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  Chapter One


  Liverpool, England


  “Isn’t this the best Christmas day ever? And wasn’t that the best Christmas


  dinner?” Angel said.


  Ruffling his boy’s light blond hair, Kael said, “You sound like Tiny Tim. And you


  said that last year.”


  With care Angel tucked glasses into the top rack of the dishwasher. “Yes, and this


  year is even better. I can’t wait for next year.”


  Placing a couple of plates carefully in the dishwasher, Kael reached for another.


  “Daddy, you don’t have to do dishes. That’s my job.” Angel looked up at him, his


  beautiful gray eyes bright with happiness.


  Angel and Sharon had cooked their Christmas dinner while Kael wandered about


  trying to make himself useful, and they had done themselves proud. Even the sprouts,


  which Kael normally hated, were good. Angel had made them to a special recipe with


  chestnuts and a wine sauce. Sharon had looked tired after the meal was eaten, and


  Angel ordered her to sit with her feet up, insisting he would take care of everything.


  Kael leaned his buttocks against the counter and crossed his arms. “So do you like


  your presents?” It was a stupid question. When Angel had opened his gifts that


  morning and had seen the latest Xbox, he had stared at it in disbelief and pure joy.


  “Are you kidding? I love my presents. I still can’t believe you got me an Xbox.”


  “I knew how much you wanted it. And you’ve been working so hard in school


  and at the firing range and all the other things I expect of you. You deserve a treat, but


  when we’re home, you make sure everything else is in order before you play with it.”
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  “Yes, Sir. I’ll consider it off-limits unless I have nothing else to do.”


  “Good boy. But I’ve been meaning to ask you.” Kael lifted the stylish, heart-


  shaped gold pendant on the short gold chain hanging around his neck. He never wore


  jewelry, especially not necklaces, though this one was masculine despite being a heart.


  He had been both surprised and touched when he opened the beribboned gold box.


  “How did you afford this?” The only money Angel had was his monthly allowance


  from Kael, and he could not have saved that much. It was an expensive necklace.


  Angel put the last plate in the dishwasher and tossed in a soap cube. “I sold the


  Rolex watch my mom gave me.” The boy hadn’t mentioned his mum in months, and he


  had never worn the watch. “When she didn’t get in touch with me on my birthday or


  even send me a card, I guessed I probably wouldn’t see her again for a long time. I


  never liked that watch anyway, and I wanted to get you something special.”


  Love surging through him, Kael pulled the slender young man into his arms,


  pressing him close to his chest. “I’ve already got something special. I’ve got you. I love


  you, sweetheart.”


  Slipping his arms around Kael’s chest, Angel tilted his chin for a kiss. “My


  Daddy,” he said quietly.


  The doorbell rang, and a moment later, Sharon called, “Kael, come and see who’s


  here.”


  Holding Angel’s hand, he walked into the living room and stopped dead. A man


  he had not seen in ten years took several steps toward him with his hand stuck out to


  shake. “All right, Kael. How are you, mate?”


  Shocked to see Shawn standing in his mum’s living room, Kael stared for half a


  minute before remembering himself. He shook Shawn’s hand briefly and reluctantly.


  “I’m fine.”


  “Who’s this?” Shawn asked. “Your boyfriend?”


  Sharon ruffled Angel’s hair. “Didn’t I tell you Kael is gay?”
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  “Yeah, I think I knew,” Shawn said. If anyone knew, Shawn definitely did.


  Kael hated the word boyfriend. It sounded sissy. Worse still, it sounded casual, as if


  they weren’t an actual couple but just dating. “This is Angel. He’s my partner. He lives


  with me.”


  “Domestic partners? Isn’t that what they call gay couples these days?” Shawn had


  always had a warm, intimate smile, a smile that had caused Kael’s heart to beat faster


  when he was fourteen years old. Shawn had been thirty-five when they had an affair


  that summer, two years older than Kael was now. He still had the same sparkly blue


  eyes and boyish grin. He wasn’t any taller, though being shorter than Angel’s five feet


  ten by three inches. Kael’s boy had gained two inches in the last year.


  Shawn shook hands with Angel, but he looked at Kael. “You like them young,


  Kael?”


  “Not as young as you like them,” Kael said under his breath. Angel’s hearing was


  as acute as his own. With a question in his eyes, he looked up at Kael.


  Sharon had gone to the kitchen and could not have heard. She returned a moment


  later with a bottle of beer. “There you go, Shawn.”


  The only reason Shawn could be back in his mum’s life was if he was at a loose


  end and looking for a woman to cadge off. Kael wanted to smack the fucker. Shawn


  went over to the big easy chair and threw himself down, looking very comfortable,


  which told Kael that he had been there before and probably spent the night.


  Angel stood at the couch waiting for Kael to sit down first. It was a small,


  unobvious gesture of submission. That they were a gay couple was never hidden. Kael


  had been out and open about his sexuality from the age of fifteen. But when it came to


  Angel’s submission, Kael had told him when strangers were present to behave as he


  thought appropriate depending on the situation.


  Kael sat, stretching his long legs out in front of him. Angel sat beside him, tucking


  his legs under himself and leaning into Kael’s side as he always did.


  “So what have you been up to, Kael?” Shawn asked.
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  Completely unaware of the tension between them, Sharon said, “He teaches


  languages in London. Don’t you, Kael?”


  Though he had not taught languages since early in the year, Kael had neglected to


  tell his mum, and while he hated lying to her, he could not tell her that he worked for


  the British Secret Intelligence Service. He looked directly at her when he said, “Yes. I


  teach languages. I also translate.”


  “What do you do, Angel?” Shawn asked.


  Quickly and briefly, Angel caught Kael’s eyes, asking permission to speak. With


  people they knew well, he spoke freely, but with strangers he always asked permission.


  The smallest nod from Kael was sufficient consent. Sometimes Angel picked up such


  subtle cues that Kael wondered if he was psychic. Or perhaps it was that couple thing of


  reading each other’s thoughts. “I go to college. I’m taking A levels,” Angel said, his tone


  carefully polite.


  “He passed all his GCSEs in June, didn’t you, love?” Sharon was as proud of


  Angel as if he truly was her son. “He’s clever, like Kael.”


  “What are you going to do with yourself after that?” Shawn asked.


  The way Shawn was watching Angel made Kael want to leap up and smack him.


  It was the way Shawn had looked at him all those years ago, intimate and engaging.


  Angel smiled. “I’m not sure yet.”


  “He’ll take Daddy’s advice,” Kael said, claiming ownership of his boy.


  “Daddy?” Shawn half laughed, looking confused.


  “Yes, Daddy. That’s me,” Kael said. “He calls me Daddy.” Angel glanced up at


  him, slightly surprised but pleased that Kael had acknowledged the depth of their


  intimacy.


  To Shawn Angel said, “I always take Daddy’s advice.”


  “Whatever turns your crank,” Shawn said, draining his beer. “When did you start


  shaving your head, Kael?”
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  “About six or seven years ago.” Less chance of leaving evidence at a kill.


  “Kael had lovely hair when he was little, all blond and curly,” Sharon said.


  Sudden laughter broke from Angel, and he looked at Kael. “You had curly hair,


  Daddy? I can’t imagine you as a baby.”


  “I was adorable, wasn’t I, Mum?” He grinned at her.


  “You certainly were. And you still are.”


  “You spoiled him rotten from what I saw when he was a teenager,” Shawn said to


  Sharon with what appeared to be a touch of resentment creasing his forehead. “I’ll just


  go outside for a smoke.”


  Rising with him, Kael said, “I’ll come out with you for some air.”


  “Do you smoke now?” Shawn asked.


  “I’d never do anything so disgusting, but I’ll keep you company.” He looked at


  Angel. “You stay there, boy.” Kael grabbed his leather jacket from the hall cupboard


  and followed Shawn outside. As they walked down the stairs and outside the building,


  he watched Shawn with renewed wonder that he had ever loved and admired this man.


  The moon sailed high in a black sky, reflecting on the water of the Mersey. The red


  tip of Shawn’s cigarette went back and forth to his mouth in the darkness.


  “What do you want, Shawn?” Kael asked.


  “I’m seeing your mum again,” he said.


  Involuntarily Kael’s fists clenched, but he kept them at his side. It had been a


  couple of years since his mum had had a boyfriend, and Kael wanted her to find


  someone new. He’d just hoped her standards had improved and she would find a man


  who was not a user like all the other useless wankers she’d been with over the years.


  “For how long?”


  “Just the last few weeks. She said you bought her the flat.” The area outside the


  building was dark, but Kael, with his exceptional eyesight, easily saw the skepticism in
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  Shawn’s face. “A place like this on a teacher’s wages? Either you got into crime—


  because you were clever enough to make a success of being a big-time criminal—or…”


  Kael cut him off as much to distract him from his train of thought as anything. “As


  opposed to a petty criminal like you? Have you been in jail recently?”


  Shawn gave a small laugh. “Yeah, I was actually. Possession of stolen goods. But


  you either got into crime big-time or you do something as well as teaching.”


  “I teach government people how to speak other languages. Politicians, people like


  that. And I translate for foreign dignitaries,” Kael lied. “That’s why I get paid so well.


  And just so you know, I kept the flat in my name in case Mum got involved with any


  bums. She always had a knack for picking useless dickheads.” It wasn’t true. The flat


  was his mum’s, lock, stock, and barrel, but Shawn didn’t need to know that.


  Shawn took a long pull on his cigarette and blew hard through his nostrils, forcing


  Kael to take a step back to avoid inhaling the smoke. “Don’t be like that, Kael. We got


  along great when you were a kid.”


  “You were fucking me when I was fourteen.”


  “You wanted it as much as I did. You were taller and stronger than me even then.


  You could have stopped it at any time. Don’t play the victim now.”


  It was true. He’d been head over heels in love that summer. “It doesn’t matter


  what I wanted. I was still a kid, and it was illegal. What if I told my mum? Think she’d


  still want you around?”


  A flicker of nervousness crossed Shawn’s face, and he looked up at Kael. “You’d


  hurt Sharon just to get back at me?”


  No. Kael would not hurt his mum just to get rid of Shawn. He had betrayed her by


  having sex with this loser during that summer holiday. She had been out working her


  arse off all day to support them while Kael was enjoying a summer of love with a man


  who should have known better and was old enough to be his dad. But he wanted


  Shawn gone from his mum’s life, so he would use it as a threat.
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  Very calmly he said, “I might have to. I might have to report you to the police as


  well. I was underage. How do I know you haven’t been with other underage boys,


  before or since?” The last thing on earth he would do was tell the police. Even if he


  wanted to, which he didn’t, he couldn’t with his job. But he had to do something, and


  the threat would likely be enough.


  “There was no one else, Kael, just you. You were as big as a man anyway, and you


  acted like one.”


  “But I was a kid.” No grown man would have fallen for Shawn’s uncertain


  charms, not even when he’d been younger and better looking. “And you committed a


  crime.”


  “What about when I met you in Piccadilly Circus ten years ago? You were old


  enough then and you still wanted me.”


  “I didn’t want you. I just wanted an arse to fuck,” Kael said. What he had wanted


  that day was to rid himself of the hurt and disappointment he had felt when Shawn had


  rejected him at the end of that summer.


  “You can fuck me now if you want. We could go over there.” With his cigarette he


  indicated a darkened doorway along the building.


  The very thought of sex with Shawn made Kael feel queasy. “Err…no thanks,” he


  said, his voice heavy with sarcasm. “Why would I want you when I’ve got a handsome


  boy waiting upstairs for me?”


  For a long moment, Shawn remained still, looking up at him, apparently gauging


  his intent. Finally he dropped his cigarette and ground it under his toe. “What do you


  want?”


  “I want you to get lost and leave my mum alone.” He paused. “Or I’ll make you.”


  Without another word, Shawn walked away, past the Tate Liverpool art gallery,


  around Canning Dock, and across the road into the downtown area.
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  When Kael walked into the flat a few minutes later, his mum looked up, surprised.


  “Where’s Shawn?”


  “He had to go,” Kael said. “Do you want some wine?”


  “Yeah, go on, why not.” The disappointment in her face rocked him with


  momentary guilt. But he could not let that piece of crap back into her life.


  Angel jumped up. “I’ll get it, Daddy.” He raced to the kitchen ahead of Kael and


  grabbed a bottle of white wine from the fridge while Kael took three glasses from the


  cupboard. “Did that man leave, or did you tell him to take a hike?” Angel whispered.


  “I told him to take a hike,” Kael said. “Why were you so friendly with him?”


  Angel leveled a questioning look at him. “Because I’ve got a daddy who insists I


  be polite to everyone and not make him ashamed of me. I always try to make you


  proud, Daddy.”


  “Yes, I know you do. I’m sorry,” Kael said quietly.


  “Oh God! You didn’t think I fancied him, did you?” The look of horror on Angel’s


  face was testament to the fact that Shawn did not interest him even in passing. “He


  stunk of cigarettes. He had nicotine stains on his fingers. And he’s old!”


  “I’m old compared to you,” Kael said.


  “Daddy, thirty-three is not old. That guy must be seventy.”


  This time Kael laughed out loud. “He’s fifty-four, but I suppose compared to


  nineteen, that’s old.”


  From the living room, Sharon shouted, “Where’s that wine? And there’s a box of


  chocolates on top of the fridge.”


  Kael grabbed the chocolates, and they joined Sharon in the living room. They


  drank wine, ate chocolates, and chatted until it was late. Angel lay stretched out on the


  couch with his head on a pillow in Kael’s lap. All the while they chatted, Kael ran his


  fingers through Angel’s long, soft, beautiful hair. He still had not taken the boy for the
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  buzz cut he kept threatening him with, and it trailed well past Angel’s shoulders,


  enhancing the beauty of his pale skin and delicate features.


  “I love the Christmas tree, Sharon,” Angel said happily. “Purple ornaments. Who


  woulda thunk it? Daddy says Christmas trees just make a mess and gather dust.” He


  was not being sarcastic, but simply repeating what Kael had told him when Angel had


  asked if they could have a tree. Sometimes when Angel remarked casually on Kael’s


  restrictions, he felt like Scrooge. No Christmas tree. No computer games. A least now he


  had the Xbox.


  “It’s not a real one, but it’s nice, isn’t it?” Sharon said. “We always had an artificial


  tree, didn’t we, Kael?”


  “We did,” he agreed.


  “You loved it when you were a kid.”


  It was true. He had loved it. He’d forgotten that.


  When he noticed Angel’s eyes drifting shut, he said, “Go and get ready for bed,


  sweetheart.” Angel rose drowsily and wandered off.


  “He’s such a good boy. He always does what you tell him.” Smiling, Sharon


  watched Angel go.


  “Mum, don’t let Shawn back into your life,” Kael said.


  “Why? You liked him when I went out with him years ago. He was like a dad to


  you that summer, taking you all over the place, spending all that time with you. Were


  you disappointed when he left?”


  Avoiding the question, Kael said, “I just want you to be happy, Mum.”


  “I am happy,” she said. “I’m the luckiest woman in the world. I’ve got you and


  Angel. Look, luv, I know Shawn’s nothing special and he’s lazy, but he’s a decent fella


  deep down. He’s a good laugh.”


  “Did he tell you he’d been in jail recently?”
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  “As a matter of fact he did. Stolen goods or something.” Sharon got up from her


  chair and sat on the couch beside him, tucking her arm through his. “You’re such a


  good son. But I can look after myself. I haven’t seen anyone in a couple of years, and


  I’m lonely. You’ve got your lovely Angel now. Don’t you want me to have someone?”


  “Of course I do, but what about the flower shop? Men come in and out of there all


  the time.” When his mum had finally given up working in the old peoples’ homes and


  the launderette, it had been at Kael’s insistence. But he was glad when she got the job in


  the flower shop near Marks and Spencer. She was like him: always had to be doing


  something.


  “I love that job, but the only men who come in there are buying flowers for some


  other woman.” She smiled. “Shawn’s not that bad. He’s good company.”


  “He’s not good enough for you,” Kael said.


  “At least he never laid a hand on me, not like the others.”


  Leaning down, Kael kissed the top of her head. “It’s up to you, Mum. But please


  don’t let him use you like he did last time.”


  He carried the empty glasses to the kitchen while his mum turned out the lights.


  In the hallway to the bedrooms, she kissed him good night. “I’m going to have a nice


  hot shower and have a good night’s sleep. Do you have anything special you want to do


  tomorrow?”


  “Angel loves it here. He loves the yellow submarine outside the Beatles Museum,


  and he wants to get the ferry across to Birkenhead. But first thing we’re going to run to


  Otterspool.” He pulled her into a hug. “Mum, will you come to London for New Year?


  Stephen Conran invited you to a New Year party with Angel and me. You enjoyed it


  last year.”


  “You hated him at school, and now you’re friends. Funny how things work out


  like that.” She laughed. “But all them posh people, Kael. I don’t belong there.”


  “You belong anywhere. You’re better than all of them. Most of those women have


  never done a hand’s turn in their lives.”
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  “I don’t think so, love, not this year. You go to bed now and kiss Angel good night


  for me.”


  Kael entered the bedroom to find Angel naked and bent at the waist, picking up


  his socks, his long hair falling forward over his shoulders. His slender body looked


  vulnerable and very sexy. “Stand up straight, boy, and remain where you are.”


  Obeying instantly, Angel tossed the socks into the wash basket and remained on


  the spot while Kael went to the wardrobe and took the paddle from the shelf. His boy


  did not speak, but his eyes opened wide in question. “Mum’s getting in the shower. She


  won’t hear a thing. Are you fully awake again?”


  “Yes, Sir.”


  “Good. Brace yourself.”


  His cock already growing hard, Angel spread his feet to about ten inches and


  joined his hands at the back of his head.


  “Good boy. Are you solid on your feet?”


  “Yes, Sir.” Angel’s voice was low and breathy, his eyes already unfocused and


  hazy. He was heading for subspace without so much as a crack across his backside.


  “Stay present,” Kael said. “We don’t have much time for warm-up.” Quickly Kael


  threw off his clothes. He preferred to be naked during a scene, enjoying the freedom


  and sensuality of it. Standing to Angel’s side, he waited, listening intently for the rush


  of water from the bathroom on the other side of the wall. The second it started, Kael


  raised the paddle and landed it hard across Angel’s buttocks. Though he held back, the


  blow was sufficiently forceful to cause Angel to lose his footing and take a step forward


  while a small cry escaped his throat. The boy quickly corrected himself, and Kael


  continued.


  “Speak to me.”


  “Green, Sir. More please.”
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  Still holding back somewhat, Kael let fly with the paddle, releasing one hard


  stroke after the next, fast and perfectly timed. Angel moaned long and slowly each time


  he released a breath, a technique Kael had taught him to prevent him from crying out


  under the pain of the whip or paddle. “Good boy, Angel. You’re doing wonderfully.”


  With his usual attention to detail, Kael scanned his boy for signs of fatigue and


  stress. Every part of Angel’s body was tensed. The muscles of his long, lean thighs


  stood out, clearly visible. His buttocks were tightly clenched and bright scarlet from the


  blows. Even the tendons in the beautiful, slender neck stood out.


  Kael did not pause in his ministrations when he asked, “What are you feeling,


  Angel?” The silence told Kael he was spacing. “Boy, I know it’s fun to take a trip, but I


  want you present.”


  Angel moaned between clamped lips.


  Without pause Kael altered the rhythm of his flogging, disrupting the timing and


  interspersing a light spank with a heavy one. With a predictable rhythm gone, Angel


  had no choice but to come back and focus. “Are you with me, boy?”


  “Yes, Sir.” The words spilled out on a labored breath.


  Listening carefully for the noise of rushing water, Kael threw all his strength


  behind the paddle, flogging hard for a full minute. Abruptly the water stopped, forcing


  him to bring the paddling to a fast halt. Panting hard, his heart slowing while his cock


  remained rigid and blood filled, Kael stepped in front of Angel and held the paddle to


  the boy’s lips. Angel kissed it, the tension leaving his face and body as he did so.


  Without permission Angel sank to his knees, laying his cheek on Kael’s feet, encircling


  Kael’s ankles with his arms. His upper body rested on the hardwood floor, his buttocks


  in the air. After a long moment during which Kael felt the intensity of Angel’s gratitude,


  the boy kissed Kael’s feet repeatedly.


  The deep, powerful love Kael felt for his sweet boy flooded his being. He reached


  down, taking Angel’s upper arms, and pulled him to his feet. Angel fell against his
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  chest, wrapping his arms around him. He ran his big hands over Angel’s inflamed arse,


  rubbing vigorously, making his boy moan again.


  “Sir, I love it when you rub my ass like that after a flogging. It’s weird because it


  hurts more and yet it gives me relief as well.”


  “You’re a strong, brave boy. Now get on the bed, on your hands and knees. Feet


  hanging off the edge.” His eyes hazy with pleasure, Angel smiled up at Kael before


  obeying.


  From the pocket of the carryall bag in the wardrobe, Kael pulled a single glove of


  very thin latex. “Do you go anywhere without those gloves, Sir?” Angel asked,


  watching over his shoulder, humor in his tone.


  “I do not,” Kael said. “I never know when I might have to kill someone. Now drop


  your shoulders to the bed, arse high in the air—and be silent.”


  “Yes, Sir.” Angel obeyed.


  With his left hand sheathed in the fine latex, Kael took the tube of K-Y from the


  dressing table drawer and squeezed a shiny circle of it onto his fingers and then tossed


  the tube on the bed. The boy turned his head to look at him, his eyes dreamy. Kael


  ignored him, not because he did not care—he had never cared about any boy the way


  he cared for and about Angel—but by not looking into Angel’s face or acknowledging


  him until he was ready, Angel would understand that his master had complete control


  and dominance over him.


  The position of Angel’s body caused his beautiful, firm buttocks to part naturally.


  The sweet, pink rosebud anus waited, tight and inviting, for Kael’s attention. For a long


  moment, he looked at his boy’s arse, absorbing the beauty and vulnerability of it. As


  always Angel’s complete trust in giving his power unreservedly as a gift to his dom


  made Kael’s heart blossom with love and protectiveness. But for now he would keep his


  emotions to himself. He would never objectify his boy, though he had done so to other


  subs in the past. But the appearance of objectification was often very erotic to a slave,


  and he wanted to explore that with Angel for a few moments.
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  Kael pressed the pad of his forefinger against Angel’s anus. The cold, wet K-Y


  touching the sensitive skin caused the boy to suck in a breath. “Is your cock hard?” Kael


  deliberately refrained from saying boy or Angel to make the experience even more


  impersonal.


  “Yes, Sir. I—”


  But Kael cut him off immediately, keeping his tone neutral and flat. “I didn’t ask


  for any further information.”


  Quickly he fetched a small hand towel and spread it on the bed in case Angel


  orgasmed unexpectedly. The boy was learning every day to control himself better, but


  he was still young and Kael never punished him for an unexpected come.


  Again Kael pressed his forefinger against Angel’s anus and this time pushed


  slowly inside. Kael withdrew the finger and repeated the action with two fingers. He


  began to speak using the same neutral tone. “Two fingers go in easily enough. I think


  I’ll try three.”


  Being taller than most men at six feet five inches, Kael’s body parts were


  proportionate. His hands were big with long, agile fingers. This time he thrust quickly,


  probing deeply, turning his fingers in a careful circle. “There’s the prostate,” he said,


  focusing the attention of his fingers on the walnut-size gland. Angel cried out at the


  sudden intense sensation, then quickly buried his face in the duvet. “Nice and healthy,”


  Kael continued. “Let me see if I can fit my entire hand inside this arse. It should go in.


  The anus is nice and loose right now. The buttocks relaxed.”


  Gathering his hand into a point, the fingers very close together, his thumb across


  his palm, Kael began a slow, steady breach. Often when he fisted his boy, he placed his


  other hand on Angel’s tailbone for comfort and support, but this time he offered


  nothing. The only contact he had with Angel was his hand very slowly but surely


  sliding up the boy’s arse in tiny increments.


  “Take deep breaths,” he ordered.


  Angel drew in a long breath, releasing it slowly. “Daddy?”
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  “Do not speak.” Kael continued to push his hand deeper inside until it was


  engulfed up to the wrist. A glance at Angel’s face showed it was pink and bathed in


  sweat and his cock was rigid. Kael reached between Angel’s thighs to grab the boy’s


  cock in his fist, squeezing hard. Angel’s body jerked as waves of pleasure swept


  through it. His panting increased in intensity, but with Kael squeezing his cock, he


  could not ejaculate. When the moment had passed, Kael released Angel’s cock and


  fucked him hard with his hand. Within seconds Angel pressed his face into the duvet,


  crying out as his cum hit the towel.


  Enjoying the sight of his boy’s quivering body, Kael remained still before slowly


  withdrawing his hand. While Angel recovered, Kael peeled off the glove and discarded


  it. Leaving Angel where he was, he went to the bathroom and hurriedly showered and


  brushed his teeth. When he returned to the bedroom, Angel had not moved, making


  Kael smile. No order had been given, and so the boy waited.


  “Get into bed.”


  Stretching his limbs like a fledgling, Angel crawled to the top of the bed and got


  in, holding back the duvet for Kael. They were side by side, but Angel did not move


  into his arms as he did every night. Whatever scene or mood they were playing out had


  not been broken with Kael’s exit, and Angel looked alert to orders.


  “Suck my cock,” Kael said in the same neutral tone, not using Angel’s name or


  any endearment.


  In silence Angel obeyed. Permission to speak had not been granted yet. On his


  hands and knees, he leaned over Kael’s groin and took his cock into his mouth. Already


  hard and pulsing with blood, Kael moaned when Angel’s sweet, warm mouth closed


  around his penis. He watched the blond head bob as the boy sucked, his long hair


  falling forward, tickling Kael’s belly. Kael did not hold back but allowed his pleasure to


  engulf him, rushing through his belly and buttocks. Though Angel never lost his


  rhythm, he managed to turn his face slightly to look at Kael. Their gazes met as Kael let


  his orgasm grip his body, jerking convulsively for half a minute.
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  Awash in sensation, he closed his eyes, fully expecting Angel to roll into place


  next to him. When after several minutes his boy remained precisely in place on his


  hands and knees, Kael realized just how heavily into the moment Angel was and how


  much the boy had learned. Angel was self-disciplined, consciously aware while


  appearing to be in robotic obedience mode. Marveling at him, Kael said softly, “Come


  here and talk to me, my lovely boy.”


  As if a spell had been broken, Angel crawled into his arms, melding into his side.


  “Daddy? Sir?” He was tentative, still asking permission to speak.


  “Talk to me.” Kael wrapped his arm around Angel, holding him close. With his


  free hand, he stroked his boy’s soft cheek. There was still not a hair on Angel’s face.


  “That was one hell of a paddling, Daddy. And a fist fuck to die for.”


  “Isn’t a fist fuck better when I strap you into the sling or the torture chair?” Kael


  asked, knowing how much Angel loved the paraphernalia of the dungeon.


  “Oh, that is good, Daddy. You know I love our dungeon. But I wasn’t expecting


  anything but a kiss and cuddle before sleep, and then you came in and took command.”


  He released a long, whistling breath. “My legs are still tingling.”


  Reaching out, Kael switched out the lamp, dropping them into complete darkness.


  “I feel so safe with you, Daddy. I feel like the most protected boy in the world


  when I’m lying like this with you.”


  Kael loved it when Angel said things like that. It made him feel like he was doing


  his job as a daddy and a role model. But he had noticed that Angel had not brought his


  blanket, which was usually under the boy’s pillow whether they were at home or away


  somewhere. “Where’s your blanket, sweetheart?”


  “I don’t need that old thing anymore, Daddy.”


  “Why’s that? That blanket was always so important to you.”


  “I’ve got you now.”
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  For a moment, Kael remained very still. He didn’t quite know how to take the


  remark. “I’m a substitute for an old blanket?”


  Angel kissed Kael’s neck. “Daddy, don’t you remember when you asked me about


  my blankie and I told you I kept it when I was in the foster homes because it reminded


  me of when I had a home and of my mom?”


  “Yes, I remember.”


  “It made me feel like there was something safe and constant in the world. But you


  make me feel that way now, Daddy.”


  “Oh,” was all Kael could say. That was exactly what he wanted to give his boy, a


  sense of security and of being loved. Over the last fifteen months with Angel, Kael’s


  emotions had become easier to access and express, but Angel still regularly caught him


  off guard, bringing emotions rushing to the surface that clutched at his belly in a scary


  way. He covered the moment by saying, “And I thought you were saying I was nothing


  but an old, wet blanket!”


  Angel giggled. “Daddy, that dude, Shawn.”


  “What about him?” He really didn’t want to talk about Shawn. After their


  accidental meeting in Piccadilly Circus ten years before, he had thought he would never


  see the bloke again, and he didn’t want to.


  “You know I read your diary that time?” It was when they had first met and


  Angel was angry with him. Kael had kept it well hidden since then. “You wrote that


  you had a fling with a guy one summer when you were fourteen. Was that him?”


  “Yes,” Kael said, vaguely ashamed to admit that he had fallen for a useless fuck


  like Shawn, even if he was only a kid at the time.


  “He’s a pedo,” Angel said.


  “No, it was just me, just that one summer. I was nearly six feet tall by then, bigger


  and stronger than him. He shouldn’t have done it, but I wasn’t exactly fighting him off.


  I wanted it. I don’t think he even goes with other men as a rule.”
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  “Hmmm.” Angel sounded skeptical. “I bet he did it before you, and I bet he’s


  done it since.”


  Growing impatient, Kael said, “What makes you such an expert?”


  Nestling in closer, Angel said, “I used to watch America’s Most Wanted and true


  crime shows when I was home alone. You know, all those years I never went to school


  and my mom and Sven never paid any attention to me. Guys like Shawn always do it


  again.”


  “Do they? That’s enough about Shawn. He’s in the past as far as I’m concerned,


  and I want him to stay there.”


  “Did you put the frighteners on him over Sharon, Daddy? Is that why he left?”


  “Yes, I put the frighteners on him.” Kael was always amused when Angel used


  English expressions. “I want her to find someone decent. Someone who’ll treat her with


  respect.”


  “Yeah, me too. Maybe we could find her a billionaire like my mom got. Do you


  know who your dad is?” Angel often changed the subject suddenly.


  “No idea,” Kael said as if he didn’t care—and he never had, not really. “I’ve got a


  great mum. She’s enough. Now go to sleep. I’m dragging you out of bed at six o’clock


  to run to Otterspool Promenade.”


  “Daddy!”


  “All right, seven then.” He kissed Angel’s forehead. “It’s only about two and a


  half miles there and the prom is about a mile long.”


  “Then we have to come back,” Angel pointed out.


  “Less than ten miles, all told. We run that far along the Thames easily.”


  “Not after a day of indulgence.” Angel took Kael’s nipple between his lips, resting


  his leg across his body.
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  “All the more reason to go for a run. Go to sleep.” But Angel’s soft, steady


  breathing indicated he was already asleep. Kael kissed his boy on the forehead while


  his free hand gravitated to the gold heart hanging around his neck.


  Fyn Alexander | Sins of the Father


  20


  


  Chapter Two


  Across Stephen Conran’s extensive and beautifully appointed drawing room, Kael


  watched Angel chatting easily with a small group of young people, the boys dressed as


  Angel was in dark evening suits with bow ties, the girls in sedate gowns. But Angel’s


  long, very pale blond hair and beautiful gray eyes set him apart. The shirt he had


  chosen had a wing-tip collar—or that’s what he said it was called—and he wore a


  floppy bow tie, making him look just as smart as the others but unique and interesting


  as well.


  The room was packed with men in tuxedos and black ties and women in designer


  ball gowns. White-coated waiters sailed by holding aloft trays crowded with tall glasses


  of champagne. A string quartet played classical music in an adjoining room. The place


  reeked of money and class as much as it reeked of expensive perfume and oysters on


  ice. Upper-class accents stretched their vowels all around him.


  “Angel looks happy.” Conran came up beside him in the crowded room. “That’s


  my niece and nephew he’s chatting with. The other two are the children of the new


  Labour member for Lambeth. I don’t really like the woman, but I couldn’t leave her


  out.” Glancing to his right, Kael looked down into Conran’s eyes, his best feature


  despite their paleness. Conran took the empty glass from Kael’s hand and waved over a


  waiter. Before Kael could pick up another glass, Conran picked one up and handed it to


  him. A gesture of submission?


  “Angel’s always happy. Why wouldn’t he be?” Kael never said thank you to


  Conran. It had been months since he had allowed the other man into his dungeon, and


  it would not be long before Conran asked again.


  “Is he doing well in school?”
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  Kael’s gaze gravitated naturally back to his boy. He smiled automatically at a


  sudden burst of laughter from Angel. He loved to see his boy enjoying himself. Their


  fourteen-year age gap sometimes made him wonder if Angel found him boring, so Kael


  encouraged him to spend time with people his own age. Briefly Angel met his gaze


  before turning back to his companions. “Of course he is. He’ll get his A levels, no


  problem.”


  “He’s a lovely boy, but he would have ended up on the streets if not for you, even


  with his mother being married to that French billionaire.”


  The very thought made all of Kael’s protective instincts scream. Without guidance


  Angel would probably have done what most emotionally lost and neglected teenagers


  do: made very bad choices. “He hasn’t heard from her since early last year, which is


  probably for the best.”


  “Have you chosen a university for him yet?”


  “He’s going to Cambridge like I did,” Kael said decisively. “But we’re supposed to


  apply to three. I’ll put Cambridge as his first choice.”


  “He can come straight into the service if you change your mind,” Conran said


  quietly. “The training you’ve already given him and the experiences he had in Bosnia


  last year and France earlier this year put him ahead of the pack. Another year or two


  and he’ll be very good.”


  “He’s only just turned nineteen. I was twenty-two when your headhunter came


  after me. But I was a ruthless bastard from the day I was born. Angel’s not like that. He


  still thinks you only send me after bad dudes.” Kael imitated Angel’s American accent


  when he said that.


  “You don’t want him jaded like you and me?” Conran asked.


  “If he didn’t get jaded from his life in foster care and then living with his


  gunrunner stepfather, perhaps nothing can make him jaded.”


  In a whisper so quiet a normal man would not have heard him, Conran said, “I


  don’t suppose I could visit you soon, just for an hour or two?”
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  Even though he didn’t move a facial muscle, Kael was grinning inside. “Why


  would you want to do that? For tea and a chat?”


  A long, almost weary sigh escaped Conran’s pursed lips. “You know what I


  want,” he whispered.


  “And you know I have enough on you to blackmail you for the rest of your life,


  Stephen.”


  “Yes, of course I know,” Conran said.


  “You can’t resist me, can you?” Slinging his arm around Conran’s shoulder, Kael


  crushed the smaller man to his side. “I’ll see what I can do,” he said as if promising a


  young child a longed-for treat.


  Squirming, Conran hissed, “Get off, for God sake. Why can you never be


  discreet?”


  Kael laughed, squeezing him for another second before letting him go. “I am the


  soul of discretion. How else could I do my job?”


  “Yes, well, I wish you’d be as discreet about other things too. Come along to my


  office. I want to talk to you about something.”


  Glancing out into the hall at the grandfather clock, Kael said, “It’s almost


  midnight.”


  “This won’t take long.”


  Kael followed him into the relative quiet of the hall and along to Conran’s study.


  Inside he put his champagne glass on the desk and helped himself to a whisky from the


  bottle on the bookshelf. “Do you think I’m too old for Angel?” It must have been all the


  champagne, because he never exposed himself emotionally. He wasn’t even sure what


  he wanted Conran to say.


  “Good grief! Is the man who rules the world actually having fears that his lover’s


  heart may be divided?”
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  That was definitely not what he wanted to hear. Kael finished his whisky in one


  swallow, put down his glass, and grabbed Conran by his expensive lapels, slamming


  him against the wall. He shoved his knee between Conran’s thighs and felt the man’s


  instant erection. “You little wanker!” Kael said into his face. Just for fun, he ground his


  knee in harder, making Conran orgasm in loud panting gasps.


  “Am I interrupting something?” A voice from the door made Kael turn in


  surprise. The minute he saw Matilda Thornton’s face, he broke into a smile.


  “Hello, Mattie.” He released Conran, who leaned forward, turning away.


  Thornton probably thought Kael had hit the man, which was better than her knowing


  the truth. At least Conran would prefer it that way.


  Smiling up at him, she said, “Hello, sir. Nice to see you. It’s been ages.”


  “Not since you and Angel rescued me from that cellar in Paris last April,” Kael


  said. “Where have you been all evening? I haven’t seen you.”


  “I wasn’t actually invited to the party. Not senior enough, I suppose,” she said. “I


  was out with my sister and my mates. I just got a call from Mr. Conran to get over


  here.”


  “That’s why you’re not wearing a smart black dress.” Slender and blonde, Mattie


  was dressed for a nightclub in a little sparkly minidress and high heels. “You look


  adorable.”


  “Oh, well, thanks.” She was clearly surprised at the compliment.


  Conran coughed to draw their attention. “Close the door, Thornton.” Having


  apparently recovered, he sat behind his desk. Kael wondered if he still had a hard-on or


  if it was the wet patch on his trousers he was hiding. Kael sat, but Mattie, as the junior


  member, remained standing, obviously unsure about taking liberties. Kael pointed at


  the other chair, and she smiled and took a seat.


  “Thornton has been asking to work with you again,” Conran said.


  “I’m surprised you’d want to after the mess I got myself into in France,” Kael said.
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  “No way! You were a real hero, rescuing that little Russian girl,” Mattie said.


  “He certainly was, but this meeting is about another Russian,” Conran


  interrupted. “Arkadiy Romodanovsky.”


  “Isn’t he that new bloke who claims he’s going to wipe out organized crime in


  Russia?” Kael asked.


  Conran looked at Kael. “Yes. He’s actually been in public life for years but only


  recently in politics. He comes from one of those old aristocratic families who ran for


  their lives during the revolution yet somehow managed to hang on to a good deal of


  their wealth. Most of them moved west. Arkadiy Romodanovsky was born in


  Switzerland in 1948 and raised there. He now lives full-time in Russia. He’s been an


  ambassador, a diplomat, and in all kinds of powerful positions over the years,


  especially since perestroika. Now he’s in politics.”


  If Conran wanted the man dead, Mattie would not have been invited to sit in on


  the discussion. “What do you want me for?”


  “Romodanovsky has a meeting at Downing Street on the fifth. You’re going to


  keep him from getting killed while he’s there, because the Russian mob would love to


  put a bullet in him.”


  “What about me, sir?” Thornton asked, her eyes shining with excitement.


  “You’ll do whatever Saunders tells you.”


  “Yes, sir.” Her enthusiasm was touching. Kael was fonder of her than he had


  realized.


  “He’ll be here only twenty-four hours, and then he moves on to France and


  becomes their problem,” Conran continued. “His own security will be stationed around


  Number 10. Your detail is inside the house only.”


  “Isn’t that MI5’s job? Or Special Branch?” Kael asked. “I’m not a babysitter. And


  why isn’t he using his own security inside Number 10?”
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  Steepling his fingers, a gesture Kael always found affected, Conran said, “The


  prime minister doesn’t trust them. He doesn’t want any mistakes while Romodanovsky


  is here, and he’s not keen on armed Russians inside his domicile. Outside,


  Romodanovsky can use his own men, but inside Number 10, he will be watched like a


  hawk by you. We aren’t anticipating any problems. The mob is far more likely to go


  after him on their own turf, but men like him will always be in danger.”


  “So why do I have to be annoyed with the fucker?” He paused and looked at


  Mattie. “Oops, sorry.”


  “For what?” Mattie asked.


  “Bad language,” Kael said.


  Confusion creasing her brow, Mattie said, “You always use bad language, sir. The


  air was blue when we were at Herstmonceux Castle, not to mention Paris.”


  “But that was work, and you weren’t wearing a dress. You were just one of the


  boys then.”


  Mattie burst out laughing. Conran smiled too, despite their encounter a few


  moments ago. “The PM asked for you in particular, Saunders. That’s why MI5 is not


  involved.”


  Surprised, Kael looked at Conran. “Really? How does he even know who I am?”


  “It’s his job to know everything or at least to be informed of everything,” Conran


  said. “You’ll get further instructions the day before. I’ve chosen the team. Thornton,


  you’re part of it.”


  “Thanks, sir.” She was as enthusiastic as a child on an outing.


  Conran looked at Kael. “They know you’re in charge and you’ve worked with


  them all before, or you’ve taught them.”


  “Were they happy?” He didn’t give a shit if they were happy as long as they


  recognized his leadership.
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  “Nobody is ever happy when they have you to deal with—except Thornton, it


  seems. She must be mad,” Conran said.


  The door opened quietly, and Angel walked in, smiling at once when he saw


  Mattie. “Hey, Mattie!”


  “Hello, mate!”


  “It’s nearly midnight. Are you all coming into the other room to do the Happy


  New Year thing?”


  “We were about to come,” Kael said, rising.


  “You look great,” Mattie told Angel. She stood and took his wing tips between her


  fingers and thumbs. “Very stylish. Your hair’s much longer.”


  “Thanks!” Angel gave her a kiss.


  The house fell into silence. Even the string quartet ceased playing when the


  grandfather clock in the hall began to chime the hour. Instead of joining the party, the


  four remained still, listening. For the last three chimes, Angel and Mattie looked at each


  other and screamed out the numbers in unison. “Three, two, one! Happy New Year.”


  Laughing, they hugged each other, and then Angel turned to Kael.


  “Happy New Year, Daddy. I love you. You’re the best thing that ever happened to


  me,” he said, so naturally and with no hesitation at showing his love to anyone present.


  For some reason he could not fathom, Kael felt a lump constrict his throat, and couldn’t


  reply. Pulling Angel against his chest, he hugged him tightly, kissing the top of his


  head. From the corner of his eye, he saw Mattie and Conran shake hands.


  Kael sucked in a long breath to steady his voice. “I love you too,” he whispered


  self-consciously.


  Releasing him, Angel went to Conran and threw his arms around him. “Happy


  New Year, Mr. Conran.”


  No longer surprised at Angel’s enthusiastic hugs, Conran hugged him back while


  Mattie watched in surprise. Wow, she mouthed at Kael. Shyly she stepped forward,
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  extending her hand to shake, then changed her mind and put her arms around his


  waist, pressing her cheek into his chest. “Happy New Year, sir.”


  She was no more than five feet four, more than a foot shorter than Kael. Angel’s


  slender body felt breakable sometimes, even though the boy had been working hard at


  the gym, but Mattie felt so tiny, so like Misha had felt on the rare occasions they


  hugged, that for a moment he considered telling Conran he didn’t want her on his team.


  But that would insult the young woman, and he respected her too much to do that.


  Misha had compensated for her small size by being fast and fearless. Mattie would do


  the same.


  “Happy New Year, Mattie.” Kael gave her a little squeeze and let her go.


  “Let’s go back to the party,” Angel said.


  “I’d better go,” Mattie said. “I have to meet my friends and my sister again.”


  Angel followed her out of the room. Conran finally came out from behind his


  desk, drawing Kael’s gaze to the small semen stain on his crotch. “No one will notice,”


  Kael said, pointing at it.


  “I shouldn’t have made that remark. It was thoughtless,” Conran said. “As for the


  answer to your question about Angel, you are perfectly suited. He loves you. Anyone


  can see that, and he’s not shy to state it loudly.”


  “In that case”—Kael shook his hand—“happy New Year.”


  With one finger, Conran touched the gold heart, Angel’s Christmas present to


  Kael. “That’s beautiful. Only a man as masculine as you could get away with wearing a


  gold heart-shaped necklace with a tuxedo and not look like one of those metrosexuals.


  You see them in the city all the time with their jewelry and expensive suits.”


  “You wear expensive suits.” Conran was always in extremely well-tailored


  apparel.


  “Yes, but they get their nails done.” He shuddered.
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  Kael had almost put his white dress shirt on over the necklace and at the last


  minute had put it on the outside, hanging just below his bow tie. “It was Angel’s


  Christmas present to me. He’s happy when I wear it.”


  “You’ll miss him when he’s away at university.”


  For months Kael had been consumed with thoughts of how lonely he would be


  when Angel was no longer at home full-time. But he wanted his boy to have every


  opportunity. “It’s for the best.”


  With his hand on the door handle, Conran said, “I’d better go and kiss Portia.”


  “Do you really love your wife?” Kael could not imagine anyone loving that


  snobbish, horse-faced woman.


  “Yes, we’re also perfectly suited.” Conran preceded Kael into the hall.


  Standing at the open double doors of the drawing room, Portia Conran waved at


  her husband. “Where have you been, Stephen?” She always sounded as if she was


  nagging him.


  “Happy New Year, darling.” Conran took her into his arms and gave her a brief


  kiss.


  “Happy New Year, Mrs. Conran,” Kael said.


  “Mr. Saunders, are you enjoying yourself?” She had been shocked when she found


  out he was gay. The obvious sexual interest she once had in him had fled. “And


  your”—she sought the right word—“partner? Is that the word you use?”


  “Yes.” Kael always felt the urge to say something cutting to the woman, but he


  held himself back masterfully. “Partner is fine. And I think he’s having fun, Mrs.


  Conran. He looks as if he is.”


  “Call me Portia, Mr. Saunders.”


  “Call me Kael, Portia.”


  “That is a very odd name.” She squinted at him. “It’s a type of cabbage, did you


  know?”
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  Conran grabbed his wife by the arm, all but dragging her away. Sorry, sorry, he


  mouthed over his shoulder at Kael. Boys at College Grange had got punched in the face


  for that remark.


  Kael followed them into the drawing room to find Angel.


  


  * * * *


  “Daddy, did anyone ever pick on you in school?” Angel got quietly into bed


  


  beside Kael and snuggled into his side as he always did. After the party, they had


  walked the thirty minutes or so from Holland Park to home through the cool evening


  air, sobering up as they went. But they were both tired now.


  “No, they never dared.”


  “Did you ever bully anyone?”


  Thinking carefully before he answered, Kael said, “If anyone tried it on with me, I


  made them wish they hadn’t. If you were to ask the boys who knew me at school, they


  might have called me a bully, but by my definition a bully goes after someone he thinks


  is weaker than him or can’t fight back, and I never did that. I only went after the ones


  who went after me first.” Angel ran his hand over Kael’s hard, hairless chest, making


  his nipples tighten. “Hang on. Has someone been picking on you at college?”


  When Angel didn’t answer at once, Kael knew something had happened. “Yeah.


  This big, overweight kid, Aubrey Carey-Fox. He started at Redmond last September to


  do his A levels, and he’s in two of my classes. You know Jack’s not at Redmond now?


  He did his As last year and now he’s doing a gap year.”


  “Yes, but you’ve got other friends, haven’t you?”


  “Yes, sir. I’ve got lots of friends.”


  “So what’s the fat boy up to?”


