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      I was hired to protect her,

      Getting her to scream my name was never a part of the deal.

      It wasn’t supposed to be this way,

      I wasn’t supposed to fall for her.

      But one look at those toned legs,

      And I am thinking how they would lock themselves so perfectly around my waist.

      How her dirty-talking mouth was created for pure pleasure.

      I never thought there could be more to her than s*x appeal.

      Then I notice honesty under that attitude,

      Vulnerability under that feistiness,

      And I'm determined to uncover the real woman under the diva.

      Bridget Meyers – I am determined to protect you,

      From yourself and from your past.

      But there’s just one thing I can’t protect you from: Me

      And I won't let that be a show stopper.
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      “You taste amazing,” Ben growled into my ear. His hot breath tickled my skin and sent a fluttering warmth through my entire body. “That sex scene was so hot. Fuck, Bridget.”

      We were in my dressing room, away from prying eyes. His lips trailed down my neck while his hands cupped my ass. This movie had been the hardest, by far, of my career, and I was glad for it to be almost over. The set was a jumbled mess from filming the explosions, and my back was sore from how many times we had to shoot that damn sex scene.

      “Ben,” I moaned. “Right there. Yes.”

      “You like my tongue there, baby?”

      My hands curled into the fabric of his shirt. The sex scene we’d just finished filming drifted back into mind. His thinly chiseled body had rolled into my hips, and his lips had tasted like silken lust. Even though he had a sock on his dick, I could feel it rock hard against my thigh, and when I grabbed onto his neck to shoot the part where I pressed against his body, I whispered into his ear to meet me in my dressing room.

      “These tits, baby,” Ben said. “You’re perfect.”

      “I know. I work very hard at it.”

      Life as an actress was tough, but the money and glamour that came with it were unmistakably addicting. I had a bitch of an agent that landed me all the right roles, and it provided a certain lifestyle I’d become accustomed to. Men threw themselves at me, and I wielded all the power on a set. If I was tired or thirsty, everything would mechanically come to a halt just to service my needs. In this movie, I was the star, instead of the co-star, and men bowed to my every whim.

      It was intoxicating, and I couldn’t get enough of it.

      The movie I was shooting was a fast-paced thriller with explosions and a heated love story. My character was an assassin on the run from a past she wanted to forget. She was dodging shady characters and popping up on the doorsteps of people she never thought she’d see again. She stayed away from her parents, who’d taken advantage of her as a child, and ran from alleyway to alleyway, trying to get away from her life.

      Her past. Her secrets. I could empathize more with her than people realized.

      “Keep going. Don’t stop. Please.”

      “Oh, Bridget Meyers begging?” Ben asked. “I like that.”

      He thrusted his lips back onto mine before his hands rounded down and cupped my ass. Images of the bed on set and how wonderfully long his legs were against mine slowly faded into the background as Ben pinned me against the wall. The stubble he had to grow out for his scenes today tickled the nape of my neck. His lips left hot trails down my skin while my fingertips raked across the fabric that separated us.

      Ever since I’d felt that raging cock grow hard against my leg in that scene, I’d wanted it inside of me. His teeth nipped at my pulse point before his tongue darted out to lick the wound, and finally, I unwrapped my legs from him. This was going way too slow and becoming way too soft. I needed to take matters into my own hands.

      I ripped the shirt over his head, watching his chest pant with pleasure. His thinly veined muscles beckoned to my fingertips as I ran them down their divoted trails, and Ben’s eyes were hooked onto me as I fluttered my gaze back up to him. He brought his lips down onto mine, soft and sweet, like I knew he was at heart.

      But that wasn’t what I was looking for. That’s not what Bridget Meyers wanted.

      “Ben?” I asked.

      “Yes, Bridget?”

      “Fuck me into that mattress, please.”

      I widened my bright blue eyes, and I saw Ben searching them. His eyes grew dark, and his chest puffed out. For a split second, I thought I’d made a bad decision. His hands ran up my body, taking my dress with it before he ripped it over my head, and his hands cupped my cheek as I stood there, bared for him, in nothing but my bra and underwear.

      “Are you sure about that?” he asked. His voice was low, like a strummed bass on a concert stage, and my stomach flipped with excitement and anxiousness at the ideas I could see brewing behind his beautiful hazel eyes.

      “Hell yes,” I said breathlessly.

