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DEDICATION

For Emily.

Thank you for believing in me.

You mean the world to me and I am honored to call you my friend.


PROLOGUE

Wesley

 

The photo in my hand cuts through my flesh like razor blades. Blades. Plural. Dozens, no hundreds of them searing through my skin. Graham leans back in his chair, the metal screeching as his heavy frame sinks deeper into the leather. “There’s more.”

“No.” I shake my head. “I don’t need to see more.”

“Fuckin’ hate this for you, man. But then again, I get to relieve you of that bitch, so there’s a silver lining.”

Normally, I wouldn’t tolerate someone saying that about Eva. Even if I always knew deep down it was true. But fuck that, not anymore. “You want cash or a card?” I hired Graham, one of the PIs at Royal, off the books.

He kicks his feet up on his oak desk and crosses his ankles. “Man, if you think I’m charging you a penny, you’re dumber than I thought.”

“Don’t want charity,” I grit out. “I hired you to do a fuckin’ job, and you did it.”

“It wasn’t hard, Wes. Bitch isn’t the sharpest knife.”

She’s not. What she is, is hot as hell. Dark, dark hair, almost black, and exotic gold-tinted eyes. Killer rack and an ass that fits perfectly in my hands. But that’s where the extent of anything good ends. I’ve known her since we were twelve years old. Despite warnings from my friends, I let her in when I should have slammed the door in her face. Over and over again.

She was my first love… my first everything. She’s the woman my grandma expects me to have kids with. But she’s also about to be the last bitch I let play me.

“I owe you.” Before he can protest and tell me we’re square, I turn on my heel and walk out as calmly as I can even though I’m vibrating with rage. And embarrassed I didn’t see this earlier. Sure, I suspected it, but I’ve been gone so much that I didn’t want the few days I was home to be spent fighting with her. I wanted them to be spent fucking her since I was an idiot and stayed faithful to her. I was always faithful to her. When we were together, it was always just her.

On my way out to the parking garage, I nod at a couple of guys but make it clear I’m not in the mood for conversation.

My Hummer growls as I pull out onto the street. I push the limits as if going ninety-five down the interstate will make this shit fuckin’ better.

Since I’m not home often, I’ve never bothered getting a bigger place. An apartment is perfect for me even though I’m thirty years old. A lot of guys from Royal live in this same complex, though. Except for Noble, he has a kickass cabin in the woods. And the guys who are married have their own homes, of course.

I grab an entire six-pack from the fridge and sit on the couch to wait. I stare at the door. A half an hour goes by, then another one, and before I know it, it’s been three. The lock disengages, and she waltzes in, carrying a fuckin’ shopping bag in her hand like fuckin’ always.

She jumps. “Wes. Hi, baby. I didn’t know you were going to be home already.”

I don’t answer, only raise a brow.

“Hmm.” She drops the bag and bites her Botoxed lip as she makes her way to me. “I should welcome you home then, shouldn’t I?” In front of me, she seductively lowers herself to the ground. When her hands reach for my jeans, I grab her wrist.

“Ya know what I like so much about right now, Eva?”

She licks her lips. “What, baby?”

“That when you get home, the first thing you do is drop down so you can get to my cock.”

“You’ve got a great cock, baby.”

“Yeah?” I lean forward. “You like it, don’t you?”

Her thighs rub together, and she nods. “You know I do.”

“You know what else I like?”

“What, baby?”

God, she really thinks she’s fuckin’ fooling me with this shit. “I like it when you take your clothes off.”

She puts her hands on my knees, pointed red nails dragging across the denim, and rolls herself up, then keeps her eyes on me as she strips. I lean back and take a swallow of beer, wondering what the fuck I ever saw in her.

A smile full of braces and overalls with holes in the knees. That was what I saw. A sweet girl who I used to play with on the playground and somehow, some way, turned into an ungrateful, lying, manipulative bitch.

I didn’t see it. I was blind to her. She knows my weaknesses and found a way to play them.

But no more.

Once she’s naked, I motion to the ground. “Get back down, Eva.”

She complies and reaches for my jeans again, but I shake my head. “You wet for me?”

“Always.”

“Show me.”

She slides her hand down her body, between her legs, and moans when she slides a finger inside herself. Bringing it back up, she proudly shows me the evidence of her arousal.

“Good, Eva. But there’s one more thing.”