  Angel sighed. “He calls me ‘the little queer’ and makes fun of my accent, you


  know, imitating me all the time.” Angel was the only American at the exclusive,


  independent sixth-form college he attended to get his university entrance requirements.
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  “I could call him names. There’s lots of scope there. But I don’t. He’s seen you drop me


  off at school a few times, and he thinks it’s hilarious to say, ‘Who’s the scary, bald


  bloke?’”


  “What do you tell people about me?” Kael asked.


  “Exactly what you told me to tell them, Daddy. That I’m your ward. Except Jack.


  He knows I’m your boy.”


  “Does anyone ever ask what I do for a living?”


  “Jack has asked a few times. I told him you’re a security consultant and a language


  teacher, and beyond that I have no idea what your job involves.”


  “Good lad,” Kael said. “And don’t worry about Fatso. I’ll sort him out. As soon as


  term starts again, you point him out to me.”


  “Daddy, no. I have to do it myself.” Angel leaned up on one elbow to look down


  at him.


  “Yes, of course you do.” Angel was more than capable of looking after himself


  with the various methods of self-defense Kael had taught him over the last fifteen


  months. “You have to get him on his own.” Remembering the tactics he had used when


  he was at College Grange Independent School all those years ago, he said, “You either


  lure him or lie in wait. I always used to use a weapon to get the message across—a belt


  or a shoe—but I didn’t have any self-defense training then. I went on instinct.”


  “Daddy—” Angel said, but Kael continued.


  “Tell him there’ll be no more crap and give him a straight-fingered jab to the


  throat. Not too hard. You don’t want to kill the bugger. And then a kick to the balls.


  Works every time.”


  “Daddy!”


  “What?”


  “I don’t want to hit him. Not unless I absolutely have to.”


  Incredulous, Kael asked, “Why not?”


  Fyn Alexander | Sins of the Father


  31


  


  “I want to try diplomacy first. Knocking the crap out of someone should be a last


  resort.”


  Kael shrugged. Perhaps the boy was right. “All right, sweetheart. But if you


  change your mind, Daddy will knock his teeth down his throat. How’s that?”


  Leaning forward, Angel kissed him tenderly on the lips. “Thank you, Daddy.”


  Aroused by both the kiss and the softness in Angel’s voice, Kael said, “Put your


  head on my shoulder and your hand on my cock.”


  “Mmmm.” Angel smiled and obeyed.


  Kael pressed the button on the bedside console, sinking them into darkness before


  he wrapped his arm around his boy. He closed his eyes and inhaled deeply as Angel’s


  sweet, unique scent filled his head and the boy’s strong, cool hand closed over his cock.


  For several long minutes, Kael lay absolutely still, aware of nothing but the comforting,


  loving presence of his boy and the fist enveloping his cock, creating a hot friction as it


  moved up and down.


  “Faster,” he said on a hoarse breath, panting as Angel increased his speed. In a


  rush of hot fluids and tense muscles, Kael moaned out his orgasm. Still breathing hard


  as he basked in the aftermath, Kael opened his eyes and, even in the near blackness, saw


  Angel licking the semen off his hands. “How does it taste?”


  “Delicious,” Angel said, a smile in his voice.


  “On your back,” Kael ordered.


  Without pause Angel obeyed, rolling away from Kael’s side. Turning onto his


  side, Kael cupped Angel’s cock and balls with his big hand. “Oh Daddy,” Angel said


  breathlessly. Kael gathered the boy’s genitals into his hand and squeezed. A small cry


  escaped him.


  “Did that hurt?”


  His voice breathy, Angel whispered, “Yes, Sir.”
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  Again Kael squeezed hard, feeling Angel’s cock harden against his palm. The


  boy’s body tensed. “Daaaddyyyy,” Angel said, dragging out the vowels, his eyes


  drifting shut. With his elbow, Kael tossed back the duvet. Angel’s beautiful face was


  utterly tranquil.


  “Spread your thighs wide, boy.”


  “Yes, Sir.” With his legs apart, bent at the knees, Angel remained completely still.


  Though he had to know more pain was coming, he did not tense against it as many


  inexperienced subs would. Angel knew what he wanted and welcomed everything Kael


  did to him.


  Kael raised his hand to about eighteen inches from Angel’s stiff, pink cock and


  stretched ball sac. With his usual precision, he knew exactly how hard the slap would


  be when it landed—enough to cause sufficient pain to induce orgasm, but without


  causing any damage. Again he looked at his boy’s face. Angel’s eyes remained closed,


  his body in repose, waiting patiently.


  Kael landed the slap perfectly so that his palm cupped Angel’s cock and balls, not


  quite a caress, and with force enough to induce a long shriek from the boy. Sperm shot


  out of Angel’s cock as his body tensed. A thin shriek tore from his throat, followed by


  heavy panting. With pleasure and pride, Kael saw that Angel’s thighs remained wide.


  The natural tendency to close the thighs when the genitals were caused pain was


  something Angel had learned not to do. The boy’s self-control and strength drew Kael’s


  admiration time and time again. “Good lad.” He leaned across Angel to grab a paper


  tissue from the box.


  “Daddy, I’ll do that,” Angel said.


  “It’s fine.” Kael wiped the spray of cum off the sheet and drew the duvet up again.


  He tossed the crumpled tissue onto the bedside cabinet. Angel would move it


  tomorrow when he changed the bedding as he did every day. “Come here, boy.”


  With a sigh of pleasure, Angel rolled sleepily into his arms. “Daddy, I’m going to


  have a gap year too. I can spend it training with you, improving my aim at the firing
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  range and learning the covert skills you’ve talked about. You know, how to spot when


  someone is carrying a concealed weapon and how to tell when someone is lying by


  reading their body language.”


  With his arm wrapped around his boy, Kael said, “Your aim with a gun needs no


  improvement, only practice to keep up your accuracy. The other stuff I can teach you as


  we go. You’re not taking a gap year. I’ve never heard such crap. Nobody I went to


  school with took gap years. We got on with being grown-ups.”


  “Daddy, I’m not ready for university.” Angel sounded slightly desperate. “The


  only reason I’ve done so well at Redmond is because you’ve helped me so much.


  Without you I don’t know if I could do it.”


  “I’ll still help you. You’re not going to Mars. With any luck, we’ll get you into


  Cambridge, which is only an hour and a half from here if you drive and about two


  hours on the train.”


  “That’s a lot of traveling time, Daddy. Four hours there and back.”


  “You won’t be traveling. I’ll be traveling back and forth to see you. At Cambridge


  you are expected to live in halls. You have to live within a prescribed radius of Great St.


  Mary’s Church.”


  “Why?”


  “It’s part of the tradition. Like I said, it’s a couple of hours away. This is about


  your future, Angel.”


  “The future will always be there. I’m more interested in the now.”


  For some time, Angel had been expressing doubts about going to university. Kael


  put it down to nervousness. Angel’s life had changed so much in the last year and a


  half. Almost nothing had been expected of him by his mother and stepfather, and now


  Kael was piling expectations on him. But he was certain Angel could live up to them


  with the right guidance.


  “Daddy, how was I at the party? Were you watching me?”
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  Unsure what to answer, Kael said, “Some of the time.” He didn’t want his boy to


  think he didn’t trust him. At the same time, he didn’t want him to think he wasn’t


  interested.


  “I just wondered if my manners were good and stuff. You know, with it being so


  fancy and all those important people there.”


  “You weren’t that worried last year.”


  “No, I know. But I didn’t really realize then that you worked with government


  people and who they all were. The deputy prime minister was there tonight.”


  “For about fifteen minutes, yes,” Kael said. “Anyway, your stepfather was rich


  enough to have lots of fancy parties. He just got his money from a different source.”


  “Yeah, illegal arms sales. And they did have lots of fancy parties, but I wasn’t


  allowed to be there. I was always in my bedroom. Sven hated me, remember? And since


  I never went to school, I spent a lot of time on my own, so I never got to practice social


  skills and manners.”


  “You’ve got better social skills than I’ve ever had, and they drummed good


  manners into us at College Grange. You’re very well-mannered.” It was true. Angel


  knew how to be around people and not offend them. “I’m always proud of you.”


  Angel rubbed his cheek over Kael’s nearer nipple, which told him that his boy


  needed reassurance. He always headed for Kael’s nipples when he wanted comfort. “I


  love you, Daddy.”


  “It’s entirely mutual, sweetheart. Now go to sleep.” Kael kissed Angel’s forehead,


  holding him close, allowing the boy to suck gently on his nipple until he knew by


  Angel’s steady, even breathing that he was asleep.


  The tiredness of earlier had passed, and after a few minutes, Kael eased Angel out


  of his arms, tucked the duvet around him warmly, got up, and pulled on his navy blue


  dressing gown. He always turned the heat very low at night and didn’t bother to turn it


  up as he entered the spacious, open-plan living room/dining room. Coming home late


  and going straight to bed, they had not bothered to close the blinds over the wide
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  picture window. Kael crossed the room and stood in the darkness looking out at the


  River Thames and the lights of the city.


  Not often, but every now and then, he remembered being a child and knowing


  there was more to life than the grubby council estate where he was raised while his


  mum worked as a cleaner at the local launderette and the old peoples’ home. He had


  always been proud of his mum, even after he got a scholarship to College Grange,


  where all the other boys came from families with servants and summer homes in other


  places. Kael had long since lost his heavy Scouse accent, and he had always known he


  would have more in life than he was born into.


  From the coat cupboard in the hall, he took his diary from the very back of the top


  shelf where he always left it these days. In the living room, with only the light of the


  city to assist his better than ordinary eyesight, Kael sat on a black leather chair by the


  window to write.


  


  I was twelve the first time I asked my mum who my father was. I was home for


  the Christmas holidays after my first term at College Grange. All the boys at school


  either lived with both parents or they knew who their dad was, even if he lived


  somewhere else and was married to another woman. But very few of the kids I knew


  from home lived with both parents and, like me, many of them had never seen their


  father.


  Mum was putting the finishing touches on the artificial tree—gaudy silver tinsel


  and purple baubles. I was sitting on the scruffy old couch watching her. I had


  decided two years prior that decorating a Christmas tree was “lame” and had refused


  to help, but I still loved it when she was finished. I just never admitted it. Mum


  couldn’t reach high enough to put the fairy on top. I was so tall by then that she


  always asked me, which made me feel big and manly. I set the fairy in place with the


  top branch under her frilly paper dress, and then I looked at my mum and asked,


  “Who’s my dad?”


  “He’s long gone, luv,” she said. “Let’s have a cuppa tea.”


  “What’s his name?” I asked her. After seeing all the boys at school with their dads


  the day we all arrived, and hearing them talking about them, I really wanted to know.


  Mum said, “I’m not sure, Kael.” She went into the kitchen to put the kettle on.


  I followed her in. “You must know his name, Mum. Was he your boyfriend?” She


  was starting to get upset, but I was just a kid and I wanted what I wanted and that


  was to know something about my father.
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  Mum stood with the box of Typhoo tea bags in her hands, looking at me. She


  said, “I was only eighteen. I was working in the Adelphi Hotel as a chambermaid,


  and he was there as well. That’s all I know about him. Are you hungry again? Do


  you want some Jaffa Cakes?”


  I was always hungry as a kid because I grew so fast. Half of Mum’s wages


  probably went on feeding me when I was home. But I wouldn’t give up. I never did


  when I wanted something. “I just want to know his name, that’s all. Did you go on a


  date with him? He must have told you his name.”


  She was really getting upset now. “No, I never went on a date with him. Now shut


  up about it.”


  But I wouldn’t shut up. “You mean you just had sex with him? Just one time and


  that was that?”


  The kettle began to beep, and Mum turned her back on me to unplug it and pour


  the hot water into the mugs. She said, “Yes,” very quietly. I don’t know where my


  next words came from: cruelty, stupidity, ignorance? It could be any or all of those,


  but I’ve always regretted them. I said loudly, “Did he pay you?”


  Mum put the kettle down slowly and carefully without speaking. She turned and


  looked at me, and her face was so hurt and so sad that I hated myself. Mum had


  never laid a hand on me, not even when I was the most annoying little know-it-all


  sod in the world. But I thought she was going to then. She didn’t though. She said,


  “You little horror.” Never in my life had she called me a mean name. It was always


  luv or my big son or my Kael. Then she ran to her bedroom.


  For the next couple of hours, I sat on the couch, turning the television up louder


  and louder because I couldn’t stand the sound of her crying and I didn’t know how to


  make it stop. When she did stop and there was no sound from her bedroom for about


  twenty minutes, I made her a cup of tea and carried it in to her. “I’m sorry, Mum.


  I’m sorry,” I said.


  She drank the tea, and she gave me a hug.


  I spent the rest of the holidays trying to make it up to her without speaking


  directly about it. I had her meal ready every night when she got home from work


  even though I couldn’t cook and some of it was probably inedible. She always said it


  was great and ate it anyway. I cleaned the flat and did the washing up and generally


  tried to be a perfect son.


  I never mentioned my father again.
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  Chapter Three


  “I’ll see you tomorrow after school,” Kael said. They stood to one side as the other


  boys, all in smart uniforms, streamed in through the gates of Redmond Independent


  College. It was the first day back after the holidays, and everyone looked cheerful


  except Angel, who looked worried.


  “You’re not going out of the country, are you, Daddy? If I’m leaving in September,


  I don’t want you going away for days at a time.”


  Straightening Angel’s red-and-black-striped school tie, Kael said, “No. I’ll be in


  the city, and as I said, I’ll see you tomorrow. It’s not a dangerous job, and it’s only


  twenty-four hours.”


  Angel reached up to touch the outline of Kael’s gun secreted in a shoulder holster


  under his black jacket. He always wore all black on a job, smart trousers and jacket with


  a black crew-neck shirt underneath. No one looking at him would notice the gun, but


  Angel knew he always went to work armed. “You’re not wearing the heart necklace I


  bought you.” Kael had worn it every day since Christmas, but this morning he had left


  it on the bedside table.


  Taking Angel’s face between his hands, Kael kissed him tenderly on the lips. “No


  jewelry on a job. No identifying features.”


  “What about a tattoo?” Angel asked. “You would look so cool with a tattoo.”


  With a smile, Kael tapped his nose. “No tattoos either, and that goes for you as


  well.”


  An oversize lad of about eighteen walked past, looking at Kael.


  “That’s him, isn’t it?”


  “Aubrey Carey-Fox. Yes.”
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  The boy caught Kael’s eye and hurried through the gates. Kael wanted to chase


  him down and kick his arse for upsetting Angel. But Angel wanted to take care of this


  himself, and he must allow him to. “Remember what I said.”


  Angel laughed. “Yeah, you’ll bitch slap him if he gets in my face again.”


  “That’s right.” He kissed Angel again. “Go on. Get going. Do well for Daddy.”


  “Yes, Sir.” Angel strode off through the gates. Kael waited because whenever he


  dropped Angel at school, the boy always turned when he reached the steps and waved.


  “Daddy, be careful!”


  Kael waved back. “I’ve got Mattie watching out for me.”


  


  * * * *


  At the intersection of Parliament Street and Downing Street, a twenty-feet-high


  


  barrier with a gate in it prevented tourists, terrorists, and anyone else from walking past


  the prime minister’s residence. Conran handed Kael his special security pass. “You’re


  late. Your team is already here.” He pointed through the barrier. “I’ve sent them


  through.”


  “I took Angel to school.” Kael was five minutes late, something that would never


  have happened before he had Angel in his life. “Anyway the mark is not supposed to be


  here until ten, and why do I need another security pass? I’ve got my top clearance


  pass.”


  “This one is only for twenty-four hours, and it was issued by Specialist Operations


  who mind the PM. It is specifically for Downing Street. Security is tighter than ever


  these days.”


  “Calm down. It will go like clockwork.”


  “I just want everything to go perfectly. I’m up for a promotion, and I’d like to get


  it.”


  “Why? Do you need the money?” Kael laughed. Conran came from a rich family.


  Money was never a problem for him.
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  “No, I want to get away from you. Let someone else deal with you.”


  Kael laughed and leaned in close. “But I thought you looooved me,” he


  whispered.


  “Oh shut up,” Conran hissed. “I don’t really mean that. I’d still be your handler.


  No one else would take you on.” He hurried off in the direction of Westminster Bridge,


  back to Legoland.


  After showing his security pass to the heavily armed police constables, Kael


  walked through the gate. He had been sent the plans of the interior of Number 10 in a


  time-limited file the evening before, giving him one hour to memorize the floor plans of


  the house and the details of Romodanovsky’s suite before the file became corrupted and


  unreadable. With his exceptional memory, an hour was unnecessary, and he had


  formed his security plan as he looked at it. Afterward he had checked out Number 10’s


  official Web site and looked at the virtual tour of the house, seeing how different it was


  to the actual layout. The public could only know so much.


  The team waited across the street from Number 10, Mattie, small and dainty


  among the men. They stood to attention when Kael strode up to them. “Thornton,


  Crosswell, Mackie, Ellis.” He nodded at each in turn. “Have you got your beam-me-


  ups?” He lifted his lapel to show the penny-size two-way push-to-talk. The other part of


  the apparatus was inserted discreetly in the ear. The men laughed, and Thornton smiled


  up at him.


  “Sir, are we allowed toilet breaks? And what about food?” one of the men asked.


  Kael stared down at the man who, like most people, was shorter than him. “I’ll


  forget you asked that question. If the mark dies or gets so much as a nick from a


  weapon, I’ll kill you.”


  “Right then, sir. We’ll make sure that doesn’t happen.”


  For a moment, Kael gauged the man’s face for sarcasm before deciding none was


  intended. “Excellent!” For the next five minutes, he went over exactly which areas of the
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  house each man would secure. “Keep in touch with each other at all times. Don’t be


  afraid to use your weapons. Thornton, come with me.”


  “You get the pretty one, and all I’ve got is him to look at,” Mackie said. He was the


  oldest man in the group, and he nodded at Mattie and winked. Older than Kael by


  about ten years, he was the type who still thought it was funny to make sexist jokes.


  Looking into the man’s eyes, Kael said, “She’s lovely, but my boyfriend is much


  cuter.” His tone was utterly deadpan, and from the surprised, then amused looks on the


  men’s faces, they thought he was joking. Leaving it at that, Kael walked toward


  Number 10 while they followed.


  The prime minister met Kael in the front hall of the three-hundred-year-old house.


  There were one hundred rooms, and he intended to look in every one of them before


  Romodanovsky arrived in forty minutes.


  “Saunders?” The PM offered his hand.


  Kael shook it. “Prime Minister.”


  “I asked for you in particular.”


  “Yes, Stephen Conran told me.” Kael smiled very slightly. “I assume I have


  unlimited access to the house.”


  The PM nodded. “I’ll get someone to show you around.”


  “There’s no need. I know exactly where everything is, but I still need to do a


  walkabout before the man arrives. I’ll start in the basement.” Kael walked away with


  Thornton on his heels.


  “Bloody hell, sir. That was the prime minister,” she said excitedly. “Should you


  really just walk away like that what you’re done, like he’s the lackey or something?”


  “He’s just a man, Thornton, a man like any other.”


  “I still wish I could tell everyone I know where I’ve been and who I’ve met.”


  “The urge will pass,” Kael said. “If it doesn’t, you won’t last long in this job.”
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  But he had no worries about Thornton. She tailed him through the White Drawing


  Room, the Terracotta Room, the State and Private Dining Rooms. Everywhere they


  walked, Kael memorized the doorways and windows until he had a three-dimensional


  map in his head. Even while visualizing, he talked, continually telling Mattie what he


  expected, where she would stand, which gestures meant what. They ended the tour at


  the third-floor apartment where the prime minister and his family lived.


  Romodanovsky would be staying in a corner bedroom with a study and bathroom


  attached.


  “He’ll be here in eight minutes if he’s on time,” Kael said, checking his watch.


  Swiftly he strode back through the house, Mattie running to keep up with his long


  stride. When they reached the entrance hall, Kael pointed at the door leading down to


  the basement kitchen. “Go down again and tell the cooks that the Romodanovsky


  special security detail will expect to be fed. I only said what I did to frighten the men.”


  “Oh thank God,” Mattie said, hurrying off.


  With a smile, Kael watched her go and then stood unobtrusively beside the guard


  chair where he could watch the front door. The prime minister and a number of people


  Kael recognized as cabinet ministers were gathering to welcome the Russian. Several


  minutes later, the front door opened and the PM stepped outside for the photo op.


  When Arkadiy Romodanovsky walked in, Kael stared at the man, forgetting for a


  split second why he was there. The Russian minister stood well over six feet tall with a


  typically Russian face that looked as if it had been carved from rock of the Caucasus


  Mountains. His gray hair was cut into a military-style crew cut. He was thin, with a


  strong, rangy build. For a man of sixty-two, he looked incredibly physically powerful.


  Before Angel, Kael would have fucked a man like him with pleasure.


  From his brief, Kael knew exactly what Romodanovsky looked like. Pictures of


  him were fairly rare, unlike most politicians, whose images could easily be found


  online. A picture may paint a thousand words, but there was nothing like the presence


  of a person to convey their biography. This man had a magnetic and commanding
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  charisma radiating from him. With a practiced smile, he spoke in perfect English to the


  prime minister.


  The moment Romodanovsky came abreast of him, Kael fell into step with him,


  though removed several paces by the PM, who walked beside the Russian.


  When Mattie appeared, Kael nodded discreetly at the man’s opposite side, and


  Mattie too fell into step with him. Conran had warned him that he would not be


  allowed to enter the cabinet room when talks were in progress, and Kael, again with


  nothing more than a nod and a slight movement of his eyes, sent Mattie to guard the


  door at the far end of the room while Kael remained at the grand double doors where


  the politicians entered.


  Through the official lunch in the Small Dining Room and the official dinner that


  evening in the State Dining Room, Kael followed Romodanovsky’s every move. Always


  unobtrusive, occasionally sending Mattie off to reconnoiter the house and make contact


  with the rest of the team, he never allowed the man out of his sight except when he


  stood outside a private meeting. It was a little before eleven p.m. when the final


  discussions of the day were over. Romodanovsky emerged with the PM from his study,


  and Kael followed the men upstairs to the third floor. At the door to Romodanovsky’s


  suite, the two men exchanged a few words. Mattie was already inside checking that all


  was clear.


  Kael followed the man into the suite and whispered to Mattie to remain outside.


  “You can sit down, but do not fall asleep.”


  “Red Bull in my pocket, sir,” she whispered with a grin.


  Romodanovsky removed his jacket and went to the bathroom. Kael chose a


  comfortable leather chair, positioned it in a corner, and sat where he could see the


  whole room. When he reentered, Romodanovsky glanced about until he located Kael,


  and smiled with just one corner of his mouth. “Will you remain in here all night?”


  In perfect Russian, Kael replied, “That’s correct. I was told to keep you alive while


  you are in the prime minister’s house, and that is what I will do.”
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  A full-blown smile of surprise and pleasure swept over the man’s lean face. “Your


  Russian is perfect.”


  “I know,” Kael said. “Are you going directly to bed?”


  “I see you are not inclined to show deference.” Romodanovsky reverted to


  English. “Even security guards know how to be polite.”


  I’m not a fucking security guard. “I’ll be with you until you walk out of the front


  door at ten tomorrow morning. You’ll survive my bad manners,” Kael said.


  The Russian gave a little laugh. “Would you like some tea or coffee?”


  “No.”


  “A glass of brandy? I like brandy.” On the sideboard sat a tray with glasses and a


  cut crystal decanter. Romodanovsky poured a glass and held it up to Kael. “Will you


  join me?”


  “No.” Kael liked brandy almost as much as he liked his whisky, but never on a


  job.


  Removing his tie, the man kept his eyes on Kael. “Are you planning to watch me


  sleep?”


  “Yes.”


  “You strike me as a very intelligent man. Why is your conversation so limited?”


  A slight smile tilted Kael’s mouth. “Because, Mr. Romodanovsky, we are neither


  friends nor colleagues. You are a job and nothing more. I’ll keep you alive because I’m


  being paid to keep you alive.”


  “And if you were paid to kill me, would you do that also?”


  Yes, no question. “The British government does not employ assassins. You must be


  thinking of the Russian government.”


  With an elegant movement, the Russian grabbed a heavy, leather wing chair and


  swung it easily into place about three feet from Kael, showing the strength in his
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  shoulders. He sat down opposite Kael, his long legs stretched out. His magnetic blue


  eyes openly assessed Kael. “Are you fucking the little blonde girl outside?”


  The unexpectedness of the question shocked Kael, though he kept it carefully


  hidden. If Mattie was in here instead of Kael, she would not be safe with this man,


  though she could still knock him to the ground with the right moves. “None of your


  business.”


  “Do you play chess?”


  “I can.” All the boys at College Grange had studied chess. It was supposed to help


  with mathematics skills, so Kael had ordered Angel to join the chess club at Redmond


  and had been practicing with him once or twice a week for the last year.


  Romodanovsky looked across the room at the beautiful, modern-styled silver and


  gold chess set on the rosewood half-moon table beside the door. Kael didn’t move. If


  the man thought he was going to fetch it, he was mistaken. The Russian was no sub. He


  was as dominant as Kael. If they spent too much time together, they’d kill each other.


  The momentary standoff ended when Romodanovsky rose and set a small round


  table between them. Then, crossing the room, he brought the chessboard and placed it


  on the table. With an aggressive gesture, he snatched two pawns and hid them in his


  hands. “Choose.”


  Kael pointed at the man’s right hand. It was the silver.


  For more than thirty minutes, they played in silence. Romodanovsky obviously


  played chess far more often than Kael. He was a much better player, and Kael found his


  resentment building toward the man. When he played Angel, they were pretty evenly


  matched, and both won at the same rate. In fact when they’d first started playing, Kael


  let Angel win more often than not in order to build up the boy’s confidence.


  But at that moment, he felt like punching Romodanovsky in the nose.


  “Checkmate.” The silver queen was knocked on her side, and the Russian’s gaze


  met Kael’s.
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  Calming his breathing to betray no emotion, Kael said, “Well done.” He sat back


  comfortably, and for a long moment, they looked at each other, until Romodanovsky


  rose and brought two glasses of brandy back to the table. He sat one in front of Kael.


  “Are you going to bed?” Kael asked. “It’s after one.”


  “No, I need very little sleep. When I was younger, perhaps your age, I slept a little


  more. How old are you?”


  On the few bodyguard jobs he’d done, Kael had never shared information about


  himself and rarely spoke to his charges. Usually he stood outside their rooms at night.


  But there was something about this man. “Thirty-three.”


  “And your name?”


  “I’m sure you could find out if you want, but I won’t tell you.”


  The Russian chuckled. “Mr. Kael Saunders. Yes, I already know. Are you


  married?”


  “No personal information,” Kael said.


  “I am married.” Romodanovsky got up and began to walk about the room. The


  old caged-animal analogy sprang to Kael’s mind. The man’s energy was remarkable for


  his age. He looked like he was spring-loaded and ready to fly. “I have five children, all


  boys.”


  Kael watched him but did not respond. A barely discernible noise outside the door


  brought Kael to his feet. In a few long strides, he was at the door, his hand up to silence


  Romodanovsky and keep him away from the door. He opened it silently to find one of


  his team whispering to Mattie. When he saw Kael, he said, “Just passing on the message


  that everything is fine, sir. There’re so many bobbies and security guards around


  Number 10 at the best of times that having us here is probably overkill.”


  “That’s true, but make sure you stay awake.”


  “Is everything all right?” the Russian asked when Kael closed the door again.


  “Yes, it was one of my team patrolling the house.”
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  “I heard nothing. How did you hear that?”


  “It’s my job. I’m very good at it. And you’re better than me at chess.”


  That lopsided smile tilted Romodanovsky’s mouth again. An aggressive sexuality


  emanated from the man that Kael understood because it matched his own. Only Angel


  had kept his desire to roam at bay this last fifteen months. His love for his beautiful boy.


  “You like to win. You hate to lose. You’re like me,” Romodanovsky said.


  Sitting down again, Kael did something he never did on a job. He took the brandy


  and drank it, enjoying the sudden headiness and the heat going down his throat.


  Romodanovsky went over at once with the decanter and refilled his glass, but Kael


  would not touch another. This man was having an effect on him that he did not


  understand and did not want to deepen.


  Romodanovsky sat opposite him again, sipping on his brandy while looking


  unwaveringly at Kael. Refusing to be intimidated, Kael held his gaze until the other


  man smiled and looked away. “You can call me Arkadiy,” he said. When Kael did not


  respond, he continued, “My eldest son is named after me. He is a diplomat. The others


  are businessmen, and the youngest is still at school. Cambridge.”


  It must have been the brandy, but Kael could not keep the recognition from his


  face.


  “Did you go there?” Romodanovsky asked.


  “Yes,” Kael said. “I studied languages.”


  “My son Dmitri is studying law. He is a good boy but rather effeminate. He used


  to cry a lot when he was little. I tried to toughen him up by making him play rough


  sports, but nothing worked. Do you have children?”


  Kael shook his head. The last thing he had ever wanted was children.


  “It used to be easier for fathers. You dropped your sperm and then got on with


  your life. These days a man is expected to change their nappies and carry them about


  while they cry.”
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  Freddie and Adam with their two little girls came to mind, and the way they


  loved and nurtured them. Kael pitied Romodanovsky’s children. “Are you close to your


  sons?” He already knew the answer, but he was curious what the man would say.


  “Fathers and sons should not get too close. Perhaps if I had had a daughter.” He


  shrugged. “Girls are easier.”


  A chuckle escaped Kael. Zoe and Amelia weren’t easy now. God help their fathers


  when they reached their teens. “I think it depends on the kid.”


  “But you have none. How would you know?”


  I’ve got Angel, and I am a father to him in some ways. “I have friends with children.”


  “Are they girls?”


  Kael smiled and nodded.


  “Well, there you are then.”


  Putting down his glass, Romodanovsky rose and went to the bedroom. After


  several minutes, Kael followed. The door was ajar. Romodanovsky had changed into


  casual trousers and, bare-chested, was picking up a soft, dark casual shirt from the bed.


  “Please come in,” he said when he saw Kael in the mirror. He pulled on the shirt but


  did not button it. Kael glanced about the room and was about to return to the study


  when Romodanovsky walked up to him. There was a split-second pause when they


  looked into each other’s eyes, and then, to Kael’s complete surprise, the man reached


  out and placed his hand tenderly on Kael’s cheek. Neither of them moved. What did he


  want? The gesture seemed paternal, but coming from a man who admitted he had no


  paternal feelings at all, it must mean something else. Despite their age difference, Kael


  found the man very attractive.


  It seemed an eternity but was no more than a few seconds, and then


  Romodanovsky took a half step closer and closed his mouth over Kael’s. He smelled of


  expensive shaving soap, no colognes, no fragrant deodorants, just a clean, manly smell.


  Kael’s senses were intoxicated. He tasted brandy on the man’s lips and on his tongue
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  when he pushed it between Kael’s lips. Romodanovsky trailed his mouth away from


  Kael’s and up to his ear. “Come to bed with me,” he said quietly.


  Suddenly angry and not sure why, Kael took a step back. There was


  unquestionably an attraction between them. Mature and physically fit, the Russian was


  exactly the type of man Kael had always found attractive. And he would have accepted


  his offer in the past. Now he would not accept it because the only man in the world he


  loved was Angel. And he was as loyal to his boy as he knew Angel was to him.


  But why was he angry? Why did he feel betrayed? Perhaps the paternal gesture of


  a moment ago had led him to believe Romodanovsky admired him. Never, until he met


  Angel, had he cared if anyone admired him. He reveled in Angel’s admiration. And he


  loved it when his mum told him how great he was. But other men’s opinions meant


  nothing.


  Curling his fingers into his palm, he struck Romodanovsky across the cheekbone


  with his knuckles, making certain not to break the bone, though he felt like it. Shocked


  at both the gesture and the pain, the man recoiled, his hand to his face. The skin had


  split just under the eye, and a trickle of blood ran through his fingers. A volley of


  Russian swear words issued from the man as he stood up straight. Kael walked into the


  bathroom, soaked a fresh hand towel in cold water, and took it to him. He found


  Romodanovsky examining his face in the mirror. Seeing Kael, he turned to face him.


  The look in his eyes was murderous. Kael offered him the cold compress.


  Romodanovsky snatched the cloth and sat on the end of the bed, pressing the towel to


  his face.


  “What the hell is wrong with you? You’re supposed to protect me, not assault


  me.”


  “You made a pass at me,” Kael said calmly.


  Meeting his gaze, Romodanovsky said sarcastically, “How shocking. You’re a


  homosexual. Don’t deny it.”
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  “I wouldn’t dream of denying it. I’m proud of it. But what the hell are you? A


  married man with five children.”


  “What does that have to do with anything? You were attracted to me the moment


  you saw me in the entrance hall this morning.”


  It was true; he had been. “Then why did you ask me if I was fucking the blonde


  girl?”


  “To see what you would say. But I know you are not.”


  “Let me look at your eye.” Lifting the man’s chin on his fingers, Kael examined the


  swelling cheek and the small cut. “You’ll live. I’ll send for some ice.” He strode to the


  door and stepped out into the hall. Mattie got up as soon as she saw him.


  “Everything okay, sir?”


  “Get some ice from the kitchen. He’s hurt his face.”


  It took about ten minutes for Mattie to fetch the ice, and in the meantime,


  Romodanovsky finished dressing and sat in an armchair with his feet on an ottoman


  and a glass of brandy in his hand. Kael brought the ice wrapped in a flannel. “Here.”


  Resentfully the man took the offering, pressing it to his reddened, swollen cheek.


  The bleeding had already stopped. “If you were so offended that I wanted to fuck you,


  you could have said no.”


  “I did.” Kael indicated the man’s face.


  “A simple word would have sufficed.”


  “I’ll remember that next time.”


  Standing suddenly, Romodanovsky walked into the bathroom and threw the ice


  pack into the sink. “I need to go outside.”


  “There’s a garden in the back.”


  “No, I want to run, and I do not want twenty security guards puffing after me,” he


  said.
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  Kael shrugged and stood up. He threw his jacket on the bed. The black crepe-soled


  shoes he always wore when working were excellent for running. “Are you ready?”


  Romodanovsky took out an expensive pair of trainers and laced them up. “Where


  can we go?”


  “St. James Park is at the rear of the house. Can you climb over the wall? It’s high.”


  “Yes.”


  “We’ll have to do this clandestinely. Specialist Operations would have a fit if they


  knew you were outside with only one minder.” He directed Romodanovsky into the


  hall in front of him. “We’re going to walk in the garden,” Kael told Mattie as they


  passed. “Remain here.”


  Swiftly they walked through the house and out into the extensive gardens, past


  the benches and the holly tree, past the flower beds. The security detail in the garden


  consisted of two uniformed police officers and one man from Romodanovsky’s


  personal guard. None of them spotted the two men. With his arm around


  Romodanovsky’s shoulder to keep him close, Kael ran silently with him through the


  gardens to the high surrounding wall. With care he picked a path through rose beds


  that lined the wall. “You first.” He cupped his hands to give the other man a leg up,


  amazed at the ease with which a man of sixty-two leaped, easily scrambling the rest of


  the way. Kael stepped back several feet, took a run, and scaled the wall. On the other


  side, they dropped down and made their way to the park.


  For thirty minutes, they ran at a steady, even pace. All the while, Kael scanned


  their surroundings for possible danger. But no one had seen them leave, and he knew


  they were safe. Finally Romodanovsky began to tire. He slowed and stopped. Kael led


  the way to a bench near the lake, where they sat, well away from the nearest lamppost.


  Romodanovsky turned sideways on the bench to face him. “That’s better. Life is


  far too sedentary as a politician. Have you always lived in London?”


  Coming to a decision, Kael said, “I was born in Liverpool.” What difference could


  it make if a man like this knew a little about him?
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  “The home of the Beatles. I was born and raised in Switzerland, but now I live in


  my motherland, Russia. What school did you attend before Cambridge?”


  “College Grange.”


  “So you are part of the old boys’ network. Did your father work in intelligence?”


  Kael shrugged. His father was a waiter or something in a fancy hotel.


  “It’s all in the DNA,” Romodanovsky went on as though Kael had answered.


  “Look what happened to Russia under communism. Egalitarianism only goes so far.


  Meritocracy is flawed, as there are few from the lower classes with any real intelligence.


  A strong right-wing government is the only way. People need to be controlled.”


  Turning sideways to face the man, Kael said, “I thought your interest was in


  getting rid of organized crime.”


  “It is, but only because it erodes government power and siphons wealth from


  those who are truly deserving of it. Those who would use it wisely.”


  “You’re the worst kind of fucking snob,” Kael said. “You think that because you


  were born wealthy, you’re more deserving than those who were born poor.”


  “Are you a socialist?” Romodanovsky laughed. “Surely not.”


  “I have no political affiliations, but I know money does not make you a better


  person.”


  “Of course it does. But it’s more than just that. It’s in the genes. I come from a long


  line of rich landowners and natural leaders. All intelligent, cultured men and women. I


  could do nothing else but be in a position of great authority.”


  Kael felt like smacking him again. “What about your effeminate son at


  Cambridge?”


  “Every litter has its runt,” Romodanovsky said.


  “What about self-made millionaires or geniuses in a family of ordinary people?”


  “Mutations,” he said decisively. “Mutations are always welcome when they better


  the species. But a man like you, with your background, you should have children.”
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  The Russian knew nothing about Kael’s background. Like most people who met


  him and knew where he had gone to school, Romodanovsky assumed he came from


  wealth. “I thought we’d already established that I’m queer.”


  “Queer?” The man laughed. “Interesting word. You are very handsome, highly


  intelligent, and determined to have your own way. Just like me. Just because you prefer


  men does not mean those superior genes of yours should not be reproduced.”


  “That is highly unlikely to happen. Have you ever made a pass at a man before?”


  “Yes, I’ve just never been refused. Am I too old for you?”


  “Not at all,” Kael said.


  “You don’t find me attractive?”


  Looking directly into the man’s eyes, Kael said, “Yes, I do.”


  “Then what? Professionalism. Never fuck on the job just as policemen are not


  supposed to drink on the job?”


  The memory of all the men Kael had fucked on the job brought an involuntary


  smile to his face. Fucked and then killed. “I have no such scruples.” Or I didn’t used to.


  “You have a man in your life, and you are loyal to him,” Romodanovsky said as if


  reading his mind.


  Kael shook his head. This was a man he did not want knowing about Angel.


  “There’s no one. I just wasn’t in the mood.”


  The Russian put his hand on Kael’s knee, sliding it toward his groin. “Are you in


  the mood now? There’s still plenty of time.”


  Shoving the hand away, Kael stood. “We’re going to return to Number 10, and


  you are going to keep your hands off me or I’ll smack your other eye.”


  Accepting the admonition with a shrug, Romodanovsky stood. “Let’s run back.”


  


  * * * *
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  It was a little after eleven when Kael and Mattie left Number 10 under a bright


  blue sky. The wind was chill and sharp, blowing any thoughts of sleep from Kael’s


  mind. But Mattie looked tired despite the Red Bull. The rest of the team he had released


  ten minutes ago.


  “Can I go straight home, sir, or do I have to debrief at Legoland first?”


  “You can go home and sleep. I’ll talk to Conran. I’m heading over there now. I’ve


  got a firearms class after lunch.”


  “Aren’t you exhausted, sir?”


  “I’m okay. I’ll sleep tonight.”


  The constables at Parliament Street opened the gate, and they walked on through


  the crowded London streets, heading toward the Victoria Embankment. “So what


  happened to Romodanovsky’s face?” Mattie asked, looking up at him. “And, sir, I can’t


  keep up with your long stride at the best of times, but right now I’m knackered.”


  Kael slowed his pace, cutting the length of his stride in half. “He made a pass at


  me, so I smacked him.”


  “Never! I thought he was married with grown-up kids. I’d have felt really unsafe


  alone with him, but I’m a woman. He’s got that look about him. You know, dangerous.”


  “Yes, he does. I think he is dangerous.” No more dangerous than me, though.


  “You know, sir”—she lowered her voice to a whisper, which would have been


  difficult for anyone other than Kael to hear amid the heavy London traffic—“I’ve


  wondered if I might be bisexual a few times.”


  “Why? Because you kissed a girl and you liked it?” He chuckled. He’d never


  heard of Katy Perry until Angel was playing her music one day. “There’s no such thing


  as bisexual. They’re just people who can’t make up their minds. You pick a team, and


  you play for it.”


  “You’re very rigid, aren’t you, sir?”


  “Yes,” Kael said.
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  “What was a married bloke doing coming after you if he’s not bisexual?”


  If only Mattie knew about Conran. “Romodanovsky is like a dog. He’d hump


  anything that moved.”


  They came to a halt at Westminster Bridge and stood against the wall beside the


  river to stay out of pedestrian traffic. Mattie shivered in the cold. “Sir, can I ask your


  advice?”


  “You’re damn good at your job. Don’t worry about it. Have you been offered a


  move?”


  “No, sir, it’s not about the job. It’s personal. What do you think of Joe Hotchkiss?


  He was in your self-defense class.”


  “I know exactly who he is,” Kael said. “He’s a good operative. He’s about my age,


  right?”


  “Yes, sir. But what about as a bloke? You know, is he decent?”


  “What does it matter as long as he does his job? Let’s face it, I’m not the nicest


  man in the world, but I’m good at what I do.”


  With her arms wrapped around her middle, Mattie went on, “He’s been asking me


  for a while to go out with him.”


  “Oh, I see.” Kael finally caught on.


  “I’ve been holding off. Partly because of that whole, not dating people you work


  with thing, and partly because I’m just not sure about him.”


  Mattie was asking his advice about dating, like he was her dad or something. She


  was only about seven years younger than him, but still, the weight of it settled over


  him. This was something to be taken very seriously, and he felt the gravity of it. “I can


  see how not dating people in your office would be good advice, but you both work in


  the field for the most part. Security, undercover surveillance.” Neither of them worked


  in his capacity as an assassin, and Mattie would not know what he did most of the time
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  for SIS. “You could try a date or two with him. He strikes me as responsible and


  respectful.”


  “Yeah, that’s what I thought.”


  “He’ll never be asked to be on the cover of GQ.”


  With a nod and a serious look, Mattie said, “I know he’s not good-looking. He’s


  got that huge nose, but he’s a hell of a good laugh. He’s really fun company.”


  Always conscious of his own appearance and attractiveness, Mattie’s response


  made him feel rather shallow. “Personality is more important than looks,” he said at


  once. “I’ve never been able to make people laugh.”


  “You don’t have to, sir. All you have to do is stand there looking gorgeous.”


  Now he felt annoyed, like he was a piece of meat or something. But no one had


  ever asked him for everyday advice until he had Angel in his life. Angel asked him for


  advice all the time, and now Mattie was doing it too. It made him feel quite human.


  “Hotchkiss doesn’t set off any alarm bells for me. Give him a try.”


  “All right, I will. Thanks, sir.”


  “And if he does anything he shouldn’t, you tell me, and I’ll rip his balls off.”


  “Awww, sir, that’s really sweet.” The soft roundness of her smiling young face


  made him feel all warm and fuzzy despite her remark about his looks. “And it was


  great to work with you again.”


  “Go home and sleep, Mattie.” Kael watched her descend into the Westminster


  tube station, her blonde ponytail blowing in the wind.


  Now if only he could get Romodanovsky out of his head.
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  Chapter Four


  Lady Gaga blasted Kael the minute he got out of the lift. It could only be coming


  from his flat. It was after five, and Angel was definitely home. At least there was no


  Mrs. Chalmers to complain anymore. Inside the flat, the music was so loud it made his


  sensitive eardrums vibrate, but Angel did not come to the door as he usually did when


  Kael arrived home. He must not have heard him come in with that racket going on. He


  hung his jacket in the hall cupboard and wandered through the flat, looking for his boy.


  In the bedroom with his back to the door, dancing completely naked, was Angel.


  Entirely unselfconscious, he danced like he danced when Kael took him to the clubs.


  Graceful and yet wild at the same time. So cool. His thick blond hair bouncing as he


  shook his shoulders.


  Throwing his shirt on the floor, Kael unzipped his fly and pulled out his already


  lengthening cock, his eyes never leaving Angel’s back, watching for any sign that the


  boy knew he was there. Stealthily he came up behind him and, with his right hand,


  grabbed Angel’s right wrist, twisting his arm up his back. Kael knew exactly how to do


  it without hurting him or breaking the bones. And he knew how to do the opposite.


  With his left arm, he caught Angel around the chest. Standing solidly on his right leg,


  Kael wrapped his left around Angel’s ankles, knocking the boy’s feet from under him.


  Every movement was accomplished smoothly and swiftly. In two seconds, Angel


  was on his belly, pinned to the floor with Kael on top of him. A piercing cry of fear tore


  from the boy’s throat. For a moment, he fought to free himself, but taken by surprise, he


  was overwhelmed by Kael’s greater weight and size—and his much greater strength.


  Releasing Angel’s right wrist, Kael used his hand to spread the boy’s buttocks and


  position his cock at the arsehole. Precum offered some small lubrication, but the
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  dryness was still evident, making Angel cry out again as Kael thrust deep inside him in


  one movement.


  With Angel’s face turned away from his, Kael was careful to give no indication


  that it was him. He did not speak or make a sound, though he wanted to grunt out his


  pleasure loudly. For long minutes, he thrust. At some point, Angel’s slender, pale body


  gave up the fight and lay limp beneath him, allowing himself to be reamed.


  With a last hard thrust, Kael pumped his fluids up Angel’s arse and collapsed on


  top of him. As his breathing slowed and steadied, he dropped all his weight onto


  Angel’s back.


  “Hi, Daddy.” Angel’s voice was quiet, perfectly serene.


  Kael rolled off onto his back, his trousers shoved down around his thighs and his


  cock lying limp against one thigh. “When did you know it was me?”


  Propping himself up on his elbows, Angel smiled at him and kissed his cheek.


  “Almost right away. I smelled you.”


  “What? I smell?”


  Giggling, Angel said, “You smell like you. Clean and manly and daddyish. I know


  your scent like you know mine.” Kael’s sense of smell rivaled an animal’s, and it


  seemed Angel’s was advanced too.


  “As long as it’s a good smell.”


  “It’s wicked good.” Angel leaned over and licked Kael’s face. “And you taste


  wicked good too. All over. At first my heart was pounding so hard I thought I was


  having a heart attack, and then I smelled you and the fear went away.”


  “Did you come?” Kael asked.


  “I couldn’t stop myself, Daddy. As soon as I knew it was you, I got hard. You


  know I love it when you hold me down.”
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  “I need to wash my cock. I didn’t use a condom. I didn’t want to spoil the


  moment.” He laughed. “I didn’t want to give you a second to know it was me before I


  pinned you down.”