      All at once, Ben grabbed my body and hoisted it over his shoulder. I giggled with delight while he flopped my body down onto the small bed in the back of the dressing room trailer, and before I could ask him for anything, his lips were pressed into my clothed core. My legs fell open for him, accepting all he had to give me, but when his hands planted into my knees and spread me more, I knew I was in for the ride of my life.

      He nuzzled the thin cloth of my panties to the side before his tongue dove into my pussy. He scooped my juices onto his tongue and made a show of swallowing me down. I could feel my tits puckering hard beneath my bra. His hands pushed my knees as far apart as they would go, spreading me for his viewing pleasure and pinning me to the bed. My hands tried to reach for him, but all he did was move out of the way.

      “Ben,” I said with a whine.

      Without a word, his tongue parted my pussy folds, and he instantly found my swollen clit. His tongue worked it majestically, twirling around it with the tip of his tongue before he sucked it between his lips. My body writhed for him as my growing wetness leaked out onto the bed. My co-star was hot as fuck, with his massive cock and his thin little body, and the juxtaposition of it was almost comical. His shaggy brown hair tickled my stomach while his tongue assaulted my clit, causing me to lock my legs around his head and pull him deeper into me.

      I felt one of his hands slide up the inside of my thigh, releasing my leg so I could finally buck into him. I rolled my hips down onto his face, covering him with my juices while his fingertips danced along my skin. I felt a bit of pressure at my pussy, teasing me with an intrusion I so desperately wanted. I sank myself down onto the finger that was waiting for me, and I could feel Ben smirk into my pussy.

      “So greedy,” he said.

      His tongue continued to circle my clit while his finger crooked itself in all the right places. My body was on fire while my hands dug into the sheets of the mattress, but when I felt another sensation at my asshole, my body suddenly clenched up.

      “Oh, we don’t like that, do we?” he asked.

      I felt him pull his finger from me before he ran another one up my dripping slit, and for a split second, I was disappointed. I whimpered out into the room, and Ben bit down lightly onto my thigh, but then I felt his fingers dance along my pussy, as well as my asshole.

      “Ben. Ben. Oh, yes.”

      “Do you want it?” he asked.

      “Please,” I said.

      “Say it, Bridget.”

      “I want your fingers,” I said. “In all the places you’ll give them to me.”

      “Perfect.”

      He shoved his slick fingers into my pussy and ass before his tongue dove back for my clit. Electricity shot through my veins. and my mouth peeled open in ecstasy. The only thing I could do was buck into his face. My back arched, and my legs shook, falling from around his head and lying helplessly on the sheets. I bobbed and weaved, my body fighting between more and less, yes and no, please and thank you. My eyes screwed shut, and my body began to twitch with every flick of his tongue, but the moment that burning sensation in my hips began to grow, I knew it was almost over for me.

      And I didn’t want it to be.

      “Please, Ben. Don’t stop. I’ll do anything. Anything. Just don’t stop.”

      He took a deep breath and pressed his face into my pussy, and that was my ultimate end. My back arched, and my hands finally found his hair, tugging on his long locks while my hips shook around his lips. His name knotted in my throat, and little silver lines burst in my vision. I heard him humming while he drank up everything that my body provided for him, and when my crashing orgasm was over, my back fell to the bed, and I heaved to catch my breath.

      He rushed up my body and crashed his lips onto mine, and all I could do was dart my tongue around his lips and lick myself off him. His hands grabbed onto my body and pulled me towards his raging cock. I could feel him leaking onto my skin, and all he said was one little word.

      “Anything?” he asked.

      My hands flew to his hair, and my tongue shoved its way into his mouth. I loved the way I tasted on his sweating skin, and I could feel his thick dick lining up with my sopping entrance. The wet spot below my ass was growing with every second, and when Ben’s knee dipped into it, I giggled when he grimaced.

      “Well, that just won’t do,” he said.

      He picked me up and tossed me onto my feet before he got behind me and pressed my face into the mattress. My ass was raised for his taking while he stroked the head of his cock along the folds of my pussy. His hands tightened in my hair while my legs continued to tremble, causing me to falter ever so slightly before he pushed his cock deep into my body. His cock stretched me until I thought I was going to rip into two, and for a second, he had to stop so I could adjust.

      “Where the hell did you get that thing?” I asked breathlessly.

      “Good enough for the great Bridget Meyers?” he asked.

