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      Anyone who has followed the story of the Campbell-Hayes family will recall the court case against Hank Castille and the three boys that gave evidence that put Hank away. They had all been victims of terrible abuse at the hands of Hank and one of them, Gabriel, could do nothing but cry in court. He wore a borrowed, expensive suit, and he was broken.

      When I began to write Gabriel I wanted to show a man who had nowhere to turn and had become reliant on another man who perpetuated the abuse Gabriel had suffered so far. I wanted to show that however brave a person is that sometimes they are trapped with no way out.

      Because of this, there are scenes on Gabriel being hurt, details of the impossible situation he was in, and there is a mention of him thinking there is no point in even being alive.

      I have a spectrum of readers and I know that some may consider this to be an on-page trigger, and it was important to me that I let you know.

      Love to you all.

      

      RJ

      July 2017
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      Four weeks ago

      Gabriel picked up the scissors and twisted them in his hand, watching the bathroom light bouncing off the shiny silver. These were kitchen scissors, ones he’d liberated from the messy drawer neither he nor Stefan ever used. They’d been caught up in a mess of string, batteries, and three wooden spoons. The blades looked sharp enough, and as he couldn’t remember ever using them, he hoped to hell they would do the job.

      He drew them over his wrist, over the faint scar that was hidden under a tattoo, and thought about where he’d come from and what he’d done to survive. They’d held him down—gripped his hair and twisted it hard and held him down.

      Just like the ones before.

      Determined, he took the cold metal away from his wrist and looked back at the mirror. How did he do this? Gathering a handful of hair, he ran his fingers through the length of it, which generally brushed his shoulders, and held it high. Awkwardly, he began chopping at the dark length, ignoring the way it caught on his naked chest. He was making a real mess of this, but nothing would stop him now. With each slice of the blades, more of the curling dark hair he assumed he’d inherited from his father fell to the floor, and each push of his fingers through his hair returned less length to cut.

      “What the hell?” Stefan asked from the door.

      Gabriel stiffened. He’d known Stefan was home and he hadn’t locked the bathroom door, but he hadn’t wanted Stefan to find him doing this. Stefan would be angry; their clients liked Gabriel’s long hair.

      “Gabriel?” Stefan stood next to him and they exchanged looks in the mirror. “What happened?” He didn’t seem angry, just concerned. Gabriel had learned to read all the expressions on Stefan’s face.

      “I just wanted a change,” Gabriel rasped, then regretted talking at all as Stefan’s eyes narrowed in on the bruises forming on his neck.

      “Jesus, Gabe, what did you do?” Stefan touched him then, a brief press of fingers to Gabriel’s arm, and it was all Gabriel could do not to move away. The flinch was enough, though, and Stefan stepped back. “This was an easy fucking job. How did you fuck it up?”

      Easy for whom? Gabriel thought dully. Easy for the guy who’d had his friends over and decided Gabriel was fair game. What else could Gabriel expect? He’d been born to this.

      “This is getting fucking dangerous, even for you,” Stefan snapped, leaning on the wall by the sink so Gabriel couldn’t fail to see him. “What did you do wrong?”

      Gabriel dipped his eyes then; he didn’t have an answer, and Stefan would lose his shit if he knew what Gabriel had done tonight. Because it had been Gabriel who’d said yes to it all. Or at least he thought he’d said yes; everything was hazy after the first vodka.

      “You didn’t go outside what I agreed you could do there,” Stefan snapped abruptly, and stood away from the wall, his fists balled at his sides. “Tell me you didn’t do that.”

      Gabriel hacked at another handful of hair, and this time he held on to it, dropping it into the sink and watching the curls float into a pile. He hadn’t realized he had a red tint to his hair, but it was obvious against the white of the porcelain.

      “Okay,” he said evenly, “then I won’t tell you.” He was skating close to the edge, but perhaps Stefan punching him to the floor would render him unconscious and stop the fire in his brain.

      It worked. Stefan cursed loudly and grabbed the scissors, tossing them away to clatter into the bath. Then he grabbed Gabriel by the length of hair that was left and twisted his fingers cruelly, forcing his head back.

      “You fucking idiot,” he said. “I hope they fucking paid.”

      Gabriel made a half-hearted attempt to get away, but he didn’t really want to. He needed Stefan to do this, craved the anger and passion as much as taking his next breath.

      “Did you agree to that shit? Did you even discuss a safe word?” Stefan asked, shaking Gabriel again. “Tell me what you did.”

