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Chapter One – The House Is Too Quiet

The silence had teeth.

It gnawed at the corners of Logan’s mind, pulling at memories like it was something that still needed stitching. The same old ache lived behind his ribs, the kind that sleep couldn’t touch, and whiskey only numbed for a while.

He’d stopped drinking. Mostly.

Now the nights were spent in a too-large house with white walls and nothing on them. He sat at the kitchen table long after the sun went down, staring at the door like he expected someone to burst through it—bleeding, screaming, needing him.

But no one came.

No missions. No team. No chaos to give him purpose.

Just the damn quiet.

He ran a hand through his short-cropped hair and leaned forward, elbows braced against the wood. The stack of paperwork beside him looked like a file he might’ve burned once—except this one had his name on it. Discharge. Medical report. Veteran recovery resources.

One packet, dog-eared and water-stained, was from a nonprofit that helped former SEALs adjust to civilian life. Most of it was crap. But there was one section he kept rereading.

Live-in assistant placements for high-need veterans. Background-checked. Short-term contracts. Trained to provide basic support, schedule coordination, and domestic help.

He didn’t need help.

He needed sleep.

He needed silence to stop clawing at him.

With a sigh, Logan shoved back his chair and rose, pacing to the sink. The overhead light flickered slightly as he turned on the tap. The water ran cold and sharp, numbing his wrists as he splashed his face.

He caught his reflection in the window.

Hollow-eyed. Still lean. Strong. But tired in a way bone-deep didn’t begin to cover.

Maybe it was time. Just for a trial.

Someone to take the edge off the routine. Keep things structured. Keep him from unraveling.

The doorbell rang.

Logan blinked. A warning surge rippled through his body—a habit, still sharp after all these years. His spine straightened. Hand flexed toward where a pistol used to sit.

No one was supposed to—

Then he remembered. He’d made the call two days ago. Filled out the form. Gave the address.

The assistant.

Shit.

He wasn’t ready.

Logan dried his hands and crossed the entryway slowly. Through the peephole, he saw a slender figure shifting nervously on the porch.

Young. Too young, probably.

He opened the door.

The boy looked up. Wide brown eyes, a canvas bag over one shoulder, shoulders straight despite the chill in the air.

“Hi,” he said. His voice was quiet but steady. “I'm Micah Lane. I’m here for the placement?”

Chapter Two – Soft-Spoken Storm

Micah didn’t flinch when Logan stepped aside and wordlessly gestured for him to enter.

That alone set him apart.

Most people hesitated before crossing Logan’s threshold—whether it was the scars that peeked past his T-shirt collar or the way he watched everyone like they were a threat.

Micah just nodded, stepped over the line, and took in the entryway like someone memorizing it.

No questions. No wide eyes. Just quiet awareness.

“You didn’t bring much,” Logan said as he shut the door behind him.

Micah set his canvas bag down near the hall. “Didn’t have much to bring.”

That earned a glance. Logan registered the clipped tone, the calm delivery. No dramatics, no forced conversation. Just facts. He appreciated that more than he wanted to admit.

“I don’t do small talk,” Logan said.

Micah smiled faintly. “Neither do I.”

Logan led the way down the short hall into the kitchen. Micah followed, his presence almost too light to register—but somehow, Logan could feel him there like heat behind his back. He poured water into a glass, offered it out.

Micah accepted it with both hands, like a habit. Polite. Controlled.

“You read the expectations?” Logan asked, leaning against the counter.

“Yes, sir.”

Logan’s brow twitched.

Sir.

It wasn't unusual in a military context. Hell, even civilian employees used it sometimes out of habit. But coming from Micah—soft-spoken, clean-cut, with those wide brown eyes—it felt... heavier.

He didn’t correct it. Not yet.

“You’ll have the guest room at the end of the hall. Shared bathroom. Don’t go into the office without asking. Don’t touch anything unless you’re told to.”

Micah nodded. “Understood.”

“And I don’t need a babysitter. You’re here to handle errands, keep the place livable, and maybe remind me what day of the week it is. That’s it.”

“Okay.”