      The first thrust shook my ass in the air. He cracked his hand down onto one of my ass cheeks, making it jump for his pleasure while I wiggled my pussy around his cock. I wanted him to take this thick dick and ream me into the mattress with it, but he was teasing me, and it was electrifying.

      “Beg,” he said.

      “Please. Fuck me with this massive cock of yours. Please.”

      His thrusts began, sinking deep into me before completely pulling out and pummeling back into my body. The sounds of his skin snapping against mine filled the trailer while it shook on its wheels, and I didn’t care who knew that my costar was fucking me senseless. His dick filled my pussy to the brim while shots of fire burned up my body, and all I could do was lay there and take his punishment in all the best ways possible.

      “Shit, you’re so tight. Fuck, yes.”

      His hand wrapped tighter into my hair, and he yanked my head back. I felt him descend onto my back while he fucked me like a ragdoll. My juices dripped down his balls, and his stubble rasped against the side of my cheek, driving me wild. He bit into my collarbone, and his hair brushed against my neck, causing my body to tremble. My hips grew sore from his assault. I felt his dick grow with every pump he took inside of me. His tongue danced along the skin of my neck.

      Sweat dripped down his body and landed on my back. My legs completely gave out from underneath me. His hands dropped everything and grabbed my hips, hoisting them into the air. His balls smacked hard against my clit. My jaw was unhinged and drool was spilling from my mouth and onto the sheets. I finally felt my body regain some control, and I gripped the sheets and found my footing.

      I pushed back into his cock, meeting him thrust for thrust, and soon, his own hips began to stutter. My pussy milked him, squeezing from him everything he had. When my orgasm finally crashed over me, he ripped his dick from my body before I felt thick streams of come land onto my back.

      “Oh, Bridget,” Ben said breathlessly. “Fuck me, you’re incredible. My dick was so hard for you.”

      I collapsed to my knees when the force of my orgasm was finally over. I could feel his come dripping down my back. I laid there with my head on the mattress, panting and quivering with the pleasure my co-star just gave me. Before I knew it, there was a cool sensation on my back before I was helped into the bed, and the sheets were pulled up onto my body while my eyes slowly fluttered shut.

      “I’ll come get you when it’s time for the next scene, all right?”

      Ben’s voice was low and soothing in my ear. I was too exhausted to respond. All I could do was nuzzle my cheek into his lips before he gave me a kiss.

      “Who would’ve thought that little body had such a dark secret?” he asked. I could feel his smirk against my skin before he kissed me one last time, and I listened as he put his clothes on and shut my trailer door.

      What he didn’t understand was that he was right. This body did have a dark secret.

      The thing was, he’d come nowhere near discovering it.
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      I got a call at my house a couple days ago, saying I had a new job. Bridget Meyers, the infamous actress with a body I’d kill to sink my teeth into, needed protection. It wasn’t odd for high-profile celebrities to request bodyguards whenever they were doing gigs that would draw a massive crowd, but I got the feeling over the phone that this had nothing to do with a gig she had taken. I was given specific instructions to arrive at her home address early Monday morning, and I was to stand outside the door, keeping an eye out until someone let me in. It was an odd request, but one I’d be happy to fulfill if it kept someone safe.

      I’d seen Bridget Meyers in plenty of movies, and everyone knew she was fucking hot. She was the kind of actress everyone went to see, no matter what the movie was. Her career skyrocketed after the last film she did. “Paradise Heaven” had been a cheesy romantic comedy about Bridget’s character falling in love with a paralyzed soldier battling PTSD, but I went and saw it because she was in it. She wasn’t just beautiful. She was also good at what she did, and I could appreciate someone who had talent, even if the movie was a piece of shit.

      The only painful thing about taking a job protecting her would be having to stare at her, day in and day out. I’d see her in her most intimate moments, wearing just sweatpants and a tank top, maybe braless, or in her nightgown without panties. God, I had to take some deep breaths while I was standing on her porch, just to keep myself calm.

      It was going to be hard with her being my boss because all I’d want to do is shove her against a wall and claim those perfect, plump lips of hers as mine. And I knew, deep down, I wouldn’t be able to do anything with her. She was going to be my boss, and I had to do whatever she requested of me.

      But damn, if she wanted me to get on my knees and devour her pussy, I’d do it in a heartbeat and never think twice.

