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Fair Game


By J.J. Massa

Dedication:


To new lovers

and old friends. 

Never give up. 

Fair Game

One

“An honor to meet you, Mr. Prime Minister. My name

is  William  Davis.  On  behalf  of  Internal  Security,  I  would

like to welcome you to New York City.” His voice was deep, 

his  manner  urbane.  Dark  and  debonair,  William  Davis

looked  more  like  a  diplomat  himself  than  what  he  really

was—a bodyguard, a trained killer. 

The head of state’s attention was drawn from surveying

the amenities of the exquisite suite to the man at his side. “A

pleasure,  Mr.  Davis,”  the  handsome,  middle  aged  man  re-

sponded, shaking Davis’s hand. The Prime Minister was tall

and  fit  with  a  ramrod  posture.  His  hair  a  silvery  salt  and

pepper,  his  pencil  thin  mustache  neatly  trimmed,  his  nails

impeccably  manicured,  and  Davis  suspected  his  clothes

were  Forbes  or  Oxford,  certainly  not  off-the-rack.  His  de-
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meanor  was  pleasant,  though  according  to  his  dossier,  he

was accustomed to getting what he wanted, whether it was

across the negotiating table or away from it, by any means

necessary. 

“May I introduce my associates?” Davis asked, gestur-

ing  to  his  small  team  of  security  specialists.  “This  is  Alec

Jefferies and Rick Greene. One of us will always be at your

service around the clock.” 

Rick Greene was a happy-go-lucky “everyman” whose

medium brown hair and regular features combined to make

his  looks  and  mannerisms  nondescript  at  best.  He  blended

into any situation with ease. 

The  remaining  man,  Alec  Jefferies,  was  slightly  more

intense.  His  fine  features  and  smaller  stature  coupled  with

ethereal  blond  looks  painted  him  more  a  misplaced  angel

than a deadly security specialist. 

The Minister nodded to the other two Internal Security

specialists but did not offer his hand. “Gentlemen, this is my

staff.” He signaled to two striking women a few feet behind

him,  bringing  them  forward.  “My  personal  secretary,  Ms. 

Faiza Abd al-Majiid, and my translator, Ms. Aamina al-Jim-

il.” 

Davis had taken note of the Minister’s attractive assis-

tants  as  soon  as  the  women  entered  the  room.  Each  was
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statuesque,  impeccably  groomed  and  sophisticated.  They

smiled  and  nodded  as  they  were  introduced,  but  did  not

speak. These were the type of women, he determined, who

realized that mystery was part of their allure. 

The Minister continued speaking and Davis’s attention

focused back on him. “If I am in negotiations,” he said, “you

may  reach  me  through  my  assistants.  When  they  speak,  it

should be understood that their instructions come from me.” 

The  two  women  simultaneously  stepped  back  from  the

group again as if on cue. 

The  unofficial  delegation  had  just  been  installed  in

Morgans,  one  of  Manhattan’s  most  luxurious  hotels.  No

expense  had  been  spared  in  decorating  the  suite,  from  the

bank of floor to ceiling windows overlooking the skyline to

the fine teak stairs spiraling to the private rooms above. The

conversation  area  was  artfully  arraigned  with  sleek  sofas

upholstered  in  silk  and  leather  grouped  around  a  tasteful, 

state-of-the-art entertainment system. Three bellmen moved

about,  delivering  luggage  to  the  appropriate  rooms  and

placing flowers and fruit baskets around the penthouse. 

The Minister glanced about at the activity. “I was grati-

fied to see that our beloved Quaritya flag was not displayed

above the marquee of the hotel.” 

“We know that your government prefers these negotia-
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tions to remain low profile,” Davis nodded somberly. 

“Low  profile  is  an  understatement,  Mr.  Davis,”  the

Minister agreed. “As far as my fellow countrymen are con-

cerned, I am here to attend the wedding of a distant relative. 

That is why our talks will take place here at the hotel, instead

of involving the auspices of the United Nations or your own

government.” 

“Our employer is aware of your needs,” Davis assured

him.  “We  are  aware  of  the  threat  to  your  safety  if  certain

diverse rebel factions in Quaritya learn of these meetings.” 

He glanced sideways to see Jefferies tipping the bellmen and

securing the door behind them. “Each of the three of us will

take an eight-hour shift here in this room, and several more

security specialists will be stationed throughout the hotel at

all times. While they’ll be indistinguishable to onlookers, I

assure you that all of us here will know them instantly.” 

“Thank  you,  Mr.  Davis,”  the  diplomat  said.  “You’ve

given me great peace of mind. Please extend my thanks to

your employer. And now if you will excuse me, I intend to

freshen up before I meet my counterpart for a late supper.” 

“Of  course.”  Davis  bowed  slightly  as  the  Minister  re-

treated to one bedroom and his assistants to the opposite one. 

He turned to huddle with Jefferies and Greene. 

“When they said ‘small’ delegation,” Greene said in a
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hushed tone, “they weren’t kidding.” 

“Quite wise,” Jefferies said. “No one will suspect high

level  negotiations  to  take  place  with  such  a  small  staff—a

female  staff  at  that.”  Looking  uneasy,  he  added,  “I  only

meant that in that part of the world…” 

“Women can be very astute at manipulating a conversa-

tion, gentlemen,” Davis cut him off, giving him a half smile

of understanding. “Never underestimate them.” 

“When it comes to knowing the ladies, Will, we humbly

bow to your expertise,” Rick Greene agreed drolly, exchang-

ing an amused glance with Jefferies. 

Davis ignored the comment. “Rick, why don’t you go

down the hall and catch a bit of shut eye before your shift. 