“Yeah, baby?” She tugs on her nipples.

“Where you are right now? Naked, wet, needy… on your knees.”

Her fingers continue their assault on her tits, and she bites her lip. “Just like you like me.”

“The best part about it is you only get like this for me, right?”

Her eyes flash, but she blinks, and whatever guilt was there vanishes. “Yeah, baby. Only you,” she purrs.

Lying fucking bitch. “All the time we spent apart, I always looked forward to coming home because I knew I’d get to see you like this.” I reach in my pocket and pull out a ring. It’s big. Square and set in a band of diamonds. “I got this for you a while ago.”

She gasps, her hands fly to her mouth. “Wes.”

“You wanna wear my ring?”

“Yes.”

“Hmm.” I unzip my jeans and take my cock out. “Show me how much.”

She dives in, sucking me to the back of her throat like a goddamn vacuum. If she’s anything, she’s a queen at giving head. I grab her hair, squeezing harder than I probably should, but she only moans around me, sitting up straighter as I stand. I hold her still and fuck her face, getting myself there as fast as I can, needing to get this shit over with. When my balls tighten up, I pull out and angle her head up, then shoot my load all over her throat. She licks her lips and presses her thighs together as I pull my jeans back up.

Her fingers glide through my cum as she brings her hand down her chest and between her legs.

“You like wearing my necklace?”

“You know I do.”

“I’m glad you like it. But”—I bend down, my lips close to hers—“that’s the last piece of jewelry you’ll ever get from me, you lying, cheating slut.”

“What?” Her mouth falls open, and she scrambles to stand. “Wesl—”

“Shut the fuck up, Eva. You think I’m fuckin’ stupid? Think you could play me?”

She reaches for her clothes, and I smirk at my cum dripping down her chest. “You asshole.”

“Get your shit and get out.” I sit on the couch, kick my feet up on the coffee table, and pop the top off another beer.

“Fuck you, Wesley!” She slides her shorts back on and wipes her chin. “You’re such a dick.”

I ignore her antics and click the TV on. How am I a dick? She’s been cheating on me. For months. Probably years. I thought we were going to spend the rest of our lives together, and she betrayed me in the absolute worst and most degrading way possible.

“I was willing to be with you even though you’re not a real man.” She slides her shirt over her head without a bra. “Good luck ever finding a woman who will want to be with a man who can’t give her a baby.”

I finally lose my shit, and the beer bottle goes flying across the room and shatters a foot away from her head. “Get the fuck out.”


CHAPTER 1

Wesley, three months later

 

“Hey.” I reach over the mahogany table and stick my hand out, dwarfing Quinn Valentine’s tiny one in mine. “Nice to officially meet you.”

“Same. Thank you for doing this. I know it’s last minute and…”

I lean against the wall, crossing my booted feet. “It’s all good. It’s why we’re here.”

“Okay.” Her long blond hair flows down around her in waves. Makeup light for what she usually wears and her outfit pretty conservative. Normally, she’s in tight pants or short skirts with her midriff exposed and low-cut tops displaying more than enough cleavage. Today, her blue jeans are tight, but on top, she’s got on a chunky pink sweater with sleeves that go down to her white painted short fingernails.

This assignment is going to be no different than any other. A pop star with a stalker is nothing new. I’ve been lead on two other cases similar to this, and both times, it only took a week before the assholes were caught.

“I asked to see you alone because my job isn’t to make anyone else happy, it’s to keep you safe. Usually what everyone else thinks you need isn’t that at all.”

Her head bobs. “How’d you guess?” she asks dryly.

I shrug my shoulders. “So tell me, Quinn. What do you need from me, aside from keeping you safe?”

“Um, I…” She maintains our locked gazes, her bright blue orbs hypnotic. “I, uh… I’m just paranoid, I guess.”

“Why?”

“I was attacked.”

I pull out the chair across from her and sit down. “I know.”

Her nails strum on the tabletop. “The police don’t think he’s gonna come back, but, uh, I’m not so sure.”

“Because he said he was coming back, right?”

She presses her lips together.

“Just in not so many words?”

“Yeah.”

“So you’re not paranoid.”

Instead of answering me, she looks over my shoulder.

“Quinn. I’m not asking. I’m telling you. You’re not paranoid. And whoever said you were is full of shit.”