      Whatever was going on, I had to protect her. I stood on her porch for two hours, trying to rid my mind of all the sex scenes I’d seen her do during her career. When I cleared my mind of my raging lust, I remembered the gut reaction I’d had on the phone call when I was getting the job. Something felt off, like maybe this young woman was actually in danger, and suddenly my, brain switched from horny bodyguard to protector.

      I couldn’t think with my dick because if I did, someone could get hurt.

      Besides, I couldn’t do much because of Lacey, anyway. One-night stands were about all I could do, now that my little girl was growing up. The last thing I wanted was for her to see a revolving door of women coming in and out of my life. Her mother was a raging bitch who’d tried to give her up for adoption, despite my protests, but I saved Lacey from the adoption process and raised her on my own. The moment her mother caught wind of the fact that I’d legally stopped the adoption, she took off, and I hadn’t seen her since.

      Good fucking riddance, if you ask me. Lacey was growing into a beautiful young girl. She was five now, with wispy blonde hair like her mother, but she had my stoic blue eyes. Thankfully, her mother’s hair was all she inherited because every time we went out in public, people always commented on how much alike we looked. I was scared that it would fade as she got older, that one day, I’d wake up and see the spitting image of the bitch who deserted the best thing that could’ve ever happened to her. I worried I’d hold that resentment against my own daughter.

      But the more she grew, the more she turned into me, and it was both a relief and a worry. My little girl was growing up, which meant my adult activities had to be kept to a minimum. I could never stay over at anyone’s house, I never brought the activities back home, and I was never afforded the chance to wake up next to the soft body of a woman.

      That was the price of being a single dad, though, and it wasn’t a price I was willing to compromise just because I couldn’t get my rocks off whenever I wanted.

      Women were bullshit, anyway. Lacey’s mom had been a real piece of work while she was pregnant. I was lucky enough to talk her out of having an abortion, but no matter how much I protested, I couldn’t talk her out of the adoption. I told her I’d take care of her and she could go on her merry way, and she would accuse me of being a shit person who couldn’t take care of himself, much less another human, and she’d storm off in a fit before I could get the last word in. She made my life a living nightmare for nine months, and then tried to essentially sell my daughter out from underneath me.

      That right there was enough for me to swear off women altogether, no matter the circumstance. Did my bed get lonely? Sure. Did I have the type of sex I wanted all the time? Not even close. Was it worth dealing with the shit women kicked up on a daily basis because they thought they were superior to me? Hell fucking no. I was done with women and their emotions. If they wanted to fuck, I’d give them a few hours of my evening, and then I’d be off. I had no patience to deal with their emotional tirades or their confusing states of mind. I had a little girl I was trying to raise to be a stable, healthy individual, and I didn’t need someone with a first-class ticket to Crazy Town upheaving the balance I’d set in her life.

      My mind was ripped from my train of thought when the doorknob began to turn. I covered up my gun with my suit jacket and buttoned it up, wanting to look professional and not like I’d just been run into a wall with my memories and fantasies. I expected another worker to open the door, a chef or a maid. Possibly a parent of some sort. But when I saw Bridget Meyers standing on the other side of the door in fucking booty shorts and a tank top with no bra, my mouth started to salivate.

      She was more beautiful in person than she’d ever been on that silver screen, and I could feel my cock twitching, trying to get closer to her body.

      “I’m sorry,” she said. “I was just doing some yoga.” Light beads of sweat were dripping down her temple and flowing down her neck. They disappeared into the slight cleavage she still had, even without her tits harnessed, and it was all I could do not to reach out and bring her in for a kiss. Her skin glowed in the morning sunlight that was beaming down onto my back. Her legs were long and smooth, perfect for wrapping around my thick-muscled waist and hanging on while I showed her exactly what my body could do for hers.

      Fuck, this woman was smoking hot. This job was gonna be tough.

      “Thank you so much for starting so soon,” she said. “Would you like to come in?”

      “Thank you, ma’am,” I said. I stepped through the threshold of her mansion and couldn’t help but gawk. I’d watched over some high-profile people in my day, but her home really had a sense of flair to it. The massive double staircase alternated white and black steps, and the cherry mahogany hardwood floors looked like they’d just been waxed. There wasn’t an abundance of furniture, just the stuff she needed with a few pieces scattered for accents, which made the mansion feel incredibly spacious.

      “You like?” she asked.

      “You have a beautiful home,” I said.

      “Thanks. Are you hungry? Or thirsty? That sun is hot. I don’t know who in the world told you to stand out there.”

