirty
secrets? Before he could ask what Henry had said, Cain pressed a finger to Noah'slips.

“Nothing specific. Just that you had some trouble and LeClair wanted to make sure |
knew to keep my eyes open, in case whatever it was started again.” Cain’s callused
fingersinched around to cradle the back of Noah’'s head. “Whatever it was, I’m sure
you're leery of strangers and their motives. | don’t have any ulterior motives except to get
to know you better, Noah. I’m not here to hurt you.”

“Somehow | think you could end up hurting me far more than anyone else ever has.”
Noah winced at his breathless confession. He didn’t want Cain to know how much he
was affected by the man.

“No hurting unless you want meto.” Cain’swink told Noah he was teasing.

Cain shifted closer, lowering his mouth to Noah's. Noah held his breath, waiting for
the first touch of the lips that had fascinated him at his grandfather’ s birthday party. Soft
and easy, the kiss was a quick caress. Cain seemed to be testing the waters, making sure
Noah wasn't going to push him away. Noah found himself starving for hisfirst real kiss
in months.



The last kiss he' d gotten was from Lord and there was definitely something different
between them. Lord’ s kiss was demanding and the man had been in command from the
very instant their lips touched. Cain directed their kiss, but he didn’t control it. There was
consideration, and awillingness to let Noah show him what he liked with their kiss. He
didn’t want a peck or atease. He wanted Cain to take his mouth. He whimpered and Cain
chuckled.

“Put your arms around my waist, Noah,” Cain commanded him.

Noah embraced the muscular body next to him, resting his hands on the small of
Cain’s back. He allowed Cain to tilt his head and waited.

Cain stared down at him for a second. “ Stunning.” The word wafted over hislips as
Cain took his mouth.

This was what Noah wanted and needed. No asking. Only demanding. He opened his
mouth to accept the onslaught. With this second kiss, Cain took him like he was the
enemy he wanted to subdue. All Noah could do was hold on and weather the storm.

Cain nibbled and bit his lips, soothing them with swipes of histongue. Thelittle
stings of pain caused heat to race down Noah's spine and pool in his groin. His moan
encouraged Cain to move. Instead of lying Noah down, Cain leaned back and Noah found
himself sprawled on top of Cain, his hands buried in Cain’s short hair. Cain kept one
hand buried in the curls at the nape of Noah's neck and he squeezed Noah' s ass with his
other hand.

Their erections bumped together and Noah gasped, rocking his hips to get more
friction. Cain growled and thrust his tongue in Noah’ s mouth, tempting him to play. He
took Cain up on the invitation. Sucking on Cain’s tongue, he ground their cocks together,
silently cursing the barrier of their clothes.

Soon he became caught up in the sensations of bodies pushing together; of mouths
feeding from each other. He could feel his climax building up in his balls. Noah wanted
to come. It had been several months since he’ d had a body to rub against or kiss.

Cain pulled away, chest heaving. The desire and wildnessin his eyes belied the
suddenly gentle touch of his hands. Noah frowned. A soft smile played along Cain’' s kiss-
swollen lips.

“1 think we might be moving faster than | planned.” Cain shifted so Noah was sitting
on hislap. His arms wrapped around Noah, holding him close, but in a caring way
instead of sexual.

“You want me. | know it.” Noah wiggled over the hard bulge under his ass.

“1 do want you, probably more than I’ ve ever wanted anybody,” Cain admitted. “But
| don’t think either of usisready for this. | don’t want to rush into something before we
get to know each other.”

Noah stared at Cain in confusion. He' d never had a date stop when it looked like sex
was being offered. It intrigued him. Dropping his head, he rested his forehead against
Cain’s chest and breathed deeply. Silence filled the room, letting their pulses calm and
their lust ease.

Cain stroked up and down Noah’s back, soothing and not trying to arouse him. Noah
sighed astiredness began to sink in. Cain stood up, steadying Noah as he set hisfeet on
the floor.

“You'retired. You' ve been working long hours at the lab. Go home and get some
sleep, Noah. Thisthing between usisn’t going to be over with any time soon. I'm patient



enough to wait until it feels right for both of us.”

Noah let Cain led him to the front door and help him on with his coat. They stood
just inside the house. Noah looked up at Cain and saw an emotion flash in the man’s eyes
he couldn’t describe.

“Will you have lunch with me tomorrow?’

He nodded. Noah knew he should feel insulted or rejected by Cain’s putting a halt to
their petting session, but somehow he trusted Cain was telling him the truth. For some
reason, Cain wanted to go slow. He didn’t want Noah for just a one-night stand.

“Thank you. Now be careful driving home. Will you call me when you get back to
LeClair's?1'd like to know you made it back okay.” Cain dug through the drawers of the
table in the hallway. He handed Noah a card. “It has my cell number on it. Keep it and
use it whenever you feel likeit.”

Cain stayed on the porch, watching Noah walk to his car. Noah got the feeling it was
because if Cain escorted him out, the man wouldn’t have been able to resist kissing him
again.

Starting the car, he looked through the windshield and a shiver traced down his
spine. Cain was a shadow, backlit by the light shining out from the door. Noah’s mind
flashed to Lord and for a brief moment, he wondered if the hired killer was still alive.

Cain lifted a hand and went back inside. Noah pulled out of the driveway, aready
looking forward to tomorrow and lunch.

*

He watched the car drive away. That had been a smart move. Send the guy home
wanting more and guarantee he'd be willing to go a little farther the next time. He moved
away from the window and moved back toward the road. Fuck, that kiss was hot.

Seeing that embrace helped clear up why-or how Noah had survived the hit out on
him and it might explain where those missing files had gone.

He'd kept his ear open for rumors concerning him or the Wiltson job, but so far there
was only silence, which was the way he wanted it. He' d built a reputation of never
stopping once he took ajob, but with alittle encouragement, he had been convinced to
walk away from this assignment.

Was it time to think about getting out of the game, and if people were talking about
him, it would be that much harder to get out.



Chapter Four

Friday

Cain walked into the cafeteriaat LeClair’ s Research Facility. He searched the crowd
for Noah’ s blond hair. A group of lab assistants moved and he saw his date standing near
the doors leading out to the patio, talking to a redhead. The woman threw back her head
and laughed. Cain bit back the possessive growl threatening to burst from hislips. Mine,
he snarled silently.

He stalked across the room, easing between Noah and the woman, making sure her
hand dropped away from Noah’'s arm. Cupping Noah’s elbow, he tugged the smaller man
towards the doors. Cain’s glare made the woman pale and step back.

“Slow down, Cain. Is there an emergency somewhere?’ Noah's laugh was
breathless.

Stopping next to the table he'd had set for their lunch, he looked down at Noah's
gparkling blue eyes. Cain took a deep breath. Shit. He needed to get agrip on his
emotions. He' d never dragged anyone off like that, proclaiming to everyone who saw that
Noah was his and his alone. Dropping Noah's elbow, Cain jammed his hand through his
hair.

“Sorry. Not sure what got into me there. Must be eager to have you all to myself.”
He winked.

Noah ducked his head and blushed. He caught sight of the elegant table settings.
Cain chuckled as Noah shot him awide-eyed glance.

“Thisisrather fancy for lunch.” Noah nodded towards the china plates and crystal
wine glasses.

Cain pulled out achair for Noah, resisting the urge to bury hisface in Noah's golden
curls when Noah sat down in front of him. Taking histime, he made his way around to
his chair. His back faced the wall, giving him an unobstructed view of Noah, and anyone
€l se approaching the table.

Lifting the covers off the plates, he smiled. “We didn’t have that romantic dinner |
had planned when | asked you out. | thought I’d show you | could do something nicer
than a quick steak.”

Noah studied the grilled salmon on his plate before meeting Cain’s eyes. “You don’t
have to go to al this trouble to impress me.”

“Yes, | do.” Cain poured some wine into Noah's glass, ignoring Noah’ s protest. “ Just
one glass. | won't get you drunk, | promise.”

He set the bottle down and reached out to touch Noah’s hand. “I told you this was
more than just a one-night stand for me. Call me foolish or crazy, but | felt a connection
to you the moment | met you at the party. | think we could end up meaning alot to each
other, but only if we take it slow.”

Noah entwined hisfingers with Cain’s. “I’ve never had any sort of relationship
before. I'm not sure how to go about having a boyfriend.”

“Don’t worry. I'll take care of you, Noah. | won't let anyone hurt you.” Cain
squeezed Noah' s hand quickly before letting go. “Now eat up. | don’t want the food to



get cold and | know you have an important meeting this afternoon.”

Noah nodded and picked up hisfork. Cain kept an eye on his soon-to-be lover,
making sure Noah ate enough and didn’t drink too much wine. He meant what he said to
Noah. Cain would never let anyone hurt the younger man, even if it meant keeping his
own urges tightly under wraps.

Noah set hisfork down and pushed his plate away. He glanced at Cain, blushing
when he caught the man staring at him. Their conversation throughout lunch had been
light. They discussed their jobs and things they had done that day. Noah could tell Cain
was trying not to make him nervous. If Noah was honest with himself, it wasn’t nerves he
felt.

His gaze dipped to Cain’s thin lips, remembering how they felt pressed against his
last night. His cock hardened. Shifting, he tried to find room in his pants. The corner of
Cain’s mouth tipped up and Noah realized the other man knew what he was thinking.

“Never play poker, Noah. Y our face gives you away every time.” Cain stood,
offering Noah his hand.

Taking Cain’s hand, Noah laughed. “1 never could get away with anything. My
father’ s housekeeper aways knew when | was lying. Of course, | didn’t lie very often.”

Cain’'s hand settled at the small of Noah's back and Noah found the weight
comforting. He wanted to dlip closer to Cain’s muscular body. He wanted those strong
arms wrapped around him again, but he restrained himself. Work wasn't the appropriate
place for anything more intimate than a quick kiss or hug.

As he reached for the door leading back into the building, he felt Cain stiffen beside
him. Shooting aquizzical look up, he saw Cain frown and glance behind them. Cain
stopped him from going inside. He studied the area surrounding the garden, but couldn’t
find anything that would make Cain tense.

He noticed how Cain moved to stand between him and whatever perceived threat
might be out in the woods that formed the perimeter of the outside courtyard. Cain’s
protective stance secretly thrilled a part of Noah. There was also an irritated part of him
that said he could take care of himself and didn’t need anyone guarding him.

Cain relaxed and turned to gesture for him to go inside. “1’ll walk you to your lab.”

“You don’'t have to do that. | can take care of myself and no one’s going to try
anything inside the facility.” Noah winced. He sounded like alittle kid asserting his
independence.

A confused look raced across Cain’s face for a second before he winked at Noah. “I
know you can take care of yourself, Noah. I'm hoping to get a kiss from you when we're
somewhere more private.”

“Oh,” was all Noah could think to say. He licked hislips and Cain moaned softly.

“Don’'t tempt me, babe. | don’t think you want any public displays of affection, so
I”’m trying to be good.”

Noah ducked his head to hide his satisfied smile. It was nice to know he could put a
dent in the controlled fagade Cain presented to the world. His steps were lighter as he
made his way through the crowd to the elevators. Cain’ s presence loomed behind him
like acat stalking his prey. A shiver ran down Noah’s spine. Not from fear, but from
desire.

They entered the elevator and Cain’s cold stare kept anyone else from joining them.



The minute the doors shut, Noah found himself pinned to the wall and Cain’s lips
devouring his.

“Cain,” Noah moaned, wrapping his arms around the man’ s shoulders and caressing
the nape of Cain’s neck.

Cain growled and bit Noah’ s bottom lip, soothing the sting with a swipe of his
tongue. Noah gasped when Cain gripped his ass and lifted to fit their groins together.
They rocked and rubbed. Noah lost track of his surroundings; his focus solely on Cain
and where the man’ s body met his. Tongues stroked. Teeth nibbled. Hearts raced and lust
built.

His air ran out at the same time the elevator made it to hisfloor. Cain set Noah back
on his feet, holding him while he caught his balance. Noah caught sight of hisface in the
mirrored wall of the car and cringed. It wouldn’t take a rocket scientist to figure out what
he and Cain had been doing on the ride up. His lips were swollen. His clothes were
wrinkled and dlightly askew. His pants were tented by the raging hard-on he had.

“Shit, | have ameeting in five minutes. | hope | left alab coat in my office,” he
mumbled. “I hope you're proud of yourself.” He glared at Cain.

Cain’s chuckle sounded pleased. “I am. And I’m in the same boat as you, Dr.
Wiltson, but | don’t have alab coat to cover my problem.”

Noah'’s gaze dropped to where the bulge in Cain’ s pants spoke of Cain’s
predicament.

“Good.”

The elevator doors opened and he stepped out, turning to head to his office. Cain put
out a hand to stop it from closing. Leaning out, he called to Noah.

“Call metonight. | have a dinner meeting, but I’ll be home later.”

Noah waved, letting Cain know he heard him. He tried to act nonchalant about the
whole situation, but part of him was twirling in silly circles at the idea of having a
boyfriend—not just a fuck-buddy. He waited for the ding as the elevator doors shut
before he did alittle fist pump of excitement.

Stepping into his office, he managed to push Cain to the back of his mind and focus
on the upcoming meeting. When his office door clicked shut, another door down the hall
closed aswell.

* k% % %

Cain tossed his phone on his desk. He' d finished his last conference call. Now he
could focus his attention on the uneasy feeling he got earlier that day when he and Noah
were leaving the garden after lunch.

All of hisinstincts had screamed that someone had been watching them. After
leaving Noah on his floor and reaching his own office, he sent out two of his men. They
reported not finding anything suspicious, but Cain still wasn’t happy.

Standing, he clipped his phone and pager to his belt. He' d go check the garden out
himself. Unlike the security guards who worked at the research facility, he’ d spent most
of hisadult life hunting people. All those skills didn’t disappear simply because he'd
found a private sector job.

A thought crossed hismind. As he waited for the elevator, he dialed his phone.

“Burke,” he asked, when the phone was answered.

“Yeah.”



“Where are you?’ He stepped into the elevator car and pushed the ground floor
button.

“Doing what you hired me for. Sitting outside a day care center.” Burke sounded
dightly annoyed.

“It’s not any different than you guarding the president’s grandkids.” Cain watched
the numbers descend on the panel. “Is everything cool 7’

“The same as this morning when | checked in. What’'s up?’ Burke' s voice was alert,
like he could tell Cain was on edge.

“Not sure. Keep your eyes peeled for any strangers who look out of place.”

The elevator stopped and he stepped out, heading towards the doors to the garden.

“Y ou think someone’ s going to move against Wiltson or the kid?’

Cain heard a sound over the phone of a car door opening. He figured Burke was
getting out to walk around the block where the day care was situated.

“All my nerve endings are shouting, Burke. Not sure what’ s going to happen, but |
have afeeling.” He paused by the doors.

“That’ s good enough for me. More than once your instincts saved my ass. I’ll tighten
the shifts and alert the guys. I' [l check in tomorrow morning and let you know if we see
anything.”

“Thanks, Burke. I know you’ll take care of the kid and her moms. Be careful.”

Cain hung up and attached the phone on his belt. He pushed the doors opened,
heading towards the corner where he and Noah ate earlier. With that table as his center
point, he moved left to right, extending his search slowly.