“I appreciate that. Thank you.” She yawns and lifts an arm when she stretches. In the process, her sweater lifts a little bit to reveal a flat stomach. But that’s not what I’m looking at. I reach over the table and pull up her shirt a little more. “What are you doing?”

“How’d you get those bruises?”

She yanks the shirt back down and crosses her arms. “I’m very active. Routines and stuff. When dancers have to lift me. It happens.”

“This’ll go a lot better if you don’t lie to me.”

“I’m not.”

“You are.”

We’re at a stalemate because she’s not budging. The small bruises, all different shades, are not something done by accident. They’re strategically placed where they’re not visible and can be covered by her clothing.

“I don’t sleep.” She changes the subject. “I haven’t slept through the night since it happened, and it’s affecting my performances. My manager said I need to figure it out, so…”

“So you need me to make sure he can’t get to you at night again?”

She nods.

“I’ll do you one better. I’ll make sure he can’t get to you ever. I’ll also make sure whoever the fuck did that to you never touches you again.”

 

 

Quinn

 

I pull into my driveway and park my car in front of the porch. Before I step out, I look in my rearview mirror and watch Wesley’s muscular frame hop down from his vehicle. God, he’s really hot. Dark hair and the same color trimmed beard. Corded arms and butt that looks better in jeans than mine does. He saunters over to me, and I scramble to shut the ignition off and grab my purse. He opens my door, and I step out, unusually awkward around the sexy bodyguard.

“Your security is shit.”

“What?”

“You have a gate but no guard.”

I shrug. It’s not ideal, but I live in a gated and guarded neighborhood. Security drives around all the time, even at night. And since the property has a gate you have to be buzzed in to get through and an alarm system, I never felt the need to have a guard during the day. Or at night actually. In my own house, I don’t feel unsafe… or at least I didn’t until that night. If anything, I feel like I’m trapped in here, and nobody will ever come to save me. “I type in the code.”

“Yeah, and what’s stopping him from walking through and following you into the garage?”

My cheeks heat, and I look over his shoulder. “I don’t park in the garage right now.”

“Why?”

Another shrug.

“Because you’re afraid he’s gonna be in there, and then you’ll be trapped with him.”

Okay, how does he know everything? “I guess.”

“Jesus,” he mutters to himself and motions for me to go ahead of him. I unlock the door and type the code into the alarm pad. “Show me around. Every room.”

I set my purse on the marble table in the entryway and then lead him through the first floor. First stop is the living room—white carpet, white couches, and gold artwork on the wall. All picked out by my aunt Gail. Then the kitchen, which is state of the art, even though I rarely use it. My chef, Beverly, is here almost every day I’m home, which for the past few months since I was attacked has been every day.

“This is the other living room.” I push open the French door, but before I can walk in, he grabs my arm.

I look up at him, and he shakes his head. “Me first. Always.”

“Okay.”

“I’m serious. We ever walk into a closed-off room or into any-damn-where, I’m first.”

His fingers tighten on me, and I nod. “Okay.”

He walks in before me and checks all the closets and windows. We continue until we get downstairs to the gym and theatre room. After he’s through down there, I take him up to the bedrooms, where he doesn’t even stop to glance at all the awards and framed photos of magazine covers on the wall.

I save my bedroom for last and hesitate before going into the bathroom. That’s where the man who held a knife to my throat got to me. Wesley gently touches my arm as he skirts past me and quickly takes me out of there. “You okay?”

“I’m fine.”

“Again, Quinn. This’ll go better if you’re honest with me.”

“I am. It just freaks me out sometimes when I walk in there. Like I’ll remember it… or him or whatever, and it gives me the creeps.”

He doesn’t reply, but the way he smiles tells me he understands. And I’m blown away by how much hotter he just got with the tilt of his lips. Then when he squeezes my hand, I almost forget to fall in step behind him as he heads back downstairs.

By the time I reach him in the kitchen, he’s already on his phone giving orders to someone. I grab a couple of water bottles from the fridge and hand him one. He lifts his chin at me as he takes it and walks around the house. I can hear him talking about how many windows there are, exits, and a bunch of other jargon I don’t understand.

“I’m sending a man to stay here with you tonight.” I jump when he speaks from behind me. I turn around, and he continues. “Then I’ll be back tomorrow for good. But I need to arrange some things, and now that I’ve been in the house, I have a better idea of the guard I need on the property.”