  Neither of them moved at once. Angel closed his mouth over Kael’s, probing


  deeply with his tongue. Kael had never had a relationship before Angel, only one-night-


  stand subs, and he never kissed them. Angel loved to kiss, and Kael had begun to find it


  arousing. His cock thickened again. Gently he pushed Angel away and got up to finish


  undressing.


  With a spring to his step, Angel skipped into the bathroom. By the time Kael


  walked in naked, the water was at the perfect temperature. Stepping under the rushing


  shower, he waited while Angel poured shower gel onto the loofah sponge and began to


  scrub Kael’s chest, and then he raised his arms while his armpits were scrubbed.


  “How was the job, Daddy?”


  “Fine. It was easy, just security.”


  “Not dangerous?”


  The memory of Romodanovsky kissing him and inviting him to bed filled his


  head again. The man was definitely dangerous. “It was fairly innocuous.”


  “Maybe you could take me on the next job, if it’s just routine and not dangerous.”


  “Don’t ask,” Kael said firmly.


  “Yes, Sir.” Angel accepted the reprimand and poured more gel onto the loofah.


  “Let me do your back.” After scrubbing Kael all the way down his back and legs, he put


  down the loofah and poured gel into his hands. Standing in front of Kael, looking


  directly into his eyes, Angel massaged it into Kael’s cock and balls, his slippery hands


  creating a wonderful, silky friction. Angel rubbed until all the gel was rinsed away.


  With one hand, Kael grabbed the back of Angel’s head, pulling him closer. He


  closed his mouth over Angel’s, shoving his tongue deep inside. The sweetness and


  softness of Angel’s mouth added to his intense arousal. The hands gliding over his cock
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  and balls shot thick pulses of pleasure through his groin and around his hips to his


  buttocks.


  Grabbing Angel’s upper arms, Kael shoved the boy’s back against the wall and


  ground his mouth harder against Angel’s as his pleasure rose. When his orgasm


  flooded his body, he tore his mouth away, pressing his forehead against the wall,


  gasping.


  Gushing hot water poured over their bodies as Kael recovered. Then taking the


  loofah, he poured gel onto it and began to scrub Angel’s chest and back. Grinning up at


  him, the boy said, “This is nice, Daddy. You don’t usually wash me.”


  “No, that’s right. You’re the slave, and you have to wait on me hand and foot.”


  Angel took a step back and bowed at the waist, making Kael laugh.


  They finished bathing and dressed only in underwear. In the kitchen, Angel made


  dinner while Kael took his laptop and sat at the counter, watching him work. “What are


  you making?”


  “Chicken stir-fry, Daddy.”


  “That sounds good. Give me a Stella.”


  Angel took a beer from the fridge and a glass from the cupboard. Holding the


  glass up to the light, he eyeballed it to make sure it was perfectly clean. Carefully so as


  not to get too big a head on it, he tilted the glass and poured. Only when he was


  satisfied that it was perfect did he slide the glass over to Kael. Every job Angel did he


  took seriously and performed it to the best of his ability. It was an excellent trait, not


  just in a slave but in a human being.


  Thirsty, Kael took a long pull on his beer before opening his in-box. “There’s an e-


  mail from the school.”


  “What? About me?” Angel asked, setting the table.


  “Uh-huh.” Kael began to read. “‘Dear Mr. Saunders, please choose a time from


  those listed below to come in to the school to discuss your ward Angel Gabriel Button’s
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  future plans. Applications for university must be made in the next few weeks.


  Redmond Independent College expects the best of its students, and we are happy to


  send letters of recommendation to the universities Angel plans to apply to. Yours


  faithfully, Philip Staynton, Headmaster.’”


  Angel had stopped what he was doing to listen, his arms crossed over his narrow


  chest. He was taller but had not filled out significantly and was as long and slender as


  ever. What concerned Kael was the worried look on his boy’s face.


  “We’ll go in tomorrow after school. Five o’clock is available.” Kael typed a quick


  reply, reread his answer, and then hit Send.


  “Dinner’s ready, Daddy,” Angel said quietly.


  “Good, I’m starving.” Bringing his beer to the table, Kael sat down, waiting while


  Angel served him. “What the matter?” he asked when Angel sat opposite him.


  Angel forked up a piece of chicken and looked at it. “Mr. Conran told me I could


  go straight from Redmond into SIS. He said they would start me training in surveillance


  because of my exceptional eyesight and my ability with firearms. He says I could go


  into intelligence gathering.”


  Barely able to suppress his anger at Conran for interfering with his supervision of


  his boy, Kael kept his voice low when he said, “I’ll teach that wanker not to get


  involved in my business.”


  “Daddy, he’s a nice man. And I want to work with you.”


  “You can’t work with me. I’ve got eleven years of training and experience behind


  me. My work is for an elite few. Aside from that, I was twenty-two when I went to train


  at SIS, and I had a university degree. Also you have to be aged twenty-one or over to


  work for MI6. It says that right on the Web site, which I’ve seen you looking at.”


  “Daddy, Mr. Conran said he would make an exception for me on the age limit.”


  “That’s enough! What you do with your life is my decision, not Conran’s.”


  “What about what I want?”
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  “Who’s your master?”


  Angel lowered his eyes and said quietly, “You, Sir.”


  “Exactly.” Kael drained his glass, consciously trying to calm down. He was happy


  to be home, and he didn’t want to spoil the evening. “Eat up. This is good.”


  “Yes, Sir. Do you want another beer?”


  “Yes, please.”


  “I love you, Daddy,” Angel said and kissed Kael’s ear when he put the beer in


  front of him.


  For the remainder of the meal, Angel was quiet. Kael had made his decision about


  what he wanted for his boy, and he was not going to change his mind. He was tired


  from no sleep for thirty-six hours, and he was starting to get bad-tempered so it would


  be best for both of them to stay away from subjects they didn’t agree on.


  Kael left Angel clearing the dishes and went with his laptop to lie on the bed. He


  wouldn’t sleep yet, but he needed to rest. Though he had done it numerous times over


  the last couple of months, he Googled the University of Cambridge, remembering his


  years there. About ten minutes later, Angel joined him.


  “Daddy, do you want your whisky?”


  “No, the beer was enough. Come here and look at the university grounds. They’re


  beautiful.”


  Barely glancing at the screen, Angel sat beside him cross-legged. “What if I don’t


  get in, Daddy?”


  “Stop being so negative.”


  Angel suddenly smiled. “Daddy, can I get a tattoo?”


  “I thought we’d been through this. The answer is no.”


  “But you would look gorgeous with tattoos.” The boy was deliberately ignoring


  looking at the Web site, and Kael closed the laptop and put it on the bedside table.


  “Something really sexy on your back, and maybe a sleeve.”
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  “A sleeve?” Kael asked.


  “Yeah, you know, one of those really cool ones that covers the whole arm.”


  He must be getting old or maybe he had always been old-fashioned, but tattoos


  had never been on his agenda. He wasn’t even sure he liked them. “No easily


  identifiable marks in my job.”


  “Daddy, your whole body is an easily identifiable mark,” Angel said. “You’re six


  feet five and built like a superhero.”


  Lying back with his hands behind his head, Kael said, “That’s me. A superhero.”


  “You’re my hero, Daddy,” Angel said softly.


  When Angel said things like that, it always made his throat constrict for a moment


  as the weight of his responsibility settled over him. Angel was his, body and soul. He


  had to ensure that he was a good role model and that he expected the best of Angel


  without being unreasonable. There was no point in setting goals for his boy that were


  impossible to attain, but Cambridge was certainly possible for him. “No tattoos.”


  “Yes, Sir. But I always wanted ‘Daddy’s Boy’ tattooed on my tailbone.”


  “What about just ‘slave’?” Kael asked.


  “That would be cool too.”


  “I can put slave on your arse.”


  Scrunching his face in question, Angel asked, “You mean you can tattoo it?”


  “Come on, boy. I’ll show you.”


  Tired but wanting to make his boy happy, Kael rose, and Angel followed him into


  the dungeon. Usually he locked the dungeon door and put the key out of Angel’s reach.


  The fact that he would stop if Angel asked him to was irrelevant. Locking the door


  added to the solemnity and atmosphere of the dungeon. But today it didn’t matter. Kael


  strode over to the wall where the paddles and whips were hung and the various


  instruments of pleasure were laid out.
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  The new paddle had arrived a couple of weeks ago and was still in the box. Angel


  came up beside him, excited when he saw a package from Kael’s favorite mail-order


  shop. “Did you get something new, Daddy? How come you didn’t tell me?”


  “I like to surprise you.” With a flourish, Kael lifted the instrument from the box.


  “It’s an impression paddle.” With a careful movement, Kael slapped the paddle onto his


  palm. “Isn’t it beautiful? Thick black leather. Look at the stitching.”


  “I’m looking at the word.” SLAVE was cut into the paddle. Angel ran his


  fingertips over the open letters.


  “When I beat you with this, the word ‘slave’ will be imprinted onto your arse. The


  areas around the word will bruise, leaving a clear impression behind it.”


  Something halfway between a smile and a grin lit Angel’s face. “Holy sexy ass.


  That is so hot!”


  “It’s going to hurt though. The only way to get a really clear imprint is to strike


  once very hard, like striking a coin. So that means no warm-up because all that will do


  is bruise the surrounding area and the word won’t be clear.” He looked into Angel’s


  sparkling gray eyes. “Are you up for it?”


  All on a breath, Angel said excitedly, “Yes, Sir, Daddy!”


  “It really will hurt like hell,” Kael warned him again.


  “I can take it, Daddy.”


  “Right then. Get your undies off, boy.”


  With a grin splitting his face, Angel took off his red Ergos. At the same time, Kael


  removed his underwear and took a condom from the box on the shelf. There was no


  question that swatting Angel’s arse would excite him, so he wanted to be prepared.


  “Where shall we do this?” Hands on hips, he looked around the dungeon,


  deciding on the best position for the flogging.


  “What about the horse, Daddy?” It was a vaulting horse, and they had used it


  many a time for a flogging or paddling. Angel took a couple of running steps and
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  vaulted perfectly over it, then looked at Kael, smiling widely. “We do this in the gym in


  school to warm up before basketball.”


  “We never played basketball. It was rugby, football, and tennis at College Grange.


  Come on, bend over.”


  Angel stood at the long side of the horse and bent forward with his arms stretched


  out to the sides and his head hanging over. He spread his feet to about eighteen inches


  apart. The horse was above waist-high on Angel. With the paddle in one hand and the


  condom in the other, Kael stepped up behind him. He placed the paddle and the foil


  packet on the horse where Angel could see them, knowing they would enhance his


  arousal. Kael reached between Angel’s spread thighs, rolling the boy’s balls in his hand


  before grabbing his cock. It was already stiff and sticking out.


  “Are you excited already?” he asked in a teasing voice.


  Breathing hard, Angel did not answer. His excitement was evident. Kael released


  Angel’s cock and, with both hands, began a deep massage of his buttocks. “Loosen up,


  boy. It will hurt more if you don’t. You know that.”


  “Yes, Sir.”


  Reverently Kael grasped the paddle in his hand and took his stance behind Angel.


  “Take long breaths, slave boy.”


  The sound of Angel’s breath was hypnotic as he inhaled deeply though his nose


  and blew out long breaths between pursed lips.


  “I’m going to count to three and then do it.”


  “Yes, Sir.”


  Settling the paddle in his hand, Kael began, “One, two…” He raised his arm.


  “Three!” The loud crack of the paddle was momentary, but Angel’s cry filled the air and


  went on for a long time. For just a moment, his body tensed, then released all tension.


  When the cry tapered off and stopped, Kael went around the front to hold out the


  paddle. With pain still showing in his face, Angel kissed it.
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  “Good boy. Daddy’s boy,” Kael said softly.


  After returning the paddle to its box, Kael stepped again behind Angel, who had


  not moved his position. “Don’t move, boy,” Kael said, tearing open the foil condom


  packet. He pulled the thin film of latex over his hard cock, and, just to be kind after the


  pain of the paddle, went back to fetch a tube of K-Y. He squirted a large dollop in his


  palm, and he slapped it against Angel’s anus.


  Taking the boy by the hips, Kael positioned his cock and thrust hard.


  Working slowly, he took his time. Every now and then, he reached around to


  Angel’s cock to find it hard and hot. The boy had developed good control over the last


  few months.


  Bringing his arousal to a slow peak, Kael would either have to come or slow down


  again, but he was tired from lack of sleep and all he wanted now was Angel in his arms


  in bed. Gripping Angel’s cock in his palm, he ran his hand fast back and forth over it.


  “Daddy!” Angel cried, telling him that if he kept it up, Angel would go over the edge.


  “Good boy. Do it!” he told him. With overwhelming sensations streaking through


  his body, Kael pumped harder, his pleasure soaring at the same moment that Angel’s


  warm, milky sperm spilled over his hand. Gasping for air, Kael fell over Angel’s back,


  panting hard for long moments.


  When at last he got his breath, Kael stood, looking down at Angel’s arse. “The


  bruise is starting to show.”


  “May I look at it, Daddy?’


  “Yes, go on.”


  Looking tired but sated and happy, Angel skipped to the mirror and turned to


  look over his shoulder at his buttocks. Kael got the jar of arnica salve from the shelf, and


  coming up beside Angel, he ran his hand over the welt. “Slave,” he said quietly and


  kissed the top of Angel’s head. With a dollop of cream, he massaged the welt very


  gently. “There. That will help.”
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  “I’ll clean up my mess, Daddy.” Angel got a cloth and cleaned up his shot from


  the floor.


  Kael was standing at the sink in the bathroom flossing his teeth when Angel


  joined him. Following the prescribed ritual, Angel followed suit, brushing and flossing


  meticulously. Kael went to sit naked on the chair, watching him.


  “You know, Daddy, I thought you were a bit psycho when I first came here.”


  “Because you saw me kill your stepfather?”


  “He was a piece of shit. I’m glad you killed him.” Looking at him in the mirror,


  Angel went on. “It was that everything was so perfect and this drawer was full of new


  toothbrushes in the packages and enough floss to stock a dentist’s office.”


  “It still is.”


  Tossing his floss in the bin, Angel opened the drawer and laughed. “You’re not a


  psycho, Daddy. You just like good dental hygiene. But it was how you always wiped


  the sink after you used it. And you’re still always looking under furniture and stuff.”


  “I’m checking for listening devices and cameras.” Kael had never told Angel that


  before.


  “You are? Who would put them there?”


  “MI6. They keep men like me under surveillance. I should show you how to do a


  sweep. But not now. It’s bedtime.”


  In bed Kael waited with his arm stretched out for Angel. Flipping off the


  bathroom light, the boy stood looking at the bed. “Do not do it,” Kael said firmly,


  wagging a threatening finger.


  “Yes, Sir,” Angel said soberly, dropping the smile from his face. Then without


  pause, he took two long strides and leaped onto the bed.


  “What did I tell you?” Kael burst out, seeing the victorious grin on Angel’s face.
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  On his hands and knees, Angel leaned over him and kissed him a big slurping one


  on the mouth. “Yer gotta have some fun, Dad-dad!” he said in a funny accent that made


  Kael laugh despite himself.


  “Don’t you have enough fun?” It was a rhetorical question as far as Kael was


  concerned. Angel had a good life with him. He definitely wasn’t short of love and


  attention.


  “Between school, the gym, hours of running, hours at the firing range, the school


  chess club, and language practice with you every week? Yup, I have a ton of fun.”


  Taken aback by Angel’s inventory of his life, Kael fell momentarily silent until


  anger began to niggle at him. “We have weekends away. I admit we avoid Paris.” He


  expected Angel to chuckle at the joke, but he didn’t. “I take you to the pictures and the


  occasional opera.” For weeks Angel had gone on about wanting to see Billy Elliot in the


  West End and Kael had bought tickets for when they got back from his mum’s. It had


  been a great night. “You liked Billy Elliot.”


  “Yeah, it was great, except when you kept saying, ‘I hope these people don’t think


  all queers are ballet dancers.’”


  “That would be when you said, ‘No, some of us are assassins.’”


  “Daddy, if anyone heard, they thought it was a joke.”


  Feeling resentful, Kael said, “You make your life sound like pure drudgery. I only


  want the best for you. Put the light out.”


  Reaching across him, Angel pressed the button on the bedside console, sinking the


  room into darkness, before snuggling in beside him while Kael drew him close. “I know


  that, Daddy. But sometimes a weekend away means walking on the beach at Brighton


  holding hands and eating ice cream till you throw up. Our last weekend away, you took


  me to Edinburgh. We had a historic tour of the castle and a visit to the Scottish National


  Gallery of Modern Art. In Rome we spent hours examining churches in Vatican City. I


  wanted to wade in the Trevi Fountain and drink Fanta till my tongue turned orange.”
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  “Maybe you need some young idiot like yourself to play with instead of a boring


  old fart like me.”


  “Oh, I didn’t know I was an idiot,” Angel said quietly, his head on Kael’s shoulder


  while his hand strayed over Kael’s nipples.


  “Angel, I’m sorry. You’re not an idiot. I just want to make up for all you missed


  out on with your education. That’s what a daddy does, remember? I remember you


  telling me that when you first got here. A daddy teaches his boy things, and that’s why


  you wanted a daddy.”


  “Yes, Sir. But maybe a boy needs to teach his daddy to chill once in a while.”


  “Yes, all right.” Tenderly Kael kissed Angel’s forehead, running his fingers


  through the boy’s soft, long hair. “So where did you put your blanket?”


  “It’s in the closet.” There was a pause before Angel said, “But don’t throw it away,


  Daddy.”


  “I’ll never do that again, sweetheart.”


  Angel nudged closer to Kael’s nipples, playing with the right between his fingers


  and thumb. The left he took in his mouth, sucking gently until he fell asleep in Kael’s


  arms.
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  Chapter Five


  At ten minutes to five, Kael met Angel inside the entrance of Redmond


  Independent College and was instantly provoked. Instead of his smart school uniform


  with his blazer and tie, he was wearing the German paratrooper boots he loved so


  much, those skinny jeans that hung off his arse in that ridiculous way, and a lavender


  shirt under his black leather jacket. As if that wasn’t bad enough, he had pulled his long


  hair into a ponytail.


  The boy’s face lit up as soon as he saw Kael. “Hi, Daddy.” Reaching round behind


  him, Kael snatched the black elastic from his ponytail. “Ow! Daddy!”


  “We’re getting that hair cut.” Kael walked past him along the corridor, expecting


  Angel to follow. “And don’t call me daddy in front of the headmaster.” Inside the


  waiting room for the headmaster’s office, Kael sat down.


  “Mr. Saunders, you’re in at five,” the secretary said.


  “I know,” Kael said abruptly. Why the hell was he so anxious? He’d been terrified


  of the headmaster at College Grange when he first got there, but he’d never let the man


  know it. He was acting now as if he’d been ordered to the office as he was so often in


  his first year at the boarding school.


  When Angel didn’t appear, Kael got up again and went back into the corridor to


  find him at the water fountain. “Stop dawdling and get in here.”


  “We still have five minutes.”


  “Why did you go home and change?”


  “I wanted to.”
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  “Well, you shouldn’t have. Get in here and sit down.” By the time they walked


  into the headmaster’s office, Kael was more on edge than ever and Angel looked


  decidedly rebellious.


  “Mr. Saunders.” The headmaster shook his hand vigorously. “Mr. Button. Please


  sit down.”


  “Hi, Mr. Staynton,” Angel said.


  The headmaster clapped his hands together. He wasn’t that old, but he was


  extremely nerdy and wore glasses on the end of his long nose. “So! What do you have


  in mind for your future, Angel? Where would you like to study next?”


  “I want to take a gap year and then decide.”


  Suppressing the desire to slap the boy, Kael said, “I don’t know where he gets


  these ideas. I want him to go to Cambridge. I think he should get a history degree.


  That’s always a good place to start.”


  “Most of the young people take a gap year these days. It’s not such a bad idea. But


  why Cambridge?” Mr. Staynton asked.


  “That’s where I went,” Kael said.


  “And where did you go before that, Mr. Saunders?”


  “College Grange.”


  “Yes, an excellent school. That’s the thing, you see. For the big ones, Oxford and


  Cambridge, you either have to be quite brilliant or have gone to one of the schools.”


  “Kael was both. Brilliant and went to one of the schools,” Angel said.


  If he was not already nervous about this and annoyed with Angel for being


  uncooperative, he might not have taken such exception to Angel’s tone, which was


  probably not as sarcastic as it sounded in that moment. “If you have nothing useful to


  add, then be quiet, Angel.”


  With a little cough, the headmaster went on. “Whatever people might say to the


  contrary these days, Oxford and Cambridge do reserve places for the young people
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  coming out of the best schools, and while Redmond has an excellent reputation, Angel’s


  prior school record is nonexistent.”


  “But he gets top marks,” Kael said. “He did extremely well in his GCSEs, and he’ll


  pass all his A levels, won’t he?”


  Nodding, the headmaster said, “Yes, Angel will get his A levels and will move on


  to university. But while he is a good student, he is not in the top five percent in the


  country, which would get him into Cambridge automatically.”


  “Kael was in the top five percent, weren’t you?” Angel looked at him.


  “Yes, I was.” He had told Angel not to call him Daddy, but there was something


  about his sub calling him Kael that pissed him off royally.


  “What do you do, Mr. Saunders?” Mr. Staynton asked.


  Tense and increasingly annoyed, Kael said, “I’m a security consultant. I also do


  some translating and teaching languages. Are you saying Angel’s not going to get into


  Cambridge?”


  “It’s unlikely he’ll get in despite being a very bright young man. What about


  Durham or Glasgow? They’re both excellent.”


  Disappointment flooding him, Kael’s fists clenched involuntarily. “Right, I’ll have


  to think more about this.”


  “Why not let him take a gap year and put things in perspective. It will give you


  both a whole year to plan.”


  “That’s what I think too,” Angel said.


  First Conran and now this idiot telling him what his boy should do: supporting


  Angel’s ideas about joining SIS and taking gap years. The urge to kill someone was


  frighteningly strong. “There will be no gap year,” Kael said without margin. “I’ll look


  into other universities and let you know what I decide, but we will be applying to


  Cambridge.”
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  The headmaster began to tap his fingertips on the desk, looking decidedly


  nervous. “Good. I’ll be happy to write letters of recommendation either this year or


  next. Just let me know.” Kael stood up, bringing the headmaster around his desk with


  his hand out to shake and a look of relief on his face. “It’s a pleasure to meet you again,


  Mr. Saunders. Angel is a lovely young man. You’ve done very well by him.”


  With a brief handshake, Kael left the office, directing Angel out in front of him.


  They didn’t say a word until they were outside. “I parked in the school car park,” Kael


  said, striding across the forecourt toward his small, unobtrusive car.


  “You’re disappointed in me because I’m not a genius like you,” Angel called after


  him.


  Kael stopped and turned around. “That’s not true.” But he was disappointed. He


  wanted Angel to follow in his footsteps.


  “Yes, you are. I could see it in your face when you were talking to the headmaster.


  You wanted to kill him just because he said I should take a gap year and then go to


  some no-name university instead of the esteemed halls of fucking Cambridge.”


  “I did not want to kill him.” He did want to kill him. He would have happily killed


  anyone who looked at him at that moment.


  Not moving from the spot, an angry look on his face, Angel said, “I’m just an


  ordinary boy with an ex-stripper for a mother. I’ll never measure up to you, Kael.”


  “If you call me Kael again, I’m going to slap your arse right here in front of the


  school. Now come on!” When Angel failed to follow quickly enough, he turned round


  impatiently. “Get a move on.”


  At the car, Kael got in while Angel stood with his hands in his pockets kicking at


  stones. After starting the car, Kael wound the window down. “Get in. We’re going to


  get your hair cut. You look like a frigging girl.”


  “I’m going for walk.”
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  Before Kael could protest, Angel had walked between cars and out into the street.


  Furious, Kael whipped the car through the car park and onto the street until he came up


  beside Angel. Double-parking, he jumped out and went after him. “Get in the car.”


  “I don’t want my hair cut.”


  “Get in the fucking car.” To control a target out on the street, he would grab the


  left wrist with his left hand, twisting it backward in such a way that it forced even a big


  person to follow the movement for fear the wrist would break. Following the prescribed


  formula and wrapping his right arm around Angel’s waist, he steered him back to the


  car.


  “You’re going to break my fucking arm!” Angel protested.


  “No, I’m not, and don’t say ‘fuck’ when you’re talking to me.”


  “Fuck!” Angel screamed. “You say it!”


  Kael forced him into the car and ran around to get in the driver’s seat. By the time


  he was in, Angel was outside on the street again. Running. “Shit, shit, shit!” Kael


  screamed, banging the steering wheel.


  A beep at his waist had him scrambling to grab his phone. “Angel?” he said a


  second before he realized it was his secure line.


  “Saunders, is everything all right?”


  “Fuck off!” He threw the phone at the windscreen.


  


  * * * *


  Hurt and angry, Angel ran, tears pricking his eyes. There was nothing he hated


  


  more than disappointing Daddy. He already knew Mr. Staynton was not going to


  recommend him to Cambridge. On a couple of occasions over the past few weeks when


  they had spoken in passing about his plans, the headmaster had asked him if he


  preferred Durham over Leeds. He just didn’t have the heart to tell Daddy. Daddy was


  so smart and so sure of himself. Nothing scared him.


  I want to be like him. I want to be perfect for him.
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  Angry and hurt, he didn’t want to go home to face Daddy’s anger at his


  disobedience and failure. Taking out his iPhone, he called Jack.


  It was after eight o’clock when he met Jack outside Barcode in Soho. He’d never


  been there before because Daddy said it was for lightweights, meaning it wasn’t in his


  league, heavy leather and BDSM. It wasn’t terribly busy, and they had no trouble


  getting to the bar for beers or finding a couple of stools by the wall to sit down.


  “You look miserable,” Jack said.


  “Yeah well, Staynton just broke the news to Daddy that I’m not Cambridge


  material.”


  “Fuck Cambridge. My parents didn’t go there, and they’ve done all right. Don’t


  take a gap year and we’ll go to Durham together next September. We’ll have a great


  time. I’m not staying in halls. I’m getting a room in a house with other students. I can’t


  wait to be out from under my parents’ thumbs.”


  “I’m not allowed to take a gap year or do anything except what I’m told.”


  Jack shrugged. “That’s what you want, isn’t it? A daddy to tell you what to do.”


  It was true. That was exactly what he wanted. Maybe he wasn’t a good slave after


  all. “I guess.” He chugged his beer and got a couple more. The bar was starting to get


  busy, and when they got up to dance, Angel was unsteady on his feet. “Did somebody


  put something in your drink? “Jack asked when Angel stumbled into him.


  “I haven’t eaten anything since lunch, and then I chugged two beers in quick


  succession.”


  Jack took his arm. “We should get out of here and get you some food. There’s a


  kebab shop down the street.”


  “He was so mad. He was so disappointed in me.”


  Casting up his eyes, Jack said, “Are you going on about Big Daddy again? Forget


  him for a while. Come on, let’s go.”
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  “Let’s get another beer first.” At the bar, they ordered two more beers. Jack held


  his while Angel chugged half of his in one go, looking around at the mixed crowd,


  mostly men, but among the younger set, their own age, there were girls as well.


  “Have you ever thought about going with a girl?” Jack leaned forward to scream


  in his ear. With the increasing crowd, the volume of both conversation and music had


  elevated.


  “Are you kidding?” Angel said. “I’m gay, for Christ’s sake.”


  “Sometimes I think I could go for one of those really boyish girls.”


  “Not me.” Angel finished the remaining beer.


  “Can I get you another one of those, mate?” The man was in his forties or possibly


  fifties. Partly because Angel was drunk and partly because he had a hard time telling


  how old older people were, he wasn’t sure. The dude was definitely older than Daddy.


  “Oh yeah? What do I have to give you?” He made himself sound deliberately


  cocky, like he’d done this a million times before.


  “Anything you feel like giving.” The man ordered more beer and gave one to Jack


  as well, who looked a bit uneasy about taking it. When the man was distracted, he


  whispered in Angel’s ear. “I don’t like older blokes. They make me nervous. Your


  daddy makes me nervous. Let’s go before he expects anything back.”


  Angel tipped his head back and drank most the bottle.


  “Take this with it,” the man said. He handed Angel a pill and gave another to Jack.


  Angel popped the pill, washing it down with the remaining beer.


  The flashing lights on the dance floor, which Angel usually loved, were


  scrambling his brain in his drunken state. He couldn’t think, and he was very


  uncoordinated, which was kind of good and kind of scary at the same time. He didn’t


  want to think about Daddy because Daddy was upset with him, and he didn’t want to


  think about his future because it was too complicated. Being drunk was a relief, but


  he’d better not do anything he would regret later.
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  At first he thought the hand on his arm was Jack, and they were halfway across


  the dance floor when he realized it was the dude who had bought him the beer. Now he


  was steering him down the passage and into the washroom. “I have to go home.” Even


  to Angel, his voice sounded strange and slurred.


  “Yeah, you can go home afterward, kid.”


  “After what?”


  Two men already in the washroom left when they entered. The flashing light was


  replaced by a harsh fluorescent light that blinded Angel’s sensitive eyes momentarily.


  The pounding music was muted by the closed door. Suddenly he was alone with a man


  stronger than himself, and he was too drunk to use his self-defense moves. The reality


  of what he was doing began to set in.


  “I made a mistake. I want to go,” he said. The man pushed open a cubicle door


  and shoved him inside, locking the door behind him. “I’m sorry, sir. I didn’t mean to


  lead you on. I really just want to go home. I’m actually in a relationship.”


  “With your little friend at the bar?” The man was unfastening his fly as he spoke.


  Jack! Where was Jack? How could he let the guy drag him off like this knowing he


  was out of his mind drunk? And what the hell was that pill he had taken? He must have


  been nuts swallowing an unknown substance. Daddy would be so mad with him. The


  man had his pants down around his hips and was unfastening Angel’s fly. Angel had


  worn the jeans with the buttons at the fly, and they were stiff. The dude was having


  trouble getting them open, especially with Angel shoving his hands away.


  “Jack! Where the fuck are you?”


  “Shut your mouth and don’t shout. You wanted this, you little tart.”


  “I don’t. Please!” A flash of Dudek making Angel suck his cock in his car in Paris


  last year flashed into his head. He wanted to throw up. “Get your fucking hands off


  me!”
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  The hand came out of nowhere, striking him a head-rattling blow across the ear.


  Angel’s head shot back, slamming into the metal partition. It was like in a cartoon when


  someone gets smacked and sees stars. Everything whirled around him. He could taste


  blood in his mouth. “Let me go, please.” The last thing Angel expected was to start


  crying.


  With his jeans finally unbuttoned, the man turned him round to face the metal


  partition. Angel didn’t even try to fight him anymore. His head hurt like hell, his lip


  was bleeding where he’d bitten it, and there was so much beer in his stomach he


  wanted to vomit. Snot ran down his face. Mucus filled his throat. He thought he was


  going to choke, but he couldn’t stop sobbing.


  The man laughed suddenly. “You’ve got slave printed on your arse. Right now


  you can be my slave.”


  Someone tried the latch and, when the door did not open, began to kick it.


  “What are you fucking doing?” the stranger said. “Fuck off. I’m busy.”


  A shadow fell over them as someone climbed with scary agility over the partition


  and dropped down into the tight space. Angel looked around and saw Daddy throw his


  fist into the man’s face. A second later, they were outside the cubicle. Daddy landed his


  fist several more times in the man’s stomach, only stopping when the man crumpled to


  the floor. Then he kicked him a couple of times.


  Outside the washroom, Jack waited, looking terrified. “Hang on, Mr. Saunders.


  Let me pull his jeans up.”


  With a strong arm around Angel’s waist, Daddy half walked, half carried him


  outside with Jack following. In the cold evening air, Angel bent at the waist and


  vomited profusely on the sidewalk. “Jack, the car’s across the street. Get the door


  open,” Daddy said. Vaguely Angel heard a beep when Daddy pressed the remote door


  opener. Jack legged it across the street while Daddy hauled Angel to his feet by the


  arms. “As for you, if you throw up in my car, you won’t sit down for a week.”
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  Angel must have passed out, because when he opened his eyes again, they were


  dropping Jack off at his house and he heard Daddy say, “Thank you, Jack. You did a


  very smart thing by phoning me. Good lad.”


  “No problem, sir. He’s my best mate.”


  The next time Angel came to consciousness, he was leaning over a garbage can in


  the underground parking lot of their building. He’d never felt so ill in his life. He


  couldn’t support his weight sufficiently to stand up, and after bringing up again, he slid


  to the ground and lay on his back looking up at Daddy. Anger was etched into every


  feature of Daddy’s face. His mouth was hard, his eyes narrowed. Leaning down, he


  lifted Angel off the ground, none too gently, and carried him across his arms. It must


  have been the drugs because the picture that filled his head was of the Pietà in St. Peter’s


  Basilica. When they had gone to Rome, Daddy had stood for a long time looking at it.


  Angel saw himself as Jesus and Daddy as Mother Mary. He remembered thinking the


  proportions were wrong and that Mary must have been huge to hold Jesus like that.


  “It is the emotion, the serenity induced by ascension that matters. We can all achieve that


  in different ways,” Daddy had said.


  Now as he floated along in Daddy’s arms, he felt like Jesus ascending.


  A jarring fall brought him out of his vision, and the nausea came back. Daddy had


  tossed him onto the bed, and knowing he was going to vomit again, Angel rolled off


  onto the floor. Drifting back over the evening, he was in the headmaster’s office with


  Daddy clenching his fists against his knees every time Mr. Staynton suggested Glasgow


  or Leeds. He was in the cubicle in the men’s washroom at Barcode with that old dude


  ready to ream his ass while his cheek was pressed against the cold metal partition.


  Blood spurted from the dude’s nose when Daddy punched him. The car ride. Daddy


  thanking Jack for calling him. What a good friend Jack was.


  Jumbled thoughts grabbed at him. With both hands, Angel started to hit his head


  because the pictures that were filling it now were awful. He was back in the foster
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  homes. He started crying. Rolling onto his back, he opened his eyes and only then knew


  he had rolled into his vomit. It was all over his hair.


  “Are you awake?” Lying naked on the very edge of the bed looking down at him


  was Daddy.


  “Yeah.”


  “You need to get in the shower. You’ve got vomit in your hair, and you’ve pissed


  yourself.”


  “Oh my God,” he moaned.


  Standing, Daddy leaned down and hauled Angel to his feet. In the bathroom, he


  got him out of his shirt and jeans. “What happened to my jacket? Did I lose it?”


  “I took your jacket and boots off you when we got in. Can you stand on your


  own?” Daddy’s voice was calm. Not sweet or loving or gentle, but he didn’t sound


  angry, which was a relief. Angel was expecting to be punished for such stupidity.


  “I think so.”


  Breathing heavily from the exertion of standing, Angel waited while Daddy


  turned on the shower. The more he came down from the drugs and booze, the more he


  became aware of how he must look with vomit in his hair and his breath smelling foul.


  A niggling desire to look in the mirror was overcome by a greater desire not to see what


  Daddy was seeing right now.


  What the hell had he done?


  “Right, let’s have you.” With his hands under Angel’s armpits, Daddy directed


  him into the shower and under the rushing, hot water. With a long sigh of relief, Angel


  tipped his face up, allowing water to pour over it and into his mouth. He rinsed and


  spit several times.


  “Keep still, boy.” With a handful of shampoo, Daddy began to wash Angel’s hair.


  The strong fingers massaging his scalp brought immense relief to the tight, sticky


  feeling in his head, and the hot water washing away the shampoo helped to clear his
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  mind. Daddy began to scrub Angel’s body with the soapy loofah. Angel didn’t open his


  eyes but let Daddy take care of him.


  Daddy’s big hand washing Angel’s backside felt very comforting until he shoved


  two soapy fingers up Angel’s rectum, rubbing vigorously, twisting his fingers this way


  and that. “Daddy, that hurts.” His voice sound much whinier than he intended.


  “That’s too fucking bad. Did that bloke get his cock in there?”


  So Daddy was angry. He was just suppressing it, which was worse because it


  meant he was so mad that he was afraid of his own temper and what he might do. “I


  don’t know. I don’t remember.”


  “I’m taking you for an STD test. We’ll go to the health clinic tomorrow.” Daddy


  turned off the water, and they stepped out onto the mat. With a big white towel, he


  rubbed Angel’s body roughly, which actually made him feel really good, like he was


  coming back to life.


  Feeling refreshed from the shower, Angel walked to the sink to brush his teeth


  and began to waver. His whole body shook. Daddy put a steadying arm around him.


  “You need to start drinking water to get that shit out of your system.” He put


  toothpaste on Angel’s brush and held him upright while Angel scrubbed his mouth.


  Then Daddy passed him a capful of mouthwash that he swished around his mouth.


  “There. Do I smell better, Daddy?”


  “Yes. Now you can lie on the bed while I clean up your vomit.”


  Yep, Daddy was really mad. “Do I have to go to school today?”


  “Have you looked at the time?”


  He hadn’t. Sitting on the side of the bed, he looked at the clock. “Shit! It’s five p.m.


  I slept all day?”


  “Slept?” Daddy got down on the floor with a plastic bag, a roll of paper towels,


  and a bottle of pine cleaner. “You cried, rolled around, crawled on the floor, pissed, and
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  threw up. And then you did it all over again! I’ve cleaned up three lots of vomit so far.


  If I’d had a fucking nappy, I’d have put it on you to contain the piss.”


  “Sorry, Sir,” he mumbled.


  “You were only quiet the last couple of hours. What did you take?”


  “I don’t know. It was a pill.” Angel lay down with relief. His body felt like it had


  been run over with one of those big roller things people used to flatten their lawn. His


  stomach was growling empty, but he was certain if he ate anything, he would bring it


  up.


  Daddy looked up at him from the floor. “Genius. Fucking genius.”


  Angel’s tears began to flow again. “Yeah, well, when you called me an idiot the


  other night, I guess you were right.”


  “You are not an idiot. But you certainly acted like one last night. There’s a


  difference. If you were a full-time idiot, you wouldn’t be my boy.”


  “Daddy, how did you find me?”


  “Jack was worried about you. He took your phone out of your pocket to get my


  number. He said you didn’t even notice because you were too busy chatting up the turd


  who tried to rape you in the toilets.”


  “Jack said that?” Jack would never drop him in it like that.


  “No. What he actually said was, ‘Mr. Saunders there’s this really creepy dude


  trying to get Angel to go into the loo with him and Angel just took a tablet and I don’t


  know what it is or what to do. Please come and rescue him.’ He was scared stiff for you.


  He’s got more sense than I gave him credit for. He did exactly the right thing. By the


  time I got there, you were already in the cubicle with the creep.”


  Finishing the cleanup job, Daddy carted away the garbage and then returned to


  open the windows. A cold wind from the river blew in, chilling Angel’s body, still


  naked from the shower. “Sir, it’s cold.”


  Dragging on his jeans and a T-shirt, Daddy said, “And it stinks in here.”
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  Daddy pulled the duvet up over Angel’s shoulders. “Go to sleep.” With that he


  walked out and closed the door. After a minute, Angel got up unsteadily and crossed


  the bare, polished wood floor to the closet. Feeling around on the top shelf, he made


  contact with the soft, well-worn flannelette of his blankie. For several minutes, he stood


  pressing it to his cheek while watching the door. He had told Daddy he didn’t need it


  anymore, and he didn’t want him to catch him with it. He was determined to give it up.


  Shoving it back on the shelf, he padded back to bed and lay down. After watching the


  closet door for another minute, he got up and tiptoed back, grabbed his blanket, and got


  back into bed with it. He pushed most of it under his pillow, leaving just a handful


  visible and pressed it against his face.


  What a mess. Now he hates me.


  With tears running down his cheeks, he fell into a troubled sleep.
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  Chapter Six


  With his diary in his hand, Kael took a slug of whisky and threw himself down on


  the couch. He picked up the beautiful silver Parker pen he always used to write about


  his past. The diary had long since gone in strange directions, going back and forth


  between his childhood and young adulthood. Perhaps he would organize it and publish


  it anonymously: The Life and Times of an MI6 Assassin. The whole purpose had been to


  leave it for his mum in case he just disappeared one day like Misha, whose family was


  never told what happened to her. His mum would never go through that pain.


  


  The last summer Freddie and I spent together was between our final year of


  College Grange and our first year of university. He was going to Durham in the


  northeast, and I was off to Cambridge outside London. We were going to keep in


  touch and see each other in the holidays, but when the new term began, I spent all


  my free time either studying or going to gay clubs to look for men to have sex with.


  Fourteen years went by before we saw each other again, but that summer Freddie


  followed me around the bars and clubs of London. Shy and self-conscious about his


  weight, he had some sex here and there, but not with one stranger after the next like I


  did.


  I was eighteen when I walked into my very first leather bar with Freddie behind


  me, and if one of the men, an older bloke who called himself Sir Killian, had not


  offered to buy us a beer, we would have been thrown out for wrong clothes, wrong


  posture, and wrong attitude. We wore jeans and T-shirts. Freddie had a mass of curly


  brown hair and the most babyish face in the world. Aside from that, he looked


  terrified. I was tall and thin with short, dark blond hair, and I was so arrogant. I


  thought I was God’s gift. I acted like they were all just waiting for me to come in.


  My confidence gained me a lot of attention among my own age group, but the older


  men found me very annoying.


  Freddie and I sat at a table talking and watching the interactions, happy after


  being sanctioned by Sir Killian. “This place is scary,” Freddie said. I told him, “It’s


  great!” I felt at home even if I wasn’t dressed for it. I caught the attention of one man


  and followed him into the toilets for a fuck and a bit of play. “Why do you do it?”


  Freddie asked when I got back. He was upset that I had left him alone feeling like a
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  divvy. “Do what?” I asked, knowing he meant the sex. That was when he launched


  into a speech that I assumed had been burning him for a while.


  “You started that summer in Devon when we were fifteen, having sex with every


  bloke who looked at you for more than a minute. Or”—he paused for effect—“going


  after men to get their attention and trying to seduce them, even if they were straight.”


  “I like sex. What’s wrong with that?” I asked him.


  “I like sex too, but what is wrong with love and commitment? What’s wrong with


  waiting awhile? These men are all strangers! They don’t mean anything.”


  “I don’t want them to mean anything.” Genuinely perplexed at his attitude, I said,


  “I never bareback.”


  “It’s not about the fucking condoms, mate.” Freddie never said fuck, so I knew he


  was really upset. “It’s about how you feel about yourself. It’s about what you want


  out of life and relationships.” I got up to get more beer because I thought he needed


  to mellow out. I came back and told him to drink up. He was spoiling my day with


  complicated questions. “Why do you need to have sex with all these strange men?


  You must be topping a couple of hundred by now. I’ve only had three, and you’re


  one of them.”


  I emptied half my beer down my throat in one go and asked, “Are you jealous or


  something?”


  “No, I just want to know, that’s all.” He was really pissed off.


  “I’m looking for my dad,” I said, not knowing where the words came from.


  Freddie thought I was being a smartarse because I usually was, and he said, “Don’t


  be an idiot.”


  “No, I am,” I told him. “What if he’s queer like me?”


  “He’s been with a woman at least once,” Freddie said.


  “If a man is old enough and turns me down, then he might be my dad, because


  he’d know right away. Right? I mean, who’d do it with their own son?”


  “Don’t you remember studying Oedipus with Mr. Langton in year nine?” Freddie


  said, and we both laughed.


  The following week, I went back to the leather bar without Freddie, wearing


  brand-new leather trousers and a jacket I had bought from my scholarship money and


  began to learn from the older men about being a leatherman.


  


  Angel had come upon him so quietly that Kael didn’t hear him. He slammed the


  diary shut when he saw him standing a few feet away, barefoot, naked. It was after ten


  o’clock, and the boy still looked really rough. His normally fair skin was chalk white
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  with dark circles under his eyes. Eyes that were usually bright and sparkling with good


  humor and were now lifeless.


  “Go and drink some water. It’s the best hangover medicine in the world,” Kael


  said. Angel headed to the kitchen while Kael put the diary away with his weapons on


  the top shelf of the hall coat cupboard.


  In the kitchen, Kael found him sitting at the table drinking a bottle of water. “You


  do not sit on the furniture with a bare arse.”


  Without looking at him, Angel shuffled off the chair onto the floor.


  “Are you hungry?”


  “Yes, Sir, but I don’t think I can eat right now.”


  “I’ll make you some toast to settle your stomach.”


  “Seriously, I don’t think I can eat anything.”


  “You’ll do as you’re told,” Kael said.


  Looking up at him, Angel said, “This is what you’re so pissed off about, isn’t it?”


  Kael put two slices of bread into the toaster and pressed the lever before looking at


  Angel. He looked so small and vulnerable sitting on the floor naked with his bottle of


  water and his white face. “What? And be cautious what you say because I’m still angry


  with you.”


  “Yeah, I can tell,” Angel said. “You’re disappointed in me because I’m not as good


  as you. But what makes you really mad is someone saying no to you. You not having


  control about whether or not I get into Cambridge is what pisses you off. You want to


  snap your fingers and have everything line up the way you want it.”


  “Yes, I do,” Kael said. “And I’ll still make it work. You’re going to Cambridge.”


  Angel was absolutely right. Kael hated anything being beyond his control. The


  toast popped up, and he took the low-fat Flora margarine from the fridge and spread it


  on the toast before cutting the slices into perfect triangles and arranging them on a


  white, square, very thin porcelain plate. “Eat.” He passed the plate to Angel, who
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  placed it on the floor in front of him. The boy took a piece of toast and began to nibble


  at a corner.


  “What are you going to do?”


  “Leave it up to me.”


  The buzzer sounded. Surprised that anyone would be at his door at that time of


  night, Kael looked at the microwave clock. “It’s half past ten. Who the hell is that?” He


  looked at Angel. “Stay there, and I expect you to eat that toast.”


  At the front door, Kael looked at the CCTV. Conran. What was he doing there? He


  pressed the button to release the door.


  “What are you doing here,” Kael asked when Conran exited the lift. He must have


  been at work late, because he was still dressed in his formal dark blue suit with white


  shirt and red tie. He must have a dozen of those suits in dark blue or dark gray, because


  they were all he wore at work. “Never mind. I wanted to talk to you anyway. Come in.”


  “Is everything all right?”


  “Why shouldn’t it be?” Then he remembered screaming Angel’s name into the


  secure line phone yesterday. And he’d canceled his afternoon class. “Oh, yes. Well, it’s


  okay now. I was having some trouble with Angel, but…” He shrugged.


  In the living room, Kael pointed at one of the black leather armchairs. “Sit.”


  Conran sat exactly where Kael indicated while Kael sat on the black leather couch


  opposite.


  “Where’s Angel?” Conran asked.


  “I’m here.” Angel stood in the doorway, holding a piece of toast. “Hi, Mr.