There was asmall grove of trees thirty yards away. Cain stepped among the trees and
knew he’d found the spot. He stared down at the footprints. They were rather deep, so
whoever the watcher was, the man had stood there for awhile. Cain turned. The man had
adirect line of sight to the table. If he had been looking to kill Noah, it would have been
the perfect shot.

Cain shook his head. No. The watcher wasn't interested in killing Noah. At least not
at the moment. He was establishing patterns and seeing who Noah talked to and met with.
If the shot was taken, it would be when Noah was alone, without any risk to the shooter.
It was how Cain operated. He assumed this killer would be just as careful.

Pulling out his phone, he called the security center as he walked back to the building.

“It’s Packert. Where is Dr. Wiltson now?’

“He's fill in the conference room on the tenth floor, sir,” one of the security guards
reported.

“Thank you.”

He hung up and decided to go check out Noah's lab. He' d been working on updating
the security procedures since he was hired. The watcher could have gotten into Noah's
lab and office. Cain wasn't going to overlook that possibility. He would do whatever it
took to keep Noah safe. More than Cain’sjob wasriding on it. Cain grinned. His pride
wouldn’t be able to deal with losing Noah and he had the feeling his heart would take a
hit aswell.

* % * %

Noah shut the front door behind him with a sigh. Setting his briefcase down, he
tugged off his coat and hung it up. The day had been busy and tiring. The only high



points had been lunch with Cain and getting a quick phone call from Cain letting Noah
know Cain would call him later. He smiled. He was looking forward to that conversation.

“Noah, can you come in here before you go up to change for dinner?’

He frowned at the serious tone in his grandfather’ s voice. “ Sure, Grandfather.”

Johnson held open the door to Henry’ s study. The butler nodded at Noah as he went
past. Noah smiled back. He'd come to like Henry’ s long-time employee.

“Would you like adrink?’ Henry gestured to the decanters on the sideboard.

“Will I want one after you tell me what’swrong?’ Tension tightened his shoulders
and he clenched his hands.

“Maybe.” Henry leaned against his desk and nodded to the chair in front of him. “Sit
down, Noah.”

Noah sat on the edge of the chair. He didn’t like the look on his grandfather’ s face.
“Just tell me, Grandfather. Delaying it won't make it sting anymore.”

“Cain thinks someone’ s following or watching you.”

He sucked in a breath. Someone following him? Noah’ s first thought was Lord. Had
the assassin changed his mind and come back to finish the job? “How does he know
that?’

“Packert doesn’t know for sure. His instincts are telling him something’ s wrong.”
Henry fidgeted, playing with a glass paperweight on the desk.

“Lindsey! Isshe all right? Are she, Tabitha, and Rhoanna safe?’ Noah reached for
his phone. He had to call and warn them.

“They’re safe, Noah. Cain has some of his men keeping an eye on them. | have
confidence those men will keep Lindsey and her mothers from harm.” Henry held a hand
up to stop Noah from dialing. “Why don’t you call them tomorrow? We'll arrange a
meeting between Tabitha, Rhoanna and the head of their security detail.”

“1 should warn them,” he murmured, his hands shaking.

“They are as safe as they can be for the moment. L et them have one more day of
normality before we destroy their sense of security.”

Noah nodded slowly. “Okay, if you think it’ s best.”

“It' swhat Packert thought was best. He' |l be stopping by after his dinner meeting to
discuss what we need to do to keep all of you safe.” Henry straightened. “Would you like
that drink now?’

“Yes.

He' d been naive, he admitted silently. He allowed himself to believe he was safe.
That the threat had disappeared and there was no reason to look over his shoulder or fear
the shadows. A thought struck him.

“Grandfather, could the hired killer have lied?’

Henry handed him a glass of whiskey and frowned. “What do you mean?’

“Could he have lied? Said he wasn't going to kill me, but redlly it was a ploy to get
me to come here. Maybe he was hired to kill both of us and this was the easiest way to
get us together.”

His grandfather shrugged. “It’ s possible, | guess, but your father gains nothing from
my death. Not even a sympathy vote. The public knows we' ve been estranged since your
mother’s death. He can’t use you either. | informed him you were working for me now
and that he should just leave you alone at the moment.”

Henry grasped Noah' s shoulder and squeezed. “Don’t panic, Noah. Between Packert,



you and me, we'll figure this out. Packert’s not going to let anything happen to you. He's
got avested interest in you, plus the information in the briefcase you brought me has
given us alittle bit of leverage.”

“Sure. I’'m his boss's grandson. Doesn’t look good to your employer if you let a
family member get killed.” His tone was bitter and he winced. “What was in that case?’

“I"'m surprised you didn’t read it.”

“1 didn’t think it would be restful for my peace of mind to find out what wasin it.”
Noah didn’t regret not opening the briefcase.

“Probably not, but if you ever want to know, I'll tell you. Asfor Packert, I'm sure
that’sa small part of why heis going to bust his ass protecting you. The bigger part is the
fact that he likes you, maybe as more than just afriend. If I’ m right, then the kind of man
Packert is means he'll take a bullet for you.”

Noah shivered. “1 don’t want anyone to take a bullet for me. I'd prefer no onefired a
bullet at me either.”

“Of course not.” Henry turned when Johnson stepped into the study. “Dinner,
Johnson?’

“Yes, sir.”

“Come on, son. Let’s go have something to eat. Packert will be here before long and
we'll figure thiswhole issue out.” Henry walked away.

Noah glanced down at his wrinkled pants and shirt. “1 should go change.”

“Nonsense. It'sjust you and | tonight. No one to impress. I'm starving.”

Asodd as it seemed, Noah was hungry as well. Maybe the thought that Cain knew
about the man watching Noah and had a plan on how to keep Noah safe gave him a sense
of safety. No one was perfect and he knew Cain could make mistakes, but something told
Noah his grandfather’ s words were true.

Cain would take a bullet for him if it came to that. Noah furtively wished it never
would.



Chapter Five

Cain stood on the front porch of LeClair’s house, staring out into the darkness while
he waited for someone to answer the door. Someone was out there, watching, and it
annoyed him. He couldn’t get a bead on whether it was him or Noah the watcher wanted.

His original assumption it was Noah was probably the right one, but he couldn’t
overlook the fact that it could be someone in his past coming for vengeance. Cain
pinched the bridge of his nose and tried to ignore the pounding in his head. The only
thing he could do was cover all the contingencies, hoping to keep Noah safe from any fall
out.

“Mr. Packert.” Johnson, LeClair’s butler, opened the door and gestured for Cain to
comein.

“Evening, Johnson.”

“Master LeClair and Master Noah are in the living room.”

He followed the older man to the back of the house where Noah and LeClair sat in a
large room. He cringed when he saw the ceiling-to-floor windows dominating the
architecture. Shaking his head, he stalked in.

“What the hell are you thinking?’

Henry stood slowly, offering his hand. “ Packert, it’s nice of you to drop by after your
meeting.”

Cain glared at his boss. “1 told you someone was following Noah and what do you
do? Y ou have him on display in front of these windows.”

Noah shifted, shooting a quick glance at the windows and then back at him. He could
tell the younger man was worried. Good. Noah needed to be warned. Cain knew Noah
was smart enough to figure out he should take precautions.

“Packert, do you really think | would risk my grandson’s life like that?’

Hisboss' nonchalant attitude puzzled him. When Cain was hired, LeClair made sure
to inform him of the trouble Noah had dealt with before coming to live with LeClair.
Cain didn’t think his employer had forgotten the dangers.

“1 wouldn’t think so, sir, but how do you explain this?” He gestured to the windows.

“One of my other research labs was under contract with the government. They
wanted a stronger bullet-proof glass.” Henry shrugged. “| guess they use it to protect the
President or something. Anyway, when my scientists thought they’ d perfected it, | had
installed here. Then they tested it.”

“Tested it?”

“Yes. They brought in the best snipers in the military and other agencies. They took
shots from different distances. The glass would crack, but never broke. Not one bullet got
through.” Henry moved towards the side bar. “Would you like adrink?’

“Whiskey, straight up.”

Sitting, he kissed Noah. Cain stroked afinger over Noah's cheek and smiled. “Did
you have agood day?’

“Yes. Well, until 1 got home and Grandfather told me what you’ d discovered.”
Noah's blue eyes held a hint of fear and alot of worry. “Are you sure Lindsey’s safe?’

“1 don't believe your daughter or her mothers are targets. First, | don’t think anyone



has figured out you' re related yet. Second, if they have, they’ re not interested in making a
move on them. There’sno true gaininit. Third, | have three of the best guys | know
watching them. Nothing will happen to your friends, or your daughter.” Cain picked up
Noah’'s hand and pressed it to his chest. “1 promise you. | won't let anything happen to
your daughter.”

He knew those were the words Noah had been waiting to hear by the way Noah’s
shoulders relaxed. Henry handed Cain his glass and Cain took it with his free hand. He
wasn't going to let go of Noah. Cain met hisboss' gaze. LeClair nodded.

“Noah, I'm tired. How about you, Packert and | meet tomorrow morning to discuss
the security measures needed to keep you safe?” Henry winked at Packert.

Cain redlized Noah' s grandfather was leaving them alone. His mind began to race
with thoughts. How far should he go? He had planned a slow seduction with several
dates, lots of kissing and petting before taking Noah to his bed. The stalker forced Cain to
reconsider the timetable. He wanted Noah to share his bed at night. His presence was the
only absolute way he could keep Noah safe. He didn’t trust any of hismen to care as
much about Noah's life as he did.

“That’ s fine with me. Good night, Grandfather.” Noah smiled up at LeClair, but
didn’t let go of Cain’s hand.

He didn’t bother drinking his whiskey. He set it on the coffee table and waited until
LeClair left the room. Wrapping his arm around Noah' s waist, he pulled the smaller man
onto his lap and took those plump lips. His decision had been made. Unless the watcher
decided to make a move tonight, Cain would be sharing Noah's bed.

Noah's gasp allowed Cain to take the kiss deeper. He thrust his tongue in, stroking
and teasing Noah'’ sinto playing with him. Cain cradled Noah’s ass in his hands and
massaged the firm flesh.

It was his turn to moan as Noah wiggled, rubbing their groins together. Cain rocked
and searched for more pressure. Noah gripped his shoulders and they moved, finding a
rhythm that built the pleasure.

A noisein the hallway caused them to freeze. Noah' s passion-glazed eyes met his
and Cain couldn’t help but laugh. He didn’t plan on getting caught making out on the
couch like teenagers.

“Take meto your bed.”

It wasn’t the most forceful order he’'d ever given. He was still trying to calm his
breathing and hoping he would be able to stand straight with the erection he sported.

Noah’s flushed cheeks turned a brighter shade of red, but the younger man climbed
off hislap and held out a hand. “Come on. There’ s no need to shock my grandfather or
the help.”

Cain let Noah steady him as he stood. He wrapped an arm around Noah’ s waist,
pinning hislover to his side. Nuzzling Noah's curls, he whispered, “I want to feel you
around me.”

The shudder wracking Noah' s body made Cain smile. He didn’t want Noah to think.
He wanted the handsome man thinking only about him and the climax he was going to
give Noah. By doing that, Cain accomplished several of his goals. Fucking Noah was top
of thelist, but being with the man to keep him safe was close to the top as well. The best
way to keep hislover safe wasto invade every aspect of Noah's life. As Noah's lover,
Cain would have access to Noah' s private life aswell as his work environment.



“Going to bed, Master Noah?’

Johnson’ s question made Noah jump. Cain realized Noah hadn’t known the butler
was in the hallway. He was going to have to teach Noah some simple observation skills.
It would make it alittle harder for people to sneak up on the man.

“Y es, Johnson.” Noah sounded embarrassed.

“You'll be staying the night, Mr. Packert?’

“Y es, Johnson. Set the alarm and lock up.” He steered Noah towards the stairs.

“Very good, sir. Have agood night.”

Cain heard the smile in Johnson’ s voice, but knew if he looked at the butler, there
wouldn’t be a hint of it on the older man’s face. He figured he’ d gotten Johnson's
approval, which was good since he planned on being around the house as much as
possible.

He waited to hear Johnson’ s footsteps heading down the hallway towards the front of
the house before he bent down and picked Noah up. Noah squeaked.

“1 think | can make it upstairs on my own,” Noah protested.

“1 know you can, but | thought it would be more romantic and quicker if | carried
you.” Hewinked. “I’m impatient.”

Noah blushed, but a dight frown marred his forehead.

“What'swrong?’ He made it to the top of the stairs and hesitated, not wanting Noah
to know he knew exactly which room was the younger man’s.

“You weren't impatient last night.” Noah nodded towards the first door on the right.

“Oh sure, now you' re questioning my attempt at being noble.” Cain nudged open the
door and kicked it shut behind him. He let Noah slide down his body, making sure Noah
felt the hard-on he still had.

“No. It’snot that.” Noah pressed his hands to Cain’s chest, staring up at himin
earnest. “I guess|'m just alittle unsure.”

Hetook a hard quick kiss, leaving Noah blinking up at him in surprise. “Don’t be
unsure, honey. | wanted you badly last night, but | was trying to prove | didn’t just want
sex. That | wanted all of you, not just your body.”

“Okay.” Noah blinked again.

Cain knew the guy’s mind was muddled from the kiss and that’ s what he wanted.
“Let’sdiscuss this later. Right now, | want us naked and in your bed.”

He gave Noah alittle push towards the bed on the other side of the room. He could
see Noah shut off the questions and lock them up somewhere in his mind for the night.
Cain gave asilent sigh. It wasn't going to be easy to continue hiding anything from Noah.
K eeping secrets was an occupational hazard, but Cain had a feeling Noah was going to
demand everything from him and he wasn’t going to be able to resist for long.

Cain started unbuttoning his shirt. “Do you have stuff?”’

Noah unzipped his pants and stopped. “ Stuff?’

“You can’'t be that innocent. A stud like you has to have had sex before.”

A surprised but pleased expression came and went on Noah's face. “ Oh, that kind of
stuff.” Going to the bedside table, Noah opened the drawer. “I have lube. No condoms
though.” Disappointment colored Noah's voice.

“Good thing | was a Boy Scout then.” Cain pulled hiswallet out of his back pocket
and removed the condom packet he' d tugged in there earlier that day. “ Always be
prepared.” Hetossed it to Noah.



“That sure of me?’ Noah smiled.

“Not sure. Just hopeful.” Cain finished undressing and prowled towards Noah.
“You're not naked yet.”

Noah’'s eyes were riveted to Cain’s groin. Cain groaned as he felt the heat of Noah's
stare. His cock twitched and swelled. He invaded the younger man’s personal space.
Taking Noah's hand, he wrapped it around his cock and showed Noah how he liked to be
stroked.

Being able to compartmentalize helped. He focused on getting Noah stripped and on
the bed while Noah played with his prick. The lube had been tossed on top of the covers
along with the condom. When Noah was naked, Cain eased the blond onto his hands and
kneesin the middle of the bed.

“Enough of that for now. I'll come and | want to be inside you when | do,” he
murmured.

Cain trailed one hand over the smooth expanse of back and ass he' d been presented
with. Noah' s skin was soft and flushed with desire. Cain ripped open the foil packaging
and pulled the rubber out. He rolled it on his cock with a moan. The touch of his own
hand almost drove him over the edge.