Logan looked him over, still assessing.

Micah was thin but not fragile. Something about the way he stood—shoulders squared, hands folded behind his back—spoke of quiet discipline. Not forced. Learned. Or needed.

Like someone who craved rules to feel safe.

“You military?” Logan asked suddenly.

Micah shook his head. “No. My dad was. Army. Retired angry.”

Logan didn't comment. He understood enough from that.

Micah finally looked up, meeting his eyes. “If this doesn’t work out, just tell me. I’ve been through worse.”

That hit harder than it should have.

Logan grunted. “You’ll figure out your routine. I’m up at 0600. Don’t wake me unless the house is on fire or someone’s bleeding. Otherwise, stay out of the way.”

Micah nodded again. “Yes, sir.”

And that time, Logan felt it.

Not just a title. Not just respect.

It was deference.

Willing. Natural. Unspoken... but not accidental.

Something shifted in Logan’s gut—sharp and sudden, like instinct twitching back to life.

Micah didn’t just follow orders.

He needed them.

And for the first time in years, Logan wasn’t entirely sure who was more dangerous between them.

Chapter Three – Cracks in the Routine

The first night passed with silence.

Logan didn’t expect sleep—and he didn’t get it. Not really. He lay awake in the dark, the ceiling fan spinning in lazy circles above his bed, listening to the quiet creak of the house adjusting to a second heartbeat under its roof.

Micah hadn’t made a sound since closing his door. No shuffling. No noise. No crying into a pillow like the last assistant who lasted all of three days.

It was unnerving how still he was.

By morning, Logan found fresh coffee already brewing.

He stared at the machine, half convinced he’d done it in a sleep-deprived haze. But the cup waiting beside it, turned neatly with the handle facing outward, told him otherwise.

Micah moved through the kitchen barefoot and soft, already dressed, his hair slightly damp from a shower. He didn’t speak. Just offered a quiet, “Good morning, sir,” and stepped aside.

“Didn’t tell you to wake up early,” Logan muttered.

Micah shrugged. “Didn’t need to be told.”

There it was again—that gentle push and pull. Not defiant. Not passive.

Just... attuned.

By day three, Logan’s world was noticeably different.

The dishes didn’t pile up. The laundry was folded without fanfare. Groceries appeared on the counter with receipts tucked neatly under magnets. Not once did Micah ask for praise. He simply did things.

Logan didn’t comment.

But he noticed.

It was when he walked into the den that it finally caught up with him. The room had been left untouched since his return—cluttered, dusty, closed off like a forgotten part of himself.

Now, the furniture was rearranged. The curtains pulled back. The air felt lighter.

Micah sat cross-legged on the floor, organizing stacks of scattered paperwork and unopened mail.

He didn’t hear Logan come in at first.

And that... that was dangerous.

“Don’t sit with your back to the door,” Logan snapped.

Micah startled slightly, eyes flashing wide before lowering his hands. “Sorry, sir.”

Logan’s chest tightened. He hadn’t meant to sound that sharp.

Micah stood carefully, hands open at his sides. “I didn’t mean to invade. You said not to go in the office. You didn’t say anything about this room.”

“I didn’t say you could either.”

“I thought maybe it would help. You’ve been avoiding it.”

Logan’s mouth went dry.

That wasn’t obedience. That was... reading him. Understanding him.

Too well.

“Don’t push,” he said tightly. “You’re not here to fix me.”

Micah held his ground. “I know. But that doesn’t mean I can’t help.”

Logan stared at him.

Something about the way Micah stood—open, still, waiting for permission to be forgiven—knotted around something inside him. Not pity. Not guilt.

Need.

Need to control it. Restrain it. Protect it.

And that made it worse.

Because this wasn’t war. This wasn’t mission-based discipline.

This was... personal.

“Next time,” Logan said, voice low, “ask before entering a room I haven’t cleared for you.”

Micah nodded, quiet and small again. “Yes, sir.”

Logan turned before he did something he’d regret. Something stupid. Like thank him. Like tell him to sit down and keep going.

He didn’t trust his own instincts—not anymore.

But he was starting to trust Micah.