  Conran.” The boy walked over and leaned down to kiss Conran on the cheek.


  Seeming only slightly taken aback that Angel was unself-consciously stark naked


  in the living room, he said, “You don’t look well. You’re paler than usual.”
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  “I’m better than I was a few hours ago.” He walked quietly over to Kael and sat


  cross-legged on the floor at his feet. “I got sick, but it was my own fault. Wasn’t it,


  Daddy?”


  “Yes, it was.” Kael looked at Conran. “If you were hoping for some action, I’m not


  in the mood. You have to make arrangements in advance for that.”


  A deep blush crept over Conran’s face. He adjusted his already perfectly


  positioned tie and cleared his throat. “No, I came to speak to you about work.” He


  glanced at Angel.


  “All right,” Kael said. “But first, who do you know in government who went to


  Cambridge?”


  “I don’t know offhand, but it’s easy enough to find out. Why?”


  “I want someone with clout to write a letter of recommendation for Angel. The


  headmaster at Redmond thinks he won’t get in with no history of expensive, fancy


  schools or a genius level IQ.”


  “Daddy! Jesus Christ!” Angel screamed, throwing the toast across the room and


  rising on his knees to face Kael. “When are you going to quit on this? I’m not going to


  fucking Cambridge.”


  Kael grabbed him so fast, pulling him to his feet and landing several hard slaps on


  his buttocks, that he had no time to escape. Angel screamed at the indignity. Conran


  shifted about in his chair, looking very uncomfortable. With his arms around Angel’s


  waist, Kael lifted him off his feet, carrying the struggling boy to the dungeon. Even in


  good health, Angel was no match for Kael’s strength, but he was still weak from


  whatever he had taken the day before and Kael carried him easily. While Angel


  continued to struggle, Kael pushed him into the standing cage and closed the gate,


  snapping the padlock closed.


  Grabbing the bars, Angel pulled on them like a protesting prisoner in a movie, but


  the words he uttered in a sobbing voice were more like those of a hurt child. “I hate


  you! I hate you!”
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  Without looking back, Kael strode out of the dungeon and closed the door. The


  soundproofed room effectively shut out the boy’s cries. Standing to catch his breath, he


  waited for a minute before entering the living room again. As much as anything, he was


  embarrassed knowing Conran must have heard Angel screaming “I hate you.”


  Before sitting down, Kael poured two glasses of whisky, drank his own, and


  handed the other to Conran. “Kids, what would you do with them?” he said with half a


  laugh.


  Conran sipped his whisky. “Was that a serious question?”


  Throwing himself down on the couch, his long legs stretched out in front, Kael


  said, “What do you mean?”


  “You said, ‘Kids, what would you do with them?’ Are you asking my advice, or


  was that rhetorical?”


  Looking into Conran’s serious, pale blue eyes, Kael realized this might just be a


  good time to get some advice. Conran crossed his legs, holding his drink in front of


  him. A defensive posture, drawing himself in, in case I don’t react well. With a quick


  assessment of his body, a thing he did routinely on a job, Kael found that his heart was


  still beating fast, his breath was slightly short, and his adrenaline was high. He sat


  straight, took several cleansing breaths, and felt calmer. He shrugged. “Go ahead.


  Advise me.”


  “I think you should listen to him.”


  At once Kael’s muscles tensed. It took half a second to calm himself again. He


  didn’t want to be told that Angel had a right to his feelings. “You offered to take him


  into SIS even though he’s not old enough yet. You shouldn’t have done that.”


  “Training, that’s all I meant. I’d hardly send him out on assignments before he


  was ready, but he’s got talent.”


  “Tell me about it. I just locked him in the standing cage with a padlock on the


  bars. He’s like Houdini. He can get out of anything.”
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  “Really? That’s handy.” The look of interest on Conran’s face made Kael wish he


  hadn’t mentioned it. “Angel’s clever like you, Saunders, but without your


  ruthlessness.”


  “That’s the problem. To do what I do, you have to be ruthless.”


  Conran nodded. “He wouldn’t make a good assassin. I’ve never had that in mind


  for him. Why not let him at least take a gap year and do some training in intelligence


  gathering?”


  “I want him to go to Cambridge like I did.”


  Conran took a mouthful of whisky before saying, “I’d like my three to all go to


  Oxford since I went there, but Rupert, the eldest, will never go. Annabelle is the


  brightest of the three.”


  “The schools they go to before they get to university are half the battle. The


  headmaster at Redmond admitted that much to me. Are you going to send your boys to


  College Grange?”


  “Yes, they’ll go there.” Looking into his glass, Conran said quietly, “But Rupert


  has learning disabilities. He’s a couple of years behind his peers.”


  “Oh, I didn’t know,” Kael said. “Sorry.” He had seen all three of Conran’s children


  over the years, but he had never spent any time with them. “He looks normal enough.”


  That wasn’t a good thing to say.


  “It’s not the end of the world, and yes, he’s physically healthy and very


  handsome. But he had a difficult birth, and the doctor thinks it’s from that. We have to


  adjust our expectations, that’s all. Find out what he’s good at and focus on that. Rupert


  is not me, and Angel is not you. They have to be themselves.”


  “I know, but I want the best for Angel.”


  “You know, Saunders, I was very nervous about you having a relationship of any


  kind. It’s really not good for a man in your position, but when I realized who Angel is,
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  his talents, his intelligence, I knew it was safe. Despite the way he behaves sometimes,


  he’s very mature.”


  Crossing his arms over his chest, Kael blew air out hard between his lips. “He’s


  been acting like a five-year-old the last few days.”


  “Some of your behaviors could be construed that way as well at times.” Conran


  licked his upper lip, a nervous gesture Kael had noted over the years.


  “I see,” was all he said in response.


  “Angel has come through on no less than two occasions in life-threatening


  situations. If he throws the odd tantrum or acts like a typical teenager on occasion, I


  think you should forgive him.”


  Pondering Conran’s words, Kael watched the man. Conran had got to know him


  very well over the years, Kael admitted to himself, and especially over the last year and


  a half. He too had to be a good judge of character to know who would make a good


  intelligence operative and who would make an unconscionable killer. “Perhaps you’re


  right. I’ll think about it. In the meantime, I want a letter of recommendation from a


  high-ranking MP. No backbenchers. Pull some strings for me.” He paused before


  adding, “I’ll make it worth your while.”


  Conran nodded briefly, looking off to one side, his cheeks coloring. “I’ll see what I


  can do.”


  Realizing with shock that he had just whored himself out, Kael went to the


  polished glass-and-oak sideboard to pour another whisky. Looking at Conran’s glass,


  he went over and topped it up. How desperate was he to get his own way in this?


  Businesslike again, and slightly angry and confused by his own behavior, he said,


  brusquely, “Now, what did you want?”


  Conran waited until Kael was comfortably seated again before saying,


  “Romodanovsky will be back in the country next week. This time he’ll be meeting with


  the home secretary, probably something about crime in Russia. That’s irrelevant to you.
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  The meetings will be held at Dorneywood this time. Romodanovsky has asked very


  specifically for you as his minder.”


  “Me?” Kael had only just succeeded in getting that man out of his head. Distracted


  by Angel, Kael had let the Russian drift from his mind. He never expected to see him


  again, except perhaps on TV. “That’s a surprise. I smacked him at Downing Street.”


  Conran’s eyes widened in horror, and he shifted in his seat. “That cut under his


  eye? My God! I assumed he’d been dipping into the vodka and stumbled.” The words


  came out in a stammering rush. “Good God, Saunders. What’s the matter with you?


  That man is very powerful, and that’s aside from his political power. His wealth and


  family connections are enough on their own.”


  The memory of the man kissing him filled his head with all the shock and


  sensuality of the moment. The knowledge that not so long ago he would have taken


  what was on offer surfaced also. “He made a pass at me.”


  “No!” Conran said, his face creasing with what could have been shock or disgust.


  “Yes,” Kael said.


  “But he’s a married man.”


  “So are you.”


  “Yes, well,” Conran muttered, sinking deeper into his armchair and looking away.


  “Why didn’t you take him up on it?”


  “I would have before Angel. He’s a handsome man, and he’s in great shape


  considering he’s over sixty.” Kael nodded in the general direction of the dungeon. “I


  don’t have sex with anyone except my boy, but I’ll continue to do you a favor here and


  there. Angel says he’s good with it.”


  “He wouldn’t tell anyone, would he?”


  “No. You’re the one who keeps telling me how mature he is. And he really likes


  you, though God knows why.”


  Conran smiled. “Yes, God knows.”
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  “Anyway I’m not a bodyguard, remember.”


  “There are others who could do it and whom I would normally give the detail to.


  But he requested you. Perhaps he wants another go at you…you know, see if he can get


  you interested in him this time. It’s only for a couple of days.” Conran hesitated for a


  brief moment. “Take Angel and give him some on-the-job training. His precision with


  firearms is an asset, and his batlike eyesight is very useful. The job isn’t dangerous. He


  could learn a lot. I’ll assign you Thornton as well since she worships you.”


  That made Kael smile, especially since it brought back her asking him for advice


  about dating. As if he’d know anything about what straights did. Both men’s gazes


  were drawn to the door when Angel said, “Daddy, I’m sorry.”


  “See, I told you,” Kael said to Conran. “Harry fucking Houdini.” Angel took a step


  into the room, his chin sunk onto his chest. “Come here,” Kael said.


  Like a young gazelle, Angel crossed the room in a few leaps and was in his lap in


  an instant, cuddled up like a babe in arms, his long legs drawn into his belly. Kael held


  him close to his chest, one hand resting on Angel’s hip, uncaring what Conran thought.


  Though when he glanced at the man, he saw a gentle look of longing on his face.


  “What does that say on his buttocks?” Conran asked.


  “Slave.” Kael smiled. “It’s from an impression paddle.”


  “I’ve seen those on the Internet,” Conran whispered, his breath short.


  For a long moment, Kael watched him, seeing the color rise to Conran’s cheeks.


  There was a definite bulge at the crotch of his smart trousers. “What would your wife


  say if she saw ‘slave’ on your arse with a nice dark bruise?”


  The man’s reluctance to answer had to be because of Angel’s presence. Kael kissed


  his boy’s cheek. “Go and get into bed now, sweetheart. Daddy will come soon.”


  Angel obeyed at once, kissing Conran again before he left.


  “What would she say, Stephen?”
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  “Believe it or not, Portia is very understanding, which is why I told you that she


  and I are perfectly suited. How could she not have seen me bruised before now? We


  sleep together every night. She understands I have certain needs she cannot fulfill.”


  Kael chuckled. “Did you tell her you come to me for a thrashing?”


  “Of course not! She doesn’t ask, and I don’t talk about it. I told her at the


  beginning of our marriage that I like…well, you know. After that it’s never been


  discussed. She’s not as bad as you think she is. She’s a good mother.”


  Kael rose. “Come on. I’m going to make you happy.”


  Following him into the dungeon, Conran waited for instruction. Kael took the


  impression paddle from the box. “Come here and look at this.”


  Breathing hard, Conran fingered the beautiful paddle. “It’s lovely.”


  “One strike, very hard, will produce the word on your arse. One hellishly painful


  strike. Do you want it?”


  Conran’s hands were shaking and the bulge in his trousers had swelled as he bit


  on his lower lip. “Yes please, Sir.”


  Neither undressing nor bothering to lock the door, Kael rubbed his chin as if


  pondering his next move. It was part of the show. He knew exactly what he planned to


  do. “Take off your jacket and drop your trousers, boy.”


  Conran removed his jacket quickly but was hardly able to manage his zipper


  because his hands were shaking so hard, and he struggled to get his trousers open.


  Finally he pushed them down to his knees and stood waiting, looking anxiously at Kael.


  “Toddle over to the horse,” Kael ordered. Conran obeyed, walking awkwardly


  with his trousers restricting his knees and his dark red cock jutting out. Coming up


  behind him, Kael pushed Conran forward by the shoulders so that he was bent at the


  waist. Then he positioned the man’s feet slightly apart, and his arms stretched out along


  the horse. “Perfect! Good boy, Stephen.”
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  The man’s short, heavy breaths filled the silent dungeon. As he had done with


  Angel, Kael said, “On a count of three, I’ll do it. One, two, three!” The crack of the


  paddle on Conran’s arse was incredibly loud, but the man himself hardly uttered a


  sound, just a deep, long ommm coming up from his belly and out of his open mouth.


  Stepping back, Kael looked at Conran’s cock, which was still hard. Quickly he fetched a


  dildo and slathered it with K-Y. “Don’t move, boy.”


  Without ceremony or finesse, Kael shoved the dildo into Conran’s rectum and


  reamed him mercilessly until the man’s cum shot out onto the floor and his body jerked


  spasmodically. Having done his work, Kael stepped back to look. Limp and panting,


  Conran rested his upper torso on the horse. His arse was scarlet from the paddle and


  would soon bruise beautifully. Giving him a minute to recover, Kael cleaned the dildo


  with care and put away the paddle. Returning to Conran, he handed him a roll of paper


  towels. “Clean up your mess.”


  Obeying at once, Conran wiped his semen off the floor and then pulled his


  trousers up. “Thank you,” he said very quietly.


  “You’re welcome. Now get me that letter.” With his arm around Conran’s


  shoulders, he walked with him to the door.


  “Yes, I’ll get it, and please think about what I said about the Dorneywood job and


  Angel.”


  “I will.”


  A moment stretched between them until Kael reached across Conran to open the


  door, but as he did so, Conran wrapped his arms around Kael’s chest and held on to


  him, hugging tightly. Impatient, but at the same time feeling a touch of affection for the


  man, Kael held him for a moment before easing him away. “Go home.”


  In bed, as his boy lay with his back pressed against Kael’s belly, he saw the faded


  old blankie sticking out from under Angel’s pillow. He decided not to comment on it


  since he knew the boy was trying to give it up. He must be feeling insecure to have


  taken his blanket out of the wardrobe again. Kael threw his arm over his boy’s smooth,
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  slender body and kissed the back of his head. “I only want the best for you,


  sweetheart.”


  “I know, Daddy,” Angel said sleepily. “I won’t make a fuss about going to uni


  again.”


  “Good boy. We’ll start the applications this week.”


  Kael remained awake for a long time listening to Angel’s soft, even breath,


  planning his boy’s life. You’re going to be successful. You’re going to be the best at everything


  you do, just like me. Go big or go home, was a saying he’d heard recently on some game


  show Angel was wasting time watching one night. A group of idiots had been running


  an Alice in Wonderland-like obstacle course where they kept getting knocked into


  foamy water by giant fists while leaping across impossibly wide gaps on moving


  machinery. Angel had been in hysterics, clapping his hands like a kid every time


  someone fell into the water. Kael had never thought crap like that was funny.


  But one of the idiots had kept saying, “Go big or go home,” and in the end, the bloke


  won because he wasn’t afraid to take risks.
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  Chapter Seven


  “What are you going to do to me, Sir?” Angel watched Daddy lock the dungeon


  door and place the key out of reach on top of the door frame.


  “Take your clothes off, boy.”


  Obeying at once and leaving his clothes in a pile on the floor, Angel shivered as


  adrenaline whooshed through his muscles. Sometimes Daddy told him what was


  coming and sometimes he didn’t, which always added to the excitement.


  “Do you want to leave the dungeon, Angel?” Daddy smiled. He already knew the


  answer.


  “No, Sir.” With hurried steps, Angel crossed the polished hardwood floor and


  dropped to his knees. For a long moment, he rested his cheek against Daddy’s feet, the


  coolness and strength of Daddy seeping into him. He could do anything when he was


  with his daddy, achieve anything, be anything.


  “Sit up.”


  Angel sat on his heels with his hands behind his back, clasped at the tailbone, his


  back very straight, and his chin tucked down respectfully but not pathetically.


  “Perfect,” Daddy said.


  For a moment, Angel tried to keep the smile off his face. A big self-satisfied grin


  was not the response a mature slave made when his master praised him, but he


  couldn’t help it. Nothing made his heart soar like Daddy’s praise, and after the stunt


  he’d pulled a few days ago in that bar, he really wanted Daddy to see him as worthy


  again.


  Unable any longer to keep his eyes lowered like a good slave, he looked up to see


  Daddy removing his clothes, which he left on the floor by the door. Then, wearing
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  nothing but his socks, he put his hands on his hips and looked at Angel. A giggle


  started deep in Angel’s belly and bubbled up, erupting into a full-blown laugh.


  “Are you making fun of your daddy, slave boy?” he said in a deep, totally fake,


  stern voice.


  Still giggling, Angel kissed Daddy’s feet again.


  “Remove my socks.”


  “Yes, Sir.” Angel reached out, only to be told sternly, “No hands.”


  “Yes, Sir.”


  Balancing perfectly on his right foot, Daddy raised his left.


  Placing his hands at his tailbone again, Angel leaned forward and took the top


  hem of the black sock in his teeth. Daddy did nothing to assist him but remained


  perfectly still.


  Twisting his head to maneuver the sock off the foot, Angel experienced a rush of


  triumph when he achieved his goal. He dropped the sock at Daddy’s feet and looked up


  at him, waiting for him to raise his other foot. When the procedure was repeated


  perfectly, Angel picked up both socks in his mouth and scampered like a puppy to the


  pile of clothes on the floor by the door. He dropped the socks, then sat up, waiting for


  further instructions.


  “In the shower, boy.”


  They usually stripped and showered in the bathroom first since the shower in the


  dungeon was only a small, narrow cubicle, but Daddy had surprised him after his


  homework was done by asking, “How much pain can you take without going into


  subspace?” Angel had only smiled and shrugged while his cock grew thick.


  Daddy got into the small shower stall with him. It was so narrow that their bodies


  pressed together while they washed, touching at the thighs and the hips, their bellies


  and backs moving against each other, just like when they were in bed. All Angel’s


  questionable behavior over the last few days, his stupidity at the bar, spending the
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  night vomiting and pissing himself, throwing tantrums because Daddy wanted


  something he didn’t, the embarrassing STD examination at the health clinic while


  Daddy stood watching, arms crossed over his chest and an impatient look on his face—


  none of it mattered now.


  They were in the dungeon, in their sacred space where no one could intrude and


  the world did not matter. Angel lived for those moments when he was completely


  Daddy’s possession and his only duty, his only desire in the world was to obey and


  please his master.


  They stepped out onto the mat. Angel grabbed a clean towel and got on his knees


  to rub Daddy’s legs dry, working his way up. When Daddy was taken care of, Angel


  rubbed the towel quickly over his body and then waited. He wanted Daddy to hug him,


  but he wasn’t going to be needy or self-centered. He was going to be perfectly obedient.


  Daddy reached out, placing his hand tenderly on Angel’s cheek, looking down at him.


  Six months ago, he would have thrown his arms around Daddy’s waist and hugged


  him tight, but he knew better now. That kind of behavior was for the bedroom or


  anywhere else in the house where they were Daddy and Angel. Right now, in the


  dungeon, they were master and slave.


  “You’ve started calling me Sir when we’re in the dungeon. Just Sir, not Daddy.


  Why’s that?”


  “Sir, I want to be your Daddy’s boy for the rest of my life, but I want to learn to be


  a good slave as well. In here it’s like a different world. This is the one place I can strive


  to be perfect. Outside I screw up all the time and you forgive me and then I screw up


  again. It’s real life, but this is like another plane of existence. Am I making sense, Sir?”


  he asked very seriously. “Or am I rambling like an idiot?”


  “Perfect sense, boy.” Daddy smiled. “Go and stand by the flogging post.”


  “Yes, Sir.” With long, dignified strides, Angel walked toward the beautiful


  whipping post. Daddy had not flogged him at the post in some months, and he had


  grown taller since the last time. The hook was well above his head, and he had had to
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  rise up on his toes when his handcuffed hands were hooked over the large metal hook


  at the top. Now he would likely be able to keep his feet flat on the floor.


  Waiting in perfect posture, Angel watched Daddy choosing a paddle from those


  hung on the wall. He took one down, and with his long, elegant stride, Daddy came


  back to him, carrying a thick, heavy paddle, thirteen inches long and vicious looking.


  Biting his lower lip in anticipation, Angel closed his eyes dreamily.


  “Take it, slave.”


  Opening his eyes wide, Angel looked up at Daddy. “Sir?”


  “Take the paddle.”


  With both hands, Angel took the instrument, surprised at how heavy it was. No


  wonder it hurt. But it was an incredible, mind-blowing, wonderful pain. He raised it to


  his lips and kissed it, inhaling the mellow scent of the leather before offering it back to


  Daddy.


  With one finger, Daddy indicated that he should move aside. Angel obeyed,


  watching in confusion as Daddy stepped in front of the flogging post and reached up to


  grasp the hook with both hands. Spreading his feet to about eighteen inches apart and


  taking a firm stance, he said, “Flog my arse.”


  “Sir?” All of Angel’s desire to be the perfect, obedient slave was thrown into


  confusion. “I don’t understand, Sir.”


  “Step back, take a firm stance, and flog my arse.”


  His confusion growing, Angel stammered, “I-I can’t. I can’t. I don’t know how. Sir,


  I can’t do that to you.”


  “Do it now.” Daddy turned his face to the front, no longer looking at him.


  For long moments, Angel stared at Daddy’s muscular buttocks. There was no fat


  on Daddy’s body—just perfect, smooth skin over muscle. “Daddy, I can’t.” Feeling


  insecure he went back to saying Daddy.
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  Watching Daddy, he waited for a response. Nothing. Daddy remained absolutely


  still, neither speaking nor looking at him. A range of emotions swept through him, from


  the desire to throw down the paddle and have a tantrum to wanting to reason with


  Daddy.


  Moaning with distress, Angel took his stance, feet spread to brace his slender


  body. He doubted one arm had enough power in it to make an impact, so he grasped


  the handle with both hands exactly the way he had been taught at Redmond to hold a


  cricket bat. Swinging it back, he landed a perfect swat across the middle of Daddy’s


  buttocks. Daddy’s indrawn breath and the tensing of his muscles told him he had hit


  hard. Maybe it was too hard. He should have started out light like Daddy did with a


  paddling or spanking.


  “Should I go lighter, Sir?”


  No answer. He was going to get nothing from Daddy. He started again, lighter


  this time, his arms already aching from the weight of the paddle. One, two, three, and


  then he found a rhythm that swept through his whole body. His arms stopped aching


  as momentum worked with him to swing the paddle. For a moment, he forgot it was his


  beloved Daddy he was paddling. It was a backside, a gorgeous, hard backside growing


  redder and redder as the welts began to rise. Panting in rhythm with the paddle, he


  remembered to ask, hoping he would get an answer this time to give him some


  direction.


  “Sir, give me a word.”


  “Green.” Direction made him feel secure to continue—but he had been hoping for


  red.


  Daddy always said time stood still in the dungeon, and there was no way to tell


  since there was no clock in there. But he must have been paddling for well over five


  minutes, the momentum of his swing making it remarkably easy to keep going and to


  increase the intensity. It got physically easier the longer he did it, but the emotions


  remained the same. He was flogging his daddy.
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  Alert to every movement, he saw Daddy lower his head until it drooped between


  his upstretched arms. Daddy’s shoulders began to sag ever so slightly. Say red, say red.


  He willed Daddy to stop him.


  To Angel’s immense relief, the word was finally uttered on a long-drawn-out


  breath. “Red.”


  Angel dropped the paddle and sank onto all fours, panting hard with both relief


  and exhaustion. Suddenly remembering his duty, he jumped to his feet. “Come and lie


  down, Sir, on your belly on the table.” Angel took his hand, but Daddy did not need


  assistance. He strode to the leather-topped torture table and stretched out on his belly.


  From the supply shelves, Angel took a jar of arnica cream.


  With sure hands, he massaged cream into the scarlet, welted buttocks of the man


  he loved, and when he looked at Daddy’s face, he saw a smile of such perfect serenity


  that he was confused. “Why, Sir? You never got a hard-on through the whole thing, so I


  know it doesn’t turn you on like it does with me.”


  “Just testing my endurance, and yours, boy. You did well.”


  With another dollop of cream on his fingers, Angel massaged it gently but firmly


  into Daddy’s buttocks, enjoying healing the flesh he had just tortured. “Sir, it was


  horrible. I hated it. I’m a sub. I don’t want to be a dom, and I don’t want to beat my


  daddy.”


  “No, but you do have to obey me in absolutely everything.” Daddy sat up and


  swung his legs over the side of the table. “God, my arse hurts.” His expression was


  halfway between a grin and a wince.


  Placing both hands on Daddy’s knees, Angel looked up at him. “How was my


  technique, Sir?”


  “Not bad for a first time, but you need to start out slower next time and pace


  yourself better. You were panting after the first few strokes, but your timing improved


  as you went along.”


  “Sir, I never want to do that again.”
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  Taking Angel’s face in both hands, Daddy looked into his eyes. “It’s hard to stay


  present when you’re in pain, not without screaming. You spend a lot of time in


  subspace when I flog or paddle you, don’t you?”


  “Yes, Sir. It’s the most amazing trip in the world. I love it. But when you spank


  me, I mostly stay present. Spanking still really hurts, but it’s different. The arousal is


  different too. I love spanking more than anything.”


  “If you were in a situation where you were in pain but also in danger, you’d have


  to learn to stay present so you could be aware of opportunities to make a move.


  Understand?”


  “Yes, Sir.”


  “Right, good. That’s what we’re going to practice now.”


  “Okay,” Angel said uncertainly, then quickly, “yes, Sir.”


  “Are you scared?”


  “A little, Sir.”


  “You don’t have to do it,” Daddy said, leaning forward to kiss his forehead.


  “Daddy, I’m ready for anything as long as you’re there to take care of me.”


  “That’s my boy.” Angel cried out when Daddy grasped his nipples with his


  fingers and thumbs, twisting the silver bar studs. “Remember when I pierced your


  nipples?”


  “Yes, Sir.” He smiled. “How could I forget?”


  “The pain was sudden and unexpected, but you did really well. You stayed


  present and didn’t shit yourself like you thought you were going to.”


  “Yes, Sir, but the initial pain was over very quickly, and I didn’t know it was


  coming. I was hooded, remember?” Daddy nodded. “The pain that lasted afterward


  was the real killer, but you gave me paracetamol for it.”


  An I beam with large, strong hooks sticking out was fixed to the ceiling. Angel


  had never been suspended before and he had wondered how it would feel, but
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  whenever he asked about it, Daddy always said, “I do things in my own time, not my


  slave’s time.” Biting his lower lip, he looked at Daddy’s face, trying to figure out what he


  was thinking.


  Daddy positioned Angel directly under two hooks about ten inches apart. “Stay


  put.” At the shelves, he began to choose his tools—which was a part of their play Angel


  always found exciting. Daddy would gather what he wanted to use and place the items


  with great care on the torture table nearby. Angel could scarcely contain his arousal


  watching the procedure. His cock grew longer and thicker, filling with blood and


  becoming hypersensitive. If he so much as stroked it lightly at that moment, he would


  come, and he couldn’t let that happen. To get control of himself, he took deep breaths


  and looked away.


  “Are you having a hard time, boy?” Daddy stood in front of him, his hands on


  Angel’s shoulders.


  “It’s watching you assemble your equipment that does it, Sir. I get hard just


  thinking about it sometimes when I’m bored in class.”


  The look on his face must have been as pained as he felt, because Daddy said


  gently, “Would you like Daddy to put you out of your misery?”


  “Yes please, Sir.” He expected Daddy to fetch a cock ring to help him control


  himself, but instead he took Angel’s cock in his palm, squeezed hard, and pulled, one


  jerk, two, and Angel’s sperm shot onto the floor as his orgasm ripped through his body.


  Crying out, he fell against Daddy’s chest, breathing hard.


  “There’s a good boy. Feel better?”


  “Oh, Sir,” he panted. “You are the best master in the universe. I was expecting a


  cock ring, Sir.”


  “I’m a good master?” Daddy teased.


  “The best, Sir,” Angel said fervently. “The very best.”


  For the next while, the dungeon was silent but for Angel’s labored breath.
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  Taking ankle cuffs and a twelve-inch spreader bar, Daddy cuffed and spread


  Angel’s ankles. Twelve inches was a comfortable distance and didn’t affect his balance


  in any way, so he stood perfectly still. Angel didn’t look round when Daddy went


  behind him, but remained looking straight ahead, accepting, trying not to anticipate or


  predict anything. He was completely in the moment.


  “Put your hands behind your back.” Angel obeyed at once. “Now grasp your


  elbows with your opposite hands as if you are crossing your arms behind.” Again


  Angel obeyed. With a long length of cotton rope, Daddy expertly bound Angel’s arms


  together from the wrists to the elbows until he could no longer move them. With his


  ankles secured and his arms bound, a sense of perfect serenity began to descend over


  him. Immobilized, Angel was utterly in Daddy’s power, subject to Daddy’s will and


  desires. It was his absolute sense of trust in the man he had gifted himself to that


  brought about his peace.


  “You’re going to wear a hood,” Daddy said with no margin for discussion. “You


  may choose which one.” Angel always chose the same hood, the one that left the mouth


  and nose exposed and did not tie around the neck. As much as he loved to be bound


  and helpless, he still held reservations about being hooded. It wasn’t the lack of sight


  but the thought of his air being cut off that frightened him.


  “The open one, please, Sir.”


  “As you wish, boy.” Angel’s eyes never left Daddy as he fetched the hood, one of


  several Daddy owned, from the wooden heads on the shelf that kept the hoods in


  perfect shape. Angel always felt a moment of panic when the hood slid over his head,


  fitting closely and perfectly, clinging to his head and smoothing over his face. His


  breathing always slowed again when he knew his mouth and nose were free. “Good


  boy, Angel,” Daddy said gently. Daddy knew the hood was the one thing that set off


  Angel’s fear response. They had discussed it before.


  Bound and sightless, his perfect hearing dulled slightly by the leather pressing


  over his ears, Angel waited, unable now even to guess what Daddy would do next.
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  Aroused by his helplessness, Angel’s cock rose, stiff and blood-filled again. He waited


  for Daddy to put a cock ring on him, but Daddy didn’t.


  A great cry of fear erupted from Angel’s throat against his will. His feet were off


  the ground, and he was being turned upside down. Everything in him rebelled against


  his sudden disequilibrium.


  “Stay calm, boy.” Daddy’s voice filtered through the sound of blood rushing in his


  ears and the distraction of adrenaline coursing through his muscles.


  Daddy was holding him upside down, with his body pressed close to Daddy’s


  chest. Then Daddy’s solid presence was gone and Angel was swinging gently. He knew


  the spreader bar was securely attached to the two hooks overhead. His head must be a


  couple of feet above the floor.


  The strangest mixture of freedom and restriction engulfed him.


  Daddy walked silently even in shoes. In bare feet, he walked like a ghost. Angel


  had no idea where Daddy was. Calming himself, he tried to focus his senses. Then a


  very subtle warmth shimmered behind him. Daddy was there. Angel could feel his


  body heat.


  Two strong hands pried Angel buttocks apart, and he pondered for a moment the


  strange pleasure of being fucked upside down. Something cold and strange slid into


  Angel’s anus, aided only by its own slippery surface. It was small and annoying rather


  than big and warm, filling his ass the way he loved it to be filled. It felt as if it was


  notched in such a way that it stuck partway in and partway out. He almost said Daddy,


  what is that before quickly clamping his lips shut. Whatever it was, Daddy wanted it


  there, and that was all that mattered. With one hand, Daddy gently pushed Angel, and


  he began to swing, not high, just a foot or so and back again. The rhythm was gentle


  and comforting, back and forth.


  A burning sensation began slowly in Angel’s anus. At first he thought it was the


  coldness of the tiny dildo or whatever it was. But it was no longer cold. It was hot and


  quickly becoming unbearable. Between his clamped lips, Angel began to moan. He
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  didn’t want to disobey Daddy, but the sudden intense desire to get the object out of his


  anus made him push. It didn’t budge.


  A deep, warm chuckle told him Daddy was close by and watching. The only way


  to keep from crying out was to pant. Daddy pushed him gently again to keep him


  swinging. The burning became a powerful irritation that made Angel squirm, wiggling


  his hips and pushing outward to try to rid himself of the object. This was no longer


  about pleasing Daddy. It was about relief.


  Then it came, an agonizing pain, just one blow across his buttocks. Unable to


  control his reaction, Angel screamed. He had felt so peaceful, bound, hanging upside


  down like a bat, swinging lightly. He wanted to return to the tranquility of those first


  moments of utter peace. The hot, evil, burning irritation in his anus made it impossible


  to drift into subspace. It kept him present whether he wanted it or not. The pain


  stopped, but the burning in his anus was relentless.


  “How much pain can you take without going into subspace?” It was the question


  Daddy had started their session with.


  “I can’t go anywhere with my ass itching and burning like this. I feel like I’m on


  fire inside.” Silence greeted his words, and then he remembered his manners. “Sir,” he


  added quietly.


  “Good boy.” The comforting feel of Daddy’s big hand on his thighs brought tears


  to his eyes.


  “How do you feel, boy? And be truthful.”


  “Horrible, Sir,” Angel said at once. “Irritable. Angry. I want this thing out of my


  ass, Sir!”


  Oh my God. What am I doing? All his best intentions had fled because Daddy had


  surprised him with something disagreeable.


  “Accept. Be one with the discomfort. Stay present. What did I flog you with?”


  “I don’t know, Sir. It wasn’t the paddle. And it was too hard for a strap.”
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  “It’s a cane. Now I’m going to flog you again, just a few strokes, but it’s going to


  hurt like hell. Canes do too much damage if they are used for too long. Are you


  present?”


  Gathering all his resources, all his determination, Angel said, “Yes, Sir. Yes, Sir!”


  “Good lad. So I know you are with me, you will count out loud. Ready?”


  “Yes, Sir.” For five agonizing, mind-blowing strokes, Daddy flayed his buttocks


  while Angel counted out loud. The pain of the first stroke shot through his body, but


  still he managed to say, “One, Sir,” in a ragged voice. Two and three were slightly


  easier. The pain was the same, but he knew he was progressing. Two more strokes were


  coming, and the realization made him wonder if he could do it. He wanted the pain to


  end and the itching in his ass to be soothed. He wanted peace. Stroke number four came


  while his mind protested, and he could not utter the word.


  “I’m waiting,” Daddy said.


  For a split second, Angel had no idea what Daddy was waiting for. Oh right! He


  had to count. “Five, Sir.”


  “That was number four, boy.”


  Oh God. There was another one coming. It would be more bearable if the itching,


  burning pain in his asshole would stop. “Four, Sir.”


  The final blow ripped across his buttocks. Gasping, Angel cried out with intense


  relief, “Five, Sir.”


  “How do you feel, boy?” Daddy’s voice filtered through the fog of pain like an


  anchor to hold on to.


  Floggings usually gave him a hard-on, but the distraction of the thing in his ass


  took away his pleasure, and he felt nothing but the pain. “I love you, Sir. I love you, my


  Master.” In all his short life, Angel had never meant anything more than he meant those


  words.
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  “I’m proud of you,” Daddy said. “You can withstand pain that would have half


  my class at SIS on their knees begging me to stop. Leather subs are the bravest people I


  know.” As he spoke, Daddy’s big hands tenderly stroked Angel’s body, over his back


  and chest, up and down his thighs, and over his inflamed buttocks. For a while, Daddy


  stopped touching him, and Angel was aware that Daddy’s body warmth had


  disappeared. When he returned, he began smoothing comforting arnica into Angel’s


  buttocks. The familiar scent of the arnica cream filled his head. Angel associated it so


  strongly with the dungeon that when he’d smelled it in the Body Shop recently when he


  was out with Jack, he got an erection.


  The burning in his anus had begun to dull even before Daddy slipped the thing


  out of him.


  “I’m going to put some Vaseline in your arsehole to help it feel better,” Daddy


  said.


  “Thank you, Sir.” Now that the pain and discomfort were over and he had borne it


  bravely, tears of relief began to flow, causing his nose to become stuffed up.


  “I’m going to get you down,” Daddy said.


  Finally allowing himself to drift, Angel felt himself floating as Daddy carried him


  to the leather-topped torture table and flipped him onto his belly. The stiffness in his


  arms made itself felt as soon as they were untied. Daddy rubbed each one in turn to get


  the blood flowing again. Then his feet were released from the ankle cuffs. When he was


  done, Daddy stood beside him massaging Angel’s back. “Brave boy. My wonderful


  brave boy. I love you so much.”


  “That was tough, Daddy,” he said. Wanting only comfort now, he was Daddy’s


  boy again.


  “I know, and you were really brave. Can you sit up?” Slowly Angel eased himself


  into a sitting position and got down from the table, stretching his arms and legs and


  flexing his muscles to loosen his body. “Good boy, good boy,” Daddy said. “Come on,


  sweetheart, let’s go to bed.”
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  In the bedroom, Daddy lay on his belly on top of the duvet and Angel saw for the


  first time the bruises blossoming on Daddy’s ass from the paddling he’d given him.


  “My bum hurts,” Daddy moaned.


  Snuggling up beside him, Angel said, “Poor Daddy. Should I get you some


  paracetamol?”


  “No, I want you to kiss it better.”


  Getting up on his hands and knees, Angel nuzzled and kissed the back of Daddy’s


  neck. “Daddy, you big baby.” He giggled.


  “My bum hurts. Kiss it better.” He used a whiny voice that made Angel laugh out


  loud.


  Shoving Daddy’s legs wide apart, Angel settled himself between them. Tenderly


  at first, he kissed the smooth, muscular buttocks all over, rubbing his cheek against the


  hot, inflamed skin. Then starting at the very bottom of the crease, he licked up to the


  top.


  Daddy moaned. “That’s good, boy.”


  Again Angel began at the bottom of the crack, licking up to the top, but deeper


  this time. Again and again he laved the crack, going still deeper until his tongue came


  into contact with Daddy’s anus. It was dry and clean tasting. Pushing his face in deeper,


  he began a circular motion against Daddy’s asshole. Round and round his tongue


  worked, and all the while, Daddy’s moans grew deeper and louder. Briefly Angel


  glanced up when Daddy moved to grab a handful of tissues from the box and stuffed


  them under his cock.


  The power Angel felt and the euphoria that filled his being just knowing the


  delicious pleasure he could give the man he loved overwhelmed him. Pushing his


  tongue between Daddy’s buttocks again, he licked fast and furious in a circle around


  the anus. Daddy rose up on his elbows, his head hanging, moaning loudly. At last he


  squeezed his buttocks tightly together, forcing Angel’s face away as his whole body


  tensed, jerking in spasms of pleasure.
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  Crawling up beside him, Angel lay down, rubbing Daddy’s back and kissing his


  shoulder. Still panting, Daddy rolled onto his side and pulled Angel into his arms. “I


  love you, sweetie. My beautiful boy.”


  “Daddy, what did you stick up my ass?”


  “A peeled gingerroot,” Daddy said. “The juices cause that burning and itching


  sensation. Was it unbearable?”


  “It was, kind of, especially with the pain of the cane and you making me stay


  present. Did I please you, Daddy?” He already knew the answer, but like a child, he


  wanted to hear it again.


  “You always please me in the dungeon. Let’s get under the duvet. We’re starting


  to shiver.”


  Cuddling together in bed was a thing Angel loved as much as he loved the


  dungeon. He drifted into a peaceful sleep sucking quietly on Daddy’s nipple.
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  Chapter Eight


  With immense satisfaction, Kael hit the Send button and watched as the last of


  Angel’s university applications disappeared into cyberspace. “All done.”


  “Happy, Daddy?” Angel whispered in deference to the other boys who were


  studying.


  “Yes, I’m happy.” Kael smiled at his lovely boy. He had totally forgiven Angel’s


  indiscretion with the drugs and the creepy dude. They sat in the school library, where


  Kael had met Angel during the lunch hour to work on his university applications. “We


  only sent in the other two to Durham and Glasgow because it’s expected. You’re going


  to Cambridge. I’m going to see Conran this afternoon to pick up the letter of reference


  he got for you.”


  “Who wrote it, Daddy?”


  “I don’t know yet. Someone in government.”


  Angel spread his hands in a gesture of confusion. “If I’ve never even met the


  dude, how can he recommend me?”


  “Don’t worry about it. It’s the way things work. Has the fat kid been bothering


  you?”


  Angel shook his head. “It’s fine, Daddy. If he does, I’ll take care of it.”


  “That’s my boy.” Kael pushed back his chair and stood up. “I’d better go, and you


  have to get to your afternoon classes.”


  “Are you teaching at SIS?” Angel asked quietly.


  “Yes, just a two-hour seminar.”
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  “On what?” Angel’s beautiful light gray eyes opened wide as he looked up at him.


  Kael knew Angel would far rather be sitting in his classroom at Vauxhall Cross than in


  his history or English class at Redmond.


  “Torture,” he whispered with a grin.


  Angel’s face lit up. “Doing it or withstanding it, Daddy?”


  Ignoring the question, Kael said, “I’ll pick you up at four, and we’ll go straight to


  the gym.”


  Outside in the crisp noon air, Angel walked him to his car in the teachers’ car


  park. Several boys in smart uniforms just like Angel’s called out to him as they passed.


  With pride Kael noted how popular Angel was. Everybody liked him. The only friend


  Kael had ever had was Freddie. He had always hung out with groups of boys at school,


  but no one sought him out individually. They were all scared of him.


  Angel hugged him, hanging on tightly for a moment, his cheek pressed against


  Kael’s chest. When they parted, Kael leaned against the car, watching Angel’s leggy,


  racehorse walk as he hurried back to the building, the sun gleaming on his pale blond


  hair.


  I love you, Angel.


  


  * * * *


  “Sir, what’s the likelihood of being tortured? Has it ever happened to you?”


  


  The seminar had gone well, and Kael had seen the man watching him intently


  throughout. Watching more than listening. He was in his early thirties, big, and tall, but


  with a quiet disposition. The quiet wasn’t the problem, nor his retiring demeanor. It


  was the fear in his eyes.


  “I have found myself in a few very sticky situations over the years. This job might


  not be for you. What made you want to be an operational officer?”


  “I’ve been with SIS for seven years, but I’ve always been in IT. I want something


  more exciting.” With a self-deprecating smile, he patted his belly. “I want to get fit.”
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  “Join a gym.” Kael looked at the soft, protruding belly. “If you were accepted for


  training, somebody thought you had some potential. See how it goes.” He clapped the


  man on the shoulder and strode off toward the lift.


  On the third floor, in the quiet, sedate reception area, Conran’s secretary looked


  up at him from her desk outside her superior’s office. The stout, usually dowdy woman


  was actually looking quite attractive. The old-fashioned twin sets she always wore were


  replaced by a fashionable dress that made her look younger and slimmer.


  “Hello, Mr. Saunders. Do you mind waiting a minute or two? Mr. Conran is


  involved in a rather important three-way.”


  “I didn’t know he was that sexually adventurous.” Surprised that the woman


  started to laugh, he said, “Was I funny?” He had meant to be sarcastic.


  “Yes,” she said, still chuckling. “You’re usually so serious.”


  “Oh.” Still brimmingly happy that Angel’s future education was working out to


  plan, he sat down in the tasteful, wood-framed leather chair near her desk. “You


  usually look really frumpy, Mrs. Lane. You look very nice today.”


  With a rosy-cheeked smile, she said, “Diplomacy has never been your strong


  point, has it, Mr. Saunders?”


  Angel had told him about his bluntness before. “You never sugarcoat it, do you,


  Daddy?” “I meant it as a compliment,” he said defensively. He had seen the woman on


  and off over the last ten years, but more often in the last year, since he had been


  teaching classes at Vauxhall Cross. It wasn’t that long since she’d seen him pin Conran


  up against a wall, so she was right about the diplomacy. “You look younger. I thought


  you were fifty.”


  “I’m forty-three, sir.” Her smile was fast fading.


  “Never ask a lady her age or her weight, Daddy.”


  “Sorry,” he mumbled. “I’m not very good at guessing.” He pulled out his mobile,


  which he had turned off in the library at Redmond. Angel sometimes sent him sweet


  Fyn Alexander | Sins of the Father


  114


  


  little texts, which always made him smile. He pressed the On button. “I forgot there’s


  no signal in here,” he mumbled, pocketing the phone again. He still bought disposable


  phones and destroyed them every few weeks, but since having Angel in his life, he


  always made sure his boy had his number in case he needed him. Lately he had been


  giving the number to his mum as well so she didn’t always have to wait for him to


  phone her. She just couldn’t understand why he kept changing his number.


  A glance at Mrs. Lane proved she was still not best pleased with him. Attempting


  to redeem the moment, he said, “So why did you get yourself a makeover? That’s what


  it’s called, isn’t it? A makeover? Because you do look better.”


  Folding her hands in her lap and sitting back in her swivel chair, Mrs. Lane said,


  “My husband left me. He said I’d let myself go.”


  “He was right. All you needed was a kick in the ar…bum.”


  “I’ll take that as a compliment,” she said. “Especially since I don’t really want my


  husband back anyway. Do you have a wife, Mr. Saunders?”


  “I’m gay. I have a partner.” The warmth that rose in him when he spoke those


  words surprised him. He had been asked before if he was married, and his answer was


  always an angry “I’m gay” or “I’m queer.” He was thoroughly insulted by anyone


  thinking he was straight.


  “You don’t look gay,” she said.


  Gripping the wooden arms of the chair until his knuckles turned white, Kael said,


  “What’s that supposed to mean? Because I’m masculine and don’t have that voice, I


  can’t be gay?”


  With a calm smile, she said, “I was being a bit tactless, Mr. Saunders. Like you


  when you said I needed a kick in the bum and you thought I was fifty.”


  “Oh, I see.” And the miracle was, he did see. With Angel’s help, he was improving


  his people skills all the time. “I think what I should have said was, you’re looking really


  good these days, Mrs. Lane.”
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  “To which I would have replied, thank you very much, Mr. Saunders.”


  Conran’s door opened, making Kael sigh with relief.


  “Saunders, come in.”


  “No. I’m picking Angel up at four to go to the gym. Where’s the letter?”


  “I need to speak to you. We might as well do it now.” Conran held the door until


  Kael walked through. “Sit down. Do you want a drink?”


  “No, I brought the car. Did you get the letter?”


  “Yes, it’s right here.” Conran sat down behind his desk and passed Kael an


  envelope. It was on official parliamentary stationery. “Hope it does the trick for you.”


  “So do I.” The envelope was not sealed, and Kael slid out the letter and skimmed


  it. “The deputy prime minister? Well done, Stephen!” He looked up. “He says here he


  met Angel.”


  “He did, for about five minutes at my New Year party.”


  Feeling victorious, Kael tucked the letter into his inside pocket. “Now, what do


  you want?”


  “Romodanovsky arrives at Dorneywood tomorrow with his son, Dmitri. I’m not


  sure why he’s there. To spend some time with his father, I suppose. He’s at


  Cambridge.”