      “It’s fine. Whatever you need, all you have to do is ask.”

      “Are you carrying a gun or something?” she asked.

      I unbuttoned my suit coat and showed her the gun I was packing, and there was a sense of relief that rolled behind her eyes. I had to commend her for keeping her composure so well, but her reaction told me everything I needed to know about the importance of this job.

      Something was threatening her, and whatever it was, she no longer felt safe in her own little world.

      “You’ll be safe as long as I’m here,” I said. “And my weapon will never be discharged unless necessary.”

      “Thank you, Mister…?”

      “Jeffries. Thomas Jeffries.”

      “Thank you, Mr. Jeffries.”

      My stomach lurched at how easily that title flowed from her lips. For a brief second, I imagined having her pinned to a window and fucking her senseless while the whole of the world below saw me sinking my dick into the great Bridget Meyers. She would breathe my name into my ear while I escalated my thrusts into her body, and when she came all over my dick—

      “Are you hungry? Or thirsty?”

      Her voice ripped me from my trance, and I was glad it did. If I kept going any longer while having to avert my gaze from her ass that was basically falling out of her shorts, I’d have a wet spot I’d have to contend with and explain away.

      “Coffee would be fantastic, but you don’t have to go through all the trouble.”

      “Nonsense,” she said. “I live off the stuff. I was just about to fix myself a cup.”

      She was very welcoming, and I could see how she’d make many friends. She was always walking around with a group of individuals whenever the cameras would catch her out and about, and her friendly demeanor toward strangers could be how she drew them in. She was beautiful, she was polite, and she knew when she needed to reach out for help.

      I liked all those traits in a woman.

      Calm down, Jeffries. She’s just a nice piece of ass.

      “Did you eat breakfast?” she asked.

      “If I didn’t know any better, I’d say you sounded like my mother,” I said.

      “Just wanna make sure you’re comfortable. Whenever you’re here, whatever you wanna help yourself to is fine. I’ll be kind and gracious once, and then you’re no longer a guest.”

      “Yep, definitely like my mother,” I said with a smirk.

      “Is your mother kind and beautiful?” she asked. She turned around and eyed me with those big baby blues of hers, and I felt my voice catch in my throat.

      “Very much so, on both accounts,” I said.

      “Then I’ll take it as a compliment,” she said, smiling.

      She made us up two cups of coffee, before her and her braless tits came to sit at the kitchen table. She slid me my mug, and I caught it between my hands. Then she wasted no time in jumping into her schedule for the day.

      “I don’t have much to do today, but I do have a meeting at one that you’ll need to go to with me. Other than that, I’m just hanging around here, prepping for my next movie.”

      “Sounds exciting,” I said.

      “We’ll see. I was sent the script, so I technically haven’t gotten the role yet. They want my opinion on it.”

      “Is that a good thing?” I asked.

      “It is, and it isn’t,” she said, frowning. “If I like the script, I have the job, but if I don’t like the script, I risk the job because I’m a woman, and I’m not supposed to have opinions.”

      “Yay Hollywood?”

      Her giggle hit my ears like jiggling jello on a Christmas morning. It was light and airy, with a hint of sweetness, and I felt oddly comfortable in her sprawling mansion. Usually, I was uncomfortable with stepping into other people’s homes, especially when they were as nice as this. I felt out of place, like I was dirtying up something that didn’t need my fingerprints on it, but she was open and welcoming.

      It was a nice change of pace.

      “Like I said, thank you for starting so soon,” she said.

      “Not a problem. I wasn’t briefed too much on the issue, though. Are you just wanting a full-time bodyguard for regular outings?”

      I saw her eyes sadden for just a brief moment before she averted her gaze and took a sip of her coffee. She leaned back into her chair and crossed her long, thin legs over each other, but she never did offer me an answer.

      “It’ll help me do my job better if I know what’s happening,” I said.

      “Just keep an eye out for things,” she said. “You know, like a regular bodyguard would do.”

      She didn’t want to talk about it, and that was fine, but it meant I had to keep on high alert all the time. I was used to that lifestyle, with raising a beautiful little girl in a world as cruel as this one, but it meant I was going to be very exhausted at the end of my days.

      “I’ll be down here, next to the door at 12:30, ready to go for your meeting,” I said.