With protection taken care of, he picked up the tube and set out to make sure Noah
was ready for him. He spread Noah' s firm ass cheeks and squeezed the slick out. When
he had enough, he set the tube to the side. He coated his fingers and started massaging
Noah'’s opening, easing one finger in lowly, an inch at atime.

“Cain,” Noah mumbled, face pressed into his pillows.

The way Noah was pushing back told Cain he wasn't hurting his lover. Soon one
became two and Noah was fucking himself on Cain’ s fingers. Cain did his best to nail
Noah’s gland every chance he got. Sweat began to cover Noah's skin and Cain felt it
bead on his own chest.

“Soon, Cain. You need to be in me now.” Noah braced his body on one hand and
reached back, unerringly finding Cain’s cock.

Cain let the younger man guide him. When the blunt head of his prick rested at the
puckered opening of Noah's body, Cain stilled.

“Areyou sure, Noah?’ It killed him to ask, but he had a momentary attack of
conscience. Cain needed to know this was what Noah wanted, not something he was
unknowingly forcing on the man.

“Jesus, Cain. Fuck me already.”

Noah's exasperated tone made Cain chuckle.

“All right.”

With one hard fast thrust, he buried himself balls deep in Noah’s ass. Their cries
mingled together as their bodies learned the fedl of each other. Noah’' s inner muscles
gripped Cain’s cock like the tightest vice and Cain felt his control shatter.

“Sorry,” he whispered, before pulling out and slamming back in.

He didn’'t know if Noah heard his apology or not, but his lover moved, welcoming
each thrust with moans and little pleas of hisown. Cain’s climax moved from his nerve
endingsto hisgroin in aflash flood of pleasure. He peeled one hand off Noah’'s hip to
reach around and take Noah’' s cock in afirm grasp.

“Come,” he ordered, his voice harsh.

“Yes.



Noah'’s shout was accompanied by wet heat splashing over Cain’s hand. Noah's
climax caused his ass to clamp down on Cain’s prick, milking Cain’s own pleasure from
him.

“Fuck,” Cain grunted, as he filled the condom.

Asthe last wave of passion drifted away, Noah collapsed on the bed and Cain fell,
covering the smaller man with his own body. Safe, Cain thought.

“Stay,” Noah murmured, as Cain started to roll off him.

“Let me clean usup.” He ran his hand over Noah' s shoulder before climbing out of
the bed and locating the bathroom.

He took care of the condom and washed up. Wetting a cloth, he went back to Noah
and wiped him down. Cain took the washcloth back to the bathroom. When he came
back, Noah had pulled the comforter to the foot of the bed and lay under a couple of
blankets. Slipping in beside Noah, Cain wrapped his arm around Noah' s waist and
snuggled up against the younger man, chest to back.

He brushed a kiss over the nape of Noah' s neck. “ Sweet dreams, Noah.”

Noah patted his hand where it rested on Noah’ s stomach. “Y ou too, Cain.”

A wry smile drifted over Cain’s face. His dreams were never sweet. They tended to
be nightmares more often than not. He' d grab what sleep he could and then go out to look
over LeClair's grounds. He had to familiarize himself with the layout, finding all the
likely spots where a sniper might lie in wait. Every instinct he'd gained during his years
as agovernment agent warned him that Senator Wiltson wasn't going to give up without
afight. A man with the kind of secrets he had to hide couldn’t risk being discovered.

Noah'’s soft breathing lulled him. Cain closed his eyes. Might as well take advantage
of his exhaustion for some sort of rest.

* % *x %

Noah rolled over, reaching out for Cain. When his hand touched empty sheets, he
opened his eyes. He sat up and searched the room with his gaze. Cain was nowhere to be
found. Noah rubbed his hand over his face while he thought.

Cain had told Johnson he was staying the night, so the man wouldn’t have gone
home. Would he? Noah wasn't sure. A voice in his head asked him what he knew about
the man. Just because Grandfather vouched for him didn’t mean Cain was completely
innocent.

The way Cain moved and made decisions reminded Noah of the Secret Service
agents who guarded his father. They were always |ooking beyond the person beside them.
Ready for any emergency, they never completely relaxed. Cain had that same in-grained
readiness. Noah wondered where Cain got his experience from.

“You're thinking too hard for so late at night.”

He jumped when Cain’ s voice drifted over from the windows. He looked up and saw
a silhouette. Noah gasped, his mind shooting back two months to the night hislife
changed.

Cain knelt on the bed and took Noah's hand. “Are you al right?’

“Y-y-es,” Noah stuttered.

“Take adeep breath. Close your eyesfor asecond.” Cain’s other hand cradled
Noah’s face, warm and strong.

He did what his lover told him. His heartbeat sowed and his shaking eased. L ooking



into Cain’s silver eyes, he saw concern dancing along the surface, but hidden beneath that
emotion was the steady stare of a predator. A shiver crawled down his spine. Was he the
prey or did Cain look at everyone the same way—Ilike alion watching a gazelle?

“Better?’

Noah nodded.

Cain brushed athumb over Noah's bottom lip. “I didn’t mean to startle you. |
couldn’t sleep, so | got up to get adrink and got caught up watching the moonlight move
across the fountain.”

He had the feeling Cain wasn't telling him everything, but at the moment, he didn’t
want to know if there had been someone outside. He would ask in the morning when the
sunshine burned away the shadows.

“It'sokay. You just jogged amemory.” He nuzzled into Cain’s hand, enjoying the
feeling of rough skin against his.

“Must have been one hell of amemory if it freaked you out that badly.”

Noah knew Cain wouldn’t push him if he said he didn’t want to talk about it. Of
course, by now his grandfather probably told Cain all about the would-be assassin when
he hired the man. That had to be the reason why Cain’s men were watching over Lindsey.

“Two months ago, | came home late one night to find aman in my apartment. He
was thereto kill me.” He shuddered.

Staying silent, Cain wrapped his arms around Noah and pulled him onto hislap.
Noah leaned his head against Cain’s chest, allowing Cain to make him feel safe.

“Obvioudly he didn't.”

Noah heard the smilein Cain’ s voice.

“You'reright. He didn’t. For some reason, he decided he wasn’t going to kill me. |
don’t know if he wanted to show his handlers he wasn't their pet killer anymore or if he
didn’'t like my father’s brand of politics.” Noah shrugged. “1 guessit doesn’t matter why
he chose not to do it. He left me afolder and said the information in it would keep
Lindsey and me safe from any more threats. | never looked at the stuff. None of this
makes sense, except my father wants the sympathy vote.”

Cain shifted. “I’ve seen thefile, Noah. | know what’sin it and he was right—to a
certain extent.”

“What do you mean?’ He pushed away afew inches so he could look up into Cain’s
eyes.
“Aslong as your father isn’'t feeling desperate, those papers might keep you safe.
The minute he starts feeling the heat, or fears losing this election, he'll come after you. |
don’t have any doubt about that.” Cain’s jaw tightened. “A man who would kill his own
son won't let blackmail stop him.”

“Oh God, Lindsey.” Noah tensed, ready to jump from the bed and call Tabithato
warn her.

“Hush, baby. Y our daughter isfine. My best men are looking after her and if they
think there’ s athreat, they’ll pick them all up and bring them here.” Cain stroked Noah's
back. “Y our grandfather’ s house is afortress disguised as a showplace. | don’t know of
many men who would break in here.”

“How many are out there who could?’ Noah wasn’t sure he wanted to know the
answer.

“Besides me?’



He didn't know if Cain was teasing him or not, so he stayed quiet.

“Two. Maybe three.” Cain’s gaze wandered over to the window. “They’re really
expensive though. I’m not sure your father would spend the kind of money needed to buy
them. There was one. He was the best at everything. Nothing stopped him once he got the
assignment. He was alegend in the business.”

“Was? And how do you know all of this?’

“1 wasn't always the head of security at aresearch facility, Noah. | needed to know
where the danger was coming from and who to look for. | won't apologize for that
because those very skills will keep you safe.”

Noah pressed his ear to Cain’s chest, listening to the man’ s steady heartbeat as he
thought. Cain was right. Whatever he was or did before he came into Noah’'slife didn’t
matter. That life served to make him a man Noah could respect and like. Though Noah
had afeeling his emotions were stronger than smply liking Cain.

“Woas a legend because he dropped out of sight about six months ago. No one’ s heard
even ahint of where he might be or what he' s doing. It' s possible he’ s dead now.”

There was a hint of sadnessin Cain’swords. Almost like Cain missed the man he
was talking about. Noah wanted to ask more about that, but Cain tilted his chin up and
kissed him, driving all thoughts and questions out of his head.

Cain broke the kiss off right when Noah’ s lungs started to burn from lack of air.
Reeling from desire, Noah didn’t protest as Cain tugged him down on the bed. Cain
curled up behind him. Noah's back to Cain’s chest and Cain’s arm rested heavy around
Noah'swaist.

“But?

“Hush. It’s late and you’ ve had a shock. Rest now and 1’1l wake you up properly in
the morning.” Cain brushed akiss over the nape of Noah’s neck. “Besides, anticipation
will make it sweeter.”

Noah sighed. He didn’t like waiting. He rather liked instant gratification, but he
knew he wouldn’t be able to change Cain’s mind. He stifled ayawn.

“Sleep well, love.”

He smiled at the endearment and settled into the mattress, trusting Cain to keep him
safe.

A figure emerged from the shadows of the large oak guarding the edge of the garden.
He stared up at the window he’ d already established was Noah's. He was happy to see
Packert with Wiltson. He' d been allittle surprised to see the man look out into the night,
right at the oak, like he knew the watcher stood there.

He shrugged. Maybe the man did know. Cain Packert was the best at what he did, or
used to do. He' d been surprised when he got the information that Cain had resigned and
came to work for LeClair. A research facility in the Cascade Mountains of Washington
didn’t seem like the best use of Packert’stalent. The security officer could command a
seven figure payment if he'd chosen to go freelance. Was it possible that Packert had
anything to do with the files missing from his apartment all those months ago?

The information he’ d compiled on Packert told him very little about the man
actually. Seems the man’s past was as dark and shady as hisown. Yet al hisinformants
told him Packert could be trusted to keep Noah safe and he admitted to himself that it was
the most important thing because he wasn’t ready to refund any payment he received



regarding the Wiltson case.

The watcher shifted, wincing at the pull of his newly healed side. The stitches had
come out two days ago, but there was still some weakness in the muscles there. It
wouldn’t stop him from doing hisjob. It was just another factor he would have to take
into account if anything happened.

He dlid through the darkness. There was no sign of his passing. A feeling or instinct
tugged at him. Something was building. He could almost taste the tension in the air.
There was someone el se watching Noah. He had to figure out who it was and stop them
before they made a move. It was time. He'd come in from the cold and let Packert know
he was around.

Glancing back one final time, he saw a shape standing at Noah’ s window again. He
couldn’t say later on why he did it. He took a step into the moonlight, letting the silver
beam wash over hisface. Raising a hand, he acknowledged Packert. Packert straightened,
but didn’t move except to raise a hand in return.

The game had begun.



Chapter Six

Next morning

Cain nodded at LeClair as the older man joined Noah and him at the breakfast table.

“Good morning, gentlemen,” Henry greeted them.

“Sir.” Cain sipped his coffee.

Noah’s cheeks turned dlightly pink, but he smiled. “ Grandfather.”

“1"m glad we could meet before we went to the facility.” Cain gestured for LeClair to
take a seat. “| have what may sound like a strange question, Noah, but did the man sent to
kill you tell you his name?’

Frowning, Noah eyed him. “Yes. He said it was Lord.”

A quick shock of excitement chased through Cain.

“Why do you want to know, Packert?’ LeClair’s blue eyes were faded versions of
Noah's.

“Noah, remember last night | told you that there were may be two or three men who
could break into your grandfather’ s house?’

Noah nodded.

“How one of them dropped off the radar about six months ago?’

Again Noah nodded. LeClair ate camly, waiting for Cain to explain.

“That man’s name was Lord. He was the man hired to kill you.”

“It doesn’t make sense. If he dropped * off the radar’, why or how did he show up in
my apartment two months ago?’ Noah ran afinger around the lip of his mug.

Cain stood and moved to the window, his gaze drawn to the spot where he’ d seen the
man standing the night before.

“All my informers and contacts say L ord accepted a huge contract a couple of days
before he disappeared. No one could or would tell whether that disappearance was
voluntary or not.” He tried to keep his emotions out of his voice.

“Why should it matter?’ LeClair looked puzzled. “This Lord man was hired to kill
my grandson. For some reason, he chose not to, which I’ m grateful for, but what does
that have to do with us?’

“He' sback, isn't he?

Noah’s soft question caught Cain’s attention. He turned to look at hislover. He
wouldn’t lie to Noah, not about this. “Yes.”

A loud clatter drew their eyesto Henry. Cain’s employer seemed flustered.

“He didn’t kill Noah. He walked away. Why would he come back?’

Cain studied LeClair. There was something else lurking behind the man’s eyes
besides fear for Noah. Cain made a mental note to send one of his men digging deeper
into the old man’s past.

“Once this guy is contracted, nothing can tear him from the job. He' |l keep working
onit until it's complete.” Cain shrugged. “I don’t know why he chose not to complete his
original assignment, but | don’t think his reappearance is an imminent threat to Noah.”

“But he was hired to kill me,” Noah pointed out.

“1 know and he walked away from you. That tells me there's something else in play



here that we don’t know about.” He rubbed the back of his neck, debating whether to
break his oath or not. What the hell? It didn’t matter anymore. “In the file Lord gave you,
there was information on another murder that your father hired done. The victim was the
son of afederal judge and I’ d bet everything | owned that the killer was Lord.”

Noah's face paled. “He killed ajudge’ s son?’

“Yes. He made it ook like an accident, which really isn’t his M.O., but it was what
the client wanted.” Cain walked to Noah and sat down next to him. He took the younger
man’s hand. “I think that we need to look beyond your father. Lord ishereand heisn't a
threat to you. Trust me on that. We' ve been missing an important clue, but | plan on
finding it and taking out the danger to you.”

“How do you know he’s not a danger to me?’ Noah'’s fingers closed tight around
Cain’s hand. “He' s akiller. He obviously doesn’t have any ethics or morals.”

Cain stroked his thumb over Noah's white knuckles. “1 saw him last night.”

Both Noah and LeClair stiffened.

“Hewasin the garden. | saw him from Noah’ s window. He wanted me to see him.
Not asawarning. If he was going to hurt you, Noah, he would never have let me see
him.”

“Why do you know so much about him?’ LeClair stared at him with suspicion.

This was something he wasn't willing to tell them. The truth was far more
complicated than they needed to know. “He sthe best in hisfield. | an—or was—the
best in mine. It pays to know the competition.”

He brought Noah's hand to his mouth. A lifetime of lies and truths were hidden by
those words and nothing short of death would ever get him to reveal them.

Noah shivered as Cain’s lips caressed his hand. He stared into those silver eyes and
realized he didn’t know anything about this man. His instincts said Cain wasn’t out to
hurt him, but how much should he trust those? Heck, he never expected his father would
try to have him killed or that his father would have anyone killed.