I’ll  stay  here  with  Alec  until  the  Minister  leaves  for  this

evening’s talks.” 

“Yes,  sir!”  Greene  chirped  as  he  headed  for  the  door, 

snapping  a  sharp  mock  salute.  “See  you  in  the  wee  hours, 

Alec.” 

“Have a good sleep,” Jefferies smiled, following him to

the door. Once there, he looked up and down the hallway, 

making  sure  the  door  was  locked  behind  him.  The  sitting

room was suddenly quiet as he and Davis were alone. 

“Are you going to taste the food, or am I?” Alec asked, 

nodding toward the small buffet left behind by room service. 
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“Guess,”  William  grinned,  handing  his  friend  a  plate. 

The two men had worked together for more than a few years, 

sharing an easy camaraderie. 

Alec carried the joke further. “Is an ambulance standing

by downstairs?” 

William  glanced  surreptitiously  left  and  right  at  the

closed  bedroom  doors  before  slinging  an  arm  around  the

smaller  man’s  shoulders.  “Only  the  best  for  you,”  he

quipped, patting his friend’s bicep before stepping back. 
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Two

Davis slid between the fine sheets and sighed. While he

missed  his  own  king  sized  bed,  this  one  was  a  cut  above

most hotel beds he’d slept in. He closed his eyes. In another

two hours Alec would be back. 

As  the  highest-ranking  specialist  at  Internal  Security, 

Davis was entitled to a room to himself. But since only him, 

Jefferies  and  Greene  were  staying  at  the  hotel  around  the

clock, their boss had budgeted just two rooms. Since he and

Alec had worked so long together, he had decided that they

would share a room. He was used to rooming with Alec. It

was convenient in emergencies, too, he thought as he drifted

off to sleep. 

Two hours had flown by, he thought foggily, struggling

to clear his head. 

“William!” It was a harsh whisper, hissed angrily by the

only man Davis would tolerate in that tone. 

Davis twisted onto his back and propped himself up on

his elbows. He found himself nose to nose with Alec leaning
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over him in the semi-darkness. “What?” he grumbled, still

not completely awake. 

“Our  guests!”  Alec  hissed,  keeping  his  voice  down

though his irritation was obvious. 

William realized immediately that security was not the

problem. “What's the matter?” 

Alec flicked on the lamp on the table between them, and

William  could  see  his  disgust  as  he  plopped  down  on  the

edge  of  the  other  bed.  “Outrageous,”  he  growled,  brow

furrowed, simmering. 

William levered himself up and moved back on the bed

so he was sitting comfortably. “Alec, it’s too late for twenty

questions,” he grumbled, squinting from the suddenly bright

light. 

“I  was  in  the  sitting  room  after  everyone  had  gone  to

bed, reading the newspaper…” Alec began. 

“Did Rick relieve you?” William interrupted, looking at

the clock. Alec’s shift had ended half an hour or so ago. 

“Yes, he’s there. I wouldn’t leave them unguarded, no

matter  how  much  they  deserve  it,”  Alec  huffed,  leaning

down to remove his shoes so that William couldn’t see his

face. 

William was puzzled. “Go ahead,” he prodded, angling

slightly, concerned by the red stain of anger on his friend’s
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cheeks. 

“Everything was quiet,” Alec began. “I was reading the

newspaper, when I heard a scream from the women’s bed-

room.”  He  had  William’s  full  attention.  “I  rushed  in,  but

there was no intruder, only the two of them standing on the

bed, squealing ‘ Annajda! fa'r! Qaridh! ’” 

William  frowned.  It  took  him  a  moment  to  make  the

translation “A mouse? At Morgans?” 

Alec nodded, disgust clear on his fine featured, pale face. 

“Did you shoot it?” William asked, attempting to tease

his friend out of his angry mood. It was a foolish thing for

the women to do, but harmless. 

Alec  glared  at  him.  “I  told  them  their  eyes  must  have

been  playing  tricks  on  them,  but  they  insisted  that  I  look

around, so I did.” 

“And?” William urged, still confused. 

Alec huffed. “And then the shenanigans started.” 

“Ahhh,  the  shenanigans,”  William  said,  nodding.  He

arched an eyebrow, waiting for further information regard-

ing the  shenanigans. 

“They  asked  me  to  help  them  down  from  the  bed.” 

Alec’s  clear  blue  eyes  caught  his  for  a  moment,  before

cutting away. 

William snorted a chuckle. “Damsels in distress, huh?” 
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“Hardly,” Alec mumbled. In a resentful voice, he con-

tinued his narrative. “The two of them grabbed me, flipped

me onto my back, and were on top of me in an instant!” 

William’s  eyebrows  rose  to  his  hairline.  “What  were

they wearing?” 

Alec stopped to think. “These little nightie things with

big  flowers  in  strategic  places,”  he  said,  motioning  to  his

chest,  then  looked  at  William  again.  “What  does  it  matter

what they were wearing, except that it was not much!” 

“That’s  the  pertinent  detail,”  William  said,  satisfied. 

“Then what happened?” 

“They  were  pawing  at  me  and  trying  to  remove  my

clothes,” Alec snapped, seething. 

William looked him up and down. “Where’s your tie?” 

“It’s over there,” Alec said calmly, gesturing toward the

suit coat he’d removed on the way in the door. “I just took it

off.”  He  became  indignant  again.  “My  neck  wasn’t  what

they were after.” 

William  thought  for  a  minute.  “Maybe  I  should  trade

shifts with Rick.” 

“William!” It was that sandpaper whisper again, grab-

bing his attention. 

William looked at his friend. “So did they accomplish

their objective?” When no answer was forthcoming, William
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decided  to  torture  his  reserved  friend.  “Did  they  manage

to...woman-handle you?” 