“Oh, okay.”

“Damien’ll be here in about a half an hour, so until then, I’m gonna do some perimeter checks, but I’ll let you know before I take off.”

I simply nod.

“If you listen to me and do everything I tell you, he won’t get to you again. I promise you that.”

“Okay,” I tell him even though I don’t really believe him.

“You can trust me on that, Quinn.”

His fiery eyes hold mine, and the promise in them changes my mind. This time when I tell him, “Okay,” I mean it.

So for the next forty-five minutes, I putz around on my phone. He introduces me to Damien, a tall and super serious man with dark eyes and a bald head, and then leaves for the night. I pull the salad Beverly made earlier in the day out of the fridge and sit at the island to eat it. Damien is somewhere. I’ve seen him outside and heard the beep of the door when he comes in to walk around.

When I hear his voice, it’s accompanied by my aunt’s irritated one. “Quinn, what’s going on?”

I sit up straight. “I hired security.”

“Why? We have gates and security guards who drive around at night.”

The need to explain my decision is thwarted when Damien clears his throat. “I’ll leave you two be.”

“This is unnecessary.” She hisses as she makes her way over to me.

“I don’t think it is,” I disagree. “You said yourself I needed to figure it out so I could sleep at night and- ow.” I flinch when she pinches my side. Like she always does. Right where leotards cover up. She picks out my outfits, so she makes sure the bruises are strategically placed. And if I have a big shoot coming up, she manages to keep her hands off me.

I wish I didn’t have to allow her to treat me this way, but unfortunately, life sucks sometimes.

“Don’t be a smartass. This is going to cost way too much money. I already hired that company to come on the tour with us, and the venue’s security will be adequate.”

If I wasn’t used to this, I’d probably be disappointed. “It doesn’t affect your pay, and I’ve already signed a contract with Royal Ace Security. If I cancel their services, I’ll be penalized, so I don’t have a choice now.” Lie. There was nothing in there about being fined for canceling, just that I’d have to pay for services rendered.

“Yet another stupid thing you’ve done. Do you even know how expensive it is to hire them? They’re the best in the business, and their prices are through the roof.”

“I understand that.”

“I don’t think you do. This was a big mistake. You should never have gone behind my back.”


CHAPTER 2

Wesley

 

“Then you have back-to-back performances at Williamson Studios. First, you’re on the radio with Jerry McAfee at seven, then recording tonight’s talk show with Chris Wilson at nine. After that, we have interviews with new dancers and—”

“No, you don’t,” I interrupt Quinn’s aunt slash manager who, if she were a man, would have met my fist about a dozen times already in the past thirty minutes. And it’s only five in the morning. “I didn’t get any reports.”

She waves me off, and her dirty brown bob moves in one fluid motion. “We’ve reviewed their résumés. They’re fine.”

“Who’s we?”

“Me and Quinn.”

I look over at my client and see her head down as the stylist curls her hair, but in the mirror, her eyes are on our conversation. Lowering my voice, I say to Gail, “Your job is to give me the names so I can do my job.”

“I hardly think—”

“Do you know how easy it is for a psychopath to get close to their obsession? How simple it is for him to pay off someone who’ll slip out the back door to let him in. Then once he’s close, he’ll just wait.” I lean closer to her, hoping Quinn can’t hear. I want to scare her aunt, not her. “This guy has patience, Gail, and you do not. And if you keep doing shit like this, she’s gonna get hurt. Again.”

“She hired you to keep her safe, not slow down her schedule. We got too far behind when he did what he did.”

“He assaulted her,” I growl. “Say it, Gail. He held a knife to her and hurt her. Put his hands around her throat and tried to squeeze the life right outta her.”

Her phone beeps, and she looks down at it, no compassion whatsoever.

“Unbelievable,” I say to myself since she’s not listening anymore.

“I’ll forward you the names, but we’re not pushing these auditions back,” she says without taking her attention off the screen.

“Socials, too.”

Her heels click against the floor as she walks across the room to the makeup chair Quinn is in but mumbles, “Fine.”

Jesus, that woman is a nightmare. When I go to stand closer to Quinn, her eyes catch mine in the mirror, and I give her a quick nod, reassuring her I’ve got her back. Not just because nobody else does, but because I actually give a shit about her. She smiles at me, her cheeks rosy and eyes soft. But then Gail starts yapping again, and Quinn pretends to be busy.