      Gabriel closed his eyes and slumped a little in Stefan’s hold. How could he safeword when he didn’t even know at the time that he was being hurt?

      And then there was sweetness, Stefan’s voice gentling.

      “Fuck, Gabriel, sit the fuck down.”

      He let himself be moved, allowed Stefan to sit him on the closed toilet lid, then hunched over on himself. He was going to be sick, he hurt, and he needed to shave his head—had to get rid of every single length of it that someone could hold.

      “Stefan?” he asked softly. “I made so much money.” He reached into his pocket and pulled out all the cash he’d got on top of the direct payment. So much cash. Bags tumbled out with the money—tiny clear bags with white powder. Stefan would be so proud of him.

      Stefan grabbed the baggies and the money, throwing the money on the floor then tipping the contents of the bags into the sink.

      “Jesus, Gabe, are you high? You don’t do drugs, you fucking moron. Did they make you inhale this shit? Is that why you look like death?”

      Gabriel blinked up at Stefan. The words hung there, but they didn’t connect in his head. What had happened? The men who’d paid for him. What had they done? Why couldn’t he remember everything?

      “All off,” he murmured, gripping Stefan’s hand and pressing it to his scalp. “Please.”

      “Gabriel—”

      “Fuck you, Stefan, help me.” He couldn’t stop the curse, or the plea, or the need that itched under his skin. And he knew he’d crossed the line when Stefan’s eyes narrowed and he gripped Gabriel’s hair again, yanking his head sideways, exposing his neck. The scissors glinted in his peripheral vision in the bath.

      “Did you get off with them?” Stefan growled, temper slicing the words staccato-sharp. “Did you?”

      “Stef…”

      They knew each other so well, their partnership based on years of a hell Gabriel was used to now. Stefan stood up and yanked Gabriel up after him, turning him to face the mirror, pulling his shorts down and sheathing himself. Gabriel was impossibly hard as Stefan pressed fingers to the bruises on his neck and fucked him from behind. He was still loose, pained, knew there had to be blood, but none of that mattered. He didn’t have to think right now.

      “Fucking idiot…” Stefan’s words were harsh, ordering Gabriel to feel, and the itch under his skin was impossible to ignore. Gabriel lifted his hands, twisted his own nipples and watched his face in the mirror. Each of Stefan’s thrusts knocked his thighs against the sink, and his cock was hard.

      “I need…” he gasped when Stefan fucked him hard but not enough to get him off—it was never sufficient to get him off. Stefan always knew what he needed.

      Stefan looks after me.

      “I know what you need.” Stefan pressed harder on his bruises with one hand, closing his hand on Gabriel’s throat, the other wrapping around his cock. It fucking hurt; the grip and the mess in his head. “Take it—come on, you can do this.”

      When orgasm hit him, it was nothing. A job done. Perfunctory, a physical reaction to an extreme stimulus, but the fire in his nerves eased a little.

      Stefan pulled out abruptly and Gabriel winced.

      “Don’t do it again,” Stefan snapped. Then, before Gabriel could answer, he shoved him to sit on the toilet seat again, on a soft towel. Picking up the scissors, he began to cut Gabriel’s hair, brushing the falling darkness off his skin. Then he helped Gabriel into the shower and washed him from head to toe.

      This was the part Gabriel craved.

      “Thank you,” Gabriel murmured, hating the fact that he wasn’t capable of looking after himself. His thoughts were returning to clarity.

      “You’re a fucking idiot,” Stefan replied, with a smile that didn’t quite reach his eyes.

      There would be consequences for Gabriel losing control of the booking tonight; consequences that would last days. He’d known that, but at the time, a voice inside him had been shouting that if they hurt him, then he could feel something.

      Anything.

      They climbed out of the shower, Gabriel wrapping the biggest towel he could around him. Stefan disappeared out of the bathroom and was back in a few seconds.

      “You got another letter,” Stefan snapped, and threw it at Gabriel, where it bounced against his naked belly and fell to the floor. He didn’t make a move to pick it up, not until Stefan had left. Fucking letters and the ache they caused. Stefan had opened it, the tear jagged, and Gabriel could imagine the temper that Stefan must have felt when he ripped it open. He didn’t blame Stefan; who wanted Gabriel’s past to intrude into what they had now?

      He finally picked up the envelope and slipped quietly into his room, closing the door. He didn’t lock it—last time he’d done that, Stefan had broken the door, told him a story about a time when he hadn’t been able to get into a room and that it scared him. That he was thinking about Gabriel.