“What was I supposed to do?” Alec objected, his voice

an octave higher. “I couldn’t knock them out, and they were

both bigger than me.” At five feet and seven inches tall, Alec

resented his smaller stature when it put him at a disadvantage. 

William  chuckled.  “Well,  come  on,  don’t  keep  me  in

suspense.” 

“The Minister walked in,” he huffed, shooting to his feet. 

“Oh,  boy,”  William  said,  slumping  and  losing  his  hu-

mor. “The boss is going to have our heads on platters.” He

looked at Alec again. “I suppose he threatened to have you

strung up by your thumbs.” 

Alec took a deep breath and exhaled slowly. “No,” he

said carefully, looking away again. 

William  nodded.  “He  must  be  familiar  with  his  girls’

antics.” 

Sitting  down  again,  Alec  looked  levelly  at  William. 

“He’s not only familiar with them, he orders them.” 

“Come  again?”  William  yelped,  more  confused  than

ever. 

“His assistants facilitate more for him than diplomatic

negotiations,” Alec insisted. 

William stared at him with stubborn incomprehension. 
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Alec spelled it out. “William, the ladies weren’t the ones

who wanted me.” 

William stared, mouth agape, until his brain reluctantly

accepted the idea. “What did he, uh...?” 

“He touched me,” Alec said, a flush coming to his face, 

“while the girls held me down.” 

William frowned. “Touched you?” 

“He fondled me. Isn’t that clear enough?” Alec growled

defiantly. 

“You mean through your pants.” 

“No!” Alec barked, losing his patience. 

William  struggled  with  an  odd  combination  of  emo-

tions. He was beginning to share Alec’s outrage. On the one

hand, nobody was physically hurt. They could easily turn a

blind eye and forget about it for the sake of the negotiations. 

But, a man had put his hands on his friend, on his…on Alec. 

William drew his knees up. 

“There was nothing I could do,” Alec gritted, “without

injuring them or raising an alarm that would bring the entire

security force down on us.” 

“Uh, how far did it go?” 

“He  manipulated  me  at  length.  I  finally  managed  to

squirm away when the Minister realized I was not going to

give it up voluntarily.” 
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William looked at him with alarm. “Give--give it up?” 

Alec frowned, and that raspy, painful whisper was back

again. “A figure of speech,” he spat at William. “Come in

my pants,” he growled in a low voice. 

“Oh.  Did  you  warn  Rick?”  William  tried  to  clear  his

head, think professionally. 

“I  gave  him  a  brief  account  of  what  had  happened—

enough so that he won’t be caught off guard,” Alec explained. 

“Do  you  want  me  say  something  to  the  Minister?” 

William said. “It would be my within my jurisdiction to do

that.” 

“No,”  Alec  denied  after  a  moment,  just  as  William

suspected he would. “I’m sure the Minister’s ardor has been

dampened.”  He  stood  and  moved  to  the  desk  where  two

small bottles of liquor waited on ice. “I’m going to have a

drink and go to bed. Do you want one?” he asked, glancing

back toward William. 

William  was  lost  in  thought,  his  eyes  following  his

friend. “Uh, no.” He lay down again, pulling the covers up

to his chest. He watched Alec’s back as the other man took

off  his  shoulder  holster  with  one  hand  while,  at  the  same

time, he quickly downed what looked to be a double shot. 

Silently, Alec removed his suit pants, then unbuttoned

his  white  shirt  and  tossed  it  over  the  back  of  a  chair.  He

17

Fair Game

turned  off  the  lamp  and  was  suddenly  outlined  by  the  city

lights coming through the sheer curtains. William watched

him pull his t-shirt over his head, his fine blond hair fluffing

up with static. He pulled his shorts down over his slim hips, 

stepping out of them with one foot and lifting them up with

the other, his balls silhouetted between his legs. 

Turning, he collected his pajamas from where they laid

on his bed, the profile of his quiescent penis distinct against

the  window  light.  William  pictured  the  Minister  grinning

down at his friend, touching him there, and his gut twisted. 

He closed his eyes against the sight of his friend as Alec

made his way into the bathroom for a comforting shower. It

was  Alec’s  nightly  habit,  as  soothing  to  William  in  its

routine as the warm spray would be to his friend. 

How dare anyone paw and handle Alec that way. It was

molestation, harassment, and of course it offended William. 

He  would  be  just  as  offended  if  the  Minister  forced  his

attentions on Rick. 

With a conscious effort, William steadied his breathing

and  forced  all  thoughts  of  unwanted  attentions  out  of  his

head. He needed a night’s sleep to do his job. Alec was fine, 

safe and sound. Breathe in, breathe out…

It was a long time before sleep claimed him, but finally, 

it did. 
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Three

“Good morning, Mr. Davis,” the Minister greeted him

as  he  entered  the  sitting  room,  nodding  pleasantly  as  he

made his way toward the room service offerings. 

“Morning,”  William  clipped,  unable  to  banish  last

night’s conversation from his thoughts. 

“Ahhh, what a delicious array,” the Minister observed, 

ignoring William’s tone as he chose a pastry from the spread

of  delicacies  on  the  sideboard.  William  couldn't  help  but

think of another array the Minister had feasted his eyes upon, 

but vowed to remain civil to the man. 

“I  trust  you  slept  well,  Mr.  Minister,”  he  managed, 

standing attentively with his hands behind his back. 

“Excellent,”  the  man  beamed.  “I  felt  quite  safe  with

your men at hand.” 