  “I know. Romodanovsky decided to share his family details with me, as if I


  cared.”


  “They’ll spend two nights at Dorneywood. Friday and Saturday. And they’ll leave


  at noon on Sunday. All meetings will be held on site. The usual security, which consists


  mostly of Specialist Operations officers and a few local police, will be in place. The


  perimeter is already secure. You will have the same team you had at Downing Street.


  Thornton, Crosswell, Mackie, and Ellis.” He paused before saying, “And Angel if you


  want. It will be a good learning experience for him. Do you want me to get him a


  security pass?”
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  “All right. Get it, and I’ll decide tomorrow.”


  Kael stood and put the letter into his inside jacket pocket. “I’m going to be late for


  Angel. Talk to you soon. And thanks.”


  “We’re almost civil with each other these days, aren’t we?” Conran smiled.


  “Almost,” Kael agreed. “How’s your arse?”


  Conran smiled. “Bruised.”


  


  * * * *


  The sky was overcast when Kael walked out of the building onto York Road.


  


  Traffic whizzed past and car fumes assaulted his nostrils as he strode quickly to his car


  a few hundred yards along the street. Sitting in the driver’s seat, he pulled out his


  mobile. There was no text from Angel, but there were four missed calls from his mum.


  Something must be important. Kael punched in her number at once, and on the first


  ring, she said, “Kael?”


  “Hello, Mum. I had my phone turned off because I was teaching and before that I


  was at school with Angel. We sent off his university applications and—”


  “Kael!” she interrupted.


  The panic in her voice frightened him. “Mum, what’s up?”


  Several seconds elapsed before she said, “Can you lend me £2000, luv?”


  “Two thousand? That’s a hell of a lot of money. What do you need it for?”


  Without pause she said, “Bail. Shawn’s been arrested.”


  Yes! Kael felt like punching the air. Shawn in jail meant the useless git was out of


  his mum’s life, at least for a while. “If he’s been arrested, he has no one to blame but


  himself. Let him stew. He can plead guilty, serve his few months, and he’ll be out to


  break the law again before you know it.”


  “No, luv, this is different.”
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  “It’s not different. He’s going to be doing this until he’s too old to do it anymore.


  What was it this time, theft or fencing stolen goods?”


  “Kael, for Jesus’ sake, will you stop.” The shrillness of her tone sent a shot of panic


  through him.


  “What the heck’s upsetting you so much?” he asked gently. “You know what


  Shawn’s like, and it’s not as if you’ve never had a boyfriend arrested before. I wish


  you’d find someone who was good enough for you, Mum.”


  When she spoke again, she was so quiet Kael could hardly hear her. “He’s been


  charged with sexual assault.”


  They both fell silent. Kael was reminded of the moment when he’d been knocked


  unconscious with the butt of a gun in Paris last year, the sick hollow feeling in his head,


  followed by an odd faintness before he passed out. Angel was right.


  “Kael?”


  “Yes.”


  “He didn’t do it. He may be a thief. He is a thief, and he’s lazy and not all that


  bright, but he’d never diddle a kid.”


  “How old was the boy?” Kael asked.


  “A teenager, thirteen or fourteen, something like that. But he didn’t do it. He


  swears up and down he didn’t do it, and I believe him. You know Shawn. You know he


  wouldn’t do anything like that.”


  Kael glanced at the digital clock on the dashboard. It was already a quarter past


  four and it would take him twenty minutes to get through the heavy rush hour traffic to


  Angel. He put the phone on speaker, put his seat belt on, and pulled into traffic. “Listen,


  Mum, I’ve got an important job over the next few days. When it’s finished, I’ll drive up


  and sort this out.”


  “We can’t leave him in jail on a charge like that. He’ll get beaten up. Everyone says


  child molesters get beaten up in jail. Even if they’re not guilty.”
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  The fucker was guilty all right. “There’s nothing I can do. I have to interpret for a


  foreign politician. No one else can speak his language. I’ll come when I can.”


  “Can’t you just transfer the money? All I need is to prove I’ve got it in my bank


  account. I’ll make sure he gets to court when he’s supposed to. You’ll get it back.”


  “Mum, I have to go. The traffic is really bad, and I have to pick up Angel. I’ll be


  there in a few days. Leave Shawn where he is unless someone in his family wants to


  bail him out.”


  “That lot haven’t got two pennies to rub together,” she said. “Kael? How did you


  know it was a lad?”


  “Bye, Mum. I love you.”


  Twenty minutes later, Angel got into the car outside Redmond College. “You


  okay, Daddy? You’re late, and you don’t look well.”


  “I’m fine.”


  “Are you sure?”


  “I’m fine! The traffic’s bad, that’s all. You know how irritable I get when I’m held


  up.”


  Looking straight ahead, Angel replied, “I sure do.”


  


  * * * *


  For two hours, they worked out in the weight room until Kael was dripping with


  


  sweat and some of his initial feelings of anger and betrayal at Shawn were blunted.


  Angel’s fair cheeks were pink with exertion, and he looked tired. Now they stood side


  by side, running on treadmills.


  Staring straight ahead, Kael refused to make eye contact with anyone and did no


  more than nod hello when any of the staff or regulars spoke to him. He had never been


  terribly friendly in all the years he’d been going there, though he’d had a fair number of


  sexual encounters after his workouts. A few years ago, he’d heard one of the staff refer


  to him as The Machine because he went in, worked out for hours at a time without
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  speaking or smiling, and then left. But everything was different with Angel. They all


  knew his name and chatted with him whenever he took a break. On Angel’s first day


  there, one of the trainers had wanted to set up a workout program for him and kept


  coming over to give him instructions on the machines until Kael had finally said, “Get


  lost. He’s my boy and I’ll train him.”


  “What are you doing?” he asked when Angel turned his treadmill off.


  “I’m exhausted, Daddy. I already had soccer this morning as well. I can’t keep up


  with you. I’m going over to the reception to get a drink.”


  “Come right back,” Kael said without altering his pace. Watching his boy stroll


  over to the reception area and lean on the counter, he took note of how much more


  muscular Angel was becoming, though he was still very slender. Sweat ran down the


  fair skin of Angel’s bare back. Kael wore only a pair of black shorts with his trainers,


  but Angel had worn long workout pants with his favorite pink Nikes. Bare-chested, the


  little rubies in his silver nipple studs glinted under the fluorescent lights. After about


  five minutes, Kael glanced over to see Angel drinking a Gatorade while chatting with a


  muscular man who looked to be in his forties. Kael had seen the bloke before.


  Handsome and tanned, he reached out to smooth Angel’s sweaty hair back from his


  face.


  Enraged, Kael jumped off the treadmill and was between them in a split second.


  “Get your fucking hands off my boy!”


  “Whoa, cowboy.” The man raised both hands, palms out.


  That was all it took for Kael to land a fist in his face.


  “Daddy, no!” Angel screamed. “He didn’t do anything.”


  In a second, they were surrounded by staff. Kael was panting with anger, not


  exertion, watching while the man was helped to his feet. Looking up at him, his lower


  lip trembling, Angel looked ready to cry. “Daddy, we didn’t do anything.”


  “Go and get a shower,” Kael told him. Angel hurried away to obey.
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  “That was a really bad idea, Kael.” Philip, the oldest man on staff, stood in front of


  him, apparently to keep him from hitting the other man again. But he had no intention


  of doing that. He couldn’t decide why he had done it in the first place. The bloke had no


  right to put his hand on Kael’s boy, but he offered no real threat. “If he wants to call the


  police and charge you, there’s nothing we can do, and he’s got lots of witnesses.”


  The police were not a concern. They couldn’t arrest him, and they weren’t allowed


  to detain him even temporarily because of his top security clearance from MI6. Still, he


  didn’t want them called. The man looked at Kael, waiting. “I was chatting with Angel.


  Nothing more. He’s a nice lad.” Gingerly he touched his cheekbone with his fingertips.


  “Say you’re sorry, and we’ll leave it at that.”


  Kael loved the gym. He didn’t want to get barred after he’d been going there for


  years. “I apologize.” He looked directly into the man’s attractive, dark eyes. “Don’t talk


  to my boy again. And don’t touch him.”


  “No problem.” The older man walked away, and Kael joined Angel in the


  showers. Neither spoke as they dressed, nor until they got into the car.


  “Are you okay, Daddy? You looked upset when you picked me up. We got my


  applications all sent off. I thought you’d be really happy. Didn’t you get the letter you


  wanted from the member of parliament?”


  “Yes, I got it.” He pulled into the slow evening traffic. “It’s late, and you’re tired.


  Let’s get a takeaway so you don’t have to cook.”


  “Sounds good to me.”


  Forty minutes later, they sat at the kitchen table eating fish and chips out of the


  paper. The grease made Kael feel slightly sick, but Angel had requested a fish supper


  and he decided to let him have whatever he wanted. “How come you never play with


  the video game thingy I got you for Christmas? I thought you wanted one. You were


  asking for it long enough.”


  Angel stuck a chip in his mouth and chewed it. “I did. I do. But there never seems


  to be time for playing games. There’s school and homework and working out and
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  housework and cooking. Most of the time all I want at the end of the day is cuddle time


  with you or the dungeon if I’m lucky.” Looking down at the remaining food, Angel


  crumpled the greasy paper and tossed it in the bin. “Are you done, Daddy?”


  “Yes.”


  Angel cleared up the table before washing his hands at the sink with Fairy Liquid.


  Bubbles floated up from the sink, and Angel grabbed at them with his fingers and


  thumbs, easily distracted like the kid he still was. “Anyway,” he said quietly with his


  back to Kael, “I’d be thinking the whole time that you disapproved and didn’t really


  want me to do it.”


  Sometimes he wondered what he was doing to Angel. The last thing he wanted


  was to squash the boy’s natural enthusiasm for life and his ability to enjoy things. His


  mum had once told him that he was born with his fists clenched, ready to box. But if he


  wasn’t who he was, he could never have been as good as he was at his career, and he


  loved his work.


  “Come on, sweetheart. Let’s brush our teeth and have an early night.”


  “It’s only eight thirty, Daddy.” Angel indicated the microwave clock.


  “Good. More time to cuddle.”


  With a tired smile, Angel headed for the bathroom while Kael bolted the front


  door and put the lights out. The letter from MP he left in his jacket pocket. It didn’t


  seem that important just then. He switched off his personal use mobile and left it with


  the letter to avoid having to speak to his mum. As deeply as he had once thought he


  loved Shawn, that was how much hatred he felt toward him now for doing this.


  All that seemed important at that moment was being with his boy. “Do we need to


  shower again, Daddy?” Angel asked when Kael joined him at the bathroom sink.


  “We showered at the gym an hour ago.”


  “I know, but you’re so rigid about your routines, Sir.”


  Fyn Alexander | Sins of the Father


  122


  


  That was the second time in a week someone had called him rigid, and he’d


  thought he was improving. “I think we’re clean enough.”


  Instead of leaping into bed as he usually did, Angel got in quietly and moved


  naturally into Kael’s arms. Not even trying to hide it anymore, Angel pulled his blanket


  from under his pillow and held it against his chest, his head on Kael’s shoulder.


  Lying on his back with his arm around Angel, tucking his boy close to his side,


  Kael asked quietly, “How come you took your blanket out again?” He couldn’t help but


  take it personally.


  “All this talk about leaving you,” Angel whispered. “I’m not complaining, Daddy,


  and I’m going to go to uni because it’s so important to you. But what upsets me more


  than anything is the thought of being away from you and not seeing you every day.


  How can I live without you? It’s bad enough when you go away for a few days to


  work.”


  Kael blew out a long breath to control the emotion welling up inside him.


  “I don’t want to be parted from you either. That’s part of the reason I want you at


  Cambridge, because it’s close.” The very thought of going to bed alone at night


  knowing Angel was in bed somewhere else made him feel unbearably empty.


  “Daddy, why did you hit that dude at the gym?” Angel asked quietly.


  “I was being a moron. It was wrong. I said I was sorry.”


  “That’s good, Daddy, that you said you were sorry. But you didn’t think I fancied


  him, did you?”


  “Did you? He’s a good-looking man, and I know you like older blokes.”


  “There’s only one older bloke I fancy, and that’s you, Daddy.” Angel slid his hand


  over Kael’s belly until his palm made contact with Kael’s cock. “Oops.” Quickly he


  pulled his hand away. “Sorry, Daddy. I know I’m supposed to ask, but sometimes I just


  want to touch you. I love your cock. I love the feel of it and the taste of it.”
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  “Do it then,” Kael said and moaned when Angel gripped him tightly. “How does


  my cock feel?”


  “It feels hot and big and smooth,” Angel said. The room was dark, but Kael could


  hear the smile in Angel’s voice.


  “How does it taste?


  “Well”—the smile grew bigger—“your cock tastes really clean and a bit sharp and


  tangy. Your cum tastes salty, and it feels really smooth on my tongue.”


  “Sounds like you’ve thought a lot about this.”


  “Yeah. When I’m bored in class, I think about all the stuff I want to do to my


  Daddy.” Angel kissed him tenderly on the lips. “There’s no one in the world for me but


  you, Daddy.”


  Slowly and without too much friction Angel stroked his cock, palming his balls


  and rolling them around, and then running his hand up the shaft again. He repeated the


  movements over and over, but gently. The slow, creeping arousal made Kael’s breath


  catch.


  “Daddy, tell me what you like about me.” Every now and then, Angel would say


  things like this, and it always made Kael wonder if the boy was insecure and if it was


  his fault. He remembered his mum telling him to tell Angel things like that.


  “I love that you’re really intelligent. And you’re very hot, very sexy. I love your


  eyes.” He would never have talked to a sub like this in the past, but then he’d never


  been in love with any of them.


  “What do you like about my eyes?” Angel pressed him.


  “They’re silver, which is very unusual, and I like your long, dark eyelashes.” With


  the backs of his fingers, he stroked Angel’s cheek. “I like how pale your skin is because


  your cheeks get so pink when you’re turned on.” His voice dropped to a whisper. “Rub


  faster.”


  “Yes, Sir.”
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  Kael’s breath caught in his throat as the friction on his cock increased. There was


  something about Angel’s small hand that aroused him like nothing else and Angel’s


  deft fingers seeking out the space between his balls to rub and pinch the skin before


  sliding up his cock again.


  “I love your accent. It’s so different from mine. I love it when you sing out loud


  when you’ve got your iPod on and all I can hear is you.”


  Angel’s sweet giggle rose up. “Have I got a good voice?”


  “I’ve heard worse, but I don’t think you should audition for Pop Idol anytime


  soon.”


  The giggle developed into full-blown laughter, but still Angel did not stop his


  ministrations. Kael’s cock was rigid and swollen, and he began to pant. Angel fell silent


  now, massaging more deeply. The pleasure and pressure in Kael’s cock was so intense


  he could have come at any time, but he held back, wanting to stretch out the moment.


  When he could hold back no longer, his body stiffened and his back rose up off the bed.


  A flood of pleasure rushed through his groin, running down his legs like warm water.


  As the deluge passed, he flopped down flat on the bed again, panting hard.


  “You give the best hand jobs of any slave who ever serviced me.”


  Angel wiped the cum on his blanket and then pressed it to his face, inhaling


  deeply. “I love it when you call me your slave, Daddy. That’s what I want to be, and


  I’ve been worrying about how you’ll manage when I’m not here every day to clean the


  apartment and take care of your needs.” Then he added in a quiet voice, “But I guess


  you managed before.”


  “I did, but it wasn’t like it is now.” He paused before admitting, “I was lonely.”


  Rolling onto his side, he pressed Angel into his belly, wrapping both arms tightly


  around him. “I love you, Angel. I love you. I love you.”


  Now he knew why he had got so pissed with the bloke at the gym. Angel looked


  so young and vulnerable, and even though Kael was a tall, strong boy when Shawn had


  made his move on him at fourteen, he could not help but wonder about the kid who
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  had reported Shawn to the police. Angel was nineteen, but he was still so innocent


  despite the life he had led. All Kael’s protective instincts had surged at the gym. He had


  seen the other man as Shawn trying to seduce his boy.


  The idea of taking Angel on the security detail at Dorneywood was an idea he had


  dismissed without thinking about it. He didn’t want to give the boy any more ideas


  about joining SIS until his education was complete. But the job was not really


  dangerous—in fact much less so than Paris last year.


  “Starting tomorrow, I’ve got a three-day job.”


  “Daddy.” The one-word protest sounded very whiny, which usually annoyed


  Kael, but today he felt magnanimous. He kissed Angel’s forehead.


  “It’s a fairly safe security job. You could learn a lot just being there and watching.


  Do you want to come?”


  “Holy covert mission!” The excitement in his voice made Kael smile. “Daddy, are


  you serious?”


  “You stick to me like glue and do everything you’re told. Watch and learn. All


  operatives have to have their first field experience at some point, and this one is ideal


  for learning. You go with the idea that you know nothing and need to learn


  everything.”


  “But I’ve been getting specialized training from you. I’ve got a drill sergeant


  daddy in my life.” Angel giggled a bit when he said drill sergeant, and Kael knew he was


  mostly joking, but still it brought him up short.


  “Drill sergeant, huh?” he repeated.


  “Daddy. Thank you, that’s so exciting. But you don’t mind if I miss a day of


  school?”


  “No, it’s fine. Go to sleep.”


  “I’m too excited to sleep now,” Angel said.
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  Kael gently nudged Angel onto his back, pushing the boy’s thighs apart. Pressing


  the palm of his hand over Angel’s cock and balls, he began to rub. “This will help you


  sleep.”
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  Chapter Nine


  “What are you wearing?” Kael stood in the kitchen drinking a bottle of water,


  dressed for the Dorneywood assignment in his usual smart black clothes. Horrified, he


  looked his boy up and down.


  From the doorway, Angel said, “Skinny jeans, my white T-shirt with Amy Lee on


  the front. I got it about three years ago at an Evanescence concert on the Cape.” The boy


  looked down at his feet. Black Gravel boots with five buckles on the sides completed his


  outfit. Kael could hardly complain about the boots since he’d bought them for him, and


  had Angel been going to a club or hanging out in Piccadilly Circus with his friends,


  he’d have been perfect.


  “You don’t like my outfit?”


  Aside from the fact that he hated skinny jeans and thought the Gravels were


  hideous, Kael was feeling strangely agitated, and he couldn’t quite put his finger on


  why. The job was routine and likely to be very boring, but there was something about


  Romodanovsky he just didn’t like. The man was a predator, which if Kael was honest,


  described him fairly accurately too. But despite being a government-sanctioned serial


  killer, he did have morals and a code of ethics. He suspected the Russian of having


  neither, so maybe that was his problem with the man.


  Instead of getting angry, which was his first instinct, he decided to use the


  moment for education. “Would you have worn those clothes to Conran’s New Year


  party?”


  Angel looked thoughtful for a moment. “No, Daddy.”


  “School?”


  “No, Daddy.”
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  “Why not?”


  A moment of silence followed before Angel sighed. “They would be inappropriate


  for those occasions, Sir.”


  “That’s right. Which just goes to show how much you still have to learn. Don’t get


  ahead of yourself.”


  “Yes, Sir.” Angel looked down at his toes as his cheeks grew pink. “But Daddy”—


  he looked into Kael’s eyes—“a big man like you dressed in total black kinda stands out


  too.”


  The little bugger was right. “Today I am a minder,” Kael went on. “I’m not


  pretending to be anything else. Most of my really covert work is done at night so black


  is the perfect camouflage. I understand what you’re saying, and if I had to blend in to a


  particular group, I’d dress like them. But you will stick out like a sore thumb in those


  clothes. One of the regular security will assume you’re a member of the public and


  throw you out.”


  “Yes, Daddy. I see.”


  “Dorneywood Garden is open to the public four days a year, but for the next few


  days the house and gardens are strictly off limits to absolutely everyone.”


  “Who lives there?” Angel asked.


  “It’s the country house of the home secretary at present, though the occupancy


  varies depending on who the PM favors at the time he enters office. Now go and


  change.” Kael followed him into the bedroom and while the boy stripped he went


  through Angel’s side of the wardrobe, taking out clothes and laying each item on the


  freshly made bed that would not be slept in that night. “Black school trousers. Black


  socks. Black school shoes. Plain black button-up shirt.”


  Angel did not have a plain jacket. His black blazer had the school emblem on the


  pocket, and the next nearest dark jacket was his tuxedo jacket. Finally Kael settled on


  Angel’s most unobtrusive black leather jacket with no shiny buckles or decorative zips,


  and if he’d had a buzz cut, Angel would have stood out less than he did with his long,
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  light blond hair. But if Kael was honest, he loved Angel’s fashion sense and the


  interesting combinations of clothes he wore.


  Naked, Angel looked down at the clothes. “Yes, Sir. That makes more sense.”


  Kael pulled his boy into his arms, rubbing Angel’s small bottom briskly with both


  hands. “Get dressed.” After a short, tight hug, he let him go and went to the hall


  cupboard to remove his weapons box from the false shelf at the back. With his Glock 26,


  the small subcompact he allowed Angel to use at the range, and two shoulder holsters,


  he returned to the bedroom.


  When he was dressed, Angel examined his image in the full-length mirror.


  “Should I tie my hair back, Daddy?”


  “No. You’ll look like Thornton’s twin with your matching blond ponytails. Come


  here.”


  With the utmost gravity, Kael fitted Angel’s shoulder holster and gun, ignoring


  his boy’s excited grin. “You will very likely not remove your gun from the holster at all


  during this detail. But if you have to, don’t be afraid to use it.”


  “Yes, Daddy.”


  “You will call me sir and give no indication to anyone that you are anything other


  than a new recruit learning your craft. You’re not my Angel for the next few days. I’m


  not saying act like we don’t know each other, but it must be a professional relationship,


  especially when others are about.”


  “Yes, Sir.”


  Kael put on his own holster and gun and then his jacket. “Shadow me everywhere


  I go without hanging on my heels, unless I tell you to do something else. Watch me and


  do what I do. We won’t get much sleep, but I’ve got a team, so we can take naps.”


  “Yes, Sir.” Angel donned his jacket and looked at himself again, patting his chest


  where the gun was concealed. Kael attached the PTT to Angel’s shirt collar. “This is a
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  push-to-talk otherwise known as a beam-me-up. You will keep in contact with me at all


  times.”


  “Yes, Sir.”


  “Where’s your iPhone?”


  “In my jeans.”


  “Leave it. You can’t take it on the job. It would not look very professional if you


  were texting friends. And I have my secure line.” He patted the phone at his belt.


  “Now give me a kiss.”


  Angel did not obey at once but looked at him, smiling, for a long moment. Then,


  on tiptoes he kissed Kael tenderly on the lips. “I love you, Daddy.”


  “And I love you. Make me proud. But do not do anything risky. Understood?”


  Angel saluted, making Kael laugh.


  


  * * * *


  It took about two and a half hours to get from London to Dorneywood in


  


  Buckinghamshire. The Russian would not be arriving until eight p.m., so Kael had told


  his team to assemble outside the house at three o’clock. They were ready and waiting


  when he got there. With Angel standing unobtrusively beside him, he addressed them.


  “The bobbies are in charge of the grounds, two hundred acres in all. All we really


  need to worry about is the garden immediately around the house and the house itself,


  just like at Downing Street. The house and immediate area are under CCTV outside but


  not inside, but I still want a walkabout once every hour. Check your maps and follow


  exactly the route I marked. You three,” he said, pointing at Mackie, Crosswell, and Ellis,


  “will take turns walking the perimeter of the house. When one is outside, the other two


  will be inside. Talk to each other regularly.” To Thornton he said, “I will be no more


  than a few feet from Romodanovsky except when he’s in private meetings, and then I’ll


  be outside the door. You will shadow the son, Dmitri, and he will probably be with his


  father most of the time so I’ll be seeing a lot of you.”
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  “I see you’ve got the young lady at your side again,” Mackie said with a wink.


  Kael looked at him, his expression hard. “I thought I spoke to you about that last


  time.”


  “Oh yeah, you did. Sorry, sir.” The man shrugged. “It was just a joke. Who’s


  blondie with the fancy specs?”


  “This is Button.” He looked at Angel, who maintained an excellent poker face


  behind his Irlen lenses, giving no betrayal of their intimacy. The sky was clear and there


  was a lot of glare, making it difficult for his boy to see well. “He’s in training. He’ll be


  shadowing me.”


  “Button?” Crosswell, a big man about Kael’s age, chuckled, slapping Angel on the


  back. “Funny name.”


  Angel smiled at him. “It does sound funny on its own. My first name’s Angel.”


  “That’s even worse. And he’s American,” Ellis said. It sounded like an accusation.


  “He’s a British citizen,” Kael told them.


  “He looks too young to be in training with SIS,” Mackie pointed out.


  “Angel’s a child prodigy.” Mattie punched him gently in the shoulder. “Aren’t


  you, mate?” She smiled at Angel and then up at Kael, who returned her smile.


  Mackie raised an eyebrow, glancing at the others.


  Seeing the exchange, Kael said, “These two saved my life last year. So if I’m a bit


  partial to them, that’s the reason.” At his words, Mattie’s small chest puffed out.


  “Oh right,” Mackie said.


  “Should I speak in an English accent to be less obvious, Sir?” Angel sounded very


  serious.


  “I’m not sure it matters,” Kael said.


  In a perfect rendition of Received Pronunciation, Angel said, “I could talk like this


  if you think it would help. I’m really awfully good at it.” Kael burst out laughing while


  the men stared at him in shock.
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  “Bloody hell, sir, I’ve never seen you laugh before,” Mackie said.


  “I don’t think I have either,” Mattie said. “Smile or chuckle maybe, but not laugh.”


  Grinning, Angel went on, playing the joke to the hilt. “Saunders, you have a sense


  of humor? How shocking.”


  The laughter among the men tapered off as they looked nervously at Kael,


  seeming unsure how he would take the joke.


  “Christ, that’s scary. You sound like Conran,” Kael said, still smiling. “But that’s


  enough.” He sobered and got back to business. “Your accent is fine.”


  Surprise mingled with relief crossed the faces of the three men at Kael’s


  acceptance of being the butt of a joke. He glanced at his watch. “There’s a room upstairs


  at the back of the house for our use. There’re a couple of beds so you can all take turns


  taking naps when I give you permission. And you will be fed. It’s half past three. Let’s


  go on a walkabout.”


  


  * * * *


  As he had at Downing Street, Kael waited in the entrance hall of the beautiful


  


  Queen Anne style house for the Russian to enter. The home secretary, Terrance


  Townsend, stood about five feet from the door, ready to greet his guest. Outside were


  Mattie and Angel on either side of the door. They would follow Romodanovsky inside


  when his own security stepped back. The moment the Russian entered the house, his


  gaze scanned the hall, coming to rest on Kael. Their eyes locked, and the Russian smiled


  briefly with just his mouth, as if he had been waiting for the moment he would see Kael


  again. Behind him followed a diminutive young man with receding, short blond hair


  and wearing a dark suit. His stride was so much shorter than Romodanovsky’s that he


  appeared to be skipping in order to keep up.


  “Mr. Romodanovsky.” Townsend, dressed in an evening suit, shook his hand.


  “Welcome to Dorneywood.”
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  Kael fell into step beside Romodanovsky, and they went directly to the dining


  room that Kael had checked thoroughly five minutes before. The ladies remained seated


  while the men rose to shake hands with the honored guest. Glancing behind him, Kael


  spotted Angel and Mattie enter the dining room and walk unobtrusively to their station


  at the other door. Mattie was detailed to slip into the kitchen and watch the food being


  served. Poisons had been used before. The case of Alexander Litvinenko sprang to


  mind. The KGB agent was with MI6 at the time of his death, though Kael had never met


  him.


  A man Kael recognized as Sir Rodney Black, the commissioner of the Metropolitan


  Police Service, approached Romodanovsky to shake his hand. “I’m looking forward to


  working with you, sir. Scotland Yard is happy to share our expertise on policing. If


  anyone can get the mob out of Russia, you can, and we’ll be glad to assist you.”


  “I am happy to accept any assistance you have to offer.” Romodanovsky’s English


  was perfect, and he was well schooled in all the correct responses. No one would detect


  even a hint of skepticism in his tone, but Kael spotted it. He knew the Russian was


  thinking, You have no idea about the Russian mob and how to deal with them.


  “Dmitri Romodanovsky? You’re the image of your father.” Sir Rodney offered his


  hand to Kael, who stood about three feet to the Russian’s left with the small blond man


  between them.


  A deathly silence descended. When Kael did not take the hand and instead took a


  step back, the commissioner grew uncomfortable, his confusion showing plainly in his


  reddening face. Romodanovsky turned his head to look directly into Kael’s eyes,


  holding his gaze. The man’s eyes narrowed, scanning Kael’s body, before coming back


  to rest again on his face. The perusal was quickly over, and yet Kael detected a million


  questions in the look.


  Glancing at Angel, Kael noted the boy’s beautiful gray eyes alighting on him


  before darting to Romodanovsky and back again. Kael recognized the same questions in
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  Mattie’s eyes as she looked at the Russian and then at him, obviously noting the


  similarity the commissioner had seen.


  Breaking the thick, embarrassed silence, Romodanovsky placed a hand on the


  blond young man’s shoulder. “This is my son Dmitri. He attends Cambridge.”


  “Of course.” The commissioner grabbed Dmitri Romodanovsky’s hand and


  pumped it vigorously. “Of course, of course.” The remaining introductions were made,


  and with a great shuffling of chairs, everyone was seated.


  Mattie disappeared into the kitchen, and Angel stood at the door leading to the


  kitchen—but inside the dining room—while Kael stood at the door that led to the


  entrance hall. Maids came and went continually, while footmen stood at attention about


  the room, alert for instructions. The small, semiformal dinner proceeded without


  incident. It was mostly small talk, nothing important. That would happen after dinner,


  when the spouses of the politicians and all the servants left the room.


  On countless occasions Kael had been in life-threatening situations. He had been


  attacked, beaten, taken prisoner. He had killed more people than he could count, and


  never had his heart pounded as it did now. No matter what the situation, his training


  and his natural ability to focus, avoid distraction, and remain in the moment always


  won out. But at that moment, his mind was in a whirl. He forced himself to remember


  to scan the room and listen intently above the noise of conversation and laughter for


  any threats.


  “You’re the image of your father.”


  Throughout the meal, Romodanovsky’s gaze gravitated to Kael, watching him for


  longer than necessary. On the rare occasions he had acted as minder in the past, the


  mark barely looked at him and never spoke with him unless the mark got frightened.


  During dessert, Kael saw Romodanovsky look directly at Angel for more than a minute.


  To Kael’s relief, Angel never once looked directly at the man.
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  An hour into the dinner, Mackie spoke on the PTT. “Sir, there’s a car at the front


  door. The bobbies obviously let it through the gates, but there’s nothing on the itinerary


  about a late visitor.”


  “See who it is,” Kael said quietly.


  A minute later, Mackie said, “It’s the Russian ambassador to England. He says


  he’s stopping only for a moment on his way back to London since he’s never met Mr.


  Romodanovsky.”


  “Where’s he coming from?” Kael asked.


  “He says he’s been in France, sir, and he’s on his way back to London.”


  “Keep him outside until I give you the go-ahead.” The butler entered the dining


  room, going directly over to the home secretary to announce the visitor while Kael went


  into the entrance hall, punching in his code to reach Conran.


  “Where has the Russian ambassador to the UK been for the last twenty-four


  hours?” Kael asked as soon as Conran picked up. He strode across the entrance hall to


  the front door but did not open it.


  “France,” Conran said a moment later.


  “Send me a mug shot.”


  The dining room door opened, and Romodanovsky walked out with Townsend


  beside him. The Russian looked at Kael and smiled. Ignoring the man, Kael watched the


  screen on his phone, waiting for the picture.


  When the front door opened, he slapped the phone closed and stuffed it in his


  pocket, removing his Glock 26 from the holster in one smooth movement. Mackie


  entered beside a tall, thin man. “I told you to wait!” Kael said.


  “His ID checked out, sir,” Mackie said.


  Striding toward Romodanovsky, the man spoke in Russian. “Mr. Romodanovsky,


  a pleasure to meet you.” Moving in quickly beside the man, Kael watched his right


  hand going into the pocket of his long, dark overcoat. The swiftness of the man’s
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  movements and a general sense of unease made Kael stick the muzzle of his gun against


  the man’s temple and fire. The gunshot was no more than a small pop, not disturbing


  those in the dining room.


  The stranger crumpled, his gun slipping from his hand and clattering to the floor.


  “Who drove him?” Kael demanded, looking at Mackie.


  “He drove himself, sir. He’s the Russian ambassador. I checked his identification.”


  Mackie’s voice rose.


  In Kael’s pocket, his phone buzzed. Snatching it out, he flipped it open and looked


  at the picture. “That is the fucking Russian ambassador.” He showed the picture of a


  fat-faced, dark-haired man, first to Mackie and then to Romodanovsky and the home


  secretary.


  Mackie’s shoulders slumped. He paled visibly. “Sorry, sir.”


  Romodanovsky spoke in Russian, looking at Kael. “Did you already have that


  picture?”


  “No. I asked my superior to send it as soon as I heard that someone wanted to see


  you, but I did not see it until just then.”


  “Then how did you know?”


  “I just knew.” Kael held the man’s gaze. “I’m psychic.” He half smiled before


  turning to Mackie, who shrank under his scrutiny. “Drag that body outside and get the


  so-called security police over here to remove it. I’ll talk to you later.”


  Mackie began to heave the body outside onto the step, leaving a trail of blood


  from the wound in the man’s head.


  Townsend offered his hand to Kael. “That was remarkable. Thank God you were


  here.”


  Kael looked at him and shrugged, but he took his hand. “It’s my job. You should


  go back inside the dining room while we clean up this mess.” He threw a negligent


  glance at the dark blood trail. “No one in there should be any the wiser.”
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  The man obeyed at once, ushering Romodanovsky away. At the dining room


  door, the Russian turned back, looking Kael in the eye. Ignoring him, Kael spoke into


  the PTT. “I want every one of you in the entrance hall except Thornton. You keep your


  eye on both men in the dining room. There’s been a breach, and I’m not best pleased.”


  


  * * * *


  “You saved my life, Kael Saunders.”


  


  Sitting in an armchair in the corner of Romodanovsky’s bedroom, Kael watched


  the Russian removing his watch and jewelry before loosening his tie. The shock of the


  police commissioner’s mistaking him for Romodanovsky’s son still had Kael completely


  on edge.


  “You could be my son.” Romodanovsky stretched out in a comfortable chair. “You


  are the image of me, according to the police commissioner.”


  “We’re both tall. It means nothing,” Kael said.


  The door to the adjoining bedroom opened, but Kael did not flinch. Dmitri was in


  there, and Thornton was outside his door, so all was well.


  “What do you want?” Romodanovsky asked without looking at his son. There


  was no affection in his tone or choice of words.


  Dmitri also spoke perfect English with only a very slight accent. “A closer look at


  the man who passes for your son better than I do.” He looked Kael up and down.


  “He went to Cambridge like you. I’ll bet he got a first.” Romodanovsky looked at


  Kael. “Did you?”


  “Of course I did,” Kael said.


  “Dmitri will also get a first. He is very bright despite his other failings. He is


  possibly the brightest of my five sons, even if he does act like an idiot much of the


  time.”


  Well-masked anger made the younger man’s jaw clench very slightly. Had Kael


  not been so good at reading body language, he would never have noticed. Dmitri
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  Romodanovsky probably spent a good deal of time suppressing his anger at his father’s


  insults. “Five? Those are just the legitimate ones.” Approaching Kael, he asked, “Who


  are your parents?”


  Kael had no intention of discussing his private life. When he did not respond,


  Romodanovsky looked at his son. “Get out.”


  The young man, who was no more than twenty-one years old despite his thinning


  hair, turned to leave. It was obvious he was used to obeying his father without


  question. “You could pass as his bastard son more easily than I pass as his legitimate


  son,” he said over his shoulder as a parting shot.


  On his feet quicker than Dmitri could take a step out of his way, Kael gripped the


  young man by his upper arm and dragged him across the room. The adjoining door had


  been left open, and Kael shoved him through and closed the door on him. Attempting


  to look calmer than he felt, he returned to his seat.


  Romodanovsky laughed and rose to pour them both a whisky. “I would be proud


  of a son like you. When I am president of Russia, which I will be in the next few years, I


  would make you my deputy. The way you stepped in and killed that piece of shit who


  tried to assassinate me, you remind me of myself. Decisive. A man of action.”


  Against his own protocol, Kael took the whisky and tossed it back. Often he had


  wondered who his father was, but he had never obsessed on it. His mum was so great,


  why would he worry about a dad? But he was getting angry. He wasn’t sure why the


  whole thing was affecting him so deeply.


  “I’m nothing like you,” Kael said. “But I am highly trained. That man was looking


  at you while reaching inside his coat. I was ninety-nine percent certain that he had a


  weapon, and it’s my job to protect you.”


  “You have instinct and intuition. All the specialized training in the world cannot


  give you that. And of course, ruthlessness. You are utterly ruthless. Just like me.”


  That was true. He has always been ruthless.
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  The man never took his eyes off Kael, looking at him in a way that was sometimes


  sexual and other times merely curious. “If you were my son, I’d have named you


  Arkadiy, after me.”


  “Why don’t you go to sleep,” Kael said.


  “I won’t sleep for hours yet, but I have some work to do.”


  An ornate antique desk stood in the window. Romodanovsky sat at the desk,


  switched on the lamp, and focused on his work the way Kael always focused on his. No


  matter what the distraction, nothing ever kept him from work, either when he was at


  school or training with SIS. The man’s life had been threatened. He could have died,


  and yet he was completely unperturbed as he focused calmly on his work for the next


  hour or so.


  A light tap on the door brought Kael to his feet. Stepping out into the landing, he


  found Angel waiting for him, looking pale and drawn. Kael looked up and down to


  ascertain that no one but Thornton could see them. She was outside Dmitri’s door


  fifteen feet away. “You should have used your PTT,” Kael said, pulling him into a quick


  hug.


  “Sorry, Sir. I keep forgetting I’m wearing it. I’m really wiped.” His voice sounded


  a bit whiny, the way it always did when Angel was overtired.


  “I showed you where the room is. Get some sleep and keep your PTT on.”


  “Thank you, Daddy,” Angel whispered and kissed him lightly on the lips before


  hurrying off.


  A small humph behind him made Kael turn to see the door open a crack and


  Romodanovsky watching him. He closed the door when their gazes met.


  Christ! That was stupid. He had told Angel not to call him Daddy. Not to look at


  him with anything but professional interest, and then he was the one who had broken


  his own rule. He looked at Mattie, who rose to approach him. “Give Angel four hours,


  then wake him and swap places.”


  Fyn Alexander | Sins of the Father


  140


  


  “Yes, sir. What about you?”


  “Don’t worry about me.”


  “You know, that really was weird, sir,” Mattie said.


  “What?” Kael looked down at her.


  “What the Met commissioner said about you looking like Mr. Romodanovsky.


  Thinking you were his son and all that. You look more like him than Dmitri. You could


  be his son.”


  Taking a sharp breath to control the inexplicable anger that surged within him,


  Kael said through gritted teeth, “No, I could not.”


  God only knew how his face looked in that moment, because Mattie’s registered


  extreme uneasiness. Kael realized he had leaned down into her face when he said it. He


  backed off at once.


  “Sir, I’m sorry.”


  After that overreaction, he didn’t want to risk speaking again and went back into


  Romodanovsky’s bedroom to find the Russian sitting comfortably in a chair as if


  waiting for him. He held a glass of whisky in his hand and had placed another beside


  the chair where Kael had stationed himself in the corner of the room. Kael sat but


  ignored the whisky. He shouldn’t have had the first one.


  “So that’s what you like. Sweet, innocent, pretty boys? Is that why you refused


  me? Too old?”


  “I refused you because I never fuck on the job.” The knowing smile on the man’s


  face was making Kael hate him. “And you’re right. I don’t fancy you.”


  “Do you live with that boy?”


  “I don’t do anything with him. He’s a new trainee, and I’m looking out for him,


  that’s all.”


  Romodanovsky laughed in a way that made Kael want to hit him. Like he knew it


  was all a lie. “Like a father? You hugged and kissed him?”
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  “Go to bed, old man.” If he showed any emotion, this man would see it as a


  weakness. Romodanovsky was getting to him in a way he never let anyone but Angel


  get to him. All the emotions and normal human responses that he had slowly


  suppressed over the years, starting after that summer with Shawn, had come back since


  Angel had been in his life. He was opening up, becoming human again. But allowing


  his emotions to surface so that he could love Angel the way the boy deserved to be


  loved had left him open to other emotions as well.


  “You could be my son, Kael. I wish you were.”


  Across the room, an ornate gold carriage clock sat under a glass dome. Kael


  focused on the second hand and went into the zone. Not a muscle moved, he barely


  blinked, and his breathing settled into a steady rhythm of deep, slow breaths. For a long


  time, Romodanovsky watched him. Kael was neither disturbed nor self-conscious.


  When he was in the zone, he was a shark, alert to everything but showing nothing.


  At last the man got up and began to undress. Kael watched him in his peripheral


  vision as he stripped and got into bed naked, his lean, rangy body moving with ease


  and strength. When he switched out the lights, the darkness was comforting.


  The Russian rolled onto his side, his voice disturbing the darkness. “Are you sure I


  cannot interest you in a little sex? No? I doubt it would work anyway. We would both


  want to be on top.”


  Kael did not answer.
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  Chapter Ten


  “Sir, I’m sorry I upset you last night.”


  “It’s all right, Mattie. Forget it.”


  Kael had taken twenty minutes away from Romodanovsky while the man was in a


  meeting with Townsend and the Met commissioner, with Dmitri acting as his father’s


  secretary. They were in the small study, and he had stationed Mackie outside the door,


  leaning in close as he said, “You screwed up once. That’s why I know you’ll never do it again.


  If anyone enters that room, I’ll put a bullet through your brain stem and then I’ll decapitate you


  and send your head home to your wife in a box.” A sweat had broken out on the man’s face the


  closer Kael got to him.


  “Yes, sir. I know you will,” he had said.


  Mattie went on, “It must have been more embarrassing for his gormless son than


  you. That bloke’s only twenty-one or so, and he looks thirty-five. It must be hard having


  a father like that to live up to.”


  The way Romodanovsky had treated his son spoke volumes. Yes, the man would


  be a hell to have for a dad.


  “Do you look like your dad?” Mattie sipped her coffee, looking up at him with the


  innocent curiosity with which Angel often looked at him.


  “I don’t know. I’ve never met him. He didn’t stick around.”


  Dismay plastered over her face, Mattie said, “Oh God, I’m sorry, sir. I just keep


  putting my foot in it.”


  Feeling sorry for her, Kael smiled. “Don’t worry about it. I never have. I’ve got a


  lovely mother.” Changing the subject quickly, he said, “Have you been on a date with


  Hotchkiss yet?”
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  A frown creased her forehead. “We haven’t really had time, what with work and


  everything.”


  “Let me know how it goes when you do.”


  “I will, sir.”


  “Come on. I don’t really trust Mackie as hard as I’m trying to. I want you


  following Dmitri around all day.” They made their way downstairs to the narrow


  hallway where Mackie stood to attention. “First I’m going to send Angel outside to do a


  perimeter walk. He gets fidgety when he’s inside too long.”


  Kael pressed his PTT and gave his orders for the day to his team.


  


  * * * *


  Romodanovsky returned to his rooms to get ready for dinner, and though it was


  


  just a formality, Kael checked the bedroom and adjoining bathroom, going through


  Dmitri’s room as well before returning to Romodanovsky. “It’s all clear.”


  “I don’t think there is much danger to me now,” Romodanovsky said.


  “No, not after the bollocking the Met commissioner gave his security officers for


  letting that bloke through yesterday. They’ve tightened up the perimeter so much you


  could probably wander the gardens alone in perfect safety—but I won’t let you.”


  Romodanovsky pulled off the casual wool sweater he wore over his shirt. “It is


  heartening to know that you care.”


  “I don’t. You’re just a job to me.”


  “You sent the pretty blonde girl outside to walk with my son. Dmitri would be far


  more interested in your little boy than the girl.”


  “He’s not my boy. I don’t know what you thought you saw yesterday.”


  The Russian laughed. “I know exactly what I saw. I am going to lie in the


  whirlpool bath for a while. My muscles are tight. Would you care to join me?”


  “If I was your son, would you still ask me?” He wondered just how far outside the


  norm the man would go.
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  “But you are not my son.”


  “Another time, perhaps.” Kael looked thoroughly bored, but the man’s constant


  innuendos were getting to him. Romodanovsky proceeded to remove his clothes before


  walking naked into the bathroom. Kael stood at the door long enough to watch him get


  into the bath and turn on the jets. For safety he left the door open before going quietly


  into Dmitri’s room. He didn’t even know what he was looking for.


  The young man’s schoolbooks were out on the desk. In the wardrobe, an evening


  suit and a few casual clothes took up very little space. A leather-bound book beside the


  bed caught Kael’s eye. He keeps a diary like me? What’s his reason?


  Opening the book, Kael flipped through it. It was written in Russian. The


  Romodanovskys had returned to Russia full-time more than ten years ago, so Dmitri


  had largely grown up there. Going to the most recent entry, Kael read:


  This bodyguard my father has been talking about constantly this last week looks more like


  him than I do. My father seems obsessed with the idea that this man is one of his many


  illegitimate offspring. The resemblance is remarkable, I must admit. From observing the man, I


  would say he is also like my father in his character.


  Sitting on the side of the bed, Kael closed the book and tossed it back on the


  bedside table.


  Talk about Angel getting fidgety! Kael felt like he needed to go for a ten-mile run


  just to get the agitation out of his muscles. He hadn’t slept in twenty-four hours, and yet


  he had so much energy racing around his system he felt ready to explode. Pacing the


  room, he found nothing more of interest and was about to grab the diary again to see


  what else Dmitri had to say about him when an odd noise issued from the other side of


  the wall. Becoming utterly still, he listened. Was Romodanovsky muttering to himself,


  or had Kael screwed up as badly as Mackie?


  In several long paces, he was in the bedroom. It was empty. But the bathroom


  door that he had left open was now closed. Silently Kael removed his gun from its


  holster and opened the door. On the black-and-white tiled floor, Romodanovsky lay on
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  top of a struggling woman. The muscles in his buttocks and back worked furiously


  while he held one hand over the woman’s mouth to stifle her cries.


  Putting his gun back in the holster, Kael reached down and dragged the man off.


  Enraged at being interrupted, Romodanovsky drew back his fist and slammed it into


  Kael’s jaw. The impact jarred his head back and infuriated him. He slammed the


  Russian against the wall and pounded him in the belly and face with both fists until he


  slid down the wall, bloodied and defeated.