      The letter wasn’t long. They never were.

      Legacy Ranch appeared at the top of the paper, in strong, determined capitals. Whoever this Kyle guy was, he had neat, considered handwriting. Gabriel scanned the letter and closed his eyes, waiting for the door to open.

      And just like clockwork, Stefan pushed into the room, salve in one hand and a sandwich on a plate in the other, coffee perched precariously on the side.

      “I made you some food,” Stefan said, and sat on the bed, causing Gabriel to shift toward him. Gabriel didn’t move away—he didn’t want to upset Stefan.

      “Thank you,” Gabriel murmured.

      “What did the letter say?”

      That was normal. As if it was a test, even though Stefan had already read it. The first time Gabriel had said something wrong, Stefan had looked so damn disappointed. All he’d said was that he loved Gabriel but he didn’t like a liar. He hadn’t needed to say anything else, but the bruises had taken a long time to heal when he’d finished being disappointed with Gabriel.

      “They have this horse, Mistry. Apparently it’s still not been claimed.”

      “Anything else, Angel?”

      Stefan’s use of that nickname was a switch inside Gabriel that made him tense.

      “The usual things—that they want to help me and when I’m ready they’ll be there.”

      Stefan reached out, and Gabriel schooled his features so he didn’t wince. Stefan cradled Gabriel’s face, and his grip was firm.

      “You know what will happen if you go back to that kind of life, my sweet, innocent Angel. You know they’ll hurt you. You don’t need help. You have me. I look after you.”

      “I know.” Gabriel knew the right answers to give now. He’d once hoped that the world this Kyle guy wrote about would have a place for him, but that wasn’t an option for someone like Gabriel.

      “I look after you, Angel,” Stefan said, and pressed the softest of kisses to Gabriel’s lips. “Now get some sleep. I canceled your two appointments for tomorrow. You need to eat your food, get your chocolate and sleep.”

      “Okay.”

      Stefan helped Gabriel get settled in the soft nest of pillows, and brushed Gabriel’s short hair.

      “This will grow back,” he said.

      Gabriel placed a hand on Stefan’s arm. “They held my head, Stefan.” He wanted to say more about what they’d done, but he didn’t have to—Stefan wouldn’t want to hear the details.

      “It will grow back,” Stefan repeated, then patted Gabriel’s head. “’Night.”

      Gabriel watched Stefan leave, feeling more relaxed. He picked up the salve and rubbed it over his abused hole, then over any cuts or bruises he found, not entirely sure they would feel any effect from this stuff. Hell, at least his ass wasn’t burning right now.

      Even wrapped in the quilt, his body aching, the bruises stinging and his head cool, Gabriel couldn’t get to sleep, tears crowding his eyes. Whatever they’d given him, he remembered seeing rainbows tonight, hundreds of them, in his head, and for a second he’d thought he could reach them.

      “I like rainbows,” he murmured to himself, to the pillow.

      Then somehow, blessedly, he slept.
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      Cam took another sip of his whiskey and it burned a steady path down his throat. It might be his first, but if someone didn’t get him away from the trash he was listening to, he would need another.

      “And then I just told them I didn’t need their financing, not at eight percent over, so what do you think they did?”

      Cam attempted to look interested, which involved nodding. He’d nod all night if it meant his charity, Stafford Canine Partners, had donations. Even with dull, bigoted assholes like his father’s best friend, Josiah Harrold, bending his ear about nothing important. The same Josiah who would inevitably ask Cam about his marital status, then pity him for all the things that he thought Cam didn’t have.

      “What did they do?” he asked, because he knew the script by heart, and the part he had to play. Josiah was the head of the unwieldy, bloated Santone Corp, out of San Antonio, with offices in Dallas. What his dad saw in the asshole was beyond Cam, but he had to remain polite—after all, it was what he’d been trained to do.

      “Only dropped it to seven, saved me a cool two million.” Josiah chuckled as he spoke, and Cam wanted so badly to suggest that Josiah put the two million into Cam’s charity.

      He wisely said nothing. Josiah would donate his usual ten thousand, and that was more than enough to sponsor a support assistant for four months. His father and associated cronies were nothing if not predictable.

      “That’s a good deal,” Cam said. “You must be so pleased.” Kill me now.

      And then the conversation changed, just as it always did.

      “So, you caught yourself a filly yet, young Stafford?”