William couldn’t be sure if the phrasing had been inten-

tionally provocative. It didn’t matter. He couldn’t ignore the

opening. “I understand that one of them was more at hand

than the other,” Davis said evenly, and waited for a reaction. 
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“I beg your pardon?” the Minister inquired innocently, 

pivoting nonchalantly toward him. “Is there a problem?” 

William looked him in the eye. “I sincerely hope there

isn’t.” 

The  Minister  didn’t  flinch,  but  smiled  coolly,  looking

William up and down. “Surely, Mr. Davis, you are a man of

the world.” 

“I’m  afraid  I  don’t  follow,”  William  said,  holding  his

gaze steady. 

The Minister snorted. “I understood that your security

specialists were at my service.” 

“You cannot possibly mean what it sounds like, Prime

Minister,” William forced out, his tone deepening, his eyes

threatening. “My men are responsible for the safety of your

party. They are  not here to amuse you.” 

The  Minister  gazed  at  him  steadily  for  long  minutes, 

ultimately  returning  to  his  breakfast  table.  “Certainly  you

must have noticed that your Mr. Jefferies is a very attractive

young man.” He seemed to concentrate on his fruit choices

for long moments. “A most pleasing example of male beau-

ty.” He selected several wafer thin slices of mango. “He is

perfect, in fact, wouldn’t you say?” 

“I’ve said all I intend to say about the matter,” William

clipped. “And I don’t expect to discuss it again.” 

20

Fair Game

“Hmmm,” the Minister rejoined noncommittally. “Back

to business then. You will be attending me all day?” 

“I’ll be guarding you from nine in the morning to six,” 

William agreed, “but I will return several times throughout

the evening as well.” 

The Minister nodded. “You will accompany me to the

wedding rehearsal this morning?” 

“Yes,”  William  answered,  forcing  himself  to  forget

about Alec and focus on the task at hand. “There will be four

other security specialists following us, as well as six already

in attendance at the hall.” 

“And  you’ll  be  here  for  the  negotiations  this  after-

noon?” The Prime Minister asked sharply. 

“Yes, of course I will,” William confirmed. 

“Very good,” the other man nodded, satisfied. “We will

accomplish much today.” 
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Four

Quaritya’s  Prime  Minister  was  indeed  correct  in  his

prophesy.  The  afternoon  talks  progressed  smoothly  with

both sides declaring satisfaction at the other country’s con-

cessions.  William  watched  from  across  the  room  as  the

Ambassador  talked  animatedly,  giving  and  receiving  con-

cessions from the Prime Minister. 

Alec entered the room quietly at four that afternoon and

took  a  seat  on  the  couch  near  William  so  they  could  talk

quietly. In spite of his severe black suit and rigid demeanor, 

the younger man looked every bit as unearthly and appealing

as always. The dark clothing only served to make him look

smaller, in fact. 

“How  was  your  day?”  Alec  asked,  watching  the  two

delegations seated around the table. 

“Uneventful,”  William  answered,  leaning  forward

slightly. Alec could see the parties gathered around the table

but nobody there would have a clear view of him. William

didn’t delve too deeply into his actions. 
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Alec  glanced  at  him.  “You  didn’t  say  anything,  did

you?” he inquired, looking back toward the table. 

“Not a word,” William denied, keeping his eyes on the

two groups. “It’s been business as usual, all day.” 


****

“William!” Alec hissed, the sound of the closing door

 snicking shut behind him punctuated his angry growl. 

Davis  wasn’t  asleep  and  reached  to  turn  on  the  lamp. 

“What now?” he snapped, his ire already rising. 

Alec sat on the edge of the other bed, just across from

William’s.  He’d  already  shrugged  out  of  his  jacket  and

holster and was toeing off his shoes. “Tonight the Minister

was more direct about his desires.” 

William  scooted  to  the  edge  of  his  own  bed  and  sat

facing Alec, knees brushing. “How could he be more direct

than last night?” he demanded. 

“Tonight,  he  propositioned  me  openly.”  Alec’s  voice

was hard and flat. 

“To do what?” William wondered, head cocked, waiting. 

“He thought I…” Alec hesitated—perhaps longer than

necessary, William mused. “He, um, thought that I preferred

women, so he offered the two young ladies to me.” 

23

Fair Game

William  looked  at  him,  wondering  what  his  friend

 wasn’t  saying.  Alec  continued,  “He  said  they  would  do

anything I wanted them to do.” 

William  kept  staring,  uncertain.  Agitation  evident  in

every  sharp  movement,  Alec  got  up  from  the  bed  to  get  a

drink, his silence speaking volumes. 

William  followed  him.  “Such  as?”  He  needed  Alec  to

spell it out clearly this time. He was confused enough. 

“He  gave  me  a  range  of  choices,”  Alec  said,  blushing

slightly,  blue  eyes  peeking  shyly  and  cutting  away.  “All

kinds of perverse things.” 

At  any  other  time  William  would  have  asked  him  for

specifics, but he was wondering about something else now. 

“And you weren't tempted?” 

“I  was  on  duty,  in  case  you’re  forgetting.”  Alec’s  an-

swer  was  true  enough,  but  still  he  seemed  a  little  evasive. 

William couldn’t put his finger on just what was bothering

him. 

“On  duty,  of  course,”  William  nodded,  certain  that  he

was  missing  something.  “And,  uh,  what  was  the  Minister

going to be doing while all this was going on?” 

“Watching,  I  believe.”  Alec  kept  his  eyes  forward, 

staring  unseeing  out  the  window  as  he  knocked  back  a

healthy swallow of alcohol. 
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William snorted with disgust. “Okay.” He started for the

closet and his clothes. 

“What are you going to do?” Alec asked urgently, liquor

forgotten as he grabbed at William’s arm. 