Inaway, it was too late. He' d already dlept with Cain once and his body—at |east—
wanted another round or twelve. No matter what happened. Whether he chose to back
away or continue the relationship, he was going to be hurt. His heart wasinvolved in a
frightening way. He mentally shook his head. Just because his grandfather trusted the
man to work for him didn’t mean Cain was entirely trustworthy.

Noah got the feeling his grandfather knew more about the whole situation than the
older man was telling. Noah didn’t know how to deal with it. He wasn’t in a position at
the moment to demand the truth from either man.

Standing, he tugged his hand free of Cain’s and headed out of the room.

“Where are you going?’ Cain followed.

“1 have to get to the lab. | have some important tests | need to start today.” He pulled
on his coat and picked up his briefcase.

“I'll driveyou in.” Cain nodded his thanks to Johnson as the butler handed him his
overcoat.

“You don’'t have to do that.” Hereally didn’t want to share a vehicle with the man
until he figured things out in his mind. He sighed. Why couldn’t he ever have an
uncomplicated relationship? Noah was sure there were people somewhere in the world
that didn’t have so much baggage in their lives.

“1 know | don’t, but I’d like to. Besides, it affords you more protection.”



Cain joined him on the front steps of the house. He turned, put his hand on Cain’s
chest and pushed the bigger man away.

“No. I’'m capable of getting to the labs without a bodyguard. | think we need to take
aday away from each other, Cain.”

Frowning, Cain studied him with anarrowed silver gaze. “What happened?’

“Nothing, except | suddenly realized | don’'t know anything about you. Y ou’ ve been
given unlimited access into my life, but all I know about you comes from my grandfather
and the little you' ve chosen to tell me.” He moved, taking the steps two at atime and
stalking to his car.

“Noah?’ Cain’s question held confusion.

He sighed and looked back at Cain. “If we chose to make this more than a short sex
fling, then we can’'t keep secrets from each other and you're full of secrets, Cain. | can
tell from the darknessin your eyes. I’ ve always accepted what was given to me. Never
asked for more because | didn’t think | deserved it, but no more. I’'m not taking the little
bits and pieces you' re handing out like candy. | want it al or nothing.” He rubbed his
chest where his heartbeat raced. “It won't hurt any less now than if | discovered the truth
two years from now, but it’ll insure | don’t waste my time on arelationship that’s not
going to last.”

“You want promises?’ Cain glared at him. “|1 won't do it. There arethings| can't tell
you, Noah, and things | won’t tell you. Simply because you don’t need to know them or
they’ll hurt others besides me. The possibility that | could cometo love you isreal, but
you haveto trust me. | know what’s best for you.”

Noah laughed. “I’m not a child. I’'m the only one who knows what’ s best for me.

Y ou don’'t have any right to make that decision. Even if we were partners, you still
wouldn’t have that right.”

“There are things in my past that have no bearing on you or where my lifeis at this
point in time. | can’'t break oaths or promises | made. Would | be aman you’ d want to see
if you knew | broke them because of some piece of ass| wanted at the moment?’

He cringed at the harsh words. “Fine. | suggest we take aday or two to think about
where we want this thing between usto go. | wouldn’t want you to ruin your morals or
ethics over some piece of ass.”

Climbing in his car, he ignored Cain’s yell. His eyes welled with tears, but he
managed to get the vehicle started and drove away. Damn. That entire conversation had
hurt, but he was glad he did it. For too long, he'd | et people walk over him and drifted on
whatever current seemed easiest. No longer. Even if it meant he had to let Cain go, he
wouldn’t accept anything less than everything the man had.

* % % %

“Dr. Wiltson, there’ s someone here to see you.”

Noah sighed as his lab assistant interrupted his measuring. “Ivan, | told you not to
interrupt me. This experiment is very important.”

“1 know, sir, but he insisted.” There was a hint of fear in Ivan’s voice.

Frowning, Noah set the glass on the table and turned to look at the younger man.
“Whoisit?

“l can't say.”

“Isit Mr. Packert?” Hewouldn’t put it past Cain to intimidate his workers.



Ivan shrugged. Noah was puzzled. It didn’'t make sense. Noah asked Cain to back off
and for most of the day, he hadn’t heard anything from the man. It seemed strange that
Cain would start playing games with him.

“All right. Finish getting this experiment going and I'll go talk to him.”

He stripped off his goggles and gloves, tossing them on a table as he headed for his
office. He pushed open the door and saw Cain standing by the window, back towards the
room.

“Look, Cain, | told you | didn’t want to see you for awhile. We need to have some
space for you to figure out whether you' re going to trust me or not.”

Cain turned and Noah froze, eyes wide and heart beating fast. Shit. It wasn't Cain.
Same dark hair and silver eyes, but where Cain had a golden tan, this man’s skin was pale
like he' d been sick. Scars cris-crossed the man’ s face and neck. The man took a step
towards him and Noah'’ s knees buckled.

The stranger caught him by the arms and helped him to a chair. “I’m not Packert.”

Noah jumped to hisfeet. “I know who you are.”

“How?’

“1 recognize your voice. You're Lord.”

Lord nodded. “You'reright.”

“Areyou here to kill me?’

Why was he talking instead of running? Where was Cain or the security guards?
How had Lord gotten into the facility? Questions raced around his head like scared
rabbits.

“No. If I was going to kill you, | would have done it by now and saved myself alot
of trouble and pain.” Lord gestured to the chair. “Will you sit down before you fall over?
I’m not really up to catching you.”

“Um-m-m...okay.” He sat on the edge of his seat. “Why are you here then?’

Lord shoved a hand through his long dark curls. One difference between them, Noah
thought. Cain’s hair was cut military short while Lord looked like he' d skipped a couple
haircuts.

“How isit that you and Cain look so much alike? How can | be sure you're not here
to finish what you started?’ His hands trembled and he stuffed them under his thighs.
“How did you get in here?’

Lord shot him a patronizing glance. “I'm the best at what | do. The kind of security
you have here isn’'t tough enough to stop me when I’m determined to get where | want to
go. Asto why Packert and | look alike?’” The assassin shrugged. “I don’t know. That'sa
question I'd like to ask him.”

“1 don’t get it. Why do you care? And what made you walk away from killing me?’

Lord rested a hip on the corner of Noah’s desk and crossed his arms. He scowled at
Noah. “Trust me. | didn’t suddenly grow morals. There’'s only one thing that could have
changed my mind about killing you and never came back to complete what I’ d been paid
for. The only reason | do thisjob period. Y ou getting away the first time wasn’t my idea
actually.”

A light bulb went off in Noah’'s head. “Money.”

Lord grinned. “Got it in one.”

“Someone paid you more money to not kill me than you were getting for killing me.”

He watched Lord press a hand to his side and grimace.



“Who?’

“Don’t know and didn’t ask. What' s the point of hiring a hired gun if you're going to
tell him your name? The client contacted me on the side. Didn’t go through my handler,
which made me happy. No commission for the bastard.” Lord dug through his coat
pocket, pulling out a pill bottle and tapping one out in his hand. “Y ou got anything to
drink around here?’

“There’ swater in the mini refrigerator.” He pointed to the small brown fridge in the
corner, hating how his hands shook

Lord wandered over and pulled out a bottle of water. Noah watched in silence as the
man swallowed the pill.

“What do we do now?’

Setting the bottle down on the desk, Lord picked up the phone and held it out to
Noah. “Now you call Packert and get him in here. We need to talk.”

All hell was going to break loose when Cain realized Lord was in Noah’s office.

*

“Mr. Packert, Dr. Wiltson is on the phone for you.”

Cain frowned at the intercom. He couldn’t have heard his secretary right. “Dr.
Wiltson wants to talk to me?’

“Yes, gir. Should | tell him you' re busy?’

“No. I'll takeit.” He felt afrisson of worry. The way Noah acted this morning, Cain
figured he wouldn’t hear from the man for several days. Lindsey and her moms were
fine. Cain had talked to Burke earlier in the day to check. Pick up the phone, coward.
You'll never know unless you talk to the man.

“Packert,” he barked into the phone, irritated that Noah could make him this
insecure.

“Mr. Packert, | was wondering if you could come to my office. I'd like to talk to you
about something.”

Noah’stone was formal. Cain had never heard him talk like that. All of Cain’s
warning signals were firing.

“Certainly, Dr. Wiltson. Should | bring anything?’

The pause before Noah spoke again told Cain that someone was in the room with
Noah.

“No. It's a private meeting about what we discussed earlier this morning.”

Cain opened the bottom drawer of his desk and pulled out the 9mm he kept there.
The clip was fully loaded. He tucked it at the small of his back before pulling on his coat.

“I'll beright there.”

“Thank you.” Noah hung up.

He dropped the phone in the cradle and headed out of his office. They talked about
two things that morning—L ord and Noah' s needing time to figure out where their
relationship would go. Cain didn’t think Noah would be so formal and reserved if the
man was just going to dump Cain. That meant it was Lord.

Rage swelled in him. Fuck! He kicked a trashcan as he passed. People scurried out of
the way which was fine with him. He didn’t wait for the elevator. Taking the stairs down
two at atime, he managed to stop from screaming. No matter how good Lord was, the
killer shouldn’t have been able to make it inside the actual labs. Starting tomorrow, he
would implement an entire overhaul of the security system at the facility.



When he got to the hallway where Noah’ s office was, he stopped and took several
deep breaths. Bursting in like a bull in achina shop would only get him killed. He had no
doubt that Lord really wasn't interested in hurting Noah. Hell, if he was, the man could
have done it a hundred times before this, but Cain didn’t have any illusions about the man
killing him.

His pulse evened out and he tamped his anger down until all that was left wasicy
control. He would need that control more than ever in the next few moments. He knocked
on the door.

“Comein,” Noah called.

Pushing open the door, he stepped inside. He heard Noah' s gasp, but his eyes
fastened on the man leaning against Noah's desk.

Silver eyes met his. Cain knew that his carefully constructed world was going to
shatter within minutes. All the lies and truths he' d discovered over the years and then
buried under more lies had come home to roost. He fought the urge to turn and walk out
of the room. He was caught between the need to keep Noah safe and the obsession to
bury his secretsin the dark.

“ Seems we have more in common than just our chosen professions.”

Guilt welled up in Cain’s soul at those words. He turned from the quiet speculation
in Lord's eyesto the hurtful accusationsin Noah's. Shaking his head, he moved towards
the side bar al the offices at the facility had.

“Would you like adrink?’ He really just wanted to drown himself in liquor until he
passed out.

Both men shook their heads. He poured a shot of whiskey and tossed it back. As
much as he wanted another one, he put the glass down and turned to face them.

“Most of the pictures | have of you were blurry, so | never noticed the resemblance.
Who areyou?’ Lord sounded alittle confused, but it didn’t show on the killer’s passive
face.

He laughed harshly. “That’s a good question. I’ ve known who | was all my life, but |
have the feeling you are far more in touch with your true self than | will ever be.”

“Cain, what’s going on?’

Shifting, he looked at Noah and shrugged. “I’m alittle off balance here. | didn’t
expect Lord to walk in here and want to talk. | have to readjust my plan.”

“Maybe you should start at the beginning.”

Lord’ s suggestion was a good one, but Cain didn’t want to tell either of them that
particular story. Scrubbing a hand over his face, he realized he had no choice. Whether he
was ready or not, it was time to talk about the past.

“Why don’t you sit down next to Noah, Lord?’ He gestured the empty chair. “I'm
going to tell you a story.”

Lord grimaced, pressing his hand to his side while he sat down. “I’m not sure we
have time for stories, Packert. They’re going to be coming for Noah.”

He bristled at the concern in Lord’ s voice. Oh no. He wasn’t going to be sharing
Noah with anyone, much less the man hired to kill him.

“1 think we have time for this.” He paced in front of them, forming sentencesin his
head and discarding them.

“Why do you two look so much alike?’ Noah’'s question gave him the opening he
needed.



“I"ll explain.”
He stared in Lord’' s eyes and thought that it had been thirty-one years since he' d seen
those eyes outside of surveillance photos.



Chapter Seven

Cain sorted through his thoughts, trying to figure out what he was going to say and
how. If he was honest with himself, he never believed this moment would come. He had
given up al hope of ever meeting Lord face-to-face.

“Cain?’

Noah spoke his name softly, drawing him out of his thoughts.

“My uncle adopted me when | was six. Unfortunately, | was forced to leave my
younger brother behind at the foster home. See, my father never believed the boy was his,
even though we both look exactly like him and my uncle developed the same irrational
hatred towards the child.” He caught the quick glance Noah shot Lord. “Yes, Lord ismy
younger brother. Only when we were split up, his name was Jimmy.”

Lord’ sfacia expression didn’t change, but Cain saw the slight stiffening of the
man’s shoulders. Would Lord blame him for the life the younger man had to live? He
knew he felt guilty as soon as he realized what Lord had become.

“I tried running away. | decided | wasn’t staying with Uncle. My place was with
Jmmy. | had promised my mother | would take care of him and I'd never broken a
promise to her.” He paced in front of them.

“What happened to your parents?’

Again Noah's question forced the issue. Time dulled much of the pain for Cain, but
it still ached when he thought about that day.

“1 don’t remember them.”

Lord’s admission shouldn’t have made Cain sad, but it did. Lord was only two when
their parents died and most of those two years had been spent with Cain and a nanny as
his only friends. Their father’ s jealousy of the younger Packert child drove the man to
ridiculous lengths to stay away from Lord. Father had forced their mother to abandon her
son to the care of her oldest and Cain had only been four years old himself.

“Not surprising. It was a murder-suicide. Father wasn't stable. He had violent mood
swings. He never believed you were his son and to save you from his jealous rages,
Mother gave you to a nanny. She told me | had to take care of you because | was your big
brother. | rarely saw her after that and Father knew | was his. No one ever explained what
set him off that day, but by noon, we were orphans.” He closed his eyes.

Maybe it had been the fact that day was Jimmy’s birthday. Cain never found out. He
had discovered the bodies when he went searching for his mother. He wanted Cook to
bake a cake, but needed his mother’s permission to ask. His mother had been shot in the
back of the head, execution-style, and his father had swallowed the end of the pistal.
Blood coated the walls and floors. He' d had nightmares for years, until his uncle had
beaten them out of him and he learned not to cry.

“Uncle was on assignment overseas and they couldn’t get a hold of him right away.
We spent two years in foster care until he came to get me. He believed Father’ s rants
about Jimmy, so he refused to take him. | tried to get back to find you. | couldn’t. Under
Uncle' s rule, hisword was law and | suffered the consequences until | learned how to
play the game.”

More beatings until he paid lip service to the fact that he wasn't supposed to look for



Jmmy. When he turned eighteen and entered the Marines, he spent every free moment
looking for his brother. The foster system lost track of Jimmy when the child turned ten.
He was told his younger brother ran away from the foster home and disappeared on the
streets. Cain refused to believe the young man was dead. After he joined the CIA, he used
the contacts he acquired to gather more information and the file he had on Lord broke his
heart.

“I"'m sorry,” he apologized to Lord. “1 should have tried harder to find you.”

Noah stood, coming to him and placed his hand on Cain’sarm. “Y ou were so young,
Cain. What could you have done?’

Logic told Cain he wouldn’'t have been able to do anything for Lord, but his heart
told him hefailed in his duty to keep his younger brother safe.

Lord frowned. “ Sorry for what?’