It’s been a week and a half since I took her assignment, and I can’t believe how much I hate Gail. I’ve never met a manager so fucking demanding and straight-up mean in my life.

When I did the walk-through at Quinn’s place last week, I didn’t even glance at her awards and shit because that’s not a concern for me. But Gail made sure to point each and every one out to me as if she was the one who earned them. When we went over the schedules, she only highlighted what would bring Quinn the most exposure and money. When I tried to discuss Quinn’s security, she waved me off and said it was fine. When she tried to rip her away from me in a crowd to introduce her to some bigwig, I came dangerously close to strangling her.

But Quinn takes it, and I don’t know why. I’m about at the end of my rope because even though the very first rule of this business is not to get emotionally attached, I’ve already broken it. Quinn is amazing. She’s a completely different person than who I thought she was.

She’s shy, she’s sweet, she’s kind. She’s giving and thoughtful and talented. She’s damn gorgeous, too.

But she’s also scared out of her mind.

And I don’t blame her one bit.

The makeup artist paints a bunch of shit on Quinn’s face that’s not needed. She’s ridiculously pretty without anything. Her eyes are ice blue and blond hair so long if it’s not up, it gets caught under her ass. She has a little dimple in her chin when she laughs and a very faint splattering of freckles across the bridge of her button nose. I think she should highlight those, but every time she goes into hair and makeup, she comes out and they’re covered.

Of course, I shouldn’t be thinking that.

I cross my arms and slide my shades back on as I look around the room until it’s time for her first interview of the day. When she’s done with her makeup, she pauses at the door and waits for me before I push it open. We walk down the hall together, her short legs taking double the strides of mine. Coming around a corner, I apply some pressure on her lower back. The tightness in her spine melts away, and in the reflections of all the pictures hanging on the wall, I get a glimpse of her next to me.

And I really fuckin’ like it.

The tips of my fingers tighten as voices get louder, and she inches closer, her right side pressing against my left. Her arm grazes my thigh, and when I come to a stop, I lift my arm up to stop her from going any farther. But she doesn’t. My open palm nestles against her stomach, and she jerks her head up as I do the opposite, staring down at her. My pulse hammers in my neck, and her lips part.

That’s all it takes.

Shit.

I take a beat, then two, and then three because I can’t look away from her. But then I check my ass back to reality and step away when her name is called, and she’s introduced to a producer who ushers her out to the stage. I look around as she walks into the small studio. As a bodyguard, you’re not in the business of staring at your client; it’s everyone around them who gets your attention.

During the interview, I get the message from Gail with the names and social security numbers I need. At least she followed through with that. If she didn’t, she knows I’d straight-up kidnap Quinn before I let her in a room in that intimate of a setting without vetting the people first.

Our tech guy will be able to breeze through these, so I forward him the info while she’s doing her interview.

Time passes quickly, and before I know it, this interview is over. The ride to the television studio is a fast one, and the next two meetings go by smoothly. But as we’re walking out of Williamson Studios, Quinn stumbles a little bit. “You okay?” I grab her tighter.

She straightens. “Fine. Thanks.”

Luckily, we’re on a private lot, so we get into the SUV with no problems. Quinn sits in the back on the passenger side, and Gail sits directly behind me.

I pull away and glance in the rearview mirror. “Quinn.”

She lifts her head off the window. “Yeah?”

“You haven’t eaten today.”

“I’m fine.”

Gail sits up straighter. “There’s catering at the auditions.”

“Quinn,” I snap. “You need to eat. Jesus, Gail. You’re so busy you can’t get the girl a fuckin’ sandwich?”

“She doesn’t need the carbs,” she answers without lifting her face from her phone.

Quinn drops her head, and I grip the steering wheel, then crank it. They both slide in their seats, and Gail screeches. “What are you doing?”

Ignoring her, I continue pulling in through the drive-through. Since she’s in back and the windows are tinted almost black, nobody can see through them. I order Quinn’s favorite, and after paying and taking the food, I hand it to her with a wink. “Thank you.” She takes a drink of the chocolate milkshake and turns her back to her aunt. In the reflection of the window, I see her smiling.

 

 

Quinn

 

“Tell me you want it.” His face is inches from mine. He’s so close. So close that I can see his bloodshot eyes as his anger rises.

“No.”