  The woman, in a black maid’s uniform with a white apron, got to her feet, eyes


  glassy with shock. She looked to be in her forties, a bit plump. Her nose was bleeding,


  and a trickle of blood ran down her thighs. “Did he rape you?”


  Hastily pulling her skirt down, she nodded, unable to speak, her eyes darting


  everywhere, filled with fear. Taking her by the arm, Kael led her into the bedroom and


  pushed his PTT. “I want my team in the house and upstairs now. Bring Dmitri inside.”


  To the maid, he said, “I’m going to get you a doctor. Sit there.” He helped her to


  the side of the bed and picked up the house phone. “Get the home secretary up to Mr.


  Romodanovsky’s room now. We need a doctor.”


  Patting her shoulder because he didn’t know what else to do, Kael said, “I’m so


  sorry. I was supposed to watch him. I’m so sorry.”


  Panting and shaking, the maid looked up at him. “There was no one outside on


  the landing, so I didn’t know he was in there. I checked this room and went to make


  sure there were clean towels in the bathroom. He was in there. He moved so fast I


  couldn’t do anything. He’s so strong.”


  “I’m so sorry,” Kael said again. “Don’t move.”


  Quickly he went back to the bathroom. Romodanovsky was on his feet, but he was


  breathing with difficulty and his arms were wrapped about his midsection.


  Romodanovsky spoke through gritted teeth, the look on his face telling Kael that if


  he had the strength, he’d beat him to a pulp. “She’s just a maid, for fuck’s sake. Just a


  maid.”
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  It was amazing how much better Kael felt after pummeling the man. The


  screaming energy in his muscles had eased considerably. “The revolution happened


  before you were born. Even you have to obey the rule of law. You’d better put your


  clothes on. The home secretary is on his way up.”


  His face like thunder, Romodanovsky said “You will tell him nothing.”


  “I’m going to tell him everything. Unlike Dmitri, I’m not afraid of you.”


  In the bedroom, Kael opened the door at a light knock. When Terrance Townsend


  entered, the maid began to sob, “Mr. Townsend—” but she could say no more.


  Concern etched on his face at the sight of her tears and bloodied nose, the home


  secretary ran to her side. “Eunice, what happened?”


  “Our Russian visitor raped her. She needs a doctor,” Kael told him bluntly.


  Romodanovsky walked into the room wearing a bathrobe, his face a mask of


  arrogance. “It was completely consensual. She just started screaming when the


  bodyguard walked in on us.”


  Ignoring him, Kael said to Townsend, “Have you sent for the doctor?”


  “He’s on his way.”


  “Good. Let’s get her to her own room.”


  The home secretary put his arm around the woman’s shoulders, assisting her


  solicitously to the door. Kael turned on Romodanovsky. “You will not leave this room.”


  Outside the door, he found his team assembled. “Ellis, stay inside the room with


  Mr. Romodanovsky. The rest of you are to stay here. That man is not to leave his room.”


  No one spoke, but they all looked shocked when Kael and Townsend led the maid


  outside and downstairs.


  


  * * * *


  At a little after eight that evening, Kael was called to the drawing room. Conran


  


  was there with the Met commissioner and the home secretary.


  Fyn Alexander | Sins of the Father


  147


  


  “What did the doctor say?” Kael asked the moment he entered the room. The men


  were gathered about the blazing hearth, sitting on comfortable but old-fashioned


  furniture.


  “She’s hurt and traumatized. What else can be expected?” Townsend replied. “The


  man had just barely penetrated her when you dragged him off. Thank God you were


  there. You’ve saved the day twice in the last twenty-four hours.”


  Kael walked over and threw himself down on the brocade sofa beside Conran.


  “Would you like some tea, Mr. Saunders?” Townsend was in the midst of pouring


  for the other men.


  “No,” Kael said. Tea at a time like this, for Christ’s sake!


  “Sorry I mistook you for his son yesterday,” the commissioner said. “Given the


  circumstances, I’m sure you’re glad you’re not. You do have an uncanny resemblance to


  him, though.”


  Conran looked sideways at him as if assessing the validity of the mistake. “This


  has to be kept quiet, Saunders.”


  “You’re not going to arrest him?” Kael looked at Conran and then the


  commissioner.


  “We can’t. It would ruin his career and cause an international incident. That man


  is Russia’s best chance of cleaning up organized crime. He can put that country back on


  its feet.”


  “So he gets away with rape?”


  “Do you think I’m happy about this?” Townsend was pale and tight about the


  mouth. “Eunice has worked for us for years, long before we came to Dorneywood. She’s


  a good woman. I’m absolutely beside myself, but this can’t get out.”


  Kael looked at the commissioner. “You need to arrest him. What are you going to


  say to that woman if you don’t?”


  Conran stood up. “Saunders, come with me.”
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  “No, we’re going to sort this out!” Towering over him, Kael saw Conran flinch.


  In a calm, quiet voice, Conran repeated, “Come with me. We’ll talk outside.


  Please.”


  It was dark and cold, but the gardens were well lit. Breathing deeply, Kael felt


  relieved to be outside in the crisp, sharp air.


  “You know this can’t get out, and you know all the reasons why,” Conran said.


  “You have to walk away from this.”


  “No, I don’t. The bastard’s a rapist. That woman was terrified. All she was doing


  was going about her fucking business.”


  Taking his arm to pull him farther away from the house, Conran hissed, “For


  God’s sake, it’s not as if you’re lily-white. You enjoy your profession!”


  Turning abruptly, Kael grabbed Conran by the neck with one hand. “I work for


  the fucking government! Everything I do, they sanction,” he said into the man’s face.


  “Don’t you compare me to that man. I’ve never raped a woman.”


  “You raped me,” Conran whispered.


  As if someone had hit him over the head with something heavy, Kael nearly


  staggered at the words. His breath caught in his throat. All those years ago when they


  were boys as College Grange School, he had raped Conran. But Conran had had it


  coming. He’d made fun of Kael’s mum, of her common accent and her cheap clothes.


  He was lucky Kael had let him live.


  Slowly he released his grip on the man’s throat. He wanted to scream, to howl at


  the moon like a wolf. “I was a kid,” he said very quietly. “And you were being a snotty


  little wanker. You were always a snotty little wanker.”


  Rubbing his throat with one hand, Conran looked up at him. “I was. I agree. And


  you were always capable of killing. I simply helped you channel it into a profession


  where you would get very well paid. Do you know how many men and women apply


  every year to MI6? They’ve all been raised on Bond films. They think people don’t
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  really die, that it’s all a big adventure. You were never like that. You were utterly


  matter-of-fact about killing right from the start. Misha was the same. People like you are


  rare in everyday life. Put them in a war situation and convince them they are under


  attack and most people will do all kinds of heinous acts and be shocked at themselves


  later. But you are cold-blooded. That’s what makes you exceptional.”


  “I’m not like him. I’m not like Romodanovsky,” he said.


  “Actually you are.”


  If he were so evil, how could Angel love him? Because, perhaps, Angel didn’t


  know who Kael truly was. They only send you after bad dudes. Right, Daddy?


  Placing his hand gently on Kael’s upper arm, Conran said, “Let me go back in


  there and assure the home secretary that you will keep quiet about this matter. The


  woman will be given counseling and she will be compensated financially, but this


  cannot get out. Do you understand? This is about the big picture.”


  Looking into Conran’s eyes, Kael said, “You said that when a little girl was being


  raped.”


  Grasping onto his words, Conran said, “And look at what you did there. You


  helped her. You can help this woman by keeping quiet. Can you imagine if


  Romodanovsky was prosecuted? The defending barrister would rip her to shreds, and


  the tabloids would do the rest. Journalists would be hacking into her mobile. Her life


  would be hell.”


  “But what about what’s right? I know right from wrong, and this is wrong.” Was


  he trying to convince himself or Conran?


  “You’ve never questioned yourself before like this. What’s going on? Is it because


  of Angel?”


  No. It wasn’t Angel. It was Romodanovsky’s suggesting Kael could be his son. It


  was the Russian saying Kael was like him. “Angel is the only honest thing in my life.”
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  Very gently Conran squeezed Kael’s arm. “Russia needs Romodanovsky. Believe


  it or not, there is a great sentimentality in that country for the old days, and that’s what


  he represents. The majesty of the old, the promise of a new economy, and a return to


  traditional values.”


  “That man does not represent any values.”


  “No, not in the true sense, but he will do as he says and wipe out organized crime,


  and he will run that country in the very near future. There’s no one else for the job. The


  wheels are already grinding to put him into power. The US supports him, and the


  prime minister. You know perfectly well the kind of politics we deal in every day. The


  kind of work you do doesn’t give you the right to hold the high moral ground over


  anyone. You know what kind of man you are. I know what kind of man I am. We both


  work for the common good. Let’s not pretend that justice is always done or that the rich


  and powerful do not get special treatment. They do.”


  Of course they did. That was why he’d wanted a high-ranking politician to write


  that letter of recommendation for Angel. He was as bad as the rest of them.


  For long minutes, they stood without speaking until Conran, who had not put his


  overcoat on to go outdoors, began to shiver. “Saunders?” he said. “I know you


  understand, so what is it about this particular case that has you so angry?”


  He knew exactly what it was, but he had no intention of sharing it with Conran.


  Shaking Conran’s hand off, he said, “I’m going to get Angel, and I’m going home. The


  rest of the team can guard Romodanovsky until he leaves tomorrow. I don’t give a shit


  if he gets killed.”


  “About the attempt on his life. You were right on point, as always.”


  “I wish I’d let him die.”


  “Promise me you’ll keep this quiet. You know I’m right, don’t you?”


  Yes, he knew. He began to stride toward the house with Conran running to keep


  up.


  Fyn Alexander | Sins of the Father


  151


  


  Conran didn’t follow Kael but headed back in the direction of the drawing room.


  Two at a time, Kael ran up the stairs. The team fell silent when he approached, not


  knowing what had happened but aware that something was amiss.


  “You will all stay and finish the detail. The Russians leave tomorrow at noon.


  Thornton, you’re in charge.”


  “Yes, sir.” She stood up straighter.


  “Are you leaving, sir?” Mackie asked.


  “Yes. I’m finished here. Angel, let’s go.”


  “Why are you taking him with you?” Mackie asked.


  Kael leaned into the man’s face. He was so angry he didn’t care about anything.


  “Because he’s my domestic partner.” He threw his arm around Angel and led him


  away.


  “Is that true or is he taking the piss?” he heard Mackie say, incredulity in his voice.


  “It is, as a matter of fact,” Thornton replied.


  


  * * * *


  When they reached London, Kael continued north on the M6 motorway.


  


  “Daddy, where are you going? We were supposed to turn there. We’re nearly


  home.”


  “We need to go to Liverpool. My mum phoned on Thursday. I said I’d come as


  soon as I was finished with a job. I told her I was translating for a politician.”


  “We can’t go now. You’re tired and hungry. You’re not fit to drive that far,” Angel


  said. “Turn around.”


  In the small car, Kael’s voice came out louder than he expected. “Don’t tell me


  what to do!”
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  “Sorry, Daddy.” Angel’s voice was quiet and small in response. Kael could go


  days without sleep—and did when he needed to for work—but that didn’t mean his


  temper was good during it. At the next roundabout, he took the turn for London.


  Reaching out to take Angel’s hand, he said quietly, “You’re right. We’ll go


  tomorrow.”


  


  * * * *


  “Daddy, are you too tired?”


  


  Lying flat on his back in bed after their shower, Kael opened his eyes and smiled.


  Angel stood beside the bed looking down at him. There was something extra adorable


  about his boy when he was naked and pink from a hot shower. “I’m never too tired for


  you, sweetheart.”


  Angel shook his damp hair like a puppy. His face lit up. He remained beside the


  bed, his posture perfect, waiting. Usually he jumped into bed so hard Kael was


  concerned the bed would break, but when he wanted to be an especially obedient slave,


  he waited for direction.


  “Suck my cock, boy.”


  “Yes, Master.”


  The word brought Kael up short. Lots of slaves had called him Master in the past.


  Conran called him Master in the dungeon, but Angel never had. “No hands, boy.”


  “Yes, Master.”


  With his hands behind his back, Angel knelt on the bed, leaning forward. Kael did


  nothing to help him. The muscles in Angel’s belly tightened into cords as he controlled


  his body, bending forward at the waist, which, even though Kael liked a very firm


  mattress, created a certain amount of wobbling. With Kael’s cock still limp and resting


  against his thigh, Angel had to turn his head to the side to grab it with his lips and draw


  it inside. The warmth of his boy’s mouth and the feel of his tongue made Kael harden


  instantly.
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  “Wait, this will make it easier.” Kael spread his thighs wide and waited while


  Angel scrambled between them. “Now suck me hard.”


  The temptation to close his eyes and enjoy the pure bliss of sensation was


  overwhelming, but the truth was that watching Angel’s blond head over his crotch was


  still more arousing. Thick shards of pleasure shooting up his belly and down through


  his thighs made him forget the last couple of days completely. He was in the moment,


  enjoying being pleasured by his willing, lovely boy. The moans that broke from his


  throat were uninhibited and loud. Not wanting to hold back, he allowed himself to be


  enveloped in the writhing sensation as his sperm pumped into Angel’s mouth, his hips


  rising up off the bed as his body arched.


  All the anger and anxiety of the last two days since the Met commissioner had


  made that insane statement, poured out of his body until his muscles melted and he felt


  at peace. Quiet, still, Kael rested, while Angel released his limp cock and rested his head


  against Kael’s thigh.


  “Come to Daddy, sweetheart.”


  With a sweet, tired smile, Angel crawled up between his thighs, resting his belly


  on Kael’s belly, his long legs stretched out between Kael’s spread legs. Nuzzling his


  neck, Angel trailed little kisses up to his ear and across his jaw before resting his cheek


  on Kael’s shoulder. Kael could feel Angel’s stiff cock pressed into his lower belly. With


  both hands, he rubbed and squeezed Angel’s firm, round buttocks.


  “Angel, you heard the Met commissioner mistake me for Romodanovsky’s son,


  didn’t you?”


  “Yes, Sir, Daddy. I was right there. Everyone heard. That dude’s face went so red


  when he saw what he’d done.”


  “Do I look like him?” It came out as a whisper.


  “Mr. Romodanovsky? Yeah, you do. He’s not as muscular as you, and he’s a lot


  older, but he’s tall and you have the same jawline and the same blue eyes.” He paused.


  “Daddy, he couldn’t be your father. Is that what you think?”
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  “I don’t want to think it. He’s not a good man.”


  “Even if he was your father, it doesn’t mean you’d be like him. But he’s not. How


  would Sharon have even met a man like him? Daddy, I love her and I wish she was my


  mom… Well, no, I don’t ’cuz then we’d be brothers and that would be weird, but…” He


  hesitated, and Kael knew he was picking his words carefully.


  “She lives a small, unimportant life,” Kael finished for him.


  “She’s important to us, Daddy,” Angel said.


  Kael loved the way Angel and his mum had taken to each other. Ashamed though


  he was to admit it, when their natural affection and closeness developed so quickly, he


  had felt a twinge of jealousy because he wanted to be first in importance to them both.


  But that stupid emotion hadn’t lasted long, and when he saw them together now, he


  just felt grateful to his mum for loving Angel, who needed all the love he could get, and


  to Angel for seeing his mum’s simple ways as endearing.


  “Yes, she’s everything to us. And you’re right. It’s a stupid thought.”


  “When I was really little, my mom dated a guy who looked like Johnny Depp, but


  he wasn’t related to him.”


  A deep chuckle erupted from Kael’s chest, making Angel bounce up and down


  where he lay on top of him. “What would you like Daddy to do to you, sweetheart?”


  “Mmmm,” Angel moaned. “What’s my favorite thing in the world, Daddy?”


  Raising his hand, Kael landed a loud, heavy slap on Angel’s arse.


  Angel cried out, and his cock, which had softened as they chatted, grew instantly


  hard again. “Yes, Sir, that’s it,” he said on a long breath.


  “Right, come on then. Let me sit up.”


  Angel rolled off, and Kael sat up on the side of the bed. “Over my knees, boy.”


  “Yes, Sir.” First standing beside Kael’s lap, Angel dropped forward, his hands at


  his tailbone, and let Kael catch and steady him. For a moment, Kael sat looking down at


  his boy, utterly at ease, no tension in his muscles, melting over Kael’s lap.
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  Kael raised his hand and landed a hard, heavy slap. Not holding back, he quickly


  raised the tempo, watching Angel’s buttocks redden under his hand. Knowing his boy


  as he did, he watched for Angel’s dangling legs to start straightening out and


  stretching, the muscles in his buttocks tightening as his orgasm neared. Harder and


  harder he spanked. He was tired, but he had a momentum going that would sustain


  him as long as Angel needed.


  When long, openmouthed moans began to erupt from his boy he knew Angel was


  getting close. Angel’s slender legs began to stretch out, his toes pointing. The boy never


  moved his hands, clasped together, bent at the elbows above his waist. At last Angel’s


  back arched, his body bent like a bow. Kael maintained his steady pace marveling at the


  beauty and strength of his lovely boy, whose arse was now scarlet and inflamed. A long


  cry tore from Angel’s throat, and his body folded over Kael’s lap as if he were melting.


  Immediately Kael slowed the spanking and stopped, panting with exertion.


  Angel slid down to the polished wood floor and wrapped his arms around Kael’s


  ankles, kissing his feet. Smiling, Kael watched him and then took a tissue to wipe


  Angel’s cum off his leg, where it dripped hotly. “Come on, sweet boy, into bed with


  you.”


  With Angel snuggled in his arms, Kael hit the button on the console and blackness


  descended. “I’m so tired, Daddy,” Angel said against his chest, lips nuzzling, searching


  for Kael’s nipple. Kael didn’t question it anymore. His boy took comfort from sucking


  his tits before going to sleep, and Kael was happy to let him.


  “Good night, Daddy’s boy,” he whispered.
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  Chapter Eleven


  The river Mersey swept past, dark and cold, as they drove along the A56 toward


  the Albert Dock. Daddy had hardly said a word all the way to Liverpool. He had


  answered Angel’s questions but offered no conversation. The car was a place they


  always chatted, and Angel loved the times they spent alone together talking. That was


  when his problems came out and he asked Daddy for advice. But today Daddy was


  distant, and he looked worried.


  “Sir, how come we left Dorneywood early? There could have been another


  attempt on Mr. Romodanovsky’s life.”


  Looking directly ahead, Daddy said, “I assessed the threat and found it negligible


  after the first attempt. Anyway Thornton needed a chance to lead a team.”


  “She’s really good at her job, isn’t she?”


  “Yes, she’s good. She has courage, and she’s intelligent, just like you.”


  No one in Angel’s life had ever praised him or told him he was clever and


  handsome the way Daddy always did. “Didn’t that maid try to do something to him?


  When she came out of the room, she looked really roughed up and scared. Ellis said he


  thought she’d made an attempt on Mr. Romodanovsky’s life and you intercepted it.


  Was she a spy?”


  “That’s not exactly what happened, but I can’t talk about it.”


  When Daddy said he couldn’t or wouldn’t talk about something, Angel dropped


  the subject. There were parts of Daddy’s job he knew nothing about, but Daddy had


  something on his mind right now and Angel wished he could get him to share it.


  “Is something wrong? Why does Sharon need to see you?”
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  “Don’t worry about it. I’ll sort it out. Phone her and tell her we’ll be there in five


  minutes.”


  The minute they stepped out of the elevator, Sharon was at the door. That she was


  upset was obvious. Usually Angel grabbed her first for a hug and Daddy always let


  him, but this time she went straight for Daddy and wrapped her arms around him.


  “Can we go right away, Kael?”


  “Let’s get inside first, Mum,” he said.


  “Hello, Angel luv.” She placed a hand on his cheek, but her eyes were on Daddy.


  “Sorry, Kael. Do you want a cup of tea first? You drove all that way. I’m just so


  worried. Anything can happen in those places, especially with those sorts of charges.”


  So that’s what that old geezer has been arrested for. Everyone knows child molesters get


  beat up in jail. Walking over to the window to give them space, Angel watched.


  Something was really upsetting Sharon.


  “No, I don’t want anything. Just tell me where he is.”


  “They’ve got him in Walton Jail on remand. They call it Liverpool Prison now. It’s


  on Hornby Road, about an hour away by bus. You don’t need a visiting order when


  they’re on remand.”


  “You’ve been to visit him?” Daddy asked.


  “Yes. I told him you were coming. He was so relieved. You don’t need to give


  them any money, just sign a surety, but you have to prove you’ve got it. Let’s get


  going.”


  “You’re staying here,” Daddy said. “I’ll go on my own.”


  “No, Kael. I want to come,” Sharon said. “I told him I’d come. You will bail him


  out, won’t you?”


  “I’m going to talk to him and see what’s going on.”


  “Well, I’m coming too. I’ll get my coat.”
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  Taking her gently by the upper arms, Daddy said firmly, “Mum, I’m going on my


  own. I want to talk to him in private. You’ll stay here.” Angel watched Sharon’s face


  until he saw acceptance sweep over it.


  “All right, luv. He can stay with me until this is sorted out.”


  Daddy kissed her on the forehead and left.


  “Sharon, should I make you a cup of tea?” Angel wanted to do something useful.


  When Sharon opened her arms to him, a surge of happiness rushed through him.


  “Come here, luv. I haven’t given you a hug yet. I’m just so worried about Shawn.”


  While Sharon enveloped him in her arms, Angel remained still, letting her hug


  him tight. “I love you, Sharon.”


  “And I love you. Now let’s have that cup of tea. We’ll make it together.”


  Sharon remained quiet while she put the chocolate Digestives on a plate and got


  the milk from the fridge. When the tea was ready, Angel carried the tray into the living


  room.


  He dipped his chocolate Digestive into his hot tea and bit it quickly before it fell


  apart. “I never drank tea in my life before coming here.” They sat in the living room


  with the TV on while they chatted. “Sharon, has Shawn been to jail before?”


  “Loads of times,” she answered, shaking her head.


  “Has Daddy ever bailed him out before?”


  “No. I wouldn’t have asked him this time either, but you know, with the charge


  being what it was.”


  Quietly he asked, “What are they saying he did? Daddy didn’t tell me anything.


  He was really quiet on the way here.”


  Sharon put her mug on the coffee table. The tightness about her mouth told him


  she was worried and probably hadn’t slept much. “I think he’s as upset as I am over


  this. He was really fond of Shawn when he was a kid.”


  “Because he lived with you, right?”
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  “For about nine months. Then he left, and I only ever saw him on and off after


  that. He was off to prison for different things, you know.”


  “And now you’re dating him again?”


  “Yeah. Anyway some teenager said Shawn molested him, and that’s why I was so


  worried. They don’t like fellas in jail who do things like that.”


  “I knew it!” Everything fell into place. “Oh God, no wonder Daddy was so upset. I


  told him guys like that always do it again and he wouldn’t believe it, but it’s true. I saw


  it on America’s Most Wanted.”


  “No, Shawn didn’t do anything. He’s a thief, but he’s not a pedo.” Realization


  dawned slowly in Sharon’s face. “Hang on. What do you mean, do it again? Angel!


  What did Kael tell you?”


  She doesn’t know! What have I done?


  A combination of panic and shock took over Sharon’s face. Putting down his mug,


  Angel moved closer to her on the couch. “I thought you knew.”


  “Knew what? Angel, tell me.”


  Swallowing hard, he knew there was no way out of this now. “He didn’t tell me


  exactly. I read it in his diary.”


  Incredulous, Sharon looked at him. “Kael writes a diary? Why? He’s never done


  anything like that before. Did Shawn do something to Kael when he was a kid?” When


  Angel didn’t answer, she said, “He did, didn’t he? That’s why Kael knew it was a boy.


  When I told him on the phone, he asked right away how old the boy was. He knew it


  was a boy.”


  “Sharon, I’m so sorry. I thought you knew.” Angel was on the verge of tears.


  “Do you think I’d go out with that bastard again if I knew he’d touched my son, or


  any kid for that matter?” Sharon gaped at him.


  “No, I guess not, now I think of it. I’m sorry. Holy dumb idiot. I’ve screwed up so


  badly. Daddy’s going to kill me.”
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  * * * *


  The look of relief on Shawn’s face when he spotted Kael walking into the visiting


  


  room made the pleasure of telling him he had no intention of bailing him out even


  greater. The cut over his eye and the swollen cheek proved someone else wasn’t happy


  with him either.


  “Thanks for coming, Kael. Your mum said you’d come. You took your time,


  though. I’ve been here since Wednesday.”


  Looking around the brightly lit, utilitarian room with its plain tables and chairs all


  screwed to the floor, Kael said, “Unlike you, some of us have to work.”


  “Don’t be like that, mate.”


  Shawn sat on one side of a table. The visitors were expected to sit opposite, which


  was fine with Kael. He wanted no physical contact with this man ever again.


  Maneuvering his long, lean body onto the uncomfortable plastic chair, he said, “You


  did it. Didn’t you?”


  “Look, Kael, he wanted it just like you wanted it.” He reached a hand across the


  table as if he expected Kael to take it.


  Leaning back in his seat to avoid contact, Kael said, “But this kid obviously didn’t


  want you fucking him, because he told the police. How old was he?”


  “Fourteen and I never fucked him. It never got that far.”


  “How far did it go?”


  Belligerent, playing the victim as always, Shawn said, “What difference does it


  make? I touched him a bit, that’s all. He led me on. I’m not going down for this. It’s his


  word against mine.”


  “You are going down. You’re going to plead guilty so that boy doesn’t have to go


  to court,” Kael said.
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  “Not a chance.” Shawn crossed his arms over his chest. “Why are you acting all


  fucked-up about this? You were happy at the time. You said you loved me. What about


  that day in London?”


  What a fool he was. With all his experience of the world and the depths to which


  people would sink, he had still believed until just last week that he was the only boy


  Shawn had been interested in. “How many others were there over the years?”


  Shawn shrugged as if it was nothing. “There was a few.”


  “And is that your age of preference, fourteen?”


  “Yes. I’m dying for a smoke.” Shawn looked away across the crowded visiting


  room. “Just make the bail application for me. It’s seventy-two hours to get before a


  judge.”


  This was the moment, and Kael savored it. He paused, looking at Shawn as if the


  man were a stranger. “I’m not getting you out, Shawn. I’m not signing for anything.


  And you’re going to plead guilty, or I will go to the police and tell them what you did


  to me. You’ll go down for a hell of a lot longer with two of us testifying against you.”


  Rising suddenly to his feet, Shawn shouted, “You frigging wanker!”


  Two guards moved quickly over to the table. “Sit down or your visit’s over.”


  Quietly Shawn sat. “When the fuck did you get a conscience, Kael?” The spiteful


  little man Kael now knew Shawn to be came out. “Does your mum know? Does she


  know you and me were shagging when she was out working? She’ll hate you when she


  finds that out.”


  Kael watched him, giving nothing away, making sure not a muscle moved in his


  face, just as he had been taught. He consciously controlled his heart and pulse rate. It


  had always been his fear, even when he was fourteen and madly in love with Shawn,


  that his mum would find out and hate him.


  “This place stinks. I need some fresh air.” He stood.
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  The smug expression on Shawn’s face changed to one of pleading when he


  realized he had made no impact. “Please, mate. Get me out of here, please. I’ll plead


  guilty when I go to court and do my time. But get me out of here now. I’ve already been


  beaten up.”


  “You’re staying in jail. You’re going to plead guilty when you go to trial, and


  you’ll keep your hands off kids. If you don’t, I’ll talk to the police, and if that doesn’t


  work, I’ll come and get you myself.” With that he walked out.


  The traffic wasn’t bad since it was Sunday, and Kael was back at the Albert Dock


  in thirty-five minutes. All the way home, he agonized about telling his mum what he


  and Shawn had done, but as he stood outside the flat and pulled out the key he always


  kept, he knew he wouldn’t tell her. He’d make up some excuse about why he hadn’t


  made the bail application, but he would not break her heart and have her despise him.


  In the hall, he hung his leather jacket in the cupboard and arranged a neutral look


  on his face. They wouldn’t accept a bail application because of the charges. He has to stay on


  remand until he goes to trial. There was nothing I could do.


  The moment he entered the living room, he knew something was wrong. Angel


  rose to his feet from his seat on the couch. His mum had obviously been crying.


  “Daddy, I’m sorry. I thought she knew.”


  “Knew what?” He looked back and forth between them. “Knew what?” The


  expression on Angel’s face changed quickly from fear to tears. Chin quivering, Angel


  blinked rapidly. “What did you tell her?” His voice came out strangely quiet, but when


  he repeated the words, it filled the room, making Angel jump. “What did you tell her!”


  His mum answered instead. “You should have told me about Shawn, Kael. You


  should have told me what he did to you.”


  An overwhelming sense of shame and anger—and other emotions he couldn’t


  identify—made his face grow hot. Adrenaline surged through his muscles. Before he


  could think about his actions, he crossed the room and slapped Angel so hard across the
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  face that the boy staggered. Raging and out of control, he slapped him again. “You little


  shit!”


  “Kael!” Sharon screamed. “Don’t you dare hit him! Don’t you dare!”


  Her screaming and the horror in her face pulled him up short. And then Angel’s


  plaintive, frightened voice. “Daddy, I’m sorry. I’m so sorry. I thought she knew.” The


  boy pressed his hand to his pink cheek.


  When he felt a punch in his shoulder, Kael was shocked to see his mum standing


  in front of him. “Don’t you hit him. That makes you no better than the useless pricks I


  went out with all those years.”


  Unable to look at her, he hung his head. She was right. Feeling faint for the first


  time in his life, Kael stumbled to the couch and sat. What had he done—to both of


  them?


  “I know what you do, you know,” his mum went on. “I’ve looked in that spare


  bedroom at your place. I’m not stupid. I know all about the whips and chains and why


  he calls you Daddy. I’ve got a computer. I can use Google. But that was different. You


  hit him because you lost your temper, and that makes you no better than Gary Burke


  and all the other dicks I wasted my time on. That was just mean. Now you tell him


  you’re sorry, Kael.”


  “I’m sorry, Angel,” he said at once, as much to appease his mother’s anger as to


  admit she was right. “Sorry.”


  Dropping to his knees in front of him, Angel said, “It’s okay, Daddy.”


  “It’s not okay, Angel,” Sharon said. “It is never okay for a man to hit you like that.


  The other stuff I don’t understand, but I’ve read enough to know it’s supposed to be”—


  she struggled for the right word—“consensual. But that smack was spousal abuse.


  Wasn’t it, Kael?”


  Unable for a moment to speak, he nodded, grateful that she was there to make


  him see what he had done. “I’ve never done anything like that before. I won’t do it


  again.”
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  Still on his knees, Angel took Kael’s hands. “I’m so sorry, Daddy.”


  Breathing as hard as if he had run a mile, Kael gathered Angel into his arms and


  pulled him onto his lap, holding him close to his chest. That was all it took for Angel to


  break down. Full-blown sobs racked his body while Kael hugged him.


  For a few moments, Sharon stood close by, watching before sitting beside them.


  She rubbed Angel’s back. “He did. He thought I knew. He’s been sitting here scared


  stiff waiting for you to come home. That’s not good, son. He shouldn’t be scared of


  you.”


  “I’m so sorry, Mum. I’m so sorry about Shawn and what I did with him. You were


  out working, supporting both of us, and I was having the time of my life with him.


  Going behind your back.”


  “I’ll kill Shawn. I’ll kill that bugger. He did it, didn’t he? That boy was telling the


  truth.”


  “Yes. He admitted it. And he still thought I was going to make the bail application


  for him.”


  “You didn’t, though?”


  “No. I told him to plead guilty or I’d go and tell the police what he did with me.


  But I won’t. I can’t because of my job.”


  “Why didn’t you tell me, Kael?”


  He tried to look at her, but he couldn’t. “Sorry, Mum.”


  “Don’t you say sorry about this. You were a kid. You didn’t do anything wrong.”


  “I was bigger than Shawn even then. I could have said no. I didn’t want to. I


  thought I was in love with him. I knew I was gay when I was twelve, and I wanted a


  man. It was as simple as that. I only thought about myself and what I wanted.”


  “That’s what kids do,” she said. “They want what they want. You were no


  different than any other lad. You were just cleverer and better looking than the scallies


  where we lived. But what Shawn did was wrong. It wasn’t your fault.”
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  Her understanding and generosity of spirit made him ashamed.


  Angel’s sobs had subsided to little shudders. His boy’s face was bright red across


  the right side from the slap. He was probably going to end up with a bruise. The


  thought of sending him back to school on Monday with a bruised face was more than


  he could bear.


  “I just wish you’d told me before it came to this,” Sharon said. “That’s why you


  were upset when you saw him at Christmas, wasn’t it? If he messes with kids, he was


  only coming round here to see what he could get, not for me. Why didn’t you tell me


  then?”


  “I never wanted to tell you. I hoped you’d never find out.”


  “Sorry, Daddy,” Angel whispered.


  “Sweetheart, stop saying sorry. It’s done now. It’s out in the open.”


  “Why didn’t you want me to know?” Sharon asked. “Did you think I’d be angry


  with you instead of Shawn?”


  “I knew you’d be angry with Shawn, but”—his voice dropped to a whisper—“I


  thought you’d hate me.”


  Grabbing his hand and squeezing it more tightly than she ever had, she said,


  “How could I hate you, Kael? I could never hate you. I’m so proud of you. You’re such


  a good son and a good man. Look at what you’ve done with your life, teaching


  languages, interpreting for important people. I was so scared when I had you that you’d


  end up like all those other lads on the estate, involved in drugs and stealing and


  murders. It’s hard raising a boy on your own. But when I see what you’ve done with


  your life, how good and kind you are, I’m so proud.”


  If only you knew what I really do. Who I really am.


  He looked at Angel to find him smiling, even though his long, dark eyelashes


  were still wet with tears. “Daddy’s the best thing in my life, Sharon.”


  “He’s the best thing in my life as well, luv,” she said.
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  “I don’t deserve either of you,” he said.


  His mum forced a smile. “I’m going to make us something to eat. You must be


  starving. I don’t know about Angel, though. He ate half a packet of chocolate Digestives


  before he got all upset realizing he’d said something he shouldn’t.” She nudged him.


  “Didn’t you, luv.”


  Smiling at her, he said, “Yeah, but I can always eat.”


  “We have to get home. Angel’s got college in the morning,” Kael said.


  “You’re too upset to drive anywhere. You’re sleeping here,” Sharon said.


  “No, he can’t miss school.”


  “One day won’t kill him.” She stood up.


  “I’ll cook, Sharon. You talk with Daddy.” Angel got up. “I’ll go and see what there


  is. I’m becoming a great cook, aren’t I, Daddy?”


  “You certainly are, sweetheart.”


  When Angel wandered off to the kitchen, Kael took his mum’s hand. “Mum, I’ve


  never hit him across the face like that before. I want you to know that. I lost my temper.


  I know it was wrong.”


  “Don’t ever do it again. I don’t care what goes on in that spare bedroom with all


  that funny equipment. That’s your business, but don’t you ever hit him in a temper


  again.”


  “No, I won’t. I’ve smacked his arse a few times, but I know I shouldn’t have hit


  him like that.”


  “He loves you, and I know you love him. But you’re too hard on him.”


  “Am I?” He was shocked that she thought that. “Why do you say that, Mum?”


  “He’s such a good lad. He obeys you the minute you tell him anything. He keeps


  your flat spotless, and I’m a tough judge of spotless, as you know. He’s got lovely


  manners. He’s always trying to make you smile. But I’ve seen you when I’m in London


  making him do schoolwork on the holidays. And when we went to Castle Howard that
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  weekend when we all went to York, you spent the whole time making him answer


  questions about the history of the National Trust houses.”


  “Did I?” He didn’t remember doing that.


  “Yes, you did. I could see he was getting fed up with it, but he just kept answering


  you, doing his best. And you’re always watching him when he’s eating and pointing it


  out if he drops a crumb. I’d be a nervous wreck with you watching me all the time,


  looking for faults.”


  Feeling ashamed at having it all laid out in front of him, he looked at his hands in


  his lap. “I only want the best for him. I want him to do well in life.”


  “I know that, luv, and he will with you to guide him. He told me he’d have ended


  up on the street if he hadn’t met you. He said his mum met a new man and didn’t want


  him.”


  “Yes, she did.” He had met Angel the very day the boy’s mother had left for


  France, leaving him behind in the house in Cape Cod. “He’s safe now,” he said,


  wondering at his mum’s assessment. Was he too hard on his boy? Drill Sergeant Daddy.


  “Well, I’ll have to watch myself with him from now on.” Looking for the right


  words, he said, “I’m so sorry about doing what I did with Shawn. I thought I was in


  love with him. He said he loved me. I thought I was the only boy he ever did it with. He


  said I was, and I believed him.”


  “Didn’t you get enough love from me?” she asked.


  “Of course I did. You’re a great mum. You always were. But I was interested in


  sex, seriously interested, since I was twelve. I didn’t think about much else from that


  age on. I wanted him to love me, but it was the sex as well. That’s why I feel so bad


  about the whole thing. I was being selfish. He was your boyfriend, and you were out


  working so hard and I was home doing things with Shawn. I feel like such an idiot for


  believing him.”


  “You’re not an idiot.” She stood up. “I’m going to my bedroom for a few minutes.


  I need a minute to myself.”
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  On impulse, and anxious to know after the Romodanovsky incident, Kael asked,


  “Mum? Who’s my father?”


  “Not now,” she said desperately. “Just don’t ask me that.”


  “Sorry.” Kael kissed her and watched her go before joining Angel in the kitchen.


  “Daddy, I’m making quiche. I knew Sharon would have frozen pie shells in the


  freezer. I saw her using one for the mince pie at Christmas.”


  Kael pulled Angel into his arms and hugged him tight. “Yes, she always used


  frozen because she was so busy when I was a kid.”


  He held his boy at arm’s length. “Angel, are you scared of me?”


  Wide-eyed, the boy looked up at him. “Sometimes.”


  “I don’t mean to be scary.”


  “I know, Daddy. It’s okay. Don’t worry about it.”


  “I don’t want you to be scared of me. I love you. You mean everything to me.


  When I first took you home, I wanted you to be scared of me because I thought it was


  the only way to make you obey me, and you were in danger. But I don’t want you to be


  scared of me now.”


  “It must be hard for you, Daddy. You were on your own for so long, and now you


  have me in your life all the time. I know you feel responsible for me. You used to get


  really upset when I left things lying around or made a mess or made too much noise,


  but I don’t do really annoying shit anymore, do I?”


  Having to climb over a toilet wall to rescue you from being raped was fairly annoying.


  “No, of course not, sweetheart.”


  With an apologetic look on his lovely face, Angel said, “It’s not like I’m even a real


  grown-up yet. I still have to go to school. I don’t earn any money. I must cost you a


  fortune. I know my school is really expensive. And what about Cambridge? I bet you


  got a scholarship, didn’t you?”


  “Yes, I did.”


  Fyn Alexander | Sins of the Father


  169


  


  “That’s because you’re a genius. I’ll never get a scholarship. It’s going to be so


  expensive.”


  “Don’t worry. I can afford it.”


  “Sometimes you must feel like you adopted a kid instead of getting a boyfriend.”


  “No, of course I don’t.” At times that was exactly how he felt. “Mum thinks I’m


  too hard on you. Do you think I am?”


  “I always wanted a strict daddy. You’re my master. I want you to be in charge. I


  want you to make me the best boy I can be. But you could let up a little sometimes,”


  Angel said.


  “You’re already the best boy in the world.”


  Sharon entered the kitchen smiling, though her eyes were rimmed with red and


  her face looked strained. She’d been crying. “Something smells good.” She looked


  through the glass door of the oven. “I love quiche. How did you know, Angel?”


  Smiling as he hugged her, Angel said, “It was a guess.”


  Watching them, Kael wondered if he would ever be as good as they were—or


  even if he wanted to be.
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  Chapter Twelve


  Arkadiy Romodanovsky.


  Kael typed the name into Google and hit Enter. He had waited until Angel left for


  college, not wanting the boy looking over his shoulder and questioning him, as he often


  did when Kael used the computer. What are you doing, Daddy? Why do you want to know


  that? Who is that in the picture? His boy was infinitely interested in everything he did.


  Sometimes he wondered if he would ever get used to living with Angel, though he


  could not imagine ever again living without him. An involuntary smile crossed his face


  as he remembered Angel kissing him good-bye at the lift that morning.


  “Don’t forget, Daddy, Italian week means Italian food. I’m going to cook” —he’d paused


  for effect— “cannelloni!”


  Every week Kael made Angel speak another language for a couple of hours in the


  evenings to reinforce what he was teaching him. French one week, Italian the next,


  German the next, and then Russian. He had kept it at four, deciding it was enough. As


  the lift doors closed, Angel had given him an exaggerated wink with his mouth wide


  open before wiggling his hips and saying, “Italian food and Latin loooove.”


  Nobody made him smile like Angel. Nobody had made him smile at all before


  Angel.


  Wikipedia was the first hit. The entry was short but typical. Arkadiy Alexsandr


  Viktor Romodanovsky, Russian minister of justice. Born April 20, 1948, in Switzerland.


  Wife Maria, five sons. After that came a list of his career accomplishments. There was


  no picture.


  Going back to the original search, Kael clicked on another couple of links but


  found very little of interest. Romodanovsky had grown up rich and privileged in
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  Switzerland, had a degree in law, had had a career in diplomacy, and was now in


  politics. He lived full-time in Moscow and owned a large dacha on the Moskva River in


  the countryside outside the city.


  Rising, Kael began to pace. Between Shawn and this man, he was confused and


  angry. He wanted to kill them both and for largely the same reason: for putting their


  filthy hands on people who did not want it. But what had Conran said to him in the


  garden at Dorneywood? “You raped me.” It was true; he had. Was it possible he was


  Romodanovsky’s biological son? Even Angel said he looked like the man. His mum


  must know who his father was.


  With his mobile, he dialed her number. For safety reasons, he never programmed


  numbers into the throwaway mobiles he bought. With his excellent memory, he didn’t


  need to.


  “Hello?”


  “Mum, it’s me.”


  “Hello, son. How are you?” The tiredness in her voice tore at his heart. He


  couldn’t do it so fast on the heels of Shawn. He could not ask her to go back to that


  place that had made her sob for hours when he was twelve years old.


  “I’m okay. I was wondering about you. Has Shawn phoned you?”


  A long sigh followed his question. “Yes, he phoned. I told him he was a pedo, and


  I hung up on him.”


  What could he do to ease her pain and appease some of his own guilt? “As soon as


  I get a chance, we’ll go away for a week, the three of us. Would you like that, Mum?


  What about Angel’s half term?”


  “That would be nice, luv. Anyway I’d better go. I’m due at the flower shop in half


  an hour.”


  “Have a good day, and don’t think about Shawn.”
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  “That’s a tall order.” She gave a little laugh. “Kael?” Her tone took on a sudden


  urgency. “Did he ever hurt you?”


  “No, not physically,” he said. “But he broke my heart at the time. Now I don’t give


  a damn about him, but then I did. I’m so sorry we hurt you.”


  “You didn’t hurt me, son. He did. I’d better go.”


  Pressing the phone to his ear as if it was her hand, he said, “I love you, Mum.”


  “And I love you. Kiss Angel for me.” She hung up.


  He grabbed his diary from its hiding place, sat at the kitchen table, and began to


  write.


  


  It was at College Grange that I first heard the word bastard directed at me. I had


  been there a couple of months and was getting ready to go home for the Christmas


  holidays. All the other boys were picked up by parents, but my mum couldn’t take


  the time off work to come and get me. She had never had a car and could not drive


  anyway. She had arranged for a master to take me to the train, and I would travel


  home alone. It was a wintry December day, and I stood outside with my bag in the


  freezing cold, waiting for the master to come out.


  One of the other boys asked me, “Where’s your parents, Saunders?”


  “There’s only my mum, and she couldn’t leave work,” I told him.


  That was when an older boy, Chisholm, who should have known better, said,


  “He’s a bastard.”


  Naturally I dropped my bag and went after him, not stopping until his father dove


  out of the car and dragged me off. The master was there by then, Mr. Bowker. He


  demanded to know what the hell we were up to. Chisholm said I had attacked him


  for no reason, but Freddie, my new best friend, was there too and he told the master


  what had happened. We were both dressed down for fighting, though there was


  hardly a mark on me and the other boy had a bloody nose and the beginnings of a


  black eye. His father told Mr. Bowker, “That’s what happens when you let


  scholarship boys into the school.” He said he wasn’t paying good money for his son


  to have to deal with the likes of me.


  On the way to the station, I was defiant and angry, using swear words that were


  not allowed at College Grange. “You’ll be up against this sort of thing a lot, you


  know, Saunders,” Mr. Bowker said. “Don’t let it get you down. You’re a brilliant


  student. You excel at sports. You just need to be a little friendlier and less angry. Do


  you see your father?”
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  I said, “I’ve never seen him, and my mum has never talked about him.”


  When we pulled into the train station, he looked at me. Mr. Bowker had a really


  kind voice. “Whoever your father is, you must have got something from him.


  Perhaps that’s why you are so bright. Do you think you got that from him?”


  I told him I didn’t know and I didn’t care. Then I said, “He must be tall because


  my mum is really little, and no one else in my family is tall like me.” He told me he


  would see me after the holidays and if I had any problems I could go and talk to him.


  I never did talk to him because I was never the type of boy who talked about my


  problems. But it really helped that he had said that.


  


  Unable to keep still or focus on anything, he changed into black shorts and


  trainers, pulled on a black hoodie, and went outside to run. Along the river and through


  the city streets, he ran at a steady pace, looking straight ahead, avoiding people and


  traffic with care but never stopping for a moment. If a traffic light turned red, he headed


  along the street until he could cross without halting. He had no plan except to run until


  his muscles began to ache and the tension in his body and mind eased. An hour later,


  hardly even sweating in the cool, early February air, he arrived at the Albert


  Embankment. Babylon on the Thames or Legoland is what those who worked there


  called it. He’d had no intention of ending up there and stood leaning against the railing,


  looking down into the river as his heart and pulse rate slowed down.


  Sensing he was being watched, he turned to see Conran leaning against a tree. The


  man walked over, looking Kael up and down with obvious yearning. Kael grinned.


  “You really fancy me, don’t you,” he said out loud, knowing Conran’s head would do a


  three sixty.


  “I wish you wouldn’t joke about things like that out loud. One of these days,


  someone will hear.”


  Chuckling, Kael felt the burden of the last few days lift somewhat. Like a kid, he


  still loved making Conran squirm, and the run had helped immeasurably. “Admit it.”


  “Yes, I admit it,” Conran said quietly. “I have never wanted another man. Only


  you. I saw you from the window and came out. I’ve been meaning to talk to you.”