He shot the other man an incredul ous glance. “For not giving you a better life than
you had. Y ou must have had to endure terrible things to become what you are.”

Lord burst out laughing and Cain wondered if his brother might not be alittle crazy.
Wiping the tears from his eyes, Lord shook his head.

“To be honest, | think | got the better part of the deal. At least, the guy | ended up
with didn’t beat me when | broke his rules. He taught me to use skills | already had and
he helped me survive, but he didn’t make me akiller. That was my choice.” Lord winced
and pressed a hand to his side again.

“Tell usyour story,” Noah demanded.

Lord shrugged. “Nothing exciting about it. Maybe you should sit down now, Packert,
and I’'ll tell you about my life.”

Noah was in shock. How had al of this happened? The man hired to kill him was the
brother of the man he wanted to love the rest of hislife. He watched Lord stand with a
grimace. He bit back the urge to ask if the man was al right. Lord could take care of
himself.

“Y ou seem more upset by thisthan | am.” Lord shook his head. “And you knew
about me all along.”

Taking alook at Cain, Noah had to agree. Cain was pale and looked dazed. Noah
wondered about that. If Cain knew what Lord did for aliving, why did he look shocked?
It didn’t matter at the moment. He took Cain’s hand, leading him to the chair Lord just
left.

“Sit down. I'll get you adrink.” Hetrailed his hand over Cain’s shoulder before
heading over to the side bar. He glanced at Lord, asking silently if the other man wanted
adrink.

Lord shook his head. “I don’t usually pass up good whiskey, Dr. Wiltson, but alcohol
and pain meds don’'t mix. Besides | promised Mars | wouldn’t drink.”

“Mars?’

“A friend.”

The smile racing across Lord' s face told Noah Mars just might be more than afriend.
He handed Cain his glass and sat down on the arm of the chair closeto hislover.

“Go on with your story, Lord.”

“I"'m impressed with your composure, Wiltson. You' re scared, but you’ re really
holding it together.” Lord' s silver eyes studied him like he was a bug under a microscope.



The coldness in Lord seemed natural rather than created. Noah didn’t have a problem
believing Lord chose to become a hired killer instead of being forced into it.

“Why did you run away from the foster home you werein?’ Cain’s voice was low.

Lord thought for amoment before smiling. “1 didn’t fit in there. | think they were
nice people.”

“You think? Noah couldn’t help but interject.

“Sure. They didn’t make much of an impression on me one way or the other. | ran
away because | didn’t want to be there and didn’t see any reason why | should stay.”

“You were akid. Don’t you think you should have been scared?’ Cain’s knuckles
turned white as he gripped his glass.

Lord frowned. “| probably should have been, but | think that’s the difference
between you and me, Packert. | don’t understand fear. I’ ve never been afraid to die or to
kill someone. I’ ve always seen life as expendable. Mine or anyone else’s. We all die at
some point. There's no use in fighting that fact.”

A soft groan hit Noah's ear and he looked to see Cain tense. Lord’ s words had hurt
his brother somehow. Noah was tempted to tell Lord to leave, but he knew he couldn’t
protect Cain anymore than he could help Lord. The brothers needed to talk, even though
there didn’t seem to be any anger on Lord’s part. There was aload of guilt weighing Cain
down and Noah wanted it lightened in some way, but what did al of this new information
mean for their relationship? Was it areal connection or had Cain initiated the contact
because he knew that Lord would show up at some point?

He would discuss it with Cain after this situation got resolved.

“I lived on the streets until | was about fifteen. | did whatever | had to do to survive.
No point in having morals or principals when you're starving.” Lord stretched and
walked around the office. “My boss found me one night just aswinter set in. I’d pulled
off amajor robbery. Electronic goods too high-tech to fence, but | wanted to get them off
my hands. | didn’t have a place to store them and | never kept my haul more than a
couple hours after the job.”

I’m out of my league, Noah thought. Never in hislife had he dreamed he would be in
aroom with ahired killer and... He glanced at Cain, not sure what Cain had been before
he came to work for his grandfather.

“Boss grabbed me after the third time | tried to get rid of the stuff. He told me he'd
give me agood price for the electronics, but he wanted to talk to me about doing some
other jobs for him. He gave me a good price for them and | was intrigued. He told me he
ran a service company.”

Lord' s chuckle caused cold shivers to run down Noah's spine.

“1 was a street-wise kid. | knew ‘ service company’ was a code word for sex ring. |
wasn't having any of that. | wouldn’t sell my body...”

“At least you drew the line somewhere,” Cain snarled.

“1 wouldn’t sell my body and give that money to anyone else,” Lord finished, like
Cain never spoke. “So | said thanks but no thanks. The Boss laughed. He knew what |
was thinking. He slapped my back and told that while | was a good looking kid, | wasn't
friendly enough for his clients. He had something else in mind for me.”

“Turning you into akiller?” Cain glared at his younger brother.

Two pairs of silver eyes clashed. Cain looked away first.

“How do you know | wasn’t already one by the time he found me? It didn’t matter. |



was bound to get caught eventually. He was offering me away to make serious coin with
less of arisk to my freedom.” Lord met Noah's gaze. “I’m not stupid. | said yes.”

“Jimmy Packert no longer existed.” Noah felt sad for the young child who never
seemed to have a chance to be normal.

“The child Packert knew never did exist, Wiltson. My older brother has created a
fantasy of what kind of child | was and how | would have turned out if he had only saved
me.” Lord faced Cain with a strange compassion in his cold eyes. “I’m sorry for
disappointing you, but thisiswho | am and who | would have been anyway, even if you
had been around al the time. The only differenceis| would have been like you and been
asanctioned killer for the government instead of a contractor.”

Cain winced. A dim light went off in Noah’s brain. So Cain had been trained by the
CIA to kill people and the man had the nerve to judge his brother for doing the same
thing.

“It’s not the same thing,” Cain protested, in a strange way mirroring Noah's
thoughts. “Y ou killed innocent people for money. | killed men who posed athreat to our
country’s safety.”

“You choose to believe whatever lie lets you sleep at night, Packert. | don’t lieto
myself. Not all the people I’ ve killed deserved to die. | know that. | accept it and
understand that if thereisahell, I'm going there.” Lord turned to face the window. “1I'm
not sure you' re the right one to judge me.”

“Was akiller what the Boss planned for you to train as?” Noah wanted the
conversation to end. His head pounded. Too much information about these men danced in
his head.

“No. Contract killers make the most money and that’s what | was interested in.”

“Money? | put your half of our inheritance in the bank. It’s waiting there for you to
claimit. You don't need money anymore.” Cain’s rushed statement seemed to be a
desperate grasp to pull Lord off the path he was walking.

Shaking his head, Lord chuckled. “As we speak, money from hundreds of false
accounts is filtering into one central account in Switzerland. | don’'t need your money,
Packert. Y ou should have gone freelance. Y ou would have made a ton of money with
your talents.”

As much as Noah wanted to know who paid Lord not to kill him, he’d had enough.
He pushed to his feet. Both men turned to watch him leave.

“Noah.”

“Wiltson.”

He stopped at the door and glanced back. The family resemblance was painfully
obvious. Same dark hair. Same silver eyes, but Cain’s were filled with emotion—whether
it was anger or caring, Noah couldn’t tell. Lord’ s eyes were filled with unemotional
curiosity. Both men were marked by their life. Cruel understanding marred Lord' s and
Noah knew he would have picked Lord out as akiller the moment he laid eyes on him. At
the moment, Cain looked like a man who' d been beaten by aterrible shock.

“You guys discuss the rest of this between you. | need time to think about it. 'm a
chemical engineer. I've never had to deal with killers or men who value life so little, they
don’t think twice before taking it.”

Cain took a step towards him. He held up a hand, stopping him.

“1 explained why | didn’t want to see you earlier and that hasn’t changed either.”



“Be careful and keep your eyes open, Dr. Wiltson.” Lord wasn't going to stop him.
The killer seemed to understand what was going on in Noah’s mind. “Don’t go anywhere
alone. It doesn’t have to be Packert or me. Just make sure other people are with you for
now.”

He nodded and left. All he really wanted was to go back to his grandfather’s, crawl
into bed and pull the covers over his head. He didn’t want to have to think about his lover
being an assassin, even if it had been for the government. He made his way back towards
his lab.

Opening the door, he stepped in and reached for the lab coat he' d left hanging to the
door.

“Interesting set of friends you’ re hanging out with, Son. Are they all fags like you?’

He whirled to see his father standing in the middle of hislab. He barely took in the
destruction of glass and papers before two men grabbed his armsin vice grips. His father
gestured for them to follow him and Noah was hauled along.



Chapter Eight

Cain stared at his younger brother. What should he do now? He' d never had a
situation like this. Hisfirst inclination was to follow Noah and shake him. Didn’t the man
understand the danger he wasin?

“Why did you let him go?’

Lord raised an eyebrow. “Watch the tone you use with me, Packert.”

“Tone?’ Cain pointed at the door. “That man has no ideawhat he’s up against. Like
Noah said, he's a chemical engineer. He has no experience with killers or people like you
and me.”

“Sounds like it’ s your problem, not mine.” Lord folded his arms over his chest.

“Why are you here then if you don’t care what happens to him?”’

“l never said | didn’'t care what happened to him. | just said it’s your problem,
meaning you’ re the one who has to convince him about the danger. | don’t really careif
he figures out what could happen to him or not. I’'m here to find the person who wantsto
hurt him. After that, I’'m leaving. Y ou’ re the one who has to deal with him every day.”
Lord shifted dightly.

“So you don’t careif he dies?’

Cain clenched his hands into fists. Anger welled in him.

“1 guess since you' re my brother and you care for the good doctor, | should care.”
Lord shrugged. “I’'m not given to lying as I’ ve proven before. I’ m here because someone
tried to kill me. I’ ve already taken care of my handler.”

Cain moved to the window, staring out over the garden area of the facility. “You
killed the man who saved your life from the street and turned you into akiller.”

“You're having problems understanding that | would have been akiller either way.
The Boss gave me a chance to hone my skills and make money from it.”

There was a hint of sadnessin Lord’svoice. Maybe Lord did regret what he did for a
living.

“The Boss tried to have mekilled and if it wasn’t for Mars, | would be dead. Any
loyalty | owed him was destroyed the moment he sent someone after me. So he's out of
the picture.” A determined expression came over Lord’sface. “1 plan on finding the man
who hired the killing done. When that happens, Noah will be safe. For me, it’s al about
revenge. | can't let others think they can get away with this, Packert.”

“So basically, you're using Noah to draw his father out. How are you going to get
away with killing aformer U.S. senator and potentially the next President of the United
Sates?”’

As much as he wanted to throw afit and scream that Noah wasn’t a means to an end,
he grabbed control of hisworry, anger and frustration. Lord was right. Cain knew his
reactions were based on his caring for Noah. He wouldn’t have reacted thisway if Noah
was asimple client.

“Don't tell me you’ ve never used someone as bait?’ Disbelief colored Lord’ s words.

Cain scrubbed his hand through his hair. “Y ou’ re asking me to be logical about this.
I’m not sure | can be.”

Lord touched his shoulder. “Then | will be and you have to trust me not to get Noah



killed.”

Cain turned and met silver eyesjust like his. He saw the sincerity lurking under the
cool exterior.

“1 don’t have achoice. | only have two men here with me. Therest arein Los
Angeles, kegping an eye on Noah's daughter. | need whatever help you can give me.”

“After today, you probably won't see me. If hisfather sees the two of ustogether, he
might not make amove. I'll be around, plus | have Mars, who is ailmost as good as one of
your men.”

“Will I get to meet this man of yours?’ He tried to keep his tone light.

Lord grinned and for the first time, Cain saw the human inside the cold killer. “Y ou
might get a chance after al of thisis over, before he and | leave the country.”

“Areyou hungry?’

“Y e

“Let’s go to the cafeteria and grab something to eat. We can work out a plan to keep
Noah safe while drawing his father out.” He opened the door and glanced at Lord.
“Leaving the country is your solution to our problem?”’

“We'll figure out away to ruin his career, which is worse than death for him. Did
you think that since I’m akiller, that’s my solution to any trouble | get into?’ Lord shook
his head. “Sometimes killing isn’t the worse thing you can do to a man. The reason I'm
leaving the country isto keep Mars safe.”

They made their way down the hall to the elevator. Before they got on, Lord’s phone
rang.
“What’'swrong,” Lord asked.

Cain watched his brother’ s face shut down, turning hard and cold, chilling Cain to
the marrow.

“Did he follow them?’

A cold shiver chased down Cain’s spine. Something had happened to Noah.

“Thanks. We'll meet him outside the facility.”

Lord shut his phone and stuffed it in his pocket. Turning to face Cain, he grimaced.

“Senator Wiltson waltzed in here and took Noah.”

Fear like he had never felt before skated over Cain’s nerves. He' d promised to keep
Noah safe and the first chance the man’ s father had, he took Noah without a fight. He
moaned softly.

Lord’ s nostrils flared. “Don’t fall apart on me now, Packert. Mars saw them leave.
He followed them as far as a small private airport close by. The Senator had a jet waiting.
They took off and Mars came back here. So we' re ahead of the game already. We know
Noah’s gone and we know who has him. It won’t take long to find out where the jet
landed. We'll get him back, Cain.”

The confidence in Lord’ s voice focused him. His brother was right. They would
retrieve Noah and neutralize the threat his father posed, if the man hadn’t already killed
Noah.

Asthey headed towards the front of the facility, Cain called the guards, ordering
them to meet him in the lobby. When all of them converged, he started organizing them.

Cain sent two of them back to the security office to check the tapes. There wouldn’t
be anything caught in Noah's lab since cameras weren't allowed in there, but the
hallways and entrances should have been covered. The possibility of catching the Senator



entering or leaving the building was strong. He dispatched two guards to keep Noah's lab
from being disturbed by anyone.

He called the police, informing them they had a kidnapping. He wanted there to be a
paper trail leading to the Senator. Cain didn’t care if the man was about to become the
President or not, there was no way he'd alow him to get away with terrorizing,
kidnapping and who knows what else he was doing to Noah.

Taking afew steps away from Lord, he dialed Henry LeClair.

Johnson answered. “LeClair residence.”

“Hey Johnson, it’s Packert. | need to talk to LeClair.”

“Isit an emergency, sir?’

“Yes. Wiltson’' staken Noah.” He paced, eager to start looking for his lover, but
knowing following procedures was the best way to ensure Noah got back in one piece.

“I’ll get him.” Johnson dropped the phone.

A minute passed before LeClair picked up the phone. “What the hell happened,
Packert? Y ou were supposed to take care of Noah. Now that bastard father of his has
him?’

“1 know. | completely dropped the ball on thisone. Y ou can punish me or fire me or
whatever the hell you want to do to me later. We need to find him. | need you to come
down here with the file Lord gave Noah.”

A pause. “Why?’

He held the phone away from his head and stared at it for a second. “Why,” he said
into it. “1f we had done this right from the beginning, the FBI would have been
investigating Wiltson and this probably would have never happened.”

LeClair’ s voice held tension. “1 had my reasons for not going to the authorities.”

“l don’t care what your reasons were and they aren’t important anymore. The most
important thing is getting Noah back before anything happens to him.” Cain shoved a
hand through his hair. “1 screwed this up from the beginning. | let my attraction to Noah
cloud my judgment, but no more. | won't risk hislife.”