      She offered me a nod before she got up and walked away.
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      It felt nice to have a bodyguard, but I was still on the lookout. I felt safer in my home than I did anywhere else because I knew where all the windows and doors were. Cars felt vulnerable because you could shoot out their windows or tires, and other buildings, like my agent’s office, had an untold number of windows and doors. Anyone could shimmy up the building or repel from the roof or climb through the ducts and jump down onto her desk.

      I’d watched too many movies for my own good.

      My driver took us to the meeting, and Mr. Jeffries was sitting right beside me. He was a walking hulk of granite, easily three times my size, and I felt oddly safe, as well as heavily vulnerable, around him. He was easy enough to talk to, like I figured out this morning, but he was also all business.

      Which meant very little play.

      “That’s so boring,” I said to myself.

      “Hm?” he asked.

      “Nothing,” I said. “Just thinking through some things.”

      Shit, I can’t believe I’d said that out loud. I needed to focus my mind towards the meeting with my agent today. Apparently, she had some new roles for me she wanted me to look over, and I was hoping I could take one or two of them and completely toss out the script I’d been given. It was a terrible script, with multiple spelling errors tossed off as accents, and I didn’t want to get within ten miles of that thing, much less step onto a set with it.

      “Calm down, Miss Meyers. It’s just a car ride.”

      I hadn’t realized how much I’d been jiggling my legs. I was probably rocking the car on its own tires with how fast they had been moving.

      “Sorry,” I said. “My agent just likes to be very cryptic on the phone. I’ve got no idea what I’m walking into.”

      “Then I’ll walk in first,” he said.

      “Not like that,” I said, giggling. He really was all work and no play, and I figured I could at least have a bit of fun with this entire situation while he was around.

      “I could just take your gun and walk in first, I guess,” I said.

      “I’m the only one licensed to handle my gun.”

      “But you said all I needed to do was ask you for something and I’d get it, right?” I asked.

      “Yes, but that doesn’t extend to my firearm,” he said.

      “So, I can’t handle your gun?”

      “Not a chance.”

      “Such a shame,” I said. “When you flashed it, it looked like a really nice gun. Most men don’t have guns like that.”

      I could see his face reddening, and I smiled with pride. He was going to be a fun one, and I was going to take a great deal of pride in messing with him whenever I could. I felt the driver slowly pull to a stop before the car lurched itself into park. I stared up at the massive building before my leg started jiggling again.

      “Miss Meyers, take a deep breath. I’ll get out before you do, and then I’ll walk behind you into the building. If anyone tries to come at you from behind, they’ll have to get through me, and I’ll have eyes on everything else around you.”

      That sounded really good, but I was still worried about getting out of the car. I couldn’t help it. My nerves were absolutely shot. But when Mr. Jeffries threw the door open and got out, I realized I had no choice.

      He dipped his hand down to help me from the car like a gentleman, and all at once, the paparazzi descended upon me. Clicks and flashes of cameras came at me from every direction, and questions ranging from “who’s this?” and “what’s the bodyguard for?” came raining down upon me. Mr. Jeffries shoved them out of the way like a pro before he held the office door open for me, and when we started for the elevators and got around the corner, I slumped myself against the wall.

      It would be so easy for someone to hide in a crowd of paparazzi and shoot me with a gun that looked like a camera.

      “Are you all right, Miss Meyers?” he asked.

      “Just seen way too many movies,” I said.

      “Seems like a fair statement, given your profession.”

      “Do you always sound this professional?” I asked.

      “Did I sound this professional this morning?”

      He had a point, and I was about to question him on it, but the elevator door opened and a young man ushered us in.

      “Miss Smith sent me down,” he said. “Come, come. She’s waiting.”

      We rode the elevator up to her floor, and the entire time, Mr. Jeffries was standing in front of me. His arms were clasped around the front of his body, and his shoulders were rolled back. While standing behind him, I noticed just how massive this man was. His shoulders were broad, and they tapered down into a thick waist, no doubt because of the muscle he housed underneath his clothes. His legs were swollen with muscles I feared he’d have to use eventually. He looked strong, he looked intimidating, and there was something about him that coursed electricity through my veins.

      He’s just your bodyguard, Bridget.

      We stepped out of the elevator and walked down the hallway, and Linda poked her head out before we even got there. I could see the frustration in her face with us being late, but in our defense, we did pull up right at one o’clock.

      It was just my hesitation that made us late.

      “Get in here before I have to cancel altogether,” she said.