  “About walking out on that assignment?”
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  Conran shook his head. “Thornton did an excellent job. It’s about Shawn


  Holloway. You went to see him in prison in Liverpool. He’s charged with molesting a


  child. Who the hell is he?”


  Angered, Kael said, “Why am I under surveillance?”


  “You know perfectly well you will always be under surveillance. It’s intermittent,


  but we keep an eye on everyone at your level. As for Holloway, you can’t get involved


  in things like that. They’re too high profile. The story was reported in the Liverpool


  Echo.”


  “The Echo is a rag. No one outside Liverpool reads it. Shawn was a boyfriend of


  my mum. She thought he was innocent and wanted me to make the bail application.”


  “Did he do it?”


  “Yes. He’s guilty and he’s going to plead guilty. End of.”


  Looking relieved, Conran said, “What was that Sir Rodney Black said about


  mistaking you for Romodanovsky’s son. Is it true?”


  Kael looked out at the river. “Yes. He told me I was the image of my father.”


  “You do look like him. Both very tall. And you have the same jawline.”


  That was exactly what Angel had said. Kael pointed at a bench and walked over to


  it, fully expecting Conran to follow him, which he did. “Do you want to go inside? It’s


  freezing,” Conran said.


  “No. It’s invigorating.” Kael stretched his bare legs out in front of him and crossed


  them comfortably at the ankle while Conran pulled his jacket closer and hunched his


  shoulders. “I turn the heat off at night in the winter, and sometimes I make Angel sleep


  on the floor with me just to toughen him up.”


  “Yes, I believe that.” Conran half smiled.


  Knowing he had to face this at some point, Kael came to a decision. “I want to find


  out where Romodanovsky was in the summer of 1977.”
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  Conran sat sideways on the bench, looking at him. “You think he might be your


  father? How can he be?”


  “He’s a rapist, and my mother was working in a hotel that summer in Liverpool.


  She was eighteen years old.”


  “I agree you have a look of him, but that’s a long shot. Why not just ask your


  mother? I know your birth certificate has no father listed, but she must know who he


  is.”


  Sometimes Kael hated that Conran knew everything about him. To work at SIS,


  he’d had to hand over a copy of his birth certificate that had only his mum’s name on it.


  Father unknown. “No, I don’t think she does.”


  “Ask her.”


  “No! I asked her once, and she got very upset.”


  “I’ll see what I can find out. There’s very little about him on the Internet, but there


  must be some information somewhere.”


  For the second time in a few weeks, Kael asked Conran a question he would not


  normally ask anyone. Exposing himself emotionally was a thing he simply never did.


  Even to himself, he had admitted long ago that his emotions were neither deep nor


  refined. “You’ve accused me in the past of being evil. Do you believe that?”


  A little cough together with Conran moving several inches away from Kael on the


  bench proved the man’s nervousness. “You threatened to kill my children.”


  “How many fucking times do I have to tell you I wouldn’t have done it? You were


  refusing to cooperate in keeping Angel safe. What was I supposed to do?”


  “Not that.” Conran met his gaze. “I’m not sure about evil, but it takes a certain


  type of individual to kill perfect strangers on command.”


  “What about the person who orders them to do it?”
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  “Me?” Conran shrugged. “People like me are cowardly. We sit behind desks and


  order people like you to put yourselves in danger. Rather like politicians sending young


  men and women to war.”


  “So you’re the coward and I’m the evil bastard?”


  Conran sighed. “It’s for the greater good. Everything we do is for the greater


  good.”


  Crossing him arms over his chest, Kael looked at him. “That old chestnut again?


  Keep believing it if it makes you feel better.”


  “It’s not as if we slaughter people willy-nilly.”


  “Could you do what I do?”


  “No.”


  “Because you’re scared?”


  “No, because I do not have it in me to kill unless, perhaps, I was protecting my


  wife and children, but most people would kill in those circumstances. Why are you


  questioning yourself? I thought you liked your job.”


  That’s what scares me sometimes. “I do. I love it.” A ferry full of early tourists caught


  Kael’s attention. The tour guide would be pointing out the building as the headquarters


  of MI6, and references to James Bond would be made. “I feel immense satisfaction at a


  kill well done.”


  “I’ve never come across another operative who uses a scalpel as their weapon of


  choice. Even the most hardened like a little distance between themselves and their


  targets. And they never have sex with the man first.”


  “I don’t do that anymore, not now I’ve got Angel. It would be disloyal. He’s my


  sweetheart.” Thinking of Angel always made him smile. “I need to kill someone. It’s


  been too long. I need a fix.”


  “Saunders.” He waited until Kael met his gaze.


  “What?”
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  “Tell me you’re joking.”


  “I’m not joking. I never joke about things like that. I mean it. Give me a job.”


  “I can’t conjure up a target just because you have a bloodlust on you. For God’s


  sake, man. You make me very nervous when you say things like that. I know you killed


  Graham Clement in Bangkok last year.”


  “I don’t know what you’re talking about.” The pedophile had deserved a bullet in


  the forehead, and anyway Kael had used it as a training exercise and allowed Angel to


  kill the pervert.


  “No one cried any tears when his body showed up in a river,” Conran said. “But


  still. I know it was you.”


  “In a river?” Kael looked at him. They had left the man in a back passage at a


  brothel that sold children to foreign sex tourists.


  “He was probably dumped there after you shot him so as not to bring attention to


  others in the child sex trade.” Placing a hand on Kael’s shoulder, Conran said, “Don’t


  look too closely at yourself. It will throw you off your game.”


  “I wouldn’t dream of it.” Without saying good-bye and without looking back,


  Kael rose and began to run home.


  


  * * * *


  The cheese cannelloni was delicious. Angel had made a big salad to serve with it,


  


  and when Kael finally sat on the couch with his glass of whisky, he was sufficiently


  distracted from thoughts about Romodanovsky to actually pay attention to his boy.


  “I piatti vengono lavati, Papà.” Angel stood before him with a smile on his face.


  “Good boy. The dinner was good. But serve me some meat tomorrow. I’m a man,


  remember.” Kael laughed.


  Hands behind his back, his posture perfect, Angel laughed. “Sì. Can we speak


  English now, Daddy?”
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  Kael swallowed a mouthful of whisky. He wanted to drink the whole bottle. “If


  you want.”


  “What about the Latin love?” Angel giggled.


  “I was coming to that. Strip.”


  Standing in front of him, Angel undressed quickly, dropping his clothes on the


  floor until he stood naked. Once again he adopted the correct posture, hands behind his


  back, shoulders squared, chin slightly lowered. The boy was struggling to keep a grin


  from his face, but it kept getting away from him. For a moment, he would get control


  and look serious, and then his mouth would move and his chin would quiver again.


  “What’s so funny, boy?” Kael asked.


  “Nothing, Sir.”


  “Smarten up then!”


  Angel’s beautiful eyes opened wide, and his cheeks began to grow pink. He had


  taken Kael’s words as the reprimand they were. His demeanor sobered at once, but he


  was not upset. For a moment, Kael was reminded of the time he had made Angel stand


  in front of him naked and the boy had burst into tears. But Angel wasn’t that insecure


  boy anymore. He was confident in his skin and aware of his beauty and strength. When


  his cheeks grew pink, it was usually a combination of arousal and self-consciousness.


  But he wasn’t shy in front of his Daddy anymore.


  “What are you thinking, boy?”


  “Daddy, sometimes I’m just so happy when we’re home together in the evening. I


  love going out and doing stuff with you, but I love it when we’re home together. This is


  the first place I ever remember feeling at home. The foster homes were never my homes.


  I always knew it was temporary, even when I was little. Then at Sven’s house, he never


  wanted me around. He told me all the time just so I’d never forget it. But here I feel like


  I belong.”
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  “You do. You belong to me. You’re my boy. Go and get me a pair of latex gloves


  and a tube of K-Y.”


  At the mention of gloves and K-Y, Angel’s cock stiffened and stuck out. Kael


  wanted to laugh at the instant arousal response, but he kept his face very serious,


  watching Angel’s luscious little bottom as he ran to obey orders.


  Returning with the same long-legged, graceful run, Angel stopped in front of Kael


  and got down on his knees to present the gloves and K-Y. Kael took them and then


  indicated with a wave of his hand for Angel to take up his stance again. Stretching his


  legs out in front and putting his hands behind his head, Kael looked him up and down.


  Angel kept his eyes lowered. His cheeks were rosy pink on his usually pale face.


  “Look at me and tell me how you feel right at this moment, boy.” Quite


  deliberately Kael scanned Angel’s body, looking him up and down appraisingly to see


  how he would react.


  When Angel spoke, he sounded sure and unafraid. Not shy. “I feel beautiful when


  you look at me, Daddy. I feel like you see me as a boy who is worthy to be with you.”


  That was exactly what Kael wanted to hear. “You are beautiful. You’re clever too.


  You warned me about Shawn, and you were right.”


  A gentle, troubled look swept over the boy’s face. “I’m sorry I was right about


  that, Sir.”


  “You don’t have to be. But enough about that. Do you love me?” He never asked


  Angel such things; he never had to. His boy declared his love constantly, but he wanted


  a spontaneous answer.


  Biting his lip, Angel dropped to his knees and wrapped his arms around Kael’s


  feet, kissing them. At length he rested his cheek against the leather toes of Kael’s shoes.


  “Daddy, I adore you.”


  “Come here.” Angel’s lashes were wet and his eyes brimming as he scrambled


  into Kael’s arms. “What are you crying for, sweetheart?”
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  “I don’t know, Daddy. I just love you so much.” Angel cuddled close and began


  mouthing Kael’s nipple through his shirt.


  “Angel, what would you think if I told you that in my work, I don’t actually know


  if the people I am sent to take out are bad guys. I do what I’m told and kill them


  anyway. I’ve no idea if they’re deserving or not.”


  With absolute assurance, Angel said, “Mr. Conran would never send you after


  anyone who was good.” This boy was never going to believe Kael capable of taking


  pleasure in his work simply for the artistry of the perfect kill. “If you’re worried about


  that, Daddy, don’t be.”


  Worried about it? He didn’t give a shit, and that was what had started to concern


  him.


  “I’ve killed bad guys,” Angel continued. “Sometimes I sit in class and look at the


  other boys, and I think they have no idea of all the things I’ve seen and done just since I


  met you. They don’t know who you are and the important job you do, keeping the


  country safe. I’m so lucky, Daddy, to have a man like you loving me and taking care of


  me. You’re so good.”


  “What if I’m not good?” He had no idea why he said that. He knew he was not


  good in the way Angel thought he was. He was a cold-blooded killer just like Conran


  said. Just like Romodanovsky. He’d kill anyone who got in his way, and so would Kael.


  “Daddy.” Angel smiled up at him, his lashes still shiny dark with tears. “You’re a


  superhero. You’re my superhero.”


  “I am?” He did not expect an answer. “Right, come on.” Kael shifted himself until


  he was sitting in the middle seat of the couch. “Over my knee.”


  Angel flipped over and stretched himself across Kael’s lap, resting comfortably


  with his legs stretched out until his feet draped over the arm of the couch and his cheek


  rested on his arms. Running his hands over Angel’s narrow back and hips, Kael loved


  the feel of his boy’s smooth, pale skin. When he rested his hand on Angel’s firm bottom,


  the boy squeezed his buttocks tight as if expecting a spanking, but Kael didn’t plan to
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  spank him just then. With both his big hands, he began to massage the tension out of


  Angel’s buttocks.


  “Give yourself to Daddy, Angel.” Angel sucked in a long breath and blew it out


  slowly through pursed lips, his body seeming to melt as he did so. “That’s my boy.”


  The love he felt for his sweetheart surged within him, warming him and yet


  making him question his own authenticity, as he had done over the last couple of


  weeks. Angel had changed him in so many ways. He had begun to question himself as


  to why he killed so easily and without remorse. All his adult life, Kael had never


  wondered why he could stick a scalpel into a target’s jugular, watch as they


  exsanguinated, and then walk into a fine restaurant and enjoy a meal. Since Angel he


  had questioned his own humanity many times.


  Angel’s crotch rested across Kael’s left thigh, and he pulled a latex glove onto his


  left hand, deliberately snapping it to make a loud crack. Angel’s cock stiffened further,


  pushing into Kael’s leg.


  With the tube of K-Y in his hand, Kael squeezed a small dollop onto his left


  forefinger and spread Angel’s buttocks with his right hand. For a moment, he looked at


  the gleaming, silvery lubricant and then pressed the tip of his finger against Angel’s


  anus.


  A long, slow moan escaped the boy. “It’s coooold, Daddy.”


  “It will soon warm up.”


  With his fingertip pressed firmly against Angel’s anus, Kael began a circular


  massage, making Angel pant at once. “How does it feel, sweetheart?”


  In a breathy voice, Angel said, “Like my butthole is on fire. Oh God, Daddy, it’s so


  good. Not like the ginger. That was hell. This is heaven.”


  “Do not come without permission. Do you hear me, boy?”


  “Yes, Sir.”
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  Continuing to massage until the muscle felt soft and pliable, Kael said, “You know


  how to control yourself now.”


  “Yes, Sir.” Angel could barely speak, each word sounding more like a long breath.


  Without warning Kael thrust two fingers deep inside Angel’s rectum, watching


  with pleasure as the boy’s slender back arched and his legs stretched out taut. The boy


  cried out, a long, thin sound. Angel’s arousal caused a corresponding response in Kael,


  and his cock thickened and stretched against his jeans. “That’s my good boy.”


  With two fingers, Kael massaged Angel’s rectum in a circle motion, turning his


  wrist as far as he could and then rotating it back. With every panted breath, Angel cried


  out an inarticulate expression of his pleasure.


  “Speak to me,” Kael said.


  “I love you, Sir!” Angel was near to sobbing.


  “I love you too, boy.” With those words, Kael began to thrust. With a steady


  motion, he rammed his two fingers hard, in and out, in and out until Angel rose up on


  his elbows, his back bowed, his legs tight, sinewy, stretched out long, his toes pointed.


  “You can come now, boy.” Kael gave permission, knowing it would be torture to hold


  him back any longer.


  With several more hard thrusts, Angel let loose a piercing scream so loud Kael


  wished he had taken him into the soundproofed dungeon. How embarrassing if the


  neighbors called 999. Angel flopped down, panting. Kael did not move his fingers but


  kept them inside Angel’s rectum as he looked at his beautiful boy’s body, slowly


  releasing all its pent-up tension. Leaning forward, he swept the boy’s sweaty hair back


  from his face and kissed his hot cheek. Slowly Angel’s breathing became even and soft


  again.


  “Are you happy, Angel?”


  “You are the best daddy in the world.”


  Sliding his fingers out, Kael said, “Sit up, sweetheart.”
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  Pink-cheeked, sweaty-haired, and pretty, Angel knelt beside Kael, looking at him


  for a moment before throwing his arms around Kael’s neck. Angel kissed him on the


  mouth long and softly, dipping his tongue between Kael’s lips. For several minutes,


  Angel’s mouth played over his and he allowed it, offering nothing back, letting himself


  be kissed. Angel’s tongue was warm in his mouth, but Kael was so aroused he needed


  to be inside his boy. Gently he pushed him away and unfastened his trousers and,


  standing up, he removed his shoes and socks and then his trousers. He threw the towel


  on the couch and sat on it.


  “No bare asses on the couch,” Angel said, smiling. Kael had said that to him


  numerous times. He sat with his knees spread and his cock thick and red with blood,


  standing straight.


  “Straddle me.”


  Still kneeling on the couch, Angel slid one leg over until he was straddling Kael’s


  lap. “I don’t have a condom,” Kael said.


  “Let’s bareback, Daddy,” Angel said.


  Kael nodded. “Are you still wet enough, boy?”


  “Yes, Sir.”


  “Sit on me.”


  Angel planted his feet on either side of Kael’s hips, and with one hand on Kael’s


  shoulder to steady himself, he reached behind and gripped Kael’s cock, positioning the


  tip at his arsehole. With the remaining K-Y still making his arse slippery, Angel placed


  his other hand on Kael’s shoulder and slowly lowered himself. Kael sucked in a breath


  as Angel’s tight rectum enclosed his cock, squeezing it with a flaming, intense pressure.


  “Christ, that’s good.” Placing both hands on Angel’s hips, Kael held him in place,


  pressed tight into his groin as he absorbed the pleasure and intimacy of the moment.


  “Ride me, boy.”
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  “Yes, Sir.” Kael watched Angel intently, aroused by his boy’s expression and body


  language. With his head tilted back and his mouth half open, Angel pressed down on


  Kael’s shoulders as he rose and sank down again and again.


  The pressure and sensation in Kael’s cock rose and rose until he could no longer


  hold still, and he lifted his hips to meet Angel as he sank down. With the immense


  strength in his thighs and buttocks, he fucked Angel as the boy rode him.


  “Daddy!” Angel cried out as milky white cum spilled from his cock. Kael looked


  at it and the rigid muscles of Angel’s belly and could hold back no longer. He allowed


  his orgasm to rocket through his cock and shoot down through his thighs and up


  through his belly. Pulling Angel onto his chest, he squeezed him tight as he panted and


  moaned. They clung to each other as their pleasure subsided.


  Kael sat quietly while Angel rested his head on his shoulder, nuzzling into his


  neck. His boy’s soft, warm breath played over his skin. “Daddy, I’m sorry. You make


  me so hot I couldn’t hold back.”


  “It’s all right, sweetheart. We don’t have to be perfect, do we?”


  “Really?” Angel sat up straight and looked into Kael’s eyes. “I know you like me


  to have self-control.”


  “You’ve learned a lot of self-control over the last year. You’re doing really well on


  that score. Up you get. I need to wash since we didn’t use a condom. Let’s get in the


  shower. Then I’m going out for a while. There’s something I want to do.”


  Angel climbed off his lap and picked up Kael’s clothes from the floor. “What


  about me, Daddy?”


  “You’re going to bed. An early night will do you good.”


  


  * * * *


  It was dark and damp as Kael walked the backstreets of Bermondsey, Southwark.


  


  “You’re like me,” Romodanovsky had said to him. The man was a rapist and


  definitely a killer. Was Kael really just like him? He felt alive when he hit a target.
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  Working for SIS was more than simply a highly paid career; it kept him sane. But


  tonight the only target was of his choosing. Taking out Clement last year had been a


  public service, but what was this? A bloodlust, like Conran had said?


  In a poorly lit alley at the back of a row of dirty shops, Kael pulled on a pair of


  latex gloves and palmed his scalpel. He had chosen a medium blade as the best option.


  The tension that had built up in his body since meeting Romodanovsky could not be


  unleashed by running, going to the gym, or sex.


  Dressed in black and wearing the shoes he favored for work—soft black leather


  with black crepe soles—he strode confidently but silently through the alley. In a


  stinking, urine-soaked recess he waited, his acute sense of smell overpowered by the


  foul odor. But it would be impossible to find a doorway or alcove that had not been


  used as a urinal in an area like this.


  A young girl accompanied by a man walked past. The girl, tottering on high heels,


  had to be a prostitute. The man was middle-aged and wearing an expensive suit.


  Anyone else would have a hard time making out their features, but Kael could see them


  both clearly. Away from the light coming from the open back door of a cheap Chinese


  restaurant, the girl leaned up against the wall and lifted her skirt. With subdued grunts,


  the man did his work and then fastened his trousers. Uninterested, Kael continued to


  scan the alley for a target.


  “Twenty quid,” the girl said.


  “I’m not paying you a penny for a dose of the clap.” The man had an upper-class


  accent. He probably worked in one of the better businesses in the area. Southwark, like


  many of the older areas of London, was a collision of poverty and wealth. Prostitution


  was everywhere, and so were snotty little wankers like the one who now had Kael’s


  gaze riveted on his back.


  “You should’ve used a fucking condom then!” the girl screamed. “Gimme my


  twenty quid.”
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  Drawing back his fist, the man landed his knuckles in the girl’s face with a


  sickening crunching sound. This was the one. Kael had stalked the alleys for over two


  hours for the perfect target. He had almost chosen the thick-as-pig shit young chav he


  had watched rob the assistant in the all-night launderette. Only the pallor of the man’s


  face and the anxious look in his eyes had told him that the bloke was desperate for


  drugs. But this man could pay for his fix; he just didn’t want to.


  A thin scream tore through the alley as blood poured from the girl’s nose.


  With a look of disgust on his face, the punter left her trying to stanch the flow of


  blood and walked off in the opposite direction. The young prostitute began to stumble


  back along the alley toward the streetlamps. Kael followed the man. About twenty feet


  ahead, a left turn would bring the man back to the well-lit street and the safety of the


  evening pedestrian traffic. Picking up his pace, Kael reached the target without alerting


  the man that he was being followed. Taller by half a foot, Kael grabbed the man’s neck


  with his right hand, jerking him back until he fell against Kael’s chest.


  “Don’t move,” he whispered into the man’s ear, as he pressed the tip of the


  retractable scalpel against the pulsing jugular. Fear overtook the target, and all the signs


  of fight or flight manifested. A sweat broke out on the man’s face, and his breathless


  voice indicated a pounding heart and shortness of breath.


  Maneuvering the target so he could look into his eyes, Kael slammed the man’s


  back against the clammy brick wall and stood in front of him, very close, his scalpel in


  position. Even at this proximity, he doubted the bloke could see his face clearly, partly


  because of the darkness and partly because he was in a state of shock. In a stammering


  confusion of words, he said, “My wallet in my inside pocket. There’s about five


  hundred pounds in it.”


  “So why didn’t you pay that girl her twenty quid, you fucking wanker?” He spoke


  into the man’s face.


  The man’s tone was apologetic. “I should have.”


  “You hit her in the face.”
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  A sudden intense smell of warm urine filled Kael’s nostrils, and he knew the man


  had wet himself. “I shouldn’t have done that. I shouldn’t have hit her. But she was just


  a whore, for God’s sake. Are you her pimp?”


  A bubbling chuckle that he couldn’t control rose from Kael’s belly. A pimp.


  Without moving the scalpel, he let his laughter overtake him for a minute. Then the


  words just a whore caught at him, and his laughter died abruptly. What had


  Romodanovsky said? “She’s just a maid.”


  Deliberately, while looking directly into the man’s eyes, Kael hit the button with


  his thumb to release the scalpel blade. The man’s eyes and mouth opened wide in


  shock. Stepping neatly to one side, Kael slid the blade from the jugular vein. The blood


  from the girl’s broken nose had poured freely, but jugular blood pumped fast and hot.


  A surge of adrenaline washed through Kael’s body, filling him with a much-needed


  endorphin rush.


  Falling to his knees at Kael’s feet, the man clutched his neck, attempting to stop


  the blood, but nothing could stop his life from draining from him. Taking several more


  steps away, Kael watched until the target stopped moving.


  On the street, he removed his latex gloves, and with an alcohol pad, he carefully


  wiped the blood from the scalpel, retracted the blade, and pocketed the weapon. The


  gloves and the wipe he tossed into a rubbish bin as he passed. Smiling, he walked


  home, feeling intensely relieved.


  The flat was quiet and dark as he had left it, but as he approached the bedroom, he


  saw a crack of light under the door and heard voices. Angel was sitting up in bed


  watching something on his laptop. When he saw Kael, he bit his bottom lip, looking


  guilty. “I couldn’t sleep, Daddy.”


  Stripping his clothes off, Kael dropped them into the basket for the dry cleaner


  and carried the shoes to the bathroom, where he cleaned the soles at the sink. Angel


  wandered in to watch him. “Did you step in something?”
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  Kael smiled at him in the mirror. “You know me, just being a clean freak as


  usual.” He handed the shoes to Angel. “Put them away while I take a quick shower.”


  “That’s your third shower today,” Angel said, taking the shoes from him.


  Within five minutes, Kael was in bed with his boy. Propped up on pillows beside


  Angel, he asked, “What are you watching?”


  Angel swiveled his laptop so that Kael could see it too. “It’s an OVA. That means


  original video anime.”


  “Does it?” Angel loved explaining his interests and pursuits to him, and to Kael it


  was like a different world. The fourteen years between them sometimes seemed like


  twenty. Angel was so young compared to Kael at his age. All Kael had been interested


  in from the age of twelve was sex, sports, and academics.


  Angel loved art and yaoi comics and fashion. “Yes, Sir. It’s called Okane ga Nai. See


  this boy?” He pointed at the screen.


  “The skinny blond? Reminds me of you a little.”


  Angel’s eyes always opened wide when he smiled. “It’s a very cool plot, Daddy.


  The blond boy is Ayase, and he was betrayed by his cousin and sold to pay a debt. He


  ends up in a sex slave auction and is bought by Kanou. That’s him with the dark hair,


  tall and handsome, but not as handsome as you, Daddy.”


  “No, of course not,” Kael said.


  Chuckling, Angel continued. “Kanou tells Ayase he can buy his freedom by


  having sex with him. So he does, but he’s very nervous about his feelings for another


  man. They both are.”


  “That’s the whole plot?” Kael asked. “They could make an opera out of that.”


  “That’s pretty much it. But the sex scenes are hot.” Angel turned off his laptop and


  slid it under the bed. “Daddy, Freddie phoned when you were out. He asked if I could


  babysit. I said it was probably okay and I would ask you. Zoe and Amelia asked if


  Uncle Kael would come too and read them a story.”
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  Kael switched off the light to hide his smile while Angel rolled onto his side and


  into Kael’s arms. Freddie and Adam’s two little girls were growing on him. He was still


  nervous of them and found their behavior incomprehensible, but they seemed to love


  him. “Yes, all right. We’ll both go. But don’t ever get any ideas about adopting children.


  Got it?”


  “No danger. I don’t want anyone taking your attention away from me, Daddy.”


  Sniffing deeply, Kael inhaled the fresh, sweet scent of his boy, even as his senses


  recalled the smells of the alley, urine, and blood. Kael lived mostly in the moment,


  except when planning a hit, which required him to look forward, or writing his diary,


  when he had to look back. The prostitute and the man in the suit were in the past. He


  was home with his boy, awash in the softness of Angel’s skin, inhaling the sweet scent


  of Angel’s hair, listening to the boy’s even breathing as he drifted into sleep. “I love


  you, Angel.”


  “Daddy.” Angel’s voice was so quiet and sleepy Kael just barely heard him.


  “There’s only you. In the whole world, the only man I ever want is you. You’re so


  good.”


  At Angel’s words, the gasp of the man in the alley filled Kael’s head. The gasp that


  had followed the scalpel slicing into his jugular. The memory of the euphoria filled his


  body anew and the remnants of adrenaline seeped through his blood. “I’m not good.”


  “You’re like me.” Romodanovsky was a rapist and probably a killer.


  Yes, I am like you.
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  Chapter Thirteen


  “Thanks so much, chaps. We wouldn’t normally ask you, but my niece canceled at


  the last minute,” Freddie said. “Nice that you both came. The girls were hoping Uncle


  Kael would come too.” He looked back and forth between the happy faces of his two


  adopted little daughters. “And we could not leave these fair damsels in better hands


  than yours.”


  “A damsel is a princess,” Amelia said.


  “No! It’s girl,” Zoe shouted.


  Both little girls had clutched at Kael’s legs the moment he walked through the


  front door into Freddie and Adam’s spacious Chelsea home. He ignored them, waiting


  until they turned their attention to Angel. It wasn’t that he didn’t like them. He had


  grown really fond of them over the last year. He just didn’t know what to say to them.


  When the long-haired white cat strolled past, he looked suspiciously at it, glad he had


  worn his jeans and not his usual black trousers. “Going anywhere special?”


  “It’s meet-the-teacher night at their school,” Adam said. “Not terribly exciting, I


  know. But we thought we’d go out for a bite to eat afterward. Would it be okay if we


  got back about tenish?”


  “That’s fine,” Kael said. “Knock yourselves out.”


  Looking more rotund than ever, Freddie attempted to fasten his expensive wool


  coat over his stomach and then gave up, leaving it unbuttoned. “Kael, tell Adam to stop


  feeding me so well.” He chuckled.


  “I think it’s got more to do with the amount you eat than what he serves,” Kael


  said.
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  “Daddy!” Holding Amelia in his arms, Angel gave him the raised-eyebrow look


  that always told him he had made a social gaffe.


  “Don’t worry about it, Angel, my boy.” Freddie never took offense at anything.


  “I’m used to my old mate, and I love him to bits just as he is. He’s never had any social


  graces.”


  “Sorry,” Kael muttered.


  “They’ve had their bath, and now all they need is a bedtime snack and a story,”


  Adam said.


  “No probs,” Angel told them.


  Freddie preceded his husband outside, calling over his shoulder, “Help yourself to


  the whisky, Kael. You might need it.”


  In the messy kitchen—where the children’s dinner dishes were still piled up on


  the counter beside the dishwasher—Angel opened the fridge while Kael looked around


  at the disaster. “They need to employ a housekeeper,” Kael said.


  “Dadda cleans the house,” Zoe said. “Do you know how old I am, Uncle Kael?”


  He’d forgotten. “No.”


  “Six.” She gazed at him. Confused as always by their behavior, Kael remembered


  that Freddie said the girls liked to be acknowledged and praised. Just like Angel.


  “That’s wonderful.” He glanced at Angel, who smiled and nodded. So he’d got


  that right.


  Amelia grabbed the knee of his jeans, pulling on it. “I’m five!”


  “No, you’re not five till May!” her sister said.


  Flying at her sister with her hand raised to slap her, Amelia screamed, “I am five.”


  Watching in horror, Kael stepped out of their way. Angel lunged forward and


  grabbed Amelia’s small hand. “No,” he said very firmly. “We never hit our sister.” He


  looked up at Kael. “Isn’t that right, Uncle Kael?”
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  Kael had seen adults do that with kids before, refer to each other as Mummy and


  Daddy or Granny or something. “Yes, that’s right.”


  Meekly the girls sat down at the table while Kael cleared away a stack of drawings


  and a plastic box filled with wax crayons and colored pencils. Angel served the girls


  little tubs of fruit-flavored yogurt and Fig Newtons with a glass of milk each. Already


  exhausted, Kael sat with them.


  Amelia crawled across the table with a biscuit and tried to feed it to Kael. “Have


  some, Uncle Kael.” He opened his mouth and let her put it in. “You’ve got a very big


  mouth, Uncle Kael. You took the whole biscuit in one bite.” Not to be outdone, Zoe


  brought him another one that she insisted on putting straight into his mouth as well,


  and he ate that too.


  At last they were upstairs with Angel, brushing their teeth. Kael could hear the


  water running freely and Angel’s voice rising above it. “That’s enough toothpaste!”


  In the untidy living room, Kael took a tumbler from the sideboard, removed a cat


  hair from it, and poured a whisky. With relief he tossed it back and refilled it. What was


  he doing there? He should have stayed home, but Angel insisted the girls wanted to see


  him, and they did seem to like him, even though he hardly spoke to them.


  Checking first for cat dander, he threw himself down in a comfortable chair,


  listening to the screams of laughter from upstairs. What the hell was so funny all the


  time? Freddie and Adam were mad to want a life like this. The lovely house with its


  stained-glass transom windows and polished wood floor was a disaster of scattered


  toys, spilled food, and cat hair. At his belt, the secure line mobile buzzed. Even before


  he opened the phone and pressed it to his ear, Kael knew what Conran wanted.


  “What the hell have you done?” The agitation in the whispered accusation was


  evident.


  “Hello, Conran,” Kael said calmly.


  “A man was found in a backstreet alley in Bermondsey, and you killed him.”
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  “I don’t know what you’re talking about. I’m at Freddie’s house with Angel.


  We’re babysitting.” The incongruity of an MI6 specialist operative spending an evening


  babysitting was amusing.


  “This was a couple of days ago. For God’s sake, convince me you didn’t kill the


  man.” Conran waited, and when Kael didn’t reply, he said, “The coroner says the


  victim’s jugular was slit with a blade about the size of a scalpel. I knew right away it


  was you after you said the other day that you wanted a hit. Did you kill him?”


  “Yes.” Kael swallowed a mouthful of whisky.


  “What is wrong with you?” Conran’s agitation was so strong in his voice that Kael


  could picture his pale blue eyes bulging and the veins throbbing in his temples.


  “Calm down, Stephen. You’ll give yourself a heart attack.”


  “Have you done this before? Killed without sanction? Aside from Clement, I


  mean.”


  “The city is littered with my kills,” Kael said impatiently. Who the hell did Conran


  think he was, the fucking Yorkshire Ripper? “Don’t be an idiot. Of course I haven’t.”


  “I can hardly believe this. I thought you had crossed the line when you were


  having sex with your targets before you killed them. But this! Did you pick him


  randomly, or do you have a profile you like to go after.”


  “No!” Kael shouted. Looking up the stairs through the double door archway, he


  lowered his voice. “I usually wait for you to tell me who to go after. What’s the fucking


  difference, you stupid dick!”


  “The difference is that one is necessary and the other is gratuitous. I’m bringing


  you in for a psych assessment. I thought you had calmed down since Angel. Now I


  don’t know what the hell to make of you.”


  The irony of a psych assessment drew a harsh laugh from Kael. “When we met, I


  was twelve years old and you were sixteen. You told me later you knew the day you


  met me that I was a cold-blooded killer. So you sought me out at Cambridge ten years
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  later, recruited me into SIS, and then trained me to be as assassin. And now—let me get


  this right…” He paused for effect. “You are complaining because I kill. You think I need


  a psych assessment because I kill. What’s wrong with this picture, Stephen?”


  “There is a huge difference between your work and killing some stranger in a back


  alley! The man was a successful architect, for God’s sake.” Kael assumed Conran must


  be alone since he had gone from a frantic whisper to shouting.


  “Was he married?”


  “Yes. Thank God he had no children.”


  “Tell his wife to get tested for venereal disease. Ask her if he ever hit her.”


  There was a long pause. “I’m not suggesting he was a model citizen. According to


  the police, the wife was not exactly devastated at the news, but that is hardly relevant.”


  “Fuck off and don’t annoy me with this again. Did you find any information on


  Romodanovsky?”


  “No, not yet. But if he is your father, it would make perfect sense! You’re both self-


  serving, evil bastards!”


  “Then I assume you will be having Romodanovsky prosecuted for rape and me


  for murder very soon.”


  Conran hung up.


  “Daddy, are you okay?” Angel stood on the bottom stair looking at him. “The girls


  want their stories.”


  “Yes, I’m coming.” He drained his glass and stood up.


  Zoe and Amelia shared a big bedroom with pink walls. They had matching beds


  with pretty pink bedding and little frilly canopies over the top. Toys, dolls, and books


  lined every shelf and window ledge. An ornate dollhouse stood on the floor with small


  items of furniture scattered about the rooms. Kael had never been in a girl’s bedroom


  before. He looked up at the ceiling where a sky was painted with clouds and stars.
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  Holding hands, the girls craned their necks back to look up at him. “Do you like


  our bedroom, Uncle Kael?”


  “It’s very pink and messy,” he said, looking at the toys lying on the rug.


  Angel knelt in front of the bookshelf, perusing the many offerings. “Pick a story


  each, girls. We’ll read Amelia’s first because she is the youngest, and then Zoe’s second


  because she is the oldest.”


  The logic behind Angel’s statement was lost on Kael, but he said it with such


  gravity that neither girl questioned it. Kael wandered over to look out of the window


  while Angel read the first story. The big back garden below had colorful swings and a


  slide in the middle. A climbing frame and a number of ride-on toys were scattered


  about.


  Angel’s melodic voice made him turn back to watch and listen. The three sat on a


  pink love seat with Angel in the middle, still managing to hold the book even with his


  arms around the girls. When he was finished, he looked up at Kael, smiling. “Your turn,


  Daddy.”


  Kael looked around for somewhere to sit. Being so big, he was afraid to sit on the


  beds. Everything looked so fragile. Angel pulled the girls onto his lap and scooted over,


  patting the seat beside him. Angling his body into the small space beside them, Kael felt


  huge and awkward. “What am I reading?”


  Zoe got a book from the shelf. “Read Alfie’s New Boots.”


  Halfway through the story about a little boy who got a new pair of wellies and


  went splashing through puddles in them, both girls got up to demonstrate their own


  splashing technique. They began to stomp about the room pretending to splash water,


  screaming at the top of their lungs. After Conran, who had made him more irritable


  than he realized, the noise of the screaming made Kael’s scalp tighten. His nerves felt


  frayed. He’d rather be out on a hit than here reading a story to two little girls in their


  cozy bedroom. One glance at Angel showed the boy laughing at their antics.


  “Sit down and let’s finish,” Kael said, but no one heard him. “Be quiet!”


  Fyn Alexander | Sins of the Father


  196


  


  The girls stopped, looked at him for a long frozen moment, and dissolved into


  tears.


  “Daddy!”


  Getting down on his knees, Angel gathered the girls to his chest. They wrapped


  their arms around his neck and cried loudly on his shoulders. The look on Angel’s face


  when he turned on Kael would have got him a slapped arse under other circumstances.


  He bared his teeth and glared. After what seemed an eternity of comforting them,


  Angel began to talk to the girls.


  “Uncle Kael didn’t mean to be loud and bossy, did you?” His emphasis on loud


  and bossy was very annoying.


  “No,” Kael mumbled. “But they were giving me a headache.”


  “Sorry, Uncle Kael,” Zoe mumbled through her tears.


  “Oh, uh, well…I’m sorry too, Amelia,” he said.


  “I’m Zoe.”


  “Sorry, Zoe. I’m sorry to both of you,” he said. “Sorry, Amelia. I didn’t mean to


  shout.”


  Angel waved him closer. Awkwardly he got down on the rug and sat cross-legged


  looking at them. After a few minutes of cautious glances, the girls climbed into his lap,


  and he finished the story. Only when he felt their tiny bodies in his arms did it dawn on


  him how fragile they were, how breakable and easily hurt. He felt like a piece of shit.


  Carefully he stood, still holding the girls, one on each arm, their heads resting on


  his shoulders, and he rocked them until they fell fast asleep. “Good work, Daddy,”


  Angel whispered.


  With immense care, Angel helped him get them into bed without waking them.


  Ducking under the canopies was the hardest part. For a moment, they stood looking


  with relief at the two sleeping children, one dark-haired, the other blonde, until Kael


  mouthed, Let’s go. They crept out of the room, leaving on a night-light.
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  In the living room, Kael poured another whisky and drank it in one gulp. “Now


  they hate me.”


  


  * * * *


  Miserable for the last couple of hours, Kael was sitting on the couch with Angel


  


  sprawled beside him resting on his shoulder when Freddie and Adam arrived home a


  little after ten thirty. Freddie, jolly and effusive as ever, poured them more drinks. “Is


  Angel allowed a wee dram of firewater?” he asked Kael.


  “No, he’s fine. He had a beer,” Kael told him.


  Freddie and Adam talked for twenty minutes or so about the girls’ teachers and


  how well they were doing in school before asking how it went.


  “They hate me.”


  Kael had said the same thing repeatedly over the last couple of hours while Angel


  comforted him. “They don’t, Daddy. They love you.” When he persisted, Angel had finally


  ordered impatiently, "Stop beating yourself up. They’ll be fine.”


  “What happened?” Freddie asked, his face awash in sympathy. “The girls adore


  you, Kael.”


  “I raised my voice, and I scared them. I didn’t mean it, but they were screaming


  their heads off and I was getting agitated. I’m not very good at this sort of thing.”


  Freddie looked at Adam, and they both burst out laughing.


  Kael glared at them. “Why is that funny?”


  “You’re such a big old ogre,” Freddie joked.


  “I don’t want to be an ogre. They were crying. I felt like shit.”


  “I don’t think they were really all that traumatized.” Angel pulled his iPhone from


  his pocket and began to flip through the pictures.


  “You took a picture?” Kael was instantly annoyed.


  Angel was already on his feet, crossing the rug to show his phone to Freddie,


  whose chubby face broke at once into a rosy-cheeked smile. “I’ll delete it. And I don’t
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  see why we can’t take a few pictures. People see you on the street all the time. There’s


  CCTV everywhere in this country.”


  With his forefinger waving in the air, ready to tell Angel off for being cheeky, Kael


  was completely ignored by all three.


  “Awww, look at that!” Freddie burst out. “Adam, look.” Adam got up from his


  seat and sat on the arm of Freddie’s chair. “Awww,” he repeated. “Show Kael.”


  Throwing himself down beside Kael again, Angel showed him a picture he had


  snapped of him rocking the girls to sleep. They looked so little in his arms, heads


  resting on his shoulders. It was very sweet, and he couldn’t help but smile. Then a


  brilliant thought popped into his head. “I know. We’ll get them more Barbies. Then


  they’ll love me again.” Perplexed when all three of them began to chuckle once more,


  Kael said again, “Why is that funny?”


  Freddie piped up. “Because you’ve never in your life cared who liked you, and


  here you are desperate to get into the good graces of a couple of kids.”


  No wonder Freddie was laughing at him. If he had any sense of humor, he would


  laugh at himself. The other night, he had killed a random stranger, and now he was


  near to having an anxiety attack because he had made the children cry.


  “Delete the picture,” he told Angel—who obeyed at once.


  “What’s the deal with no pictures?” Adam asked.


  “I’m in security. It’s safer all round,” he said.


  “I saw you going into the MI6 building in the city a few months ago,” Freddie said


  quietly. “Do you work for them?”


  “If he told you, he’d have to kill you,” Angel said.


  “And what’s our Angel going to do next? You’ll get your A levels this year,


  right?” Freddie smiled at Angel.


  “Yes, sir. We’ve already applied to three universities for me.”
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  “You don’t look too excited about it.” Still sitting on the arm of Freddie’s chair,


  Adam leaned against his husband.


  Glancing up at Kael, Angel said, “I want to make Daddy proud, so I’ll do


  whatever I have to.”


  Pulling his boy close to his side, Kael kissed the top of Angel’s head. “I’m already


  proud of you. You know that. And tomorrow you can help me choose some Barbies for


  the girls.”


  A scream issued from up the stairs, and a frightened voice called out, “Uncle


  Kael.”


  Adam jumped to his feet. “That’s Zoe. She’s having that nightmare again.”


  “Let Kael go. She called for him,” Freddie said.


  Already on the bottom stair, Adam said, “She’s terrified when she has that


  nightmare.”


  From his seat, Freddie said firmly, “Adam, let Kael go. Go on, Kael. Be quick.


  Redeem yourself.”


  Taking the stairs two at a time, Kael paused briefly at the top to ready himself for


  what he might find before entering the bedroom. Sitting in the bed, her hair messy and


  her face wet with tears, Zoe stretched out her arms to him. Kael lifted her out of bed,


  surprised at how tightly she wrapped her arms around his neck. “The monster was


  here,” she whispered.


  “Where is it?” he asked.


  Zoe pointed at the window. On impulse Kael walked toward it as the child clung


  harder to him. Reaching out, he opened the window. “Get out, monster, and if you


  come back, I’ll spank you. Don’t make me do it.” With that he closed the window again.


  “There. He’ll never come back again.”


  “How do you know?” Zoe asked.
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  “Because I told him not to, and he’s scared of me.” With a sigh of contentment,


  Zoe kissed his cheek. “Why did you call me instead of Angel?” he asked quietly.


  “I knew you’d make the monster go away,” she said.


  For the next ten minutes, Kael rocked her gently until she was breathing evenly


  against his neck. Even when she was asleep, he was reluctant to put her down and


  stood for another few minutes rocking her and wondering how Ekaterina was doing.
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  Chapter Fourteen


  Standing by the river Thames, leaning on the wall, Sharon Saunders wondered if it


  was a good idea after all to show up at her son’s flat without getting in touch first. A


  momentary impulse had made her grab her bag, throw on her coat, and walk to Lime


  Street Station to get the train to London. Part of her knew it was time to tell Kael the


  truth, and part of her never wanted to think again about her lovely son’s father.


  “Mum? What are you doing here?”


  With a smile, she faced the great big handsome man her son had grown into.


  “Hello, luv. I hope you don’t mind me showing up like this.” For years she’d had no


  idea where Kael lived. He had never invited her there, always coming to visit her or


  taking her to stay in fancy hotels and guesthouses in the country. It was lovely, but she


  had never seen his flat until Angel had shown up in her son’s life.


  “Did you phone?”


  “I did, luv. I phoned when I got here. You must be switched off.”


  “Is everything all right, Mum? Is it Shawn again?”


  Hugging him around the waist, she said, “No, luv. I need to talk to you, and I


  didn’t want to do it on the phone.”


  “Couldn’t it have waited?” Kael was always blunt. He had good manners. She had


  taught him those and the posh school had polished them, but he had always said what


  was in his head, and often it was inappropriate.


  “No. It couldn’t wait another minute.”


  The man in a fancy coat opened the door of the building, and they took the lift up.
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  “Where’s Angel?” she asked as they entered the silent, perfectly clean and ordered


  flat.


  “He has the chess club after school today.” Kael hung their coats in the hall


  cupboard. “And he asked if he could meet his friend Jack after that. He’ll be home by


  seven.”


  Following him into the kitchen, she said, “He has to ask?” Kael gave her that


  “please don’t ask about my private life” look that she had seen over the years. “He’s a


  lovely boy. Make me a cup of tea, son.”


  Kael filled the kettle and plugged it in. “Do you want a snack? We can go out for


  dinner when Angel gets home.”


  “No, luv. Just the tea.”


  Nervous at what she had come to tell him, she wandered into the large, perfectly


  tidy living room. Even when he was a lad, Kael had been tidy, always wanting


  everything in perfect order. He had kept his bedroom spotless, unlike all the boys he


  had played with as a kid. She watched him now carrying the tea in, placing the lovely


  white porcelain cups and saucers with great care on leather coasters on the glass-and-


  oak coffee table. “Come and sit down. Where’s your overnight bag?” he asked as if he


  had just noticed she had brought nothing with her.


  “I didn’t bring one. I won’t stay.” She sat on the couch and took her tea. “I know


  you have a busy life.”


  Kael sat and turned to face her, one arm slung across the back of the couch. “You


  can’t go back tonight. You’ll be too tired.” He paused. “Mum, what is it?”


  “Your father,” she whispered, wrapping her hands around her cup more for


  comfort than anything. She might as well get right down to it. This had dragged on long


  enough. “He wasn’t a father to you. He was the man who got me pregnant.”


  Kael went very still. His face had always been unreadable except when he was


  angry. Even as a kid, he had never smiled much. He was always serious, always
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  reading or studying something. Always telling her about things she didn’t understand


  and would never have thought to question. “Go on. What?”


  “Remember I said I met him at the Adelphi when I worked there?” He nodded.


  “He didn’t work there. He was staying there.”


  Interest suddenly brightening his face, Kael asked, “Do you know his name?”


  “No, I don’t. I don’t really know anything about him. I was a chambermaid, and


  he was a guest. The Adelphi was the best hotel in Liverpool for years. It probably still


  is.”


  “Please, Mum. Tell me what happened.”