Lord touched his shoulder. Cain glanced at him and his brother nodded towards the
front door, where two detectives and a thin young man were entering.

“Just get down here, LeClair. The detectives are here and I'll be contacting the
Bureau next.”

He slammed his phone shut and stuck it in his pocket. He turned to greet the
detectives. The young man headed right to Lord and ran his hands over Lord’ s side like
he was reassuring himself Lord was okay.

“Detective Henderson, and thisis my partner, Detective Schwan. You called in a
kidnapping?’

Cain shook Henderson's hand. “Cain Packert, head of security. Yes, one of the
scientists here at the facility was kidnapped earlier today.”

“How long has he been missing?’

He checked his watch and then looked at Lord. “An hour or so.”

“How do you know it was a kidnapping?’ Henderson stared at him.

Schwan wandered over to where Lord and Mars—at |east that’s who Cain assumed
the younger man was—stood.

“Dr. Wiltson would never have left the compound in the company of the men who
took him. Trust me.”



“Wiltson? Any relation to the candidate?’ The detective scribbled notes down.

“Funny you should ask, considering that’s who took him.”

Shock and disbelief warred in Henderson’s eyes. “Y ou’ re joking, right? Why would
the Senator kidnap his own son?’

“You'll have to ask him that, along with why he tried to have his son killed two
months ago.”

“Whoa. Those are serious alegations, Mr. Packert. Y ou can’'t accuse someone like
Wiltson without proof.”

Lord joined them, Mars attached to his hip like alimpet. Cain saw the file his brother
was carrying.

“This might spread some light on the subject, Detective.”

Henderson took the file and waved for Schwan. “1 need to talk to my partner and |
guess we should contact the local FBI office.”

Cain dug a card out of hiswallet. “Call this number and ask for Stevens. Tell him
Packert needs help.”

Schwan took the card and the policemen walked over to the front desk. Cain turned
to see Lord settle hishand at the small of Mars' spine. Cain cataloged his brother’ s lover.
Mostly to take his mind off the need to run off and try to save Noah himself.

Mars was the kind of skinny that came from not having enough food to eat and his
dark brown eyes held suspicion and fear in them. This man had spent alot of years on the
street and it had marked him. Bright blond hair cut short and spiky. His t-shirt was faded,
but clean and barely covering his pale stomach. His jeans were tight and low slung, held
up by Mars' prominent hipbones.

“Why didn’'t he call as soon as he saw them leave the compound?’ His question was
filled with anger.

Mars cowered, burying hisfacein Lord's chest. The man barely madeitto Lord’s
shoulder. Lord cradled the back of Mars' head and growled at Cain.

“You can talk to me like that because | understand what you’ re going through, but
don’t ever take that tone with Mars again or I'll make you pay.”

Cain blinked. He wasn't foolish enough to think that because he was Lord’ s brother,
the man didn’t mean what he said. The cold killer in Lord never said anything he didn’t
mean and the posture Lord took with Mars told Cain Lord would protect the younger man
no matter what.

He took a breath, trying to get a handle on his anger, fear and impatience. “1’m sorry,
Mars. I'm simply afraid for Noah. That isn’t an excuse to talk to you like that.”

Mars peeked out from Lord’ s chest and nodded. Long elegant fingers stroked over
Lord' s shirt. His brother looked down at the small man and some sort of communication
passed between them. Mars stepped away from Lord’ s embrace, pulled a notebook out of
his back pocket and started scribbling something down. A trembling hand held the
notebook out to him.

“It’ s hard to find someone who will talk to you and make a phone call for you,” he
read.

He shot a surprised glance at Lord and back at Mars. “You can’t talk?’

Mars shrugged and grimaced.

“He can talk, but it’ s difficult and painful for him to do it. That’s why he has the
notebook.” Lord touched Mars' shoulder. “ Show him.”



The younger man tilted back his head and Cain saw the vicious scar running across
Mars' throat. It was red, puckered and deep. He didn’t think he’' d ever seen amore brutal
wound.

He winced. “ Sorry.”

Mars shrugged again with a dight shake of his head.

“So you had to find someone who would read your note and call Lord?’

A quick nod.

“Y ou recognized Noah?’

A short negativetilt of his head.

“The Senator?’

Yes.

“Lord explain any of thisto you? He wondered how much the boy knew about what
his brother did or used to do for aliving.

Mars nodded, moved close to Lord and snuggled tight to his brother.

“Would you be willing to write down what you saw for the detectives?’ Cain
gestured to Henderson and Schwan.

A flare of fear shot through Mars' eyes. Lord wrapped an arm around Mars
shoulder.

“I'll stay with you,” Lord promised Mars.

Their gazes met and for a moment, Cain felt like he no longer existed. Mars nodded
reluctantly.

“Thank you. | think you and Noah would get along great. You’'ll have to meet him
when we get him back.” He cleared his throat, some strange emotion choking him. He
looked at Lord. “I'll keep your previous profession out of it if | can.”

“Don’'t worry about me. I'll take care of myself. Focus on getting Noah back. All the
rest will work out.”

A commotion at the front doors heralded the arrival of Noah's grandfather.



Chapter Nine

Maybe twenty-four hourslater

Noah sat on the cold cement floor, his forehead resting on his upraised knees. How
long had he been in the small room? His father’ s thugs had taken his watch and cell
phone before they threw him in there. He chuckled. Like his watch would have helped
him. It was a cheap thing he'd gotten at Macy’son sale. It wasn't like a James Bond
watch with a butane torch he could use to cut his way through the steel door.

Shivers wracked his body. His clothes were ripped and bloody. The men beat him up
alittle before they left. He should be glad they didn’t break anything important. Just arib
or two at the moment. He had a feeling things would get worse when they got back.

Why was his father doing this? That was the question racing through Noah’s mind.
He didn’'t think about escaping or rescue. First of all, he had no idea where he was, so
escaping at the moment wouldn’t do him any good. He could end up dying outside as
easily asinside. Asfor rescue, he knew Cain would do everything in his power to find
him and he had to trust in that belief.

Strange how yesterday he walked away from the man because of his secrets and
what he did before coming to work for Noah' s grandfather. Now it was that very past that
made Noah confident his lover would find him. It might take alittle while, but Cain
wouldn’t give up and Noah held on to that fact.

His father would call him foolish and sentimental. Noah didn’t think his certainty
about Cain’s coming was sentimental. Cain was a professional, first and foremost. The
man wasn't going to sit back and take Noah's kidnapping lightly. Grandfather had hired
Cain to keep Noah safe and he failed. Noah had afeeling Cain wasn't familiar with
failure.

He shifted and pain shot over his nerve endings from hisright side. He had to be
careful. He didn’t know how damaged the broken ribs were and he didn’t want to
puncture alung. His father would never offer any help.

The dark seemed to close in and his breathing sped up. Noah found himself wishing
he had the nightlight he' d bought for Lindsey a few weeks ago. Lindsey. Panic welled up
in him. He prayed his father still had no ideathat she was his daughter. He didn’t know
what he' d do if anything happened to that sweet child.

Breathe, avoice that sounded alot like Cain’s echoed through his head. Nothing you
can do about her from here. Concentrate on surviving. Other people will have to take
care of your daughter.

As much as he hated admitting it, the voice was right. Panicking did nothing but
cloud his brain. He needed to keep clear headed and try to live long enough for Cain to
rescue him.

God, he needed sleep. Unfortunately, his prison cell didn’t come with a blanket.
Maybe he'd ask for one the next time the goon squad showed up. He laughed quietly.

Y eah, like they were interested in making him comfortable.

A scrap sounded outside the door. He pushed to his feet, staring at the door.

Whoever or whatever was on the other side, he’ d face it the best he could. No matter how



much he wanted it to be Cain on the other side.

He blinked as the door slide open and alight shined in his eyes. He didn’t flinch or
try to dodge the hand reaching out of the shadows to grab hisarm.

“Comeon, fag.”

Not Cain. He'd known it had been wishful thinking anyway. It was too soon for Cain
to come. Stumbling, he et them drag him from his cell. He was pushed into another room
where two other men stood. When his vision cleared enough for him to see, he studied
the three men.

Noah fought the smile threatening to break through. Okay, so his plight wasn't
funny, but could his father have picked three more stereotypical |ooking thugs? He felt
like he' d been dropped onto the set of The Sopranos. They wore ill fitting suits and all of
them would have fit in better working on the docks.

“Whereisit?’ The one who seemed in charge asked him.

He shrugged. “I don’'t know what you' re talking about.”

A large hand hit him in the face. His head snapped back and he heard his neck crack.
One way to save on chiropractic bills, he thought fleetingly. Pain exploded throughout his
body.

Wrapping an arm around his ribs, he held up his hand. “Wait. Serioudly, | have no
clue what you want. All you've done is beat the shit out of me. Y ou never once told me
what you’ re looking for. I might be many things, but a mind reader isn’t one of them.”

“A smart ass, are you?’ Scarface, the man in charge, snarled at him.

Another punch. Thistime to his kidneys and he dropped to his knees. Somehow he
had afeeling he’ d be pissing blood for the next week or so. His head fell forward and he
focused on the small pool of red liquid forming in front of him. Shit. Noah touched his
face with atrembling hand and drew it back to see the blood covering hisfingers. The
thug had broken his nose and split hislip.

“Listen to me. I’'m not being a smart ass. Why would | when you'd just hit me some
more? I’ m being fucking honest with you. | don’t know what you' re talking about. All |
know isthat two months ago, my father tried to have me killed. Someone else paid the
killer more money to let melive.”

“Right, and that asshole |eft you something. Where isit?’

Noah laughed weakly. “Y ou’ ve got to be kidding me. My father had me kidnapped
for the folder the man gave me?’

A voice in his head warned him to keep Lord’ s name out of the conversation. He
didn’t want the n to get into any more trouble. Not that the man couldn’t handle
whatever happened.

“Right. Whereisit?’

Scarface sounded like a robot with a one-track mind. Noah rocked back on his heels
and looked up at the man.

“1 gaveit to my grandfather when | got here. I’'m not stupid. If it was just me and
some hired killer who knew about the folder, nothing would stop my father from trying to
kill me again. No, it was better for as many people as possible to know about it.” He
braced his hand against the cold concrete floor and pushed to his feet. “ S by now,
probably the police, the FBI, the Secret Service and the head of my grandfather’ s security
branch know what’s in that folder.”

Worry scurried across the other two thugs' faces. Scarface remained calm.



“So there’' s no reason why we shouldn’t kill you now and get it over with. Then we'd
only haveto go find that rent boy and take care of him.”

While it was true Noah had resigned himself to taking whatever kind of beating these
men had in mind, he didn’t plan on them killing him anytime soon. Then the man’s words
hit him.

“Rent boy? What rent boy? Are you saying my father’s gay?’

Shock and surprise tore through him, followed closely by anger. How dare the man
judge him for being gay when the senator himself was deep in the closet?

Scarface shook his head. “Nah, not gay. He likes to play really rough. The whores
couldn’t take it. The dear Senator found that the rent boys took a beating better and
longer than the girls. So he' d hire them for the whippings and the whores for the
fucking.”

Bile churned in Noah's stomach. How could he have never seen that kind of twisted
urgein hisfather before? Another thought hit him.

“1 don't think there' s anything like that isin the folder | got. The information in that
oneisjust about a couple other hits my father hired done.”

One of the other thugs drilled Noah in the stomach. Pain rolled over his nerve
endings and he sank to the floor, retching as he fought against the blackness threatening
to take him over. He couldn’t pass out now.

“Stay down.” Scarface gestured for the other two to move closer to him. “Maybe the
fag’'sright. Maybe he don’t know nothing about the rent boys. My neck’ s itching though.
Something’s going on. My contact in L.A. saysthat one little queer the Senator cut a
couple years ago has disappeared. Can't find him anywhere.”

Noah remained on the ground, his eyes closed and breathing slowly, trying to control
the pain enough to pay attention to what Scarface was saying.

“| talked to Candy,” one of the other guys said. “ She says the last time she saw the
cocksucker was a couple months ago. He was hanging around with some big scary dude
with silver eyes.”

Shit. Lord? There couldn’t be more than two people in the entire world with silver
eyes and Noah didn’t think Cain would have been hanging out on the streets of L.A.

“Shit.” Scarface scrubbed the back of his neck and glared at Noah. “Put him back in
the room. I’m going to talk to the Senator. We need to start communicating better.”

The toe of a boot drove into Noah's back and he screamed. This time there was no
escaping the swell of darkness filling his mind. The last thought before he lost
consciousness was what kind of trouble had Lord involved him in?

* % * %

Henry LeClair asked Cain, “Where is the agent in charge?’

“That would be me.” Michael Stevens, one of Cain’s friends and an agent in the FBI,
joined them, holding his hand out to LeClair.

“1 have afileto give you. It might not be as detailed and extensive as the one
Packert’ s friend gave you, but my investigator did what he could.”

“Your investigator?’

“Do you think | would have left my daughter date—much less marry—some
ambitious corporate lawyer without knowing everything | could about him?’ The older
man eyed Cain with disdain. “I had his background and activities checked.”



“Well, | think your investigator missed some rather important facts,” Cain couldn’t
help but mention.

LeClair glared at him. “Either Wiltson was really good at covering his tracks or he
hadn’t gotten to the point where he was hiring killersto do his dirty work.”

“Why did you give your consent to allow your daughter to marry Wiltson?’ Stevens
brokein.

“He had afew unsavory associates that | told him to get rid of. He did and my
daughter loved him, so | figured she could keep himinline.”

Stevens snapped the file he’ d been reading closed. “I’m inclined to believe your son-
in-law mostly kept his nose clean while your daughter was alive, Mr. LeClair, but after
she died, whatever restraining influence she had on him disappeared.”

Cain frowned. “Are you saying her death made him snap?’ He didn’t want to hear
that the senator loved his wife so much, that losing her made him crazy.

Both Stevens and LeClair shook their heads.

The agent spoke first. “No, Wiltson was psychotic before Mrs. Wiltson died, but |
really do think he loved her, so he controlled his tendencies until she died. After that,
there was no one to stop him or act like his conscience.”

“When Noah gave me the other file and | read what wasin it, | knew Wiltson hadn’t
really changed.”

“After you got the file, what did you do with it?" Cain wondered about LeClair's
actions. Had Noah' s grandfather done anything to prevent Wiltson from going after Noah
again?

“I locked it in my safe at home, figuring it was the safest place. Then | called
Wiltson and warned him that if anything ever happened to me or my grandson, his name
would be splashed all over the papersand TV. All of his secretsrevealed.” LeClair shook
his head. “1 guess he didn’t believe me.”

“What are you going to do?’ Cain wasn't willing to risk Noah’s life by letting
LeClair make a point.

“Once Noah is safe and sound, I’ m going to contact afriend of mine at amajor cable
news network and plaster the bastard’ s secrets all over the world.”

Stevens stiffened. “We can't let you jeopardize this case with revenge, Mr. LeClair.”

Noah's grandfather flapped his hands at the FBI agent. “Don’t worry. 1’1l be rumors
and hints. I’ll promise him an exclusive for when the whole thing breaks wide open.”