“The  Prime  Minister  and  I  are  going  to  have  a  little

chat,” William growled, tugging away. 

“Don’t  be  ridiculous,”  Alec  hissed,  his  grip  firm. 

“They’ll be leaving in thirty-six hours. It’s not worth causing

an incident, William.” 

William frowned at him. “You don’t seem to think it’s

so trivial every night when you come back here.” He didn’t

either, but that was beside the point. 

“I’m  just  getting  it  off  my  chest,”  Alec  murmured, 

shrugging  at  his  friend  and  supervisor.  “And  you’re  the

specialist in charge; you’re supposed to be informed of every

detail.” 

William’s arm relaxed in Alec’s hold. “Then I’ll talk to

him in the morning.” 

“No, you won’t,” Alec argued. “He might complain to

the boss,” Alec sighed, hanging his head. “I don’t want him

to decide that I’m not capable, that I’m a liability…” he let

the sentence trail off. 

“All right, all right,” William acquiesced, giving in for

the moment. 
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Alec  let  go  of  William’s  arm  and  sat  on  the  bed,  re-

lieved.  “Anyway,  all  of  this  will  all  be  over  the  day  after

tomorrow.” 

William  dropped  down  next  to  Alec  and  slid  his  arm

across his friend’s shoulders, massaging the tense muscles. 

“What we do for the job, huh?” he said. 

“Yeah,” Alec agreed, enjoying the fingers kneading his

shoulder. He smiled at William. “I’m pretty lucky that you

are my friend as well as my supervisor.” 

“Is that so? Why?” William smiled down at his friend, 

caught and held in those springtime blue eyes. 

“Weeelll…” Alec laid his head on William’s shoulder

for a moment. “You’re used to me. You let me whine and

then get on with it. And I know you do care that I’m upset.” 

William  closed  his  eyes  briefly,  swamped  by  an  odd

mix  of  gratitude  and  disappointment  when  Alec  moved

away.  “Of  course  I  care  about  your  complaints,  Alec.  No-

body has a right to handle you when you don’t want it. And

especially when you’re trying to do your job. Are you sure

you don’t want…” 

“I’m sure, William. Just let it go, okay?” Alec looked

from under his lashes at William, sending his pulse racing. 

“Okay,” William agreed reluctantly, shifting over to sit

on the other bed, and pulling his feet back under the covers. 
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Alec smiled at him before turning away. He got up and

gathered  his  pajamas  from  his  suitcase  and  went  into  the

bathroom. 

William lay back against his pillow and listened to Alec

showering. He’d taken pains to end their conversation with

a  casual  air,  but  inside  he  was  seething.  A  man  like  Alec

should not have to take such disrespect. His friend wasn’t a

toy to be played with by powerful people. 

William knew that Alec was right. He should just do his

job and guard the Prime Minister and his staff with his life

and ignore the man’s outrageous behavior toward the blond. 

But he didn’t have to like it, or them. He heard the shower

stop and the smooth slide of the shower door. He imagined

Alec  stepping  out  of  the  stall,  rubbing  the  soft  towel  back

and forth across his chest, flicking it over his back, briskly

patting his legs, his feet. Once dry, he would hang the towel

up, step into his pajamas and tug them up over his lean hips, 

fastening them just under his navel. Alec never wore under-

wear to bed, claiming that it constricted him. He liked to be

comfortable in his sleep. William wondered if the other man

wore anything at all to bed when he was off duty. 

He wanted to take a swing at somebody. 
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Five

The  Minister’s  two  assistants  gave  William  their  best

come-hither looks as they walked by him. His eyes followed

them across the room, watching them pause at the breakfast

buffet on the sideboard. One of them looked over her shoul-

der at him and seductively bit into a succulent slice of melon. 

Under  most  circumstances,  he  would  have  been  quite

pleased at the attention, on duty or off. This morning, he had

other  things  on  his  mind.  The  women  sensed  his  mood, 

gathered  some  fruit  and  croissants  and  retreated  to  their

bedroom. 

William was alone when the Minister entered the sitting

room, hesitating as he entered, no doubt brought up short by

the bodyguard’s unyielding expression. 

“Good  morning,  Mr.  Davis,”  he  greeted,  apparently

ignoring William’s dour mood. 

“Minister,” William acknowledged sharply. 

The Prime Minister strolled to the bank of windows. “A

beautiful day,” he said and turned toward the sideboard. He

28

Fair Game

sneaked  a  look  at  Davis  as  he  poured  a  cup  of  tea  from  a

silver pot. “You are a man of few words this morning.” 

“You  don’t  want  to  hear  what  I'm  thinking,”  Davis

clipped out, his tone frigid. 

The Minister seated himself on a long couch. “You may

speak  freely,”  he  offered  magnanimously,  waving  an  arm

widely. 

William took a breath. “I would expect a man in your

position  to  possess  a  sense  of  propriety  at  the  very  least. 

Perhaps consideration…” 

“Life is too short, Mr. Davis,” the other man answered, 

his  demeanor  amused.  “In  public,  propriety  is  required  of

me. In private, I go after what I want.” 

“And you want one of the men—Alec Jefferies, on my

security team. My friend.” 

The  Minister  showed  some  surprise.  “Mr.  Jefferies  is

your  friend?”  he  placed  emphasis  on  the  word,  confusing

William a bit. “I was not aware of that.” He waved his hand

in a gesture of negation. “Not that it would have made any

difference.” 

“He  was  right  about  you,”  William  said  coolly.  “You

 are outrageous.” 

“He said that?” The Minister grinned with delight, his

countenance  smoothing  somewhat  when  he  saw  William’s
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glare. “Mr. Jefferies is a grown man. Surely he can take care

of himself without your help.” 