And that was even more dangerous.

Chapter Four – The Noise in the Dark

It started with the same dream.

Sand. Blood. Screaming in a language he didn’t know.

And then silence—the kind that meant too much had gone wrong, too fast.

Logan sat bolt upright in bed, gasping like he’d been drowning.

Sweat slicked his chest. His heart pounded in his throat.

He scanned the room automatically: corners clear, weapon still locked beside the nightstand, door closed.

You’re not there. You’re not there.

It didn’t matter. His hands were still shaking.

He pressed his palms to his knees and sat in the dark, counting backwards from ten. Like the therapist suggested. Like it ever helped.

He didn’t remember making the sound. A low groan, maybe. Or a curse. But suddenly, the door creaked open.

Light from the hallway spilled in, soft and golden.

Micah stood barefoot, in a threadbare T-shirt and flannel pants. No judgment in his expression. Just quiet worry.

“Are you okay, sir?” he asked softly.

Logan clenched his jaw. “Didn’t mean to wake you.”

“You didn’t,” Micah said. “I heard... something. I was already up.”

Lie.

Maybe not a full one. But Logan could read people—he’d had to.

Micah had been listening for him. Watching for the cracks.

And Logan had just given him a wide one.

“I’m fine. Go back to bed.”

Micah hesitated but didn’t move.

“Sir... would you like some water?”

Logan nodded before he could stop himself. “Yeah.”

Micah vanished, and for a moment, Logan hated the quiet all over again.

Then soft footsteps returned, and a glass was placed in his hand—no hesitation, no sound, just the gentle press of fingers against his.

“Thanks,” Logan muttered, not meeting his eyes.

Micah lingered in the doorway. “Would it help if I sat?”

“What?”

“I don’t mean talk,” Micah added quickly. “Just... sit. I used to do that for someone. When they had nightmares.”

Logan stared at him. The offer wasn’t casual.

It was careful. Intentional.

It was submission in the purest, quietest form.

Not sexual. Not needy.

Just presence. Just choice.

Logan didn’t answer. But he didn’t say no.

Micah stepped in, slow and silent, and sat with his back to the far wall, facing Logan. He didn’t speak. Didn’t look directly at him.

Just breathed.

Quiet. Steady. Solid.

Logan’s shoulders relaxed for the first time that night.

Minutes passed, Maybe more. Logan didn’t track them.

Eventually, his voice broke the stillness.

“Why’d you sign up for this program?”

Micah looked up slowly. “Because I don’t do well in chaos. I need order. Structure.”

Logan nodded. That tracked.

“And” Micah added, voice lower now, “because I like helping people feel safe.”

Logan looked at him fully this time.

The dim light caught the curve of Micah’s mouth—soft but serious.

“You think I’m safe?” he asked, voice rough.

Micah didn’t blink. “I think you’re not used to being seen. That’s different.”

Logan’s throat tightened.

He didn’t say anything else.

Micah didn’t need him to.

When Logan finally drifted back to sleep, the glass was still on the nightstand.

And Micah was still sitting by the door—his presence more grounding than any locked weapon had ever been.

Chapter Five – The First Order

The next morning, Micah was already in the kitchen when Logan woke up.

Coffee brewed. Counter clean. Music low on the radio—nothing with words, just soft acoustic guitar looping in the background. It was like stepping into someone else’s home. Someone calm. Balanced.

It threw him off.

Micah stood at the stove, back straight, head slightly tilted like he was concentrating. Barefoot again. Comfortable, but still neat. Always neat.

Logan leaned in the doorway, watching.

He didn’t know what bothered him more—the fact that Micah moved through his space like he belonged... or the fact that Logan didn’t hate it.

“You cook too?”

Micah turned slightly. “A little. You didn’t have much in the fridge, so I improvised.”

Logan raised a brow. “Without asking?”

Micah paused. “You’re right. I should’ve asked.”

There wasn’t fear in his tone. Just awareness. Like he wanted correction.

Logan crossed the room slowly. The scent of something warm—eggs, maybe cheese—filled the air. His stomach growled quietly.
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