Cain saw Stevens' frown deepening and he knew his friend wasn’'t happy about
LeClair’s plan, but there would be time to work that all out later. At the moment, he was
more concerned about getting Noah back unharmed.

“Agent Stevens, can we talk to you?’ another agent called out.

“I"m going up to my office, Packert. Call me when the plans are finalized,” LeClair
ordered him.

“Yes, sir.”

Cain stood, watching the FBI agents and U.S. Marshalls swarming around Stevens,
Cain’sfriend. He waited until the man finished briefing the others before he moved to
officially greet Stevens.

“1 should have known you were involved in this.” Stevens slapped him on the
shoulder. “How’ d you come to be part of this fucked-up situation?’

“I"'m head of security for LeClair Research and Dr. Wiltson is a close friend of



mine.”

He saw understanding form on Stevens' face.

“Okay. The other question | have is—who the hell isthat man?’ Stevens nodded
towards Lord.

“He' s my younger brother, James.” Cain gestured for Lord to come join them.

Lord frowned, but walked over with Marsin tow. Mars stayed close to Lord,
seeming to be dightly overwhelmed by all the police clogging the lobby. Cain was
intrigued by the way his brother protected the smaller man from being bumped into or
touched in any way.

“James, thisis an old friend of mine, Michael Stevens. We were in the Marines
together. When | went to the CIA, Stevens here headed to the FBI.”

“Nice to meet you, Packert. | didn’t realize Cain had a brother.” Stevens shot Cain a
‘we'll talk later’ look.

“We haven't been close for several years. Decided to reestablish family ties.” Lord
shook Stevens' hand, but didn’t introduce Mars.

An agent handed Stevens a paper. Cain felt confident his friend would find Noah and
rescue him before too long. Of course, believing in his friend wouldn’t stop Cain from
being there when they went to save Noah.

“Thanks.” Stevens looked up from reading the fax. “Here' sthe deal. The Secret
Service saysthat Wiltson was out of their handling for about twenty-four hours. He
requested they pull their agents and they did. They resumed protection at around four this
afternoon when Wiltson arrived in Detroit for a campaign appearance.”

“Did any of them ask where he was?’ Cain wasn’'t happy about the lapse in attention
by the Secret Service.

“No. My contact there said Wiltson has the right at the moment to refuse protection.
Until heisactually the Presidential nominee or the President, the Secret Service
protection is simply an option. It seems Wiltson has his own security team. Three of
whom are not accounted for at this point.”

Stevens studied Lord. “One of the detectives told me you gave him afolder detailing
two murders the former Senator hired done for him. How did you come to have that
information?’

Lord shrugged. “I have my ways, Agent, and | won’'t be telling you what they are.”

Marstugged on Lord' s sleeve, handing him a piece of paper when he turned to ook
at the blond. Lord read it and smiled.

“We have the call numbers for the plane Wiltson used to transport Noah out of here.”

Cain smiled at Mars. After meeting the man, Cain realized Mars wasdoing al he
could to help them find Noah. He hoped there was time after all of thisto get to know
Mars.

“Great.” Stevens flagged down a passing agent. “Get me al the information we can
find on this plane and the flight plan they filed today. | need to know every place it
landed today.”

“Yes, sir.”

Stevensturned to glare at Lord. “If you do anything to impede or sabotage my case,
you'll find yourself injail.”

“He’ s here to support me, Michael. Just happened to be in the right place at the right
time, | guess.”



He wasn't interested in territorial struggles. He didn’t care who lead the operation.
Cain wanted Noah back unharmed and as soon as possible.



Chapter Ten

“Got him.” Stevens sslammed his phone shut and gestured to Cain.

Cain rushed over to hisfriend. Lord and Mars joined them. They waited for the agent
to finish barking orders to his people.

“What’ s going on, Michael?” He resisted the urge to shake the man.

“First, we have a contingent of FBI agents and U.S. Marshalls picking Wiltson up.
The video of Wiltson kidnapping his son and your brother’ s folder provides us with
enough doubt to bring the man in. He can protest al he wants. | guarantee when we
retrieve Dr. Wiltson, the former Senator will find he has alot of explaining to do.”

“What are you going to do about Noah?’ He was glad to hear they were arresting
Wiltson, but his main concern was Noah.

“Secondly, we found a small airport in Idaho where the plane landed and stayed for
at least an hour. We think they’re holding Dr. Wiltson somewhere closetoit. The local
police are heading to the airport to question people and they’ |l start searching the area.”
Stevens strolled towards the door.

Cain turned to Lord. “Did you want to come with usto get Noah?’

Lord looked at Mars and back to Cain. “No. | think thisis where we need to
disappear.”

“1 thought you wanted to be there when Wiltson's lifeisruined.” He frowned.

“1 did and we will be there, but you don’t need us to help save Noah. Y ou can do it
and we'll just bein theway.” Lord looked over where Stevens stood. “1n addition, your
friend might believe I’'m your brother, but he's not buying the whole ‘reconnecting’ bit.”

“Areyou coming, Packert,” Stevens yelled.

“Just asecond.” He flipped open his phone and dialed LeClair’ s number.

“LeClair,” the older man barked.

“We think we' ve found Noah. We're heading out there now.”

“Bring him home, Packert. I’ [l be waiting for you.”

“1 will, Mr. LeClair.”

After shutting his phone and tucking it in his pocket, Cain offered his hand to Lord.
“1 hope to see both of you again.”

Lord didn’t take his hand. “Y ou will. There' |l be some more information turning up
to help the FBI’ s case against Wiltson. That folder wasn't al | had.”

“1 appreciate all you’ ve done for Noah. Thank you aswell, Mars.”

Mars nodded. Cain jogged over to Stevens and they climbed in one of the sedans
used by the FBI. He looked back to see Lord and Mars dlip into atruck parked at the edge
of thelot.

“Y our brother not coming with us?” Stevens' question sounded causal, but Cain
wasn't fooled.

“No. They have somewhere they need to be.”

“Like out of the country?’

He kept his face expression. “1 wouldn’t know. | didn’t ask.”

“Yeah, right. | have to wonder what the head of Interpol would say if | called him up
and told him that the most wanted man in the international community wasin



Washington.”

“Cadll him.” Hewasn't worried. “Even if he did believe you, they’ll be out of the
country before he can do anything about it.”

“You're not going to deny who that man is?” Stevens sounded a little shocked.

“Michael, we' ve known each other for along time. Why would | lie to you when you
know the truth? James is my brother and we did just reconnect after being apart for most
of our lives. Who he is now and what he’ s done is none of my business.” Cain studied the
landscape as they drove to the airport. “We' ve al killed. | was told by the government
who to kill and | got paid for it. He was told by private individuals and got paid a hell of a
lot more money than me. | realized | couldn’t condemn him for the same things | did.”

“Lord isone of the most wanted men in the world. The bounty on him is enormous.
You arrest him, you’ Il make more than you’ ve ever made in your life.”

“l'won't doitand | won't help you. I’'m out of it.”

Hisfriend remained silent for afew minutes before sighing. “1 never saw Lord here.
My main focusis rescuing Dr. Wiltson and bringing his kidnappers to justice.”

“1 knew you were a good man, Michael.” He smiled.

“1 must be crazy to alow him to get away, but you’ ve helped me with stupid shit.
Good deed and all that.”

“Thanks.”

They rode the rest of the way in silence. Cain organized his thoughts and calmed his
nerves. He had to be ready for anything. Noah would have men watching him. Cain knew
better than to expect this rescue would be easy.

* % * %

Noah spit blood onto the floor. Fuck. He hated the metallic taste coating his tongue.
He worried one of histeeth with afinger. Scarface had loosened one of his teeth.

Lying on his side, he stared at the door and noticed the crack of light coming fromit.
He pushed up onto his hands and knees, crawling over to the door. One of his captors had
forgotten to shut it all the way. He climbed the wall, bracing his hand on the cool
concrete while he caught his balance.

He pulled open the door alittle, hoping the hinges were well-oiled and he wouldn’t
be announcing his escape attempt to whoever might be in the hallway. The door swung
open as smooth as silk and he sighed.

Noah thought about his options. He could stay in the room, hope the thugs didn’t
come back and Cain came to rescue him soon. Or he could head out into the building and
seeif he could save himself. Maybe it was time to take control of hisown life again.

Cain was coming. Noah didn’t doubt that, but he wasn’t sure he had time to wait for
his lover to find him. Some instinct told him his life expectancy was starting to be
measured in hours instead of years.

Pain was making it hard to think and plan, but he slid out into the hallway, blinking
at the brightness. Okay. So far. So good. Now he had to find the nearest exit.

Noah reached out and braced his hand on wall, hoping his vision cleared before he
ran into anyone. When his eyes adjusted, he glanced to hisright. The door at the end of
the hall was dlightly ajar and he heard voices coming from beyond it. Definitely wasn't
going to go that way.

Left it was then. He inched his way along, trying to find another door or hallway. He



wrapped one arm around his ribs and took shallow breaths. He was screwed if he had to
run. There was no way he’'d make it very far before one of the thugs tackled him or shot
him.

The end of the hallway seemed to be getting farther away. His vision darkened and
he started to lean against the wall except it wasn't there.

“What the...”

His whispered curse was cut off as a hand covered his mouth and jerked him off his
feet, dragging him into a narrow corridor. Lightning bolts of pain shot over his nerve
endings and all he focused on was not passing oui.

“Noah, it sme.”

Lips pressed tight to his ear and Cain’ s voice filled hismind. A band of steel
encircled his chest, squeezing al air out of hislungs. Noah whimpered, clawing at the
arm.

“Stop. Don’'t say anything. We have to be quiet.”

Quiet? He couldn’t breathe. He slapped at Cain’s arm. His head swam and his knees
weakened.

“Noah? Love? Are you okay?’

Cain pulled back, loosening his grip. Noah dropped to his knees, panting as quietly
as he could, bringing the pain under control before he looked up. Cain was dressed all in
black with his face covered by paint. His lover knelt next to him, resting a hand on his
shoulder.

“What’swrong?’

“Broken ribs,” he managed to say. “ Along with various other injuries.”

“Fuck. I’ll kill them.”

He shook his head. “No. Can we go? | need to talk to you and Lord.”

Clasping him under hisarms, Cain lifted him to hisfeet. He let his head fall forward
and rest against Cain’s chest for a second. Cain’s gloved hands stroked over his hair.

“I"'m sorry,” Cain murmured.

“Sorry about what?’ He tilted his body, so he could meet Cain’s silver gaze.

“Sorry we didn’t get here sooner. I’ m sorry you were hurt. I’m sorry your father is
such abastard that he could do something like thisto his son.” Sorrow tainted Cain’s
words.

“You have no ideawhat my father’s capable of, Cain. Y ou need to tell Lord that my
father islooking for him.”

Noah was desperate to make Cain understand the danger to Lord. He didn’t care that
Cain’s brother was a hired killer. None of that mattered. He didn’t want his father to get
away with killing another person or hurting anyone else.

“Don’t worry. Lord knows all about your father, baby. My brother took his man and
they’ re probably heading out of the country as we speak.” Cain held up his hand, pressing
hisfingertipsto his ear. “The FBI’ s about to crash thislittle party.”

“Should we leave?’

“No. | think we'll stay right here. Best to stay out of their way.”

Cain moved him back farther into the shadows of the corridor. Noah couldn’t stand
any longer. He put his back to the wall and collapsed down to the floor. Closing his eyes,
he sighed.

“1 knew you were coming. | took a chance by trying to escape, but | wasn’t sure |



could wait until you got here. | had afeeling it might be my only shot at it.” He settled
into Cain’s embrace as the other man sat next to him and put an arm around him. “If | got
away, you wouldn’'t have to worry about them using me as a hostage.”

He felt the brush of Cain’slips over his cheek. Turning, he kissed hislover, pouring
al of hisjoy and relief into the gesture. He didn’t doubt things would get worse before
they got any better, but at least, he would have Cain beside him to give him strength to
see his father punished for his crimes.

Their kiss was interrupted as noises came from the other hallway. Noah pressed back
against the wall, hoping no one tried to escape in their direction. He didn’t want to be
involved in any more violence.

Y elling and gunfire echoed, followed closely by footsteps running towards them. He
glanced at Cain whose head was tilted like he was listening to something other than the
footsteps.

“1’ve got him, Stevens. Do what you need to do. We're moving out of the building.
He' sinjured, but can move under his own power.”

Curious, Noah looked closer at Cain and noticed Cain wore something around his
neck with a piece leading to his ear. Must be some sort of communication device, he
thought.

“We need to leave now,” Cain informed Noah.

He nodded, accepting Cain’s help to climb to hisfeet. It was definitely time to get
out before Cain got hurt. Noah concentrated on making his way down the corridor Cain
pointed him at. Footsteps getting closer broke his focus and his breathing left him in a
rush as Cain shoved him. He stumbled, caught himself on the wall and turned.

Cain stood in the dim light, gun drawn. Scarface hesitated in the hall, seeming to be
shocked to find anyone with Noah. The click of Cain’s gun being cocked sounded like a
shot in the silence.

“You should give up.” Cain’s tone was causal.

“Why? The Senator’s not going to let me swing. | know too much about him.”
Scarface sneered.

Noah saw Cain shake his head.

“1 wouldn’t count on that. The FBI and Marshals picked up the former Senator in
Detroit earlier tonight. There's too much evidence against your boss. He won't be able to
use hisinfluence to keep you out of jail. Wiltson will be fighting for his own life.”

Scarface grimaced. “All this shit because the man couldn’t keep hisdick in his pants
and doesn’t understand the importance of not leaving witnesses.” The thug stared at
Noah. “Never thought afag could stand up to the beating we gave you. No hard feelings,
man?’

What was the protocol for talking to a man who tried to turn your insides into mush?
Noah wasn't sure. “Um-m-m...| guess not. Y ou were just doing your job, right?’

“Yeah.” Scarface met Cain’s glare. “Okay. I'll go without afight. No point in getting
myself killed for that arrogant bastard, but | want immunity and I’ll tell you all 1 know
about those rent boys the Senator killed.”

Cain shrugged. “I can’t give you adeal. I’'m not an agent. I’m just here for him.”
Cain gestured back towards Noah before touching the mic on histhroat. “ Stevens, I’ve
got one of them.”

“Rent boys? Killed?' Noah moved to one side of Cain, making sure to stay out of



Cain’sline of fire and far enough away from Scarface to keep the thug from grabbing
him.

“Sure. There's been two whose bodies I’ ve taken care of because Wiltson plays too
rough sometimes. Hurts the little queers to the point where they’ ve taken too much
damage and bleed out or shit like that. That’s why he hired me. | took care of the loose
ends.” Scarface's chuckle was crudl. “Unfortunately, one of the cocksuckers survived.
Senator dlit his throat and somehow the kid lived. Wiltson was worried that the folder you
got told about the rent boys. He would have never been able to rescue his career if that
news got out.”

Cain jerked and Noah wondered what caused that reaction.

“Of course, the boss would have been fine if the kid hadn’t disappeared a couple
months ago. Wonder if the scary grey-eyed dude gave him a better offer.”

Noah heard Cain swear softly and he knew his lover understood the significance of
that statement. He didn’t have time to ask before Kevlar-clad men charged down the
hallway and arrested Scarface. One of them detached from the crowd, approaching them
with his hand out.