“You’re  preventing  him  from  carrying  out  his  assign-

ment,  and  I  am  in  charge  of  that  assignment,”  William

justified, somehow feeling that more should be said. 

“I did not wish to relieve him of his gun,” the Minister

countered innocently. “In fact, I thought him more appealing

with it on.” 

William sighed. He couldn’t believe he was even having

this conversation. “Mr. Minister, I must insist…” 

“Why don’t you simply replace him if you are so con-

cerned?  Find  an  unattractive  agent  to  take  his  place?”  The

Minister directed smugly. 

“Because, I know Alec Jefferies. It would be a matter of

pride  with  him  that  he  be  allowed  to  do  his  job,”  William

explained  tiredly.  He  was  right,  he  knew  it.  Alec  would  be

devastated if William pulled him off of this assignment. 

The  Minister  thought  for  a  moment.  “You  know  your

friend very well, hmm?” 

“We’ve  been  together  for  a  number  of  years,”  William

agreed. 

The Minister stood and faced him, his expression curious. 

“Together?” 

“As friends—work partners,” William explained, confused. 
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The  other  man  came  closer,  eyes  narrowing,  studying

Davis.  “So  what  you’re  really  saying  is...”  The  Minister

paused, a smile forming on his face. “He’s yours, isn’t he?” 

William’s brow furrowed only slightly. “What?” 

“He  belongs  to  you,”  the  Minister  said.  “That’s  what

this is all about.” 

“Your insinuations are out of bounds,” William growled

in irritation, crossing his arms over his chest. 

“He’s your lover, isn’t he?” 

William’s pulse quickened but his demeanor remained

unflappable. “Don’t be absurd.” 

“If  he’s  not  your  lover,  Mr.  Davis,”  the  Minister  said

with a wave of his hand, “then perhaps you are the one who

is not going after what he wants.” 

The man sat down on the couch again, reaching for the

appointment book on the coffee table. William waited, forc-

ing  a  casual  stance,  an  unconcerned  expression  plastered

across his face while his heart beat fast. The Prime Minister

looked up at him blandly and smiled. “Shall we go over our

schedule for the day?” 

William’s  eyes  met  his,  a  silent  truce  declared.  “Of

course,” he murmured, stepping closer. “What’s first on the

agenda?” 
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Six

Sitting up in bed, the lights on while he waited, William

heard Alec unlock the door to their shared room. Their eyes

met and Alec hesitated, holding his jacket over his shoulder

by one finger, finally pulling the door closed quietly behind

him. He walked to the closet, swinging his jacket around in

front of him on the way, and hung it up. 

“Well?” William demanded, impatient to find out what, 

if anything, had happened to his friend this night. 

“Well...” Alec trailed off, seeming reluctant to say more. 

William frowned. “Again?” he asked, somewhat uneas-

ily. 

Shrugging, Alec loosened his tie and nodded. “Again,” 

he answered. 

William didn’t hide his disgust. “I gave you permission

to belt him. Did you?” 

Alec  shook  his  head,  aiming  a  crooked  smile  at  him. 

“William, as I told you earlier, even Internal Security’s top

man cannot give someone permission to ‘belt’ a diplomat.” 
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William leaned forward, wondering why Alec wasn’t as

angry  as  he’d  been  the  last  two  evenings.  “So  what  hap-

pened?” He looked hard at the other man. “Something hap-

pened,” he half asked, half insisted. 

Alec  sat  down  next  to  his  friend  on  the  edge  of

William’s bed while he unbuttoned his shirt. “This time he

tried romance instead of force.” 

William watched the fine fingers work their way down

the front of the white shirt. “Romance?” 

“There were candles, flowers, even champagne on ice.” 

A tiny smile played around Alec’s mouth. 

“I didn’t see all that when I left,” William frowned. 

“No,” Alec said, “he had everything set up in his bed-

room.” 

William  leaned  back  on  the  headboard,  his  stomach

tight, as he watched Alec pull his shirttail out of his pants. 

He was feeling the same instinct for self-preservation that he

felt  when  being  shot  at  by  the  enemy.  Only  this  time,  his

closest friend seemed to be doing the shooting. 

“You went into his bedroom?” he asked softly, unsure

why he felt so nauseated at the idea. 

“He told me that he simply wanted to talk to me,” Alec

answered with a half smile, “and he seemed quite sincere.” 

William’s heart dropped. His fingers felt icy and cold. 
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“You're very forgiving all of a sudden.” 

“Haven’t you ever heard that expression, ‘it’s lonely at

the top’?” Alec asked, his blue eyes soft, distant. 

“He  said  that?  And  you  fell  for  it?”  William  found  it

hard to believe that his jaded Internal Security partner could

be seduced by such a tired old line. 

“Don’t  talk  to  me  like  I  was  born  yesterday,”  Alec

snapped, and William winced at the criticism. Sitting down

at the foot of William’s bed, he toed off his shoes, and then

crossed his leg and removed one of his socks. “I just gave

him the benefit of the doubt.” 

“And once you walked into his little web...?” 

Alec looked off into space as he took off his other sock, 

dropping it into a shoe tucked under the edge of the bed. “He

offered me some champagne, but I told him, of course, that

I couldn’t drink on duty. He asked me if I minded if he did. 

I told him that, of…” 

“Will  you  just  tell  me  what  happened?”  William

growled, not bothering to hide his impatience. 

Alec  eased  sideways  up  the  bed,  crowding  next  to

William. “After we’d talked for a while, I ended up sitting

on the bed, in the same position you are now...” 