      Mr. Jeffries stepped in before me, and I knew enough to shut the door behind me. Linda tossed three scripts onto the table and ushered me to sit down. My stomach dropped when I realized I’d have to read through all these while sitting here with her.

      “Am I supposed to be choosing one?” I asked.

      “Nope, you’re supposed to be filming all of them. They all want you, and they all film within the span of six months.”

      “Are you serious?” I asked.

      “I don’t play around with this shit. And it took me a very long time to secure the Spielberg one, so I expect a bit of applause.”

      Linda was incredibly abrasive sometimes, but she always landed me the best roles. I had her to thank for my fame and stardom because of her ability to sweet talk me onto sets, so I always ignored her attitude whenever we met up.

      But I could tell her attitude was grating on my bodyguard.

      Linda didn’t seem to notice, or maybe she just didn’t care. “One is action with a love story, one is a crime drama with no love story, and one is some bullshit, alternate dimension movie that they want to make into a series if the first one goes well. I told them so long as they had you in it, they’d have as many movies as they want.”

      “Peppering me in for more movies in the future,” I said. “I knew there was a reason I kept you around.”

      “You keep me around because I’m damn good at what I do,” she said.

      “And you’ll never hear me deny it.”

      I saw her eyeing my bodyguard while I looked at the scripts, but when we went to finalize, she ripped her gaze from him. I could tell she was analyzing him, trying to figure out whether or not he knew what she knew. I wanted to know her opinion on him, but we didn’t have the time, and I signed the three contracts that she’d distribute to the casting directors before she stuck the scripts in a locked briefcase she handcuffed to my wrist.

      “Seriously?” I asked.

      “Directors are weird. Here’s the key. I’m gonna give it to Hulk over here, and he can uncuff you when you get home and in a safe space.”

      She dropped the key into his hand, and he placed it in his pocket. Then, we were off. The young assistant escorted us back down to the main floor and even helped us get through the pack of paparazzi to get to my car. I was definitely feeling safer with him by the second, but my stomach began to growl the moment my ass hit the seat.

      “You up for a little lunch, Mr. Jeffries?” I asked.

      “Where would you like to go?” he asked.

      “I don’t know. Pick something.”

      “I don’t know what you want, so it’s hard to pick something you might like,” he said.

      “Well, the lunch is for both of us, so pick and I’ll find something on the menu to eat,” she said. “I’m not feeling very healthy today so that widens my food choices.”

      “I didn’t realize we’d go on a date so quickly, Miss Meyers,” he said. “I’m a bit shocked, honestly. I’m not usually the kind of guy that moves this quickly.”

      “Well, you’ve already got me handcuffed with the key in your pocket,” I said. “You might as well take me to get food.”

      It was nice to see his sense of humor coming through because it meant my message hit home earlier. Business and professional had their place and times, but not in my home and not when he was around just me. I didn’t want him to be uptight all the damn time because it would wind my nerves up, but I got the sneaking suspicion he realized that with my leg jiggling earlier.

      “What about that place downtown that serves those awesome salads?” he asked. “They have this weird corndog salad that’s oddly good.”

      “A corndog salad?” I asked. “Seriously?”

      “Yeah. They’ve got a filet mignon salad and a seafood salad and—”

      “Seafood salad?” I asked. “I’m in.”

      I got the driver on track, and we headed for the heart of downtown Los Angeles. I had nothing else to do on my schedule today, so I told the driver to take his time. Lunch was on me for everyone, and my mouth was starting to salivate at the idea of a crab-and-shrimp packed salad for my meal. There was nothing like a good seafood salad, and if they had shrimp cocktail on the menu, I’d be snagging one of those as well.

      And maybe a piece of chocolate cake if they had it, too.

      “Question,” Mr. Jeffries asked. “If I need to be late one day, like Wednesday, what is your personal protocol for that scenario?”

      “Depends on the reason and how much time you’re giving me, but I get you have a life outside of me, as sad as that is.” I threw him a wink, and he chuckled a bit. The sound hit my ears like the smoothness of white chocolate on my tongue.

      “My daughter is starting kindergarten, and I’d like to see her off on the bus before I come in,” he said.

      “I’m not a tyrant,” I said. “Of course, you can come in late Wednesday. How old’s your daughter?”

      “Just turned five,” he said.

      “She excited to start school?”

      “Much more excited than I am.”

      “Why’s that?” I asked.