      “No,” Cam said. He wanted to poke Josiah in the chest and reiterate that he was gay, just as Josiah knew he was. He didn’t; what would be the point? “I would never be able to find someone as perfect as your Dil,” he added, knowing that was exactly the right thing to say.

      Dilys and Josiah Harrold had been married for almost thirty years, both as obnoxious as each other, Dallas royalty, but at least Josiah didn’t drown himself in perfume like his wife. Cam knew she was in the room because her scent had seeped into everything, and her voice was so damn loud. She brayed. Like a donkey. The scent was custom-made, as she often told people. He guessed it wasn’t a combination of sickly sweet and lily stamens that he could detect. Knowing her, it had gold in it—or hell, crushed diamonds. She never did anything by halves.

      “Shame your father couldn’t make it down,” Josiah carried on.

      “He’s busy, said to say hi.”

      Both of those things were a lie. He’d invited his parents to tonight’s function, but they’d both cited a need to stay in Chicago. He had, however, got a twenty-five thousand dollar check, so that was something. He hadn’t actually talked to them. They’d indicated through his dad’s PA that they would be coming home for his sister’s engagement party in just over a week, and then of course his father would be celebrating his sixtieth in July there at the hotel, so there was no sense in two trips all the way from Chicago.

      A trip in their private jet to see their son, for an important event? Yeah, right—complete hardship.

      Then he heard Josiah’s tone change. “How’s your seein’?” he asked.

      Great. Not only had Josiah gone there, into the Cam-is-blind thing, but he was using that false tone, dripping with fake sincerity and with a palpable excitement that this time he might get the gossip on Cam’s current medical status.

      Cam owned his failing eyesight, but he didn’t expect anyone else to. He was independent, in control, he had dreams. Yes, he could be resentful at times, but mostly he was okay and at peace with something he had no control over. Still, that didn’t mean he wanted to talk about it all the time, or have it brought up as a talking point in company.

      “Doing well, thank you, Josiah.”

      “Where’s your mutt? Shouldn’t she be with you all the time?”

      “Gidget’s in my suite,” Cam answered.

      His golden lab wasn’t needed at his side for something like this event. And hell, Gidget would likely bite Josiah if the lab sensed Cam’s impatience. Why Josiah insisted on calling Cam’s seeing-eye dog a mutt, he’d never know. Possibly Josiah was trying to downplay the fact that Cam relied more and more on his furry companion, or maybe he was just a fucking asshole who needed a good bite from a happy canine.

      A hand touched his arm, and he didn’t need to see to know who it was, right on cue. Micah “Six” Carlisle, bodyguard, best friend, and all-around hero, was rescuing him.

      “Sir,” Six said dutifully, “the Hythes are leaving.”

      “You’ll have to excuse me,” Cam said, and slipped a hand through Six’s arm, allowing himself to be guided away and playing the blind card for all it was worth.

      He and Six didn’t need to exchange words; Six had his back, and would have seen that he was trapped with Josiah. He also didn’t need to say that he needed air, just felt the rush of it as Six pushed open the side door and they stepped into the fading Dallas heat. Today had been so hot, and usually Cam loved that, but right now he was angsty and uncomfortable in his own skin.

      “We’re alone,” Six said.

      “Such an asshole,” Cam muttered under his breath.

      “Remember it’s all for charity,” Six said right next to his ear.

      Cam felt the wall in front of him and turned to lean against it. Up here on the tenth-floor balcony of the Stafford Royal, he could still hear the hum of the streets below, the sound of distant sirens, the buzz of conversation behind the closed doors, and he concentrated on all of those things for a moment.

      “Okay?” he asked, covering everything with that single word. He was asking who was there that he still needed to talk to, who was donating, who was leaving, who was staring at him as if he was a cripple, and Six dutifully reported everything.

      “The Hythes really did leave,” Six started. “Sheila looked ill—said she’d eaten shellfish at lunch. I personally think she was covering for the seven glasses of Chardonnay she downed on an empty stomach. Josiah and Dilys are the power couple in the room—some nudging from company rivals, and I think we can get Josiah to double his donation if we mention John Hythe gave over fifty thousand. Oh, and Eddie Miller has a new girlfriend, or so he says.”

      Eddie was a portly guy, well into his seventies with a huge stake in a local tech company. He’d been one of the internet bubble survivors and banked millions on a regular basis. He was one of the nicer rich guys that Cam knew; not in the asshole leagues of Josiah and Cam’s dad. Cam could remember him from when he used to visit the family, way before his eyesight had started to fail. Something had happened, though, between Eddie and Cam’s dad, and they’d stopped being close friends a long time ago.