“On the bed? Right, right next to him?” he felt breath-

less suddenly, uncomfortable. 
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“...and he was sitting in this position, like I am.” Alec

demonstrated their position, scooting even closer somehow

to William. 

“So  close?”  William  asked,  his  voice  tight,  breaking

slightly. 

“Right next to him,” Alec nodded. “And then he looked

at  me.”  His  gaze  toured  slowly  down  the  outline  of

William’s body under the sheet, lingering at the apex of his

thighs. 

William cleared his throat. “Uh...” 

Rising to his knees, Alec turned and planted his hands

on the top of the headboard one on either side of William's

head, drawing very close and staring into his eyes. “Then he

leaned toward me. Like this.” They were nose to nose now, 

Alec’s warm breath fanning across his face. 

William froze. 

“And  he  kissed  me,”  Alec  whispered,  staring  at

William’s mouth, tilting his head slightly. “Like this.” His

voice was husky, sounding nervous, and then he closed in, 

his velvet lips covering William’s mouth, brushing back and

forth. 

The kiss was long and soft, tender and promising. Warm

and gentle, almost chaste, it went on and on.  Finally, Alec

pulled away, slowly raising his gaze to William’s eyes, so

35

Fair Game

close that neither could see the other’s expression clearly. 

William hadn’t dared to breathe since Alec’s lips cov-

ered his own. “You...” He couldn’t remember how to say the

words he was thinking. “You let him kiss you?” 

Alec smiled at him affectionately. “Of course not.” He

backed off just enough for both men to focus. “We just sat

together and talked.” 

William stared into Alec’s eyes, trying to make sense of

what  the  other  man  was  telling  him.  “Huh?”  he  managed

lamely. 

“We had a conversation, that’s all,” Alec murmured, his

sparkling blue eyes narrowing in on William’s face, search-

ing  his  eyes.  “The  Minister  seems  positive  that  you’re  in

love with me.” 

William  struggled  to  regain  his  composure,  though  it

was difficult with Alec still so close to him. “And, uh, why

would he say a thing like that?” 

“Is  he  mistaken?”  Alec  asked,  he  sounded  uncertain

now, and began pulling away, slowly, but surely. 

William swallowed, his hands clasped tightly in his lap. 

He had to make a decision.  Did he love Alec? Was he  in love

with Alec? 

“I, ah…” he couldn’t seem to force an entire word out

for some reason. 
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“Perhaps  you  love  me  as  a  friend  or  a  brother,”  Alec

offered, sitting back on his heels. “Or is it something more?” 

His voice sounded hopeful, wistful to William’s ears. 

William  took  a  deep  breath  and  decided  to  take  a

chance. While he had never been attracted to another man, 

this was Alec. His friend, his partner, not just some guy. “I

suppose.  You’re  more  to  me,  I  mean.”  He  could  be  much

more with Alec than anyone else. 

Alec  leaned  in  to  kiss  William  again,  but  this  time  he

kissed him deeply, sensuously. Soft lips pressed against his

own in the lightest of touches, causing his breath to catch in

his  throat.  His  heart  thundered,  he  heard  a  low  groan  and

realized it was his own voice. 

Alec's tongue glided silkily between William’s lips and

the timbre of the kiss changed, becoming heated and impas-

sioned. He heard Alec's soft moan, felt the smaller man press

against him a little more. 

Alec  pulled  back,  focused  on  William.  “How’s  that? 

Okay?” 

William nodded, speechless, bemused, overwhelmed. 

Alec  frowned  with  concern.  “Are  you  really  William

Davis? The man I’m used to is generally more articulate.” 

“Sorry,” William murmured. “I guess I’m at a loss here. 

My bedroom skills seem to have escaped me for the moment.” 
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“I don’t want those practiced moves,” Alec said firmly. 

“I want a William that is just for me.” 

William  relaxed  then  and  smiled,  the  permission  to

explore new territory by trial and error magnificently liber-

ating. This was Alec, after all. His Alec. There wasn’t much

that they hadn’t shared, and now there would be nothing. He

took Alec’s shoulders decisively and pulled him in for an-

other kiss, a kiss in which both men’s mouths, both bodies, 

fully participated. 

When he spoke again, his voice was hoarse with desire. 

“I want you, too.” 

Alec  smiled,  drugged  from  the  kiss,  and  shrugged  his

undershirt over his head. 

William’s  desire  restored  his  confidence—this  was

something he knew how to handle. Alec gasped as William

bent  and  flicked  his  warm  tongue  against  Alec's  beaded

nipples, moving back and forth repeatedly, laving and loving

the little nubs until they were taut. Alec sank his fingers into

William’s hair, pulling him closer. A renewed flash of heat

poured  through  William's  sex  as  he  reveled  in  Alec's  re-

sponses. 

He  tugged  at  Alec’s  pants  as  they  were  loosened, 

tossing them on the floor, anxious to see his friend's body. 

Alec reached out and grabbed the hem of William’s pajama
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shirt.  In  one  smooth  movement,  he  sat  up  slightly  and

whisked the shirt up and over William's head, tossing it to

one side. Then he lunged forward, pushing him back against

the mattress and pinning him under his lithe body. 

William squirmed, disposing of his pajama bottoms just

as quickly, and the two men rolled away, pulling apart. First

Alec,  and  then  William  rose  to  his  knees  on  the  bed,  both

sitting back on their heels, each taking in the sight of each

other. 

William stared at Alec with some self-consciousness. “I

like how you look,” William blurted honestly. 

Alec  looked  down  at  William.  “I,  um,  I  like  how  you

look, too,” Alec confessed shyly. 

“Oh  Alec,”  William  leaned  for  another  searing  kiss. 