      “She’s my little girl. It’s been just me and her since she was born. Relinquishing her to a kindergarten teacher without me there to watch over her is gonna be tough.”

      “I can only imagine,” I said. “Why’s it been just the two of you?”

      It was then I watched a stormy gaze barrel over his face. Gone was the playfulness of the beginning of our car ride, and in its place was a man being dragged back into memories he didn’t want to remember. I knew exactly what that felt like and was glad when I felt the car pull to a stop. I leaned over his body and opened his door for him to change the subject.

      “Care for some food?” I asked.

      “You gonna go in with that thing strapped to your arm?” he asked.

      “Probably not a good idea. Wanna uncuff me?”

      He dug the key out of his pocket and freed me from my metal confines before we stuffed the briefcase underneath the seat. He pocketed the key before he got out of the car, and then he dipped his hand down to help me out, just like he’d done before. The two of us went into the restaurant, and I was surprised there were no paparazzi in sight. I thought the driver had taken a longer route to get to the heart of downtown, and I made a mental note to give him a nice bonus this quarter. He was probably dodging the paparazzi that were behind us, and he deserved more money for that sort of effort.

      We sat down and ordered our food, and it came out surprisingly quickly. People kept snapping pictures of us while we ate, and some people came up and asked for photographs. Mr. Jeffries came up with the best suggestion I’d heard in a while.

      “Why don’t we take the rest of this to-go?” he asked. “Plus, eating food on a couch in pajamas is much better than eating food in impressive clothes while in a small little chair.”

      “God, that sounds perfect,” I said. He flagged down the waitress, who’d already come over with to-go trays, and we packed our food in a brown paper bag before she gave us the check. I went to pick up the little black billfold that housed the amount that was due, but before I could get my card out of my purse, it was ripped from my fingertips.

      “My treat,” he said.

      “No,” I said. “I told you I was getting lunch, so that’s what I’m gonna do.”

      “You can get it next time,” he said. “My suggestion, my treat.”

      “You really weren’t kidding about this date thing,” I said, winking at him.

      “Yep. Gotcha cuffed, uncuffed, and stuffed. Sounds like the perfect date to me.”

      I threw my head back in laughter.

      We gathered our food and hurried back to the car. My driver pulled out into traffic and got on the highway. I still felt bad that Jeffries paid for lunch, especially when I had offered to cover it, and something in my gut told me letting him pay was crossing a boundary. It was no secret he was a good-looking man, with his massive build, his strong arms, and his piercing blue eyes. But he was here to do a job, and I was here to keep a secret under wraps for as long as I could.

      “You really didn’t have to pay, you know,” I said as the car came to a stop in front of my home.

      “It’s really not a problem. Like I said, you can grab the next one.”

      I plucked the briefcase out from underneath the seat while he carried the rest of the food inside. I leaned in and told my driver to go home and expect a nice bonus for evading the paparazzi. He kissed me lightly on my cheek before he drove off. I’d had him driving me around ever since my career first took off. He was the first person I hired onto my staff full-time, and he was the most precious old man I could’ve ever come across.

      He reminded me of my grandfather, and that was probably one of the reasons I kept him around. He was warm and welcoming and never stuck his nose where it didn’t need to be, unless he felt it was absolutely imperative for my safety.

      He was the one that actually convinced me to hire a bodyguard in the first place.

      I watched Mr. Jeffries walk into the house, and it was the first time I’d taken a decent look at him. I followed him while he hung up his coat and took the food from his hand, watching him as he removed his tie and got comfortable in my home.

      He was fucking hot. That much was for sure. I’d lucked out when the security company had sent me this sexy piece of eye candy they had. His shoulders rippled with every movement he made, and the muscles in his chest and back pulled his dress shirt taut.

      If he wasn’t careful, a button would pop off and show me a bit of chest hair I’m sure he kept covered up underneath those layers of clothes.

      “I’ll take this from you and get it set out on the table for us,” he said.

      “I thought we were eating on the couch in our pajamas?” I asked.

      “That sounds like another type of date to me,” he said, grinning.

      I giggled at his joke and waited until he rounded the corner into the kitchen before I took out my purse. I pulled a couple of twenties from my wallet and shoved them into his coat pocket before I hung up my purse and shoved my wallet back into it. For some reason, it really felt like I was crossing a line with him buying lunch.

      Especially with how my nipples stood at attention for him when he was taking off his coat.
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