His hand wraps around my throat while the other squeezes my cheeks. “Tell me.”

“Please.” I gasp for air. “Stop.”

“Tell me.” His entire body shakes from the amount of effort he’s using to choke me. I’d rather die than let him do this to me, but if I live, I need my voice.

Without it, I’m nothing, and if he’s going to take anything away from me, he can’t take that. Take whatever else he wants, just not my voice. “I want it.”

The moment the ‘t’ leaves my lips, he lets up. I gasp for air, and as he cuts the strap of my tank top, I scream.

“Quinn. Wake up.” Warmth spreads through me at the sound of that voice. “Wake up. Come back to me.” Something touches my face, and I flinch. “It’s just me, Quinn. Wake up and come back to me. He’s not here. He can’t hurt you.”

He’s not here. That’s right. He got away. But he’s coming back.

I open one eye, fearful that Wesley is a figment of my imagination. He smiles, and I open my other eye, but I know the upturn of his lips is a façade. A muscle in his cheek jumps, and his eye brows furrow in concern. “Just breathe.”

Nodding, I take a few breaths, feeling my heart rate slow as his fingers play with my hair. I love it when he does that. He’s the only one who can calm me down at night. Psychiatrists, drugs, hell, even a service dog didn’t help me. But Wes? He breathes the same air as me, and I feel safe.

“Same thing?” he asks when I sit up.

“Yes.” It’s always the same thing. Looking up into the mirror, his ominous voice, the knife. During the day at the most random times, his face will flash in front of me, or I’ll think I see him in a crowd and his parting words will play like a scratched CD, repeating over and over, “You want it now, and you’ll want it then.” He’s coming back for me.

“He’s not going to touch you.”

I lick my lips but don’t necessarily agree with him. That man—who I have no idea who he is—got through two locked gates, a security system, and my double locked doors.

Wes doesn’t like my response. “He’s not going to touch you.”

“Okay.”

“You didn’t have me then. You have me now. He’s not going to fuckin’ touch you.” He practically growls the words at me, and I want to believe him. He sounds so certain, so sure he can protect me.

“Okay, Wesley.”

He stands from my bed, and his looming figure towers over me as he studies my face. And here I go again wishing even though I know better. Wishing he saw more than what everyone else sees. No amount of makeup, fake eyelashes, and bleached hair can cover up my pain, and I wish that for once… just once somebody would notice that.

Every time I look in a mirror it’s noticeable. My dead eyes stare back when I take selfies with fans. And there will be thousands of them screaming my name. Chanting. But if I look up at the big screen, even through all the pixilation, I can see the life drained right out of me.

Why can’t somebody else notice?

Why can’t he?

It’s really a stupid question because I know the answer. I may be a great singer, but I’m a phenomenal actress. I let them see what I want them to. But what they hear, what I didn’t let him take from me, is still beautiful. And it’s all I have. So I’ll walk through life, dead on the inside, and when it’s time to put on a show, the world only knows the Quinn Valentine I want them to.

And that’s the only one they will ever know because they make me feel like the Quinn I want to be.

But in here, in my bedroom in my ridiculous mansion my aunt insisted I buy, I just want, for once, somebody to notice me, and I want that somebody to be Wesley.

Although, he did earlier today. He saw I was teetering on the edge of starvation and dehydration and didn’t listen to my bitch ass aunt. Nobody has ever stood up to her before. Ever. I can’t stand up to her, but I love that he did. And because I went behind her back and hired him on my own, she can’t fire him. That’s one of her favorite tactics; to fire people when they realize how insane she is.

She’s the definition of a narcissist. It’s always somebody else’s problem. Nothing that’s ever wrong is her fault. She’s lied so many times that I genuinely think she believes her own stories and takes them for a fact.

I didn’t have Wesley sign an NDA, either. So when he’s done here, he can talk all he wants about her, and there’s nothing she can legally do about it. I hope he does, too. But then again, I hope he never leaves.

“You need anything?”

“No. Thanks.”

“I’m across the hall.” He hesitates. “Though, the way these nightmares are comin’, I’m tempted to camp out on your floor. Even better yet, I should climb in that bed with you and hold you tight so you can sleep more than three hours at a time.”

He only gets three hours of sleep at a time, too, since he always comes in, but I don’t point that out.

“I’ll be fine.”

“If you need me, just holler.”

“I will. Thank you.”
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