“Thanks, Packert. I'll have a couple of agents escort your guy to the hospital.” The
agent smiled at Noah. “You'’ll have protection twenty-four/seven until all of this gets
worked out.”

Cain grunted.

The agent’s brown eyes twinkled. “I meant from the FBI, Packert. | know you'll be
Dr. Wiltson's personal bodyguard as well.”

Noah felt his cheeks warm. “Thank you, Agent...”

“Stevens. Packert and | have been friends for along time. Glad to see he'sfinally
found someone to give him arun for his money.” Stevens shook Noah's hand, slapped
Cain on the shoulder and turned to head after Scarface. “1’ll get the henchmen settled
before | come to debrief you, Doctor.”

Cain holstered his gun while Noah waited until Stevens disappeared around the
corner before facing hislover.

“Did you know about the rent boys?’

The other man sighed. “How would | know about them?”’

“Lord could have told you.” He wasn’t sure why he was acting like Cain knew
anything more than he did about his father’s activities.

“My brother doesn’t tell me anything more than he deems necessary for the
moment.” Cain didn’t sound happy. “I can guess who that big thug was talking about and
| have an idea who that rent boy might be.”

“But he must have had something to do with that one kid disappearing. | hope
nothing bad has happened to him.” Noah couldn’t help worrying about the unknown rent
boy his father had hurt. He hoped Lord hadn’t been hired to kill the kid.

A dly knowing smile skated across Cain’sface. “I don’t think you have to worry
about the kid, love. He' s probably safer than all of us.”

“What do you know?’

Cain wrapped a careful arm around Noah' s waist and nuzzled against his cheek.
Noah winced when he felt the roughness of the paint on Cain’s face scraped over a
bruise.

“l can't say at the moment, but trust me, the kid' sfine.”



Noah turned to face Cain. He cupped hislover’s chin in his hand and studied that
black streaked face. He did trust Cain and as sudden as it might seem to anyone else, he
loved Cain. All his questions were ssmply his mind saying he couldn’t have fallen so
quickly, but his heart had no doubt about the truth of the situation. Cain held his soul, for
better or worse.



Chapter Eleven

Two days later at Noah's Grandfather’s house

A rustle disturbed Noah. If it was his private nurse, she would have announced
herself. Cain had left a few minutes earlier to talk to Stevens and he would have let Noah
know he’' d come back. No one should have been there. Noah had managed to convince
his grandfather to go lie down for awhile. Grandfather had been hovering ever since
Noah had returned from the hospital.

Peeking through his eyelashes, he saw a dender bleach blond man standing next to
his bed. Nothing about the kid suggested he was dangerous.

Noah gave a mental snort. He wasn't the best judge of danger. Hislover used to be a
sanctioned killer for the government and his father turned out to be some twisted
sociopath.

“Noah.”

He turned his head and saw Lord standing by the door. He jerked in surprise.

“What are you doing here?’ He sat up in his bed.

The blond tucked a pillow behind his back.

“Want some water?’ Lord asked.

He nodded and the kid poured him a glass. After taking a sip, he glanced between
Lord and the blond.

“How the hell did you get in here? Y ou didn’t hurt the agent, did you?’

Cain’s brother chuckled and shook his head. “While | don’'t have a problem with
killing people, | try not to do it unless |’ m being paid.”

Was he supposed to find that funny? The silent kid patted his arm reassuringly.

“Marsistrying to tell you not to worry. Though you might want to talk to my brother
about the agent. He went downstairs for lunch. None of your persona guards saw us
comein.” Lord kept hisvoice low.

“Mars? You're Mars?’ Noah studied the thin man next to his bed.

Mars nodded. Bleached blond spiky hair. Deep brown eyes holding fear, pain and a
strange sort of courage. Thin to the point of starvation. Everything about the kid told
Noah it hadn’t been very long ago that Mars was struggling for survival. He held out his
hand to Lord' s lover.

“It’ s nice to meet you, Mars.”

Mars stared at his hand and |ooked at Lord. The killer nodded.

“Don’t worry, love. He' s cool.”

Noah wasn't sure what to think when Mars scrubbed his hand over the faded jeans
before shaking Noah's hand. The grip was firm.

“Lord, if they find you in here, | don’'t think Cain will be able to keep them from
arresting you,” he warned.

“1 know. Don't worry. They won't see us. | wanted you to meet Mars and to give
you this.” Lord laid another plain file folder on the table next to Noah's bed.

He glared at it and poked it with hisfinger. “The last folder | got from you ended up
getting me kidnapped and beaten. I’'m not sure | want this one. Couldn’t you mail it to



Agent Stevens?’

“Yeah, well, giving you the first folder wasn’t my idea. | wasn't even there when
you got it.” Lord pointed at the innocent looking file. “Thisis the information your father
was looking for to begin with. Names. Pictures. Dates.”

“The rent boys he hurt?’

Mars whimpered. Lord encircled the skinny kid’swaist, pulling him tight to his side.

“Where did you get this?” He gestured to thefile.

Lord didn’'t say anything, but his jaw tightened. Noah's gaze skipped from Lord’s
grim face to Mars. The expression on the younger man’s face told Noah all he needed to
know.

“Y ou were the one they were looking for? The one who lived?’ He wasn’t looking
for answers from them. He could see the truth in their eyes. “I’m so sorry, Mars.”

Tearswelled in his eyes. He couldn’t imagine anyone hurting someone like his father
had hurt this young man. Mars reached out and caught one of the tears from the corner of
Noah’'s eye on his fingertip. He brought it to his lips and tasted it. Breaking away from
Lord, Mars leaned forward, pressing akiss to Noah's mouth.

“He doesn’t blame you, Noah.” Lord smoothed his hand over Mars back. A quick
glance at his watch made Lord grunt. “We need to get going. Have to catch aflight out of
the country.”

Mars gave Noah another kiss and moved towards the door. Lord bent and kissed
Noah aswell.

Before straightening up, Lord whispered, “ Take care of Cain for me, Noah. He
doesn’t need to feel guilty. He paid back any debt he owed me months ago.”

He reached up and cupped Lord’s cheek. “Be safe.”

Lord’ s grin was cocky and dlightly cruel as the man moved to join Mars. “Y ou know
we will be. Tell Cain Il contact him once we' re settled.”

“Thank you both.”

Closing his eyes, he didn’t see them dlip from the room. When he opened them a
second later, he was alone. The folder caught his attention, but he knew there was no way
he would read it. His mind was already contaminated by the filth he’d found out about his
father.

Noah thought about the kiss Lord gave him. Nothing. No fireworks or anything. It
was so unlike the first kiss they’ d shared. Of course, alot of his attraction had to have
been because of adrenaline. He didn’t know if Lord was going to kill him or not. This
most recent kiss was aso nothing like the first kiss Noah shared with Cain. Those two
first kisses were explosive and overwhelming.

Exhaustion swamped him. He should have stayed in the hospital, but he didn’t want
to and the FBI felt they could guard him better at his grandfather’s. Well, Lord’ s visit
shot that theory down. He' d have to talk to Cain about it.

Before sleep overtook him, the door opened and Cain entered. Slipping off his shoes,
Cain joined Noah in bed. Noah snuggled close with asigh. He' d talk to Cain after he had

anap.

* % * %

Rolling over, Cain opened his eyes to see Noah leaning on his elbow and staring
down at him. He reached up, sketching a caress over the bruises on Noah's jaw.



“1 never felt true fear until | found out that your father had taken you,” he murmured.

Noah didn’t speak as he leaned over, brushing akiss over Cain’'slips. Cain dlid his
hand around, cradling the back of Noah’s head and not |etting his lover move away.
Studying Noah’ s blue eyes, he saw emotions race across the surface. Each one came and
went without staying long enough for him to figure them out. There was one underlying
emotion that made him catch his breath.

Love made Noah’ s eyes shine and his face glow. Love made Cain shiver. He started
to say something, anything to defuse the moment. It was too big to deal with all at once.

“Lord and Mars were here.” Noah's words were soft.

Cain grinned. Noah must have seen the panic in his face and wanted to ease him.
Then he thought about what the younger man said.

“How did they get past all the guards?’

He wanted to be angry, but couldn’t work up the energy. Not when he was snuggled
close to Noah and the room was dark. He' d chew the agents out | ater.

Noah shrugged. “He' s your brother. I’m sure you can figure out how he did it.” Noah
nodded towards a folder lying on the bedside table. “He left you afolder.”

“Did you read it?’

Shaking his head, Noah grimaced. “The last folder | got from him opened a huge can
of worms and nearly got mekilled. | thought I’ d leave this one for you.”

He didn’t reach for it. He had a pretty good idea what was in there and didn’t want to
have his knowledge verified. Smoothing his hand down Noah's back to rest it on his
lover's ass, he nuzzled Noah's throat.

“Mars was with him?’

“Y-yes,” Noah stuttered, pushing back into Cain’s hand.

“Kind of cute, isn’'t he? A little skinny though.” Helicked aline dong Noah's
collarbone.

Noah trembled. “Uh, yeah. He' s cute. Lord really seemsto like him.”

Cain knew Noah wasn't interested in talking about Lord or Mars, but he wasn’'t done
teasing hislover. He reversed their positions, placing Noah on his back. He was careful
not to put too much pressure on Noah' s ribs.

He kept his touch gentle as he did his fingers down over Noah's sides. Nibbling, he
followed along the line of Noah's neck to the pulse beating at the base. Cain sucked
there, raising asmall dark mark. Noah moaned, shifting underneath Cain.

“Don’t you think | have enough bruises,” Noah joked breathlessly.

“None of them are mine. Thisoneis.”

Pulling back, Cain rubbed his thumb over the mark and Noah cried out. Cain eased
lower, to pay attention the dark brown nipples on Noah's chest.

“What about the guards?’ Noah's hands clasped Cain’s shoulders.

“They’re downstairs. They can't hear us.” He met Noah's gaze. “I’m here and |
promise no one will ever hurt you again.”

Noah brought their mouths together in aquick hard kiss. “I know that. | was more
afraid of them hearing me and knowing what we' re doing.”

He chuckled. “Don’t worry. They would be discrete and not mention anything they
heard.”

Blushing, Noah ducked his head. Cain raised Noah's chin and winked.

“1 don’t want you thinking about anything except what I’m doing to you.”



“You’re not doing anything right now,” Noah reminded him.

“Right. I'll get back to it then.”

He licked one of Noah's nipples, lashing it with histongue. Latching on to the hard
nub, he sucked, causing Noah to cry out again. Cain pinched the other nipple so it didn’t
feel left out. Tugging and twisting with fingers and teeth. He drove Noah closer and
closer to the edge.

Wrapping a hand around Noah’ s erection, he gripped the hot flesh firmly and
pumped. While he distracted his lover with the hand job, he slipped farther down Noah's
flat stomach, dipping into his belly button before following the thin trail of hair to the pot
of gold.

Cain settled between Noah' s legs and looked at the swollen purple head of Noah's
cock pulsing before his mouth. Clear drops of pre-cum oozed from the dlit in the crown.
He wanted to taste that. The need to feel the heavy weight of Noah on his tongue made
Cain’s own prick throb. He pressed it into the mattress under him.

A swipe of the tongue gathered some of the liquid and he savored the taste before
taking just the head of Noah’s cock into his mouth.

“Cain,” Noah whimpered.

He worked the spongy crown, teasing Noah with licks, nibbles and suction. Cain
continued to stroke the throbbing shaft in his hand as well. Using both to bring his lover
to the brink of climax. The way Noah was babbling told Cain he was close.

Grabbing Noah’s hand, he wrapped it around the man’s cock and rolled away,
searching for the lube.

“No,” Noah protested.

“Don’t come. | want to beinside you. | want to feel you climax on my cock.”

A huge body shudder shook Noah. The younger man bit hislip and his knuckles
whitened as he tightened his grip on his cock. “Okay, but hurry.”

“1 have to stretch you, love. | don’t want you to hurt.”

Noah shook his head. “I'll comeif you do that. Take me, Cain. I'll deal with the
burn.”

As much as Cain wanted to say no, he found he couldn’t deny Noah. Not even on
this. He found the lube and squirted some dlick into his palm. Coating his cock, he moved
back between Noah's thighs and placed the blunt head of his cock at Noah's opening. He
took a second to take some extra lube, rubbing it on and into Noah’s ass.

“Now, Cain.” Noah's voice was strangled and demanding.

Cain rested Noah' slegs on his arms and pushed in. Noah hissed and tilted his hips,
not protesting as Cain thrust in. Cain hesitated, causing Noah to shake his head.

“Don’t stop until you're all theway in, love. It's okay,” Noah reassured him through
gritted teeth.

He did as he was told, burying himself deep in Noah' s inner passage. Once there, he
stopped, muscles shaking with the effort to keep from moving until Noah said he was all
right. Cain didn’t know how long it was before Noah clenched his ass, massaging Cain's
cock.

“Move.”

The word Cain was waiting for. He pulled out and sslammed back in. The strength of
his thrust pushed Noah back towards the headboard. Noah raised his arms, bracing his
hands on the wood to keep from being driven into it. It a'so gave him the leverage needed



to meet Cain with athrust of his own.

The room filled with the scent of sweat and sex. Grunts and the sound of flesh
slapping against flesh echoed through the darkness. Noah worked Cain’s cock like a pro,
milking his flesh with each squeeze.

Tingling traveled along Cain’s spine, pooling at the base and in his groin. His balls
drew tight to his body and he knew it wouldn’t be long.

“Gonna come, Noah.”

Noah nodded. “Please.”

His orgasm exploded from him and he shoved in as deep as he could, flooding Noah
with his cum. Hot liquid splashed between him and Noah and Noah's climax rippled over
Cain’ s shaft, drawing his own pleasure out more.

When his pleasure eased, his arms trembled, warning him of his eminent collapse.
Cain managed to shift to the side before he fell to the bed, face first.

Noah grunted softly as Cain did out. A thought hit Cain.

“Fuck. | didn’t use a condom.”

Turning slowly onto his side, Noah flung an arm over Cain’s stomach and buried his
nose against Cain’s neck. “Doesn’t matter. Y ou're clean, right?’

“Well, yeah, but still...”

“I'm clean aswell. | trust you. After everything we' ve gone through, | think we'rein
this relationship for the long term. We can get rid of the condoms.”

Long term? Cain stared up at the ceiling and thought about everything that had
happened in the three months since he'd known Noah. The night they met, something
about the younger man spoke to him and he realized his heart had known then that Noah
was someone he could spend the rest of hislife with.

“Okay, no condoms. You al right?'

Noah nodded. "I'm sore everywhere, but nothing worse than normal."

"Y ou moving in with me?’ He couldn't resist asking.

“Assoon asthe trial isdone, you can help me get my stuff from my apartment in
L.A.” Noah cuddled closer.

Thetrial would take several months, if not ayear or more. He wasn’t sure he wanted
to wait that long, but they could discuss that |ater. He sighed.

Noah brushed a kiss over his chest. “Go to sleep, Cain. It can all wait until the
morning.”

Stroking his hand up and down Noah’s back, he closed his eyes. Before he closed his
eyes, he thought about Lord. Would he and Mars be able to find happiness? With a soft
sigh, he realized he couldn’t guarantee his brother agood life. All Cain could do was take
the love Noah gave him and never regret the past.

TheEnd
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