He'd been stunned at Alec's talents in that regard, the young

blond kissed like he'd been born to it, “Oh, damn, this is so

hot. You're making me crazy...” 

Blushing,  Alec  pulled  away  and  bent  to  William’s

weeping  erection.  He  held  it  in  one  hand  and  kissed  it, 

bathing it with his tongue, resting his head on William’s leg, 

nuzzling his hard cock. 

William looked down at Alec’s full lips mouthing him

intimately. It was shocking seeing his friend do this to him, 

and even more amazing to realize how excited he was by it. 
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He petted the mop of blond hair in his lap, reaching to run

both  hands  down  Alec’s  spine  out  to  cup  his  hips,  then

bending to cover his body with his own. 

He threaded his fingers through Alec’s soft silky hair, 

rocking  his  hips  gently  up  into  that  wonderful  warm  heat. 

His  head  fell  back  in  complete  and  utter  surrender  as  the

pleasure  coiled  up  inside  him  like  a  spring,  tighter  and

tighter, ready to explode outwards at any second. 

With  one  final  convulsive  shudder,  William  arched

back and came, his seed pulsing powerfully into Alec’s hot

and  talented  mouth.  His  lips  rested  on  the  dimples  in  the

small  of  Alec’s  back;  his  hands  reached  up  and  around  to

lightly rake the skin of Alec’s ass with his fingernails. 

Alec  shivered  at  the  erotic  touch,  his  back  rising  and

falling  with  panting  breaths.  William  embraced  him  for  a

moment, moved by the closeness he felt, and then knelt up

again and pulled Alec up with him. 

He bent to his friend’s lap, gripping the base of his shaft

firmly. He leaned his head down and took Alec fully into his

mouth, pulling slowly up his quivering sex with long, slow

sucking  caresses  before  taking  his  tongue  to  the  sensitive

glans, licking and nipping gently. 

Kissing and tasting and sucking, feeling Alec bent over

him  now,  Alec’s  chest  warming  his  back.  William  was
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delighted at how quickly he was adapting to sex with a man. 

Gently  pushing  Alec  down  onto  his  back,  he  planted

himself between his legs, determined to make this the best

experience his new lover had ever had. Drawing on memo-

rable experiences with skilled women from his past, William

sucked,  licked,  and  nipped,  thrilled  when  felt  Alec's  body

start to quiver, those muscular legs shifting restlessly across

the bed covers. 

As Alec's hips began to rock helplessly, William began

to  work  to  a  rhythm,  following  Alec's  lead.  As  the  young

man's  movements  increased  in  speed,  so  did  William's, 

bringing his lover inexorably closer to the edge of bliss. 

He felt it start to happen—felt Alec's body freeze for an

instant  before  the  wave  of  pleasure  hit  him.  The  blonde’s

breath hitched, a sharp quiver running though the soft thighs

under his hands. 

He heard Alec whisper helplessly, "Oh, god, Oh, god, 

Oh,  god..."  then  suddenly,  Alec  was  shouting  out  loud. 

Arching  from  the  bed  and  yelling  out  his  fulfillment  with

wild  abandon,  his  hot  seed  filling  William's  mouth  in  de-

lightful salty-sweet spurts. 

Carefully, William swallowed every precious drop, and

then gently used his tongue to clean Alec's softening mem-

ber.  When  his  raised  his  head  to  look  at  his  new  lover,  he
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smiled to see Alec looking down at him, love shining from

his beautiful blue eyes. 

“Why  didn’t  you  tell  me  you  felt  this  way?”  Alec

gasped against William’s neck. 

William  breathed  hard.  “I  didn’t  know.  I  swear.”  His

hands  moved  up  and  down  Alec’s  smooth  back,  his  body

exhausted but unwilling to part from him. “You didn’t tell

me either,” he countered. 

“This  is...quite  a  development,”  Alec  murmured.  “I

knew how I felt…” 

“Damn,” William swore under his breath

Alec  looked  up  at  William.  “That’s  not  quite  what  I

hoped you would say.” 

William met his eyes. “You have to admit, being in love

with each other presents some problems.” 

“You’re right,” Alec agreed, worry clouding his face for

a  moment,  but  quickly  chased  away  by  an  impish  little

smirk. “And everything is usually so smooth and predictable

in our lives.” 

William  grinned  and  squeezed  Alec  tight,  tilting  them

so  they  fell  sideways  to  the  bed  where  they  rolled  and

laughed. 

“How many years have we been sharing a room, some-

times  even  sharing  a  bed?”  William  said.  “And  I  didn’t
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realize...” 

“Who would have thought that I was even your type?” 

Alec teased, giving him a smile. It was a smile William had

seen  countless  times  before,  except  this  time  he  knew  the

feelings behind it. 

William  bathed  in  its  warmth.  “Yes,  I’m  sure  I  love

you,” he mumbled. “Son of a gun.” 

Alec grinned and climbed into Williams’s open arms. “I

suppose I’m better off with you than with the Minister,” he

said while he toyed with William’s hair. 

“Really? And why is that?” 

“He talks too much...” 

William  scowled  at  him,  but  couldn’t  hold  it.  “We

should give the poor guy a break, I guess,” he winked. “After

all, sometimes a little talk is just the thing…negotiations are

important.” 

“The Minister didn’t want to negotiate. He thought that

I  was  unclaimed.  He  said  I  was  fair  game,”  Alec  sighed, 

burying his face against William’s chest. 

“That’s  why  I  should  have  spoken  up  sooner.  Or  you

should  have.  I  belong  to  you  and  you  belong  to  me…”  he

looked  hard  into  Alec’s  eyes,  satisfied  with  the  younger

man’s nod. “This isn’t a game at all.” 
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