  In a voice so quiet Kael had to ask her to speak up, she said, “I was changing the


  bed in his suite, and he came up behind me. He threw me down on the floor, and he


  was on top of me so fast there was nothing I could do. He was so quick and so strong.”


  The memory of the rape, with all the fear and helplessness of the moment,


  returned, making her mouth dry and her heart pound. She looked down, wishing she


  had not told him, but she couldn’t stop now. He had a right to know where he came


  from. “Before he left the room, he said not to bother telling anyone and not to call the


  police because they wouldn’t believe me. And why would they? He was some rich


  bloke, and I was a cleaner from a council estate. Two months later, I found out I was


  pregnant with you.”


  Easing the cup from her hands, Kael put it on the coffee table and pulled her close


  until her head rested on his chest. “Why didn’t you tell me before?”


  “You don’t tell something like that to a kid. I wouldn’t have told you now, but you


  wanted the details when you were home last time. I thought it was time I told you.”


  “I didn’t want to upset you, but I needed to know. I’ve always wondered who he


  was.”


  “That’s only natural,” she said.


  “Can you tell me what he looked like?”
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  She tried to think back to that awful day in 1977. It was June, and it had been


  unusually warm for Liverpool. “I never saw him very well. He threw me on the floor,


  and then he was on top of me. I was too busy trying to get him off me to look at his face.


  Then afterward he walked away. I wouldn’t know him if he was standing in front of me


  right now, and that makes it easier. If I remembered his face, it would make it worse. I’d


  be looking for him in you, and that’s the last thing I ever wanted to do. You’ve got


  nothing to do with him. He was scum, and you’re the best thing that ever happened to


  me. You’re nothing like him. Look how good you are. You’re such a good son.”


  “I’m surprised you wanted to keep me,” he said quietly.


  Those words made her sit up straight and look up into her son’s handsome face. “I


  never even thought about giving you up,” she said fiercely. “The moment I saw you, I


  loved you. That’s why I never told you what happened. I didn’t want you to think there


  was anything wrong with you because of how you came into the world.”


  “What do you remember about him?” he persisted. “Anything, Mum. Please try to


  think back.”


  “Oh Kael,” she sighed. “There’s nothing we can do. We’ll never find him, and I


  don’t want to.”


  From the moment he was born, she’d been entranced by those gorgeous blue eyes.


  She could never resist him when he looked directly at her and asked for something.


  “Mum, please.”


  Briefly she placed her hand on his cheek. “He was really tall. No one in my


  family’s tall like you. He was thin but very strong. I don’t remember his face.”


  “Did he have a foreign accent?”


  Surprised at the questions, she replied, “A bit of one, but he sounded posh. Like


  he’d been to one of them posh schools like you went to. At the time, I thought he was


  French.” She shrugged. “But what did I know? I left the job that day, and nine months


  later, I had you. I never told anyone what happened. My mum had died a few years
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  before and my dad—you know what a nasty sod he was—he threw me out, so I went to


  live with your Aunty Eileen until you was born, and then the council gave me a flat.”


  “It must have been difficult for you,” he said quietly.


  Difficult? It had been hell. Year after year of struggling to make ends meet,


  working like a dog, and all the time trying to give her beloved son the best she could


  manage. And she’d made the worst choices possible in men, one abusive user after the


  next. “It was, but I’ve never regretted it. I don’t care how I got you. I loved you the


  moment I saw you. And you were so clever. You could read the newspapers by the time


  you was three. People didn’t believe me when I told them, so I made you show them all


  the time. I was so proud. There was nothing you couldn’t do. You were so different


  from all the other kids where we lived.”


  Leaning down, he kissed her forehead. “I love you, Mum.”


  “And I love you. To hell with Shawn and all those useless men I put up with over


  the years. And to hell with whoever your father was.” She tried to smile, but she knew


  it was strained. “Now, is there anything else you want to know? Not that there’s much


  else to tell.”


  He shook his head and pulled her into a tight hug. She’d never in her life loved


  anyone the way she loved her Kael.


  


  * * * *


  As he walked out of the gates of Redmond Independent College, Angel knew


  


  Aubrey Carey-Fox was behind him. He had just beaten the other boy at a game of chess,


  and he knew Aubrey was unhappy about it. Given a choice, Angel would never have


  played him, but the mathematics master who ran the chess club had paired them up.


  Mr. Waterhouse must have noticed Angel’s reluctance because he had patted his


  shoulder and said quietly, “Go on, Button. Beat the pants off him.”


  Angel had indeed beaten the pants off Carey-Fox, and now Carey-Fox wanted to


  beat him. Literally. Wanting to avoid an altercation, Angel headed straight for Jack,
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  who was waiting outside the gates for him. “Angel, how’s it going?” Jack called in his


  very gay voice.


  “Hey, American boy. Do you only hang out with other queers like yourself?”


  Turning to face him, Angel looked the fat boy up and down. Just the walk down


  the front steps to the school gates had him panting and red in the face. The boy’s girth


  was probably ten times that of Angel’s slender waist, and Carey-Fox was at least two


  inches taller. “What do you want, Aubrey?”


  “I want to flatten you, you little queer,” the boy said, grinning, his cheeks pink,


  sweat trickling down his forehead.


  “Try and catch me. I can outrun you any day, lard ass,” Angel said.


  The grin on Carey-Fox’s face faltered at the insult. “You can’t run forever. I’ll get


  you.”


  “What did I ever do to you?” Angel asked as Jack came up beside him.


  “I don’t like bum boys, and I don’t like Americans.”


  There was still a chance of getting out of this without having to resort to violence.


  “Then stay away from me.” Angel grabbed Jack’s arm and began to walk away. No


  more than two steps later, he felt a stinging slap across the back of his head. Angel


  whirled around and looked up into the fat, grinning face of the other boy. “That’s it. No


  more Mr. Nice Guy,” Angel said.


  Drawing one knee into his chest, Angel paused for a split second and then thrust


  his foot into Carey-Fox’s knee with a sharp downward thrust. When the fat boy leaned


  forward to grab his injured leg, Angel balled his fist and brought it up hard under the


  idiot’s fat chins. Aubrey Carey-Fox fell backward onto the pavement, arms and legs


  splayed like a starfish.


  Jack burst out laughing. “Way to go, Angel,” he said. The two boys were a block


  away when Angel turned to see Carey-Fox still attempting to struggle to his feet.
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  “That was bloody brilliant,” Jack said, clearly impressed. “Where did you learn to


  do that? No, don’t tell me. The daddy taught you.”


  “That’s right,” Angel grinned. “Are we going to Starbucks?” He felt exhilarated.


  As much as he would prefer to get on with everybody, he was sick of the gay slurs and


  jokes about Americans.


  “Yeah. So how is the daddy these days?” Jack seemed to think it was hilarious to


  call Kael the daddy.


  Jack was the only friend around whom Angel openly referred to Kael as Daddy.


  Everyone else assumed Kael was some sort of uncle to him. When he was no longer at


  Redmond, there would be no more pretending.


  Smiling, Angel said, “Fine. He’s over the shit I pulled at Barcode that night. You


  saved my ass. That guy was going to fuck me.”


  “You should have done what you just did to Billy Bunter.”


  “I was in no state to do anything that night. God knows what was in that pill, but I


  could hardly stand up. I was so sick. I threw up all night and pissed myself.”


  “Nice,” Jack said as they turned onto Palmer Street. “What time do you have to be


  home?”


  “Born This Way” began to play in the pocket of Angel’s school blazer. “Seven


  o’clock.” He pulled out his iPhone and pressed it to his ear. “Hello.”


  “Angel, it’s Stephen Conran.”


  “Hi, Mr. Conran.” This was weird. Mr. Conran had never called him before.


  Suddenly he was afraid. “Is Daddy okay?”


  “Yes, of course. Everything is fine. I have a job for you.”


  Excitement soared through him. “Really? Will I get paid?” The idea of earning his


  own money and contributing to the family income had been uppermost in his mind for


  a while. He’d even asked Daddy if he could apply at a restaurant that was looking for a


  busboy. Daddy had told him not to be ridiculous.
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  “Yes, you’ll get paid. Are you paying strict attention?”


  “Yes, sir.”


  “This is a security detail. A black Rolls-Royce will pull up in front of you in a


  minute. Get in and escort the occupant to the airport.”


  “Mr. Conran, I don’t have a—” He glanced at Jack, who regarded him with


  curiosity. Angel turned his back before whispering, “A weapon.”


  “You’ll be provided with one.”


  “Okay, I’ll call Daddy and let him know.”


  “No need. He’ll be informed. Pay strict attention to your work. The car is there


  now.” Conran hung up.


  A gleaming black Rolls-Royce with tinted windows stopped at the curb. The door


  opened, revealing a dark interior. “Something has come up. I’ve got to go,” Angel said


  to Jack.


  Confusion making him frown, Jack said, “Go where?”


  “It’s work.” Angel climbed into the car’s warm interior and sat on the soft leather


  seat opposite a tall, older man. “Mr. Romodanovsky?”


  “That is correct, Angel Gabriel Button. You will escort me home to Russia.”


  “Mr. Conran said I was to escort you to the airport, sir.”


  “Naturally. And then on to Russia. You’ll be home again in London in a day or


  two.”


  “Sir, I don’t have a weapon.”


  The Russian waved a finger at the man sitting beside Angel. He handed him a


  Glock 26. Angel checked that it was loaded and that the safety catch was on before


  putting it in his blazer pocket.


  “So, young Mr. Button. Tell me about Mr. Saunders. Tell me everything you know


  about him.”


  “Sorry, sir, but I can’t do that.”
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  The rest of the way to the airport, the Russian questioned him continually about


  Daddy, but Angel told him nothing.


  Sven had owned a small plane with pontoons, but nothing like the luxury private


  jet they boarded with couches that converted into beds. A full kitchen and a bar made it


  like a small apartment. Worried that Daddy had not been informed yet, Angel pulled


  out his phone while they sat on the tarmac waiting for a runway. But Daddy wasn’t


  expecting him until seven anyway. A large man sitting across from him took the phone


  from his hands. “Give it the fuck back!” Angel stood up and attempted to grab his


  phone. He looked at the Russian, who smiled and spoke to the man in their own


  language. He handed the phone back with a shrug.


  “Do you wish to call Kael Saunders?”


  “Yes, sir.” The plane began to move along the runway.


  “Go ahead.”


  Angel punched in the number. Daddy had told him not to program numbers into


  his phone and had spent hours teaching him mnemonic techniques to remember his


  numbers. No answer. He punched in a text. You know where I am, Daddy. See you soon.


  


  * * * *


  At a quarter past seven, Kael began to feel irritated. At half past seven, he went


  


  into the spare bedroom where Sharon was turning down her bed for later. “Mum,


  Angel’s late.”


  “I suppose you’re annoyed with him,” she said.


  “Actually I’m getting worried.”


  “Has he sent you a text?”


  “Shit!” he said under his breath and hurried back to the hall cupboard. He kept his


  secure line phone on his belt at all times, but his mobile he had left in the pocket of his


  leather jacket. Flipping open the cheap disposable phone, he saw the envelope icon at
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  once. “You know where I am?” You’re supposed to be here. He punched in Angel’s


  number and listened while it rang and rang. Then he texted. Where are you?


  For long moments, he stood absolutely still while his thoughts came together. If he


  believed in intuition, he would say he was tuning into it, but he was far too practical to


  believe in such things.


  “Kael?” His mum was standing in the hall looking at him.


  “I’ve got to go out. If Angel comes home, tell him to phone me at once.”


  “All right, luv. I’ll see what’s in the fridge and make some dinner. We don’t have


  to go out. It’s getting late.” Pulling on his jacket, Kael headed for the lift.


  Jack McCarron’s family lived on a well-heeled street in Chelsea not far from


  Freddie and Adam. The man who answered was tall and thin, balding and older than


  Kael expected. “I’m Kael Saunders. Is Jack home?”


  “Ahh, Angel’s…” His words trailed off.


  “Angel is my partner. He lives with me. Is Jack home?”


  “I’m Dr. McCarron.” The man opened the door wider. “You’d better come in. Go


  right through.” He pointed down a long hall to the back of the house.


  The family was gathered around a large kitchen table finishing their meal. Jack


  rose at once when he saw Kael. He was always respectful after the time Kael had scared


  the shit out of him when he caught him and Angel messing about in the dungeon last


  year.


  “This is my wife and daughter.” Dr. McCarron indicated a chair, but Kael shook


  his head. He wanted information, not a conversation. Kael nodded briefly at them


  before focusing on Jack.


  “Hello, Jack. Where’s Angel? Did you meet him after the chess club?”


  “Yes, sir. We were going to go to Starbucks, and then he got a phone call and got


  in a Rolls. He said he had to work.”


  “Back up a minute. What do you mean, got in a rolls?”
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  “A Rolls-Royce car. He got a call on his mobile, and then the car pulled up and he


  said he had to go. He said it was work.”


  “Work?”


  “Would you like some coffee, Mr. Saunders?” Jack’s mother was an attractive,


  dark-haired woman who looked considerably younger than her rumpled, balding


  husband.


  “No, thank you,” he replied without looking at her. “Who phoned? Did he say?”


  Jack shrugged and squinted, obviously trying to remember. “I think he said, ‘Hi,


  Mr. Conran.’”


  Surprised, Kael repeated, “Conran? Are you sure?”


  “I think so. Yes, sir.”


  “What time was it?”


  “A bit after five.”


  Jack’s sister, a mischievous-looking teenage girl with long, curly dark hair and


  glasses, had been eying him up from the moment he entered the kitchen. “Are you


  Angel’s boyfriend?”


  “Lavinia!” her mother said.


  “I’m just asking,” the girl said.


  “It’s all right, Mrs. McCarron. Yes, I am,” Kael said to the girl.


  “It’s Doctor McCarron,” the woman pointed out.


  “Is it?” Kael said without expecting a response. “Jack, can you tell me anything


  else? Who was in the car?”


  “I couldn’t see. The windows were tinted. Is everything okay? He’s not in any


  danger, is he, Mr. Saunders?”


  “I hope not. Thanks, Jack.” Kael walked down the hall to the front door, followed


  by the boy. At the door, he stopped and put his hand on Jack’s shoulder. “You’re a


  good friend to him. Can you remember anything else? Anything at all?”
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  After a small pause, Jack said, “He said, ‘Will I get paid?’”


  “Right. Thanks.” Kael walked quickly back to his car.


  Paid.


  The conversation he’d had with Angel in his mum’s kitchen came back to him as


  he drove. “I’m not even a proper grown-up yet. I don’t earn any money. You must feel like you


  adopted a kid.” His boy wanted to impress him by working and earning money. It was


  Kael’s own fault that this had happened. Maybe he should have let Angel take that


  busboy job and not been so damn controlling all the time.


  Twenty minutes later, he knocked on Conran’s front door.


  “Good grief, to what do I owe this honor?” Conran ushered him down the hall to


  his study. Inside he indicated an armchair and poured Kael a whisky without bothering


  to ask if he wanted it. Kael tossed it back and thrust the tumbler back at him.


  “Did you phone Angel this afternoon around five o’clock?”


  Surprised, Conran sat down behind his desk while Kael remained standing. “No.


  Why would I do that?”


  “To send him on a job.” Conran’s brow creased in confusion. “Probably a security


  detail.”


  Shaking his head, Conran said, “Angel does not work for SIS. He is not even close


  to being properly trained, even with you giving him private instruction. And aside from


  that, you’d do some serious harm to me—without my permission. What’s happened?”


  Kael smiled at Conran’s acknowledgment of his own masochism. “He got a phone


  call this afternoon from someone imitating your accent well enough to fool Angel into


  getting into a black Rolls-Royce.”


  “Good God! You don’t look terribly worried,” Conran said.


  “I’m not. I know who it is, and he wouldn’t dare hurt my boy because he knows


  I’d hunt him down and kill him.” The confusion on Conran’s face proved he had played
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  no part in this. “Romodanovsky’s got him, and he’s probably flying to Russia with him


  at this minute.”


  “Why on earth would he kidnap Angel, even if Angel doesn’t know he’s being


  kidnapped?”


  “To lure me. He wants me to work for him. He asked me several times to go to


  Russia with him to see what he has to offer me. Angel is perfectly safe with him. But


  he’s not going to give him up until I go and fetch him. I’ll go in the morning.”


  “You’re taking it all very calmly,” Conran said. “That’s not at all like you.”


  “Don’t be fooled.” After his mother’s story about the man who had fathered him,


  he was close to certain that the brilliant, aristocratic, ruthless Russian was his father.


  Aside from the physical similarities, it was his mother’s words that had convinced him.


  “He was so quick and so strong.” Words that mirrored exactly those of the maid at


  Dorneywood. Had that man raped his mother, and was he the result of that rape? No


  wonder he was a cold-blooded killer.


  Like father, like son.


  “I’ve arranged a psych assessment for you at the private hospital we use. You’ll


  see a psychiatrist who works for MI6. You’ll be phoned with the appointment date,”


  Conran said cautiously, looking incredibly relieved when Kael took it in stride.


  “I will not go to a psych assessment, so don’t bother.” He spoke very calmly. “I


  know exactly who I am.” My father is a rapist. With that he walked to the front door,


  Conran following him.


  “Do you look at the news?” Conran asked as they stood on the step in the cold


  night air.


  “Never,” Kael answered.


  “Check Sky News when you get home.”


  


  * * * *
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  Something smelled delicious when Kael opened the door, and even though he


  knew Angel was halfway to Russia by now, he half expected to find his boy rushing to


  the front door to wrap his arms and legs around him. His mum came out of the kitchen


  as he was hanging his jacket in the hall cupboard. “Where is he?”


  “He lost track of time. I said he could stay over with his friend.” He followed his


  mum back into the kitchen, where the table was set for three. She removed the third


  place setting and began to serve the food.


  “I’m glad you’ve taken my advice and eased up on him a bit. He’s a good boy.”


  “Yes, you were right.” Kael brought his laptop from the bedroom wardrobe and


  set it on the counter. “Mum, I have to leave for Russia in the morning. I have to


  translate.”


  “The places you go.” She smiled at him, always so impressed by the things he did.


  “No wonder you’re such an expert at speaking Russian. You started teaching it to


  yourself when you were eight. Do you remember?”


  He did. He had bought a book of Russian phrases at the supermarket checkout,


  and by the next day, he was speaking simple sentences to his mum, making her laugh.


  “It seemed to come naturally to me, didn’t it?”


  He found the Sky News home page. The headline, MURDERED MAN’S DNA


  FOUND ON DEAD PROSTITUTES, jumped out. He clicked on the video and put the


  sound up.


  “The man found murdered in a back alley in Bermondsey last week has been associated


  with the killings of five prostitutes. His DNA was found on all five women, who were killed over


  the last eighteen months in the Southwark area,” the newscaster read. “Ben Cranmore, a well-


  known architect, was found with his throat cut in an area frequented by those looking for sex for


  hire. A source close to the family says Cranmore’s wife is devastated.”


  That wasn’t what Conran had said. But there was a strange poetic justice in this


  world sometimes. A perfect balance of good and evil.
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  “I heard about that this morning,” Sharon said. “He got what he deserved, killing


  those poor working girls. It might have been one of the other prostitutes what killed


  him.”


  “Hard to feel sorry for him, isn’t it?” Kael said.


  “I don’t.” Sharon scattered salt and pepper liberally on her food. “People like him


  are all respectable on the outside, and inside they’re rotten to the core.”


  “Like the man who fathered me,” Kael said quietly, looking into his mother’s eyes.


  Reaching across the table, she took Kael’s hand. “He was a bad bastard, no


  question. But look how you turned out. You’re such a good son to me, and you look


  after Angel like he’s your son. You’re nothing like your father. Nothing at all.”
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  Chapter Fifteen


  “Where’s my boy?” Kael said into the mobile he had bought at a shop in Moscow


  just minutes before. It had been surprisingly easy to get Romodanovsky on the phone.


  The man had clearly been expecting him and waiting for contact.


  “He is perfectly safe. I wouldn’t harm him.”


  “I’d kill you if you did. There’s absolutely nowhere in the world you could hide


  from me if you did anything to harm Angel.”


  “You love him.” Romodanovsky’s tone was a combination of teasing and


  admiration.


  The time for playing games was over. “Yes. I love him.”


  “I know which flight you came on.” Kael could actually hear a smile in the man’s


  voice. “I have excellent intelligence about you. Remain where you are. A car will be


  there shortly to bring you to my house on the Moskva River.”


  Kael hung up and watched the busy Moscow street, loud with the noise of traffic


  and pedestrians. Knowing it would be colder in Moscow than England ever got in


  winter, he had worn a black, knee-length wool coat over his usual black clothes. At


  Domodedovo Airport, he had checked the outdoor temperature—minus nineteen


  Celsius—and had bought a fur ushanka to cover his bald head.


  Looking as Russian as any other man on the street and speaking the language


  without an accent, he blended in perfectly as he waited for the car. Moments later a


  sleek black Bentley pulled up. Glancing quickly into the back, Kael decided to sit in the


  front seat. The uniformed driver paused in surprise before saying, “Welcome to Russia,


  Mr. Saunders.” The driver spoke in heavily accented English.
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  “Just take me to Romodanovsky,” Kael replied in Russian and then sat in silence


  for the nearly two-hour journey to the Romodanovsky dacha. The winter white


  landscape rushed past, the bare branches of the trees black against the white sky as they


  left Moscow. The countryside was beautiful, with long stretches of wide-open land, the


  sun gleaming on the snow, and then miles and miles of dense forest, the trees overhead


  shutting out the light to the road.


  Sunlight on snow would be very painful to Angel’s light-sensitive eyes, and Kael


  hoped his boy had his Irlen lenses with him.


  The property, when they approached it, had no gates and no fencing, but


  everywhere he looked, Kael saw security cameras and guards with dogs. They were


  stopped twice on the long road up to the house.


  The dacha was as big and rich as an English country house and set in extensive


  grounds, with the Moskva River running through the property. Outside on the snow-


  covered lawn, with half a dozen borzois running around him, Romodanovsky looked


  like a tsar in his gray fur coat and ushanka. The car pulled up the sweeping driveway,


  and as if he were a host welcoming a guest and not a rapist who had lured Kael’s boy


  halfway across the world, Romodanovsky waved. The smile on his face made Kael


  want to smack him. The dogs pranced up to the car as he got out and then followed him


  as he walked up to Romodanovsky.


  Yes, you won, you fucker. You stole my boy because you knew it was the only way to get


  me here.


  “Kael Saunders.” Romodanovsky stuck out his hand.


  Ignoring it, Kael scanned the grounds, noting the minders strategically placed


  about the man and also at a distance on the lawn and along the road. Angel was less


  than a hundred yards away, his eyes on Kael. Raising his hand, Kael beckoned with one


  finger. At a run, Angel took off toward him. He had left London dressed in his school


  uniform, but someone had given him a warm coat, hat, and boots. He came to a halt
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  about a foot from Kael and pulled off his Irlens, trying to keep the happy grin from


  taking over his face. Trying to look professional.


  “Sir,” he said.


  Angel had no idea he had been used to get Kael there. He thought he was on a job,


  and as much as Kael hated to burst the boy’s bubble, at some point he would have to


  tell him what had happened. It could probably wait until later, but he had been so


  worried about him, despite knowing Romodanovsky would not harm him. All he


  wanted was Angel in his arms.


  Kael grabbed his boy and pulled him tight to his chest. “Daddy!” Angel’s frantic


  whisper made him release the boy. “This is work.” Kael met the beautiful silver gaze


  and watched as Angel looked at the smiling Russian and then back at him. “Holy brain


  bypass, what have I done? What have I done!” His cheeks, already pink with the cold,


  turned scarlet with embarrassment at his own stupidity. Kael wanted to smack


  Romodanovsky simply for upsetting his boy.


  “Daddy, I’m so sorry.”


  “It’s all right, sweetheart. We’ll be leaving in a minute. We’ll talk about this later.”


  Romodanovsky put his arm around Angel’s shoulders. “You can’t possibly leave


  yet, Kael. I want to show you my dacha and the grounds. I want to show you the


  houses in Moscow and Switzerland. When you see what I can offer you, you will want


  to work for me. The boy can stay too. I know you won’t part with him.”


  “Get your fucking hands off him,” Kael said. Romodanovsky removed his arm at


  once. Kael took Angel’s hand and began to walk toward the car.


  “Oh come now, Mr. Saunders. Don’t be so angry. I have much to offer you.”


  Romodanovsky placed his hand on Kael’s shoulder. “Don’t leave. We need to talk.”


  Releasing Angel’s hand, Kael whirled and landed his fist in the man’s jaw,


  knocking him off balance. The Russian stumbled and fell backward into the snow. Just


  as he knew they would, the minders surrounded Kael in seconds, grabbing at his arms.
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  Before he could even begin to fend them off, Romodanovsky shouted, “Don’t touch


  him. Back off.”


  The men stepped away from Kael. One of them helped Romodanovsky to his feet.


  The man’s cheek was already beginning to swell from the blow. “Move away,” he said


  angrily to his men.


  When the minders had backed up fifty yards, Kael looked at Angel. “Go and wait


  by the car.” The boy obeyed at once.


  Snatching up a handful of snow, Romodanovsky pressed it to his swelling cheek.


  “Why do you hate me?”


  Because I think you raped my mother.


  “I could be your father.”


  “You could be. Were you in Liverpool at the Adelphi Hotel in June of 1977?”


  “I don’t know. I might have been. That was a long time ago. I’m sure I have far


  more children than I had with my wife. We could do a DNA test. I’d be proud to


  acknowledge you.”


  “There’ll be no DNA test. If a rapist like you is my father, I’d rather not know.”


  “Does your mother say she was raped?” Romodanovsky asked.


  Though he was loath to betray his mother’s privacy, he was angry enough to say,


  “Yes.”


  The Russian looked him up and down, and Kael detected a slight softening in the


  man’s eyes, a genuine desire to find some common ground and explore it. “What does


  it matter how you came into the world? A man like you must have come from good


  stock. All that matters is that you are here. Now call the boy and come inside. Let’s


  talk.”


  “I’m leaving. Don’t try to stop me or someone will die.”


  “Stay just for tonight. I’ll fly you home on my private plane tomorrow if you


  want.”
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  “No, you won’t. I want nothing from you.” Kael looked at Angel, who stood


  beside the car, staring intently into the dense oak forest. Following the line of the boy’s


  gaze, he saw nothing.


  “Daddy!” At a run, Angel crossed the thirty feet of snow-covered lawn between


  them. “There’s a threat in the forest.”


  “Impossible,” Romodanovsky said. “I have hundreds of security patrolling every


  inch of my land. You are probably looking at my plainclothesmen.”


  “Shut up,” Kael said to Romodanovsky. “Where?” Angel pointed into the dense,


  bare-branched trees several hundred yards away. “I don’t see anything. Give me the


  coordinates.”


  Angel told him the exact location and still Kael could see nothing. “Tell your men


  to check the forest,” Kael told the Russian. “The threat is twenty-five hundred feet


  away.”


  “The boy is mistaken. He can’t possibly see that far and not through dense forest.”


  “Die then! I don’t give a shit.” He grabbed Angel’s hand. “Let’s get in the car and


  get out of here.”


  “There’s two of them. They’re getting closer. They’ve got high-powered rifles.


  Another minute and they’ll be able to take a shot. ” The tone of Angel’s voice made Kael


  realize how seriously his boy perceived the threat. “Daddy, get me a rifle. I’ll take them


  out.”


  Kael looked about and spotted a uniformed guard holding a Steyr LG 110. “Tell


  him to get over here,” Kael said.


  For a split second, the Russian looked at him and then beckoned the guard. “Give


  the boy your gun.” The man met Romodanovsky’s gaze hesitantly before obeying.


  Angel grabbed the rifle and looked through the scope. “Get him down! The dude’s


  getting ready to take a shot!”
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  Kael dragged Romodanovsky to the ground just as a bullet flew past, clipping the


  man’s shoulder. Angel stood focusing on his target. Kael’s stomach flipped when he


  realized how vulnerable his boy was to getting killed. Angel scoped his target and, a


  split second later, fired twice. “Got them! I got them both, Daddy.”


  A small army of men took off toward the trees. Kael pulled Romodanovsky to his


  feet and grabbed Angel by the arm, running with both of them toward the house. Inside


  the beautiful entrance, he went to the window to watch. The threat had been


  eliminated. Angel looked up at him with a grin on his face. “I guess I did something


  good.”


  “You are a boy genius.” Kael laughed and hugged him. He glanced at


  Romodanovsky. “Not that I care if you live or die, but my boy just did some brilliant


  work.”


  “He did. Please come to the fire.”


  Romodanovsky walked into the extensive, beautifully furnished living room with


  a roaring fire in the hearth. A servant, who appeared as if from nowhere, poured three


  glasses of vodka. Kael drank his one mouthful, but Angel looked dubiously at his glass.


  “Would you like something different, Angel?” the Russian asked.


  “Can I have hot chocolate, please, sir?”


  With an indulgent laugh, Romodanovsky said, “Of course. You can have anything


  you want. You just saved my life.” He spoke in Russian to the servant, who hurried


  away. “How did you see those men without a scope or binoculars?”


  “I’ve got extremely long vision. Unusually long,” Angel said. He looked up at


  Kael. “Right, Daddy?”


  “You’re exceptional in every way,” Kael told him. He didn’t even try to hide the


  love in his voice and his expression. Why should he? He was so proud of Angel.


  “I will employ you too,” Romodanovsky said. “You could have a brilliant career


  in my service.”
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  Even if Romodanovsky wasn’t the man who had raped his mum thirty-three years


  ago, he had raped other women, and despite the things Kael had done without a second


  thought, he could not bear that. But he found himself fascinated by the man.


  “Please sit down.” When Kael hesitated at the invitation, Romodanovsky said, “At


  least until the threat has been investigated.”


  Without removing his coat, Kael threw his hat on the beautiful, traditional brown


  leather chesterfield and sat down. Angel cuddled in beside him while Romodanovsky


  sat opposite. When his hot chocolate arrived, Angel took off his coat and sat sipping it.


  He smiled every time Kael looked at him. “How come you lied to get me here, Mr.


  Romodanovsky?” Angel asked.


  “Because I knew you would save my life.” The man spoke as if to a child.


  “You knew Daddy would come if you got me here. Don’t think I’m not angry


  about it, because I am. You used me. You made me look stupid.”


  As if Kael were not there, Romodanovsky said, “I wanted Mr. Kael Saunders to


  see what I can offer him. Tell him you would like to work for me. You will be very well


  paid.”


  Angel looked at Kael, who said nothing. “Daddy makes the decisions for us.”


  Stretching his long legs in front of him, Romodanovsky chuckled. “Daddy. How


  sweet.”


  They all looked at the door when a uniformed man walked in. He spoke in


  Russian to Romodanovsky. “Sir, there were two men. They both had gang tattoos. They


  were probably fairly well trained but low intelligence, low-ranking members of an


  organized crime gang. The rifles were expensive. Part of a shipment that was stolen at


  the border three months ago.” The man looked at Angel. “I don’t know how he


  managed to see that far without binoculars or how he managed to shoot with such


  accuracy at such a distance through trees, unless he has military training.”


  “The only training I have, I got from Daddy,” Angel said in halting Russian with a


  heavy accent.
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  “You speak Russian. Why didn’t you tell me?” Romodanovsky looked at Angel,


  his smile showing he was impressed with the boy. He waved away the man, who


  quickly left the room.


  “I understood most of what he said.”


  “And where did you learn?” Romodanovsky’s smile broadened. “Don’t tell me.


  Daddy taught you.”


  “Yes,” Angel said simply. “Everything I know that’s of any use, Daddy taught


  me.”


  “You saved my life, not only by spotting the threat but by eliminating it. I will


  write you a check for your service.” He rose and crossed the room to the sideboard.


  Even though Angel’s face lit up, Kael said, “Don’t bother. Consider it a favor. We


  don’t work for you, and we never will. And we’ll be leaving in a moment. I expect to be


  driven back to Moscow and not to see you again.”


  With a checkbook in his hands, Romodanovsky asked, “Will you leave Russia


  immediately?”


  “No. I might as well use the opportunity to show Angel the important sites in


  Moscow. We’ll stay a couple of days. It will be very educational.


  “What a good daddy you are,” Romodanovsky said. “I can have the minister of


  tourism take you around.”


  “No,” Kael said firmly. “I know my way around Moscow. I’ve been here before.”


  He stood up. “We’re leaving. Angel, get your coat on.”


  Romodanovsky walked them outside to the car. This time Kael got in the back


  with Angel, grateful to have his boy safe in his arms again. “Take us straight to the


  Hilton Hotel in Moscow,” he told the driver. He neither looked at Romodanovsky nor


  said good-bye.


  


  * * * *
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  “A double room,” Kael said in Russian to the desk clerk at the Hilton


  Leningradskaya. He tossed his American Express card on the counter.


  “Mr. Saunders, the King Presidential Suite has been booked for you and paid in


  advance by Mr. Romodanovsky.” The man leaned forward and spoke quietly when he


  said Romodanovsky.


  Looking at Angel, Kael said through his teeth, “That wanker just won’t quit, will


  he?”


  “Daddy, let’s take it. If he wants to pay, let him. I’m tired. I want to eat, and I want


  to lie down. I’ve hardly slept since I left London.”


  Only now, in the harsh light of the bronze chandeliers in the beautiful ornate


  lobby, did Kael see that Angel’s face was pale and drawn. The boy had drifted off to


  sleep in the car about halfway to Moscow. Now he looked ready to cry with exhaustion.


  “Give me the key,” Kael said to the desk clerk.


  The man handed him the door card. “Do you have luggage, sir?”


  “No,” he said walking toward the lift. “Is there a gym?” he called over his


  shoulder. He needed to work out for a couple of hours to stop himself from killing


  someone.


  “Yes, sir. There is a booklet in your suite with all the amenities listed.”


  The three-room suite consisted of a large bedroom, a sitting room, and a luxurious


  bathroom. Angel headed straight for the bedroom and stripped off his clothes, then


  went to the bathroom. By the time he emerged from the shower, he was pink and


  pretty, wearing a white bathrobe that was far too big for him. He climbed into the


  middle of the big bed and sat cross-legged, rubbing his hair with a towel. Kael always


  loved to watch Angel towel his hair. Dark from the water, it grew blonder and blonder


  as it dried.


  “Daddy, my school uniform is dirty. I’ve been wearing it for the last three days.


  It’s all I’ve got to wear.”
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  Kael picked up the phone and asked for someone to be sent up to pick up dry


  cleaning. Then he went over and sat on the bed. At once Angel crawled into his arms,


  releasing a long sigh.


  “What’s up, sweetheart? Tell Daddy.” Kael kissed Angel’s smooth, warm cheek


  and neck.


  “I feel like such a fool,” Angel said quietly. “I thought it was a real job. I thought I


  was going to get paid and then you would think I was pulling my weight and


  contributing something to our family.”


  Family. They were a family. Kael had never thought of them that way before.


  “Sweetheart, you contribute lots. You cook and clean. You’re the best little houseboy in


  the world.”


  “I wanted you to be proud of me for something other than schoolwork.”


  Cuddling him close, Kael said, “I’m proud of lots of things. Your good manners,


  your intelligence, your kindness. Lots of things.”


  Angel sat up straight, looking into Kael’s eyes. “Intelligence? I got on a plane to


  Russia because someone called and told me to. How smart is that?”


  Kael kissed him tenderly on the lips. “How many times have I said don’t go


  beyond your knowledge?”


  “I thought it was Mr. Conran, but it wasn’t, was it?”


  “Conran would never send you on a job. You’re not trained, despite knowing


  more than you should. If you were properly trained, you would know that a handler


  would never call you on an unsecured line and give you a job to do.”


  “The dude sounded exactly like Mr. Conran.”


  “You can sound like Conran, remember.”


  A knock on the door made Kael release him. He gathered Angel’s clothes and took


  them to the door. “Get these dry-cleaned as quickly as possible.”


  “Yes, sir,” the manservant said.
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  “And I want some clothes to work out in. Can you get me something?”


  “Yes, sir. What is your shoe size, sir?”


  “UK size ten,” Kael said. “And we want dinner. Angel, what do you want?” he


  called. The boy joined him at the door.


  “I want a cheeseburger and fries with a Coke.”


  While Kael would have preferred he ate something healthier, he decided to let him


  have anything he wanted. “And I’ll have smoked salmon and a Waldorf salad.”


  In the bathroom, Kael stripped and then showered. When he returned to the


  bedroom wearing a bathrobe, Angel was in bed, naked, leaning against a pile of pillows


  as he drifted off looking like a Sleeping Beauty. “Wake up,” Kael said gently.


  “I’m not asleep, Daddy. But I’m so tired. I was working all the time I’ve been here,


  acting as one of Mr. Romodanovsky’s security team.”


  Kael sat on the bed beside him. “It was good experience.”


  “All he wanted to talk about was you. You should see his private plane, Daddy. It


  was like a luxury hotel room with beds and a bar. I wanted to lie down and sleep, but I


  swear that man never sleeps. He was wide awake, and all he wanted was information


  about you. What you’re like to live with and what books you read. Any information


  about you. He’s obsessed with you.”


  He believes I’m his son. “What did you tell him?”


  “I told him you’re brilliant. He already knows you got a first at Cambridge. I told


  him all the languages you speak, and that you take care of me and teach me stuff. That’s


  all. Nothing private. I was really careful.”


  Room service brought their meal and the clothes for Kael to work out in, but


  Angel ate no more than half his burger and a few chips.


  “Come on. Let’s brush our teeth.” Kael hauled him off to the bathroom and put


  toothpaste on a new hotel toothbrush. When Angel made a feeble attempt at brushing,


  Kael took the brush from him. “Open wide.” With Angel’s chin resting on his fingertips,
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  he brushed his boy’s straight white teeth with great care. “There, now rinse.” Angel


  rinsed while Kael wrapped a length of floss around his fingers. “Open up again.” Angel


  obeyed, head tilted back, eyes nearly closed with exhaustion while Kael flossed his


  teeth. “There you go, sweetheart. Rinse again.” Angel rinsed and then sat on the toilet


  seat to pee, a sure sign he was tired. When he was finished, Kael said, “Bed.” He patted


  him on the arse to encourage him.


  In the lavish bedroom, Angel climbed into the king-size bed and stretched out,


  looking up at Kael. “I want my Daddy,” he said, making Kael chuckle. He lay beside his


  boy, cuddling him close, and found himself humming “Rock-a-bye Baby.” When Angel


  was fast asleep, he put on the workout clothes and headed down to the gym.


  For two hours, Kael lifted weights and ran on a treadmill. Throughout, a small,


  heavily sweating man watched him in the mirrors while struggling to use the various


  machines. On his way out of the gym, Kael walked up to the man. “Are you cruising


  me, or do you work for him?”


  Blinking and nervous, the man asked, “Him?”


  “Don’t be a fucking idiot. Either you’re after my arse or you’ve been told to watch


  me. Either way I’m not happy.”


  Swallowing hard, sweat trickling down his face, the man was reacting more in


  nervousness than exertion at this point. “I didn’t mean to offend you.” He walked


  quickly away.


  Yes, he worked for Romodanovsky.


  


  * * * *


  The sun shone down from a bright white sky over Red Square with its crowds of


  


  tourists and locals wandering about. “That,” Kael said, pointing at a beautiful, ornate


  cathedral, “is St. Basil’s. One of the most famous churches in the world and certainly the


  most famous in Russia. It was commissioned by Ivan the Terrible who lived”—he


  looked at Angel—“when?”
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  Cheeks pink with the cold wind, Angel looked up at him through his Irlens.


  “Fifteen thirty to fifteen eighty-four.”


  “Exactly. And after the church was built, he had the architects killed over there so


  they could not repeat the beauty of St. Basil’s anywhere else.” He pointed at the


  execution spot. “Come on. Let’s go into the church.”


  “Do you believe in God, Daddy?” Angel asked.


  “No,” Kael said simply. “I believe in beautiful architecture, and this is a fine


  example.”


  “Dyadya!” Uncle.


  Freezing at the word, Kael turned around, looking for the owner of the voice just


  as a blonde little girl barreled into him, wrapping her arms around his waist. His heart


  soared as he looked down at Ekaterina, the child he had rescued from prostitution more


  than a year ago. With his hands under her armpits, he lifted her up until she could wrap


  her arms around his neck, kissing his cheeks over and over. “Hello, Katya!” He spoke to


  her in Russian, using her pet name.


  “Dyadya, I thought I would never see you again.” She looked at Angel and


  reached over to hug him with one arm, but she would not release Kael. Looking over


  the child’s shoulder, he saw Romodanovsky about twenty feet away, smiling, three


  minders standing very close to him and others at a distance, scanning the square. Beside


  the Russian was a slender young woman dressed in a smart coat and hat.


  Following his gaze, Ekaterina said, “That’s my mama and Uncle Arkadiy. He


  asked me to help him end organized crime in Russia. He’s going to be the president of


  the Russian Federation. He takes me with him to rallies and speeches all over Russia.”


  Why was he even surprised that Romodanovsky would use an abused child to


  further his agenda? Of course he would. “What’s organized crime?” Kael asked the


  child, wondering if she even knew what she was being used for.


  With a slight frown, she said, “I don’t really know, but it’s something about the


  men who kidnapped me off the street when I was six years old.” Then her brilliant
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  smile was back again. “Uncle Arkadiy is going to send me to study in England when I


  am older so I can be a lawyer and help him lead the country.”


  Overcome with joy at seeing the child looking so well, like an ordinary little girl,


  Kael kissed her forehead. “I’m so happy to see you, Ekaterina. I think of you often.”


  Taking his face in her hands, she said, “I told Uncle Arkadiy all about you.”


  Romodanovsky strode forward and spoke in English. “Isn’t she a beautiful child?”


  With her blonde hair and bright blue eyes, Ekaterina’s prettiness was part of the reason


  she had been kidnapped in the first place. “Her rescue was a big story here. I had no


  idea for a long time who had rescued her. Eventually I found out. She kept talking


  about Dyadya. I had to find out who she meant. You’re a hero, Mr. Saunders. What a


  coincidence that you ended up doing security for me.”


  “Was it?” Kael asked.


  The Russian smiled. “Actually I asked the prime minister to find me the man who


  saved Ekaterina because he must be brilliant.” He lowered his voice. “And then I saw


  you and I knew why you were special. I’m sure you’re my son.”


  “So you made a pass at me?” Kael said. “Introduce me to the lady.”


  Speaking in Russian again, he said, “Of course. This is Ekaterina’s mother,


  Galina.”


  Very pretty and younger than he expected, she must have been a teenager when


  the child was born. Offering his hand, Kael spoke in Russian. “How do you do.”


  “Thank you so much for giving my daughter back to me.” Tears filled her eyes,


  and she clutched his hand, pulling it to her chest so tightly that Kael feared she might


  try to kiss it.


  “Angel helped to get the little girl out of there, and a woman I work with helped


  also,” Kael said.


  “You are too modest to take all the credit?” Romodanovsky laughed. “What a


  remarkable man you are.”


  Fyn Alexander | Sins of the Father


  230


  


  Nearby, a youth with an old-fashioned ghetto blaster started playing Linkin Park.


  As unself-conscious as always, Angel started dancing. “Come on, Katya, I feel a dance


  coming on,” he said in his stumbling Russian.


  Laughing, the little girl slid out of Kael’s arms and got right into it. For a moment,


  they all watched the pair.


  “You smile every time you look at that boy.” Romodanovsky spoke in English


  again to exclude Galina.


  Meeting the man’s gaze, Kael said, “Did she get the help she needed?”


  “Yes, I took her under my wing from the start. She has had counseling and


  medical care.”


  “And how is she going to help you fight organized crime?” Kael asked.


  “Look at her.” Both men watched the lovely child laughing and dancing with


  Angel as if she hadn’t a care in the world. As if she had never been abducted, taken to


  Europe, and prostituted to grown men. “What is the phrase people like to use? Poster


  child? Little Katya is a poster child for why organized crime must be stopped, whether


  it involves guns, drugs, or people. A beautiful, fair-haired Russian child was


  kidnapped, sold as a sex slave, and finally rescued and restored to her mother. With her


  by my side during my presidential campaign—which will begin next year—that child is


  my ticket to the Kremlin.” He gestured at the fortified complex across the square.


  “She deserves privacy. The whole country doesn’t have to know the details of her


  abuse.” A creeping anger suffused Kael at the man’s blatant disregard for the


  psychological damage that might be caused to the little girl.


  “She also deserves good housing and an education and the best medical care. I


  have arranged all those things for her. Her mother and grandmother are extremely


  grateful. They think that giving the child a future is worth the lack of privacy. Ekaterina


  has become my mascot.”


  “You’re a pig.” Kael looked directly into the blue eyes that were so like his own.
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  Romodanovsky laughed. “I wish you were my son. I wish I had raised you.”


  “You couldn’t have done a better job than my mother. God knows what I would


  have turned into in your hands.” The song came to an end, and Angel and Ekaterina


  looked at him, their eyes shining. “Will you spend the day with us?” Kael asked the


  child.


  “And visit churches and look at Lenin’s dead body?” Angel indicated the Russian


  leader’s tomb across the square.


  “We could go shopping and eat at Pizza Hut and have ice cream,” Kael said,


  wondering what the hell had come over him. He planned to stay in Moscow for a


  couple more days and make sure Angel got the most out of it educationally. But today


  they could simply have fun.


  Grinning, Angel looked at Ekaterina with his hand up for a high five. The child


  slapped her small palm against his and looked at her benefactor and her mother. “Uncle


  Arkadiy, Mama, may I?”


  The child’s mother looked at Romodanovsky for direction. “Yes, Katya. Mr. Kael


  Saunders will keep you safe.”


  With Ekaterina holding his hand on one side and Angel on the other, he walked


  away without another word, heading for the GUM, Moscow’s famous shopping center.
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  Chapter Sixteen


  August


  The evening was lovely, so they had decided to walk the twenty-five minutes


  from home to Claridge’s Hotel on Brook Street in Mayfair, where Kael had booked a


  table for dinner. When they had started out, Angel was on one side of him and his mum


  on the other, but at some point Angel had maneuvered himself into the middle, holding


  Kael’s hand on his right and Sharon’s on his left.


  About twenty yards ahead, as they neared the hotel, Mattie Thornton and Joe


  Hotchkiss walked toward them, holding hands in a way that was familiar and friendly,


  as if they did it all the time. Not that nervous, tight handhold that people did on a first


  date. They must have been seeing each other for a while now. Even from that distance,


  Kael could see Hotchkiss swallow hard and glance at Mattie as if to say, Do you see that?


  They’re holding hands.


  “Sir!” Mattie called out, pleasure lighting her face. “Hi, Angel!” Angel hurried


  toward Mattie with his arms open. He was wearing his tux with the