      It was probably something to do with money.

      “What do you mean, so he says?”

      “She’s an escort. I’ve seen her up on the twelfth floor on four separate occasions.”

      “Which one is she?”

      Six categorized every non-paying guest in various ways. There were hookers, dog walkers, business colleagues, personal beauticians—he knew them all and had his finger on the pulse of the Dallas Stafford Royal.

      “Blonde Twenty-Three,” Six answered. “She’s good. Seems really into him, and no one else has guessed. He probably paid a lot for quality.”

      “Good on him,” Cam muttered. “Maybe I should hire someone to stand by me to stop Josiah asking questions about my sex life. I need a twink, wearing a cut off T-shirt, tight leather pants…oh, and he needs to wear makeup. That’ll shake the bastard up with his have you found a filly shit.”

      “Yeah, hiring a hooker is not happening on my watch,” Six said. “Ready to go back in?”

      The door opened and the noise of the event tumbled out, spoiling the peace. Also, someone sounded angry.

      “Ice in Dallas,” the drawling Texas accent announced.

      “It’s a thing,” a more measured voice responded. “Hey, Cam. Six.”

      Cam smiled then. He’d recognize that voice anywhere, he genuinely liked Riley Campbell-Hayes and his husband Jack, although they’d only met a couple of times since the two had got married. Before that, he and Riley had done some partying; things better left in the past.

      “Hey,” he said back.

      “Evening,” Six said in his rumble of a voice.

      “You get this?” Jack said, clearly still in the middle of the heated debate he had going on with his husband. “Riley is organizing a charity event at a hockey game. Ice. Dallas. Does no one see the irony in this?”

      Cam didn’t for one minute want to pretend he liked sports. Not anymore. He could listen as much as he wanted, but the sports he’d enjoyed, hockey being one of them, were visual things for him. He’d stopped listening when he couldn’t watch. He smiled anyway; Riley and Jack were there supporting his event, he’d damn sure support theirs.

      “Count me in for two seats,” he said, and extended his hand. Riley and Jack had arrived late, something to do with their children; Cam didn’t ask. It wasn’t a party where anyone could talk properly about anything serious.

      The two men shook his hand in turn. They made small talk for a while before someone’s phone rang and they had to excuse themselves to talk to someone called Max. One of their children, Cam thought.

      He turned to look out at the city. In the dark he couldn’t see a thing—sometimes in daylight he could make out blurry shapes if he looked sideways on—but he remembered how beautiful the city was, and it was that beauty he recalled now. There was no way in hell he could handle kids himself, but even so he was confident he would be better at it than his own dad had been.

      He inhaled the warm air, rolled his shoulders, then linked arms with Six.

      “Let’s get back in there.”

      The event only ran for another hour, and in that time Cam only got stuck with Josiah and Dilys on two more occasions, and managed to finagle it so Josiah did indeed double his donation after he casually let it slip how generous other donors had been. He chatted to Eddie’s new girlfriend, Fiona. She was clearly well educated and had a lovely laugh. He liked her; he often assessed people by how genuine their laugh was. When she spoke about the charity, and there was not one single ounce of pity in her voice for him and his situation, he liked her even more, and he told Eddie so.

      He could hear the blush in Eddie’s voice—it was a thing, that soft chuckle that spoke volumes. Clearly Eddie was happy with Fiona, escort or not. That could only end badly, although Eddie was certainly rich enough to pay her to be with him for a very long time.

      Only after everyone had left and the busy room was filled with the noise of staff clearing the tables, did Cam finally relax.

      Gidget was ecstatic to see him when he got back to his room. She’d been his since she’d passed all her assessments, and was almost three years old now. Gidget was his eyes when he needed them, her harness marking her as a seeing eye dog. She was also the giver of a lot of affection, and right now Cam needed that.

      Adam had left another voicemail, pleading with Cam to listen, saying that he hadn’t meant to hurt Cam, that he’d been desperate.

      Funny how Adam’s voice left Cam feeling cold now, the betrayal and grief a heavy mix in his chest.

      He sat on his bed and the mattress dipped as Gidget joined him, snuffling in a walking circle before finally curling next to him with a soft huff. He stroked her idly as he pressed the button for the next voicemail, a nicer message from the charity he funded asking him to visit for a photo shoot. He could do that—be the face of the foundation, him and Gidget.

      Of course, the text from his sister asking if he still wanted his plus-one invitation to the engagement party was a kick in the balls. He knew she wasn’t asking the question maliciously—she was flighty and girly, but she loved him, and they were as close as half siblings who had grown up in separate households could be. They shared a dad but had different moms, who hated each other, being wife one and wife two respectively.

      The actual wedding was being held at home in the wealthy suburbs of Dallas, on their dad’s sprawling acres, September time. Cam doubted the fact of whether he had a plus one or not would cause a huge issue for the engagement party, but he wasn’t going to question her. She already had her hands full with the wedding. He loved his sister, and there was no way he was adding to her stress.

      But if he didn’t find someone to date between now and next week, he’d just amend the table settings himself, or at least get one of his staff to do it for him.

      For a moment he imagined himself moving chairs, crockery and cutlery, and couldn’t help smiling at the possible shitfest he could create.

      Anyway, this was from the sister who had fallen in love and got engaged to her kind-of step-brother and hadn’t told anyone about it. Only when they’d had to tell everyone what had happened had it become apparent that there had been no engagement party to be enjoyed by everyone who needed to be seen at these things. Cue family drama and the engagement party that was happening in just over a week.

      He pulled himself back to thinking about the plus-one.

      Yes, he texted, and added a smiley face. At least he hoped it was a smiley face—he’d sent her a poop emoji last week by mistake, or so she told him.

      He’d laughed it off, but jeez, if he couldn’t even manage to get an emoji right with his voice software, then he really was a lost cause. He’d definitely instructed the phone to send a smiley face; nothing in his memory told him he’d used the word shit in any way. At least she was the nicest of his siblings, although that would change when she was married, but that was another story for another day.

      His sister texted him straight back, and he played the text through the phone. The mechanical sound of it, stilted, removed the personal punch of the message. She could have been laughing at his reply, or feeling pity, or hell, she could well be excited by the prospect that her big brother had a boyfriend he was bringing to the event. Who knew?

      Is it Six? the mechanical voice said.

      He hated that his sister had even asked if Six was his plus-one. He was thirty-one and he’d had boyfriends before—why assume he was bringing his bodyguard-slash-best-friend? He could have a boyfriend for all she knew.

      So he lied, because lying made the pity he imagined go away, and it created an entirely new narrative for his life, one that could be looked on fondly and not laughed at.

      You think I really loved someone who can’t even walk in a straight line?

      His ex’s words meant nothing to him. Not when he’d been questioning why the guy had stayed with him as long as he did anyway.

      No, it’s not Six, he sent back.

      A boyfriend? What’s his name? Is it someone I know? She’d added ten smiley faces. He counted them as the mechanical voice spoke each one.

      He couldn’t exactly tell her that, as he’d just made the guy up. You’ll find out, he hedged.

      Ass, she replied, and he could almost imagine the teasing in her voice as if she’d said it herself.

      Love you too, Sis.

      Only when he’d placed the phone on the bed did it hit him.

      He had a week to get someone to go with him.

      Adam had turned Cam into a hermit when it came to men. He’d tried to steal from Cam, forging his signature to a deal he was brokering. Thank goodness Six had spotted that one. Problem was that Cam had fallen in love with Adam after a couple of months of wondering what the man saw in him. He’d been so perfect, attentive, good in bed. Well, okay in bed. Actually, pretty crap in bed—the kind who got off and went to sleep. But mostly he’d been fun and interesting, and there’d been no pity in the man at all. Not at first. But you see, a blind man can never truly tell intention, and Adam had been one hell of an actor.

      Cam had fallen in love quickly and with the conviction that he’d found someone long-term. At the end of it, though, he’d realized he’d just been desperate for a connection. That was all. What he’d got had been a man who’d wanted his money and had been willing to fuck Cam if it meant he would sign on the dotted line for lucrative deals.

      Luckily, Six had been all over that shit.

      Poor blind Cam who needs someone to look after him all the time.

      Maybe Cam had sabotaged the relationship with Adam. Maybe he’d known he was pushing Adam when he’d refused to lend him money, but Adam had turned out to be a complete asshole.

      He’d find someone, someday. A man he could fall in love with for real. But that moment wasn’t now.

      Now he just needed a plus-one who knew the score. Six would hate this, but as Cam cuddled into Gidget, he thought about Eddie and his pseudo-girlfriend, and inspiration made all rational thoughts flee his head. He knew what he needed to do.

      “Siri, make a note to talk to Six about the escort idea again.”

      Then he snorted a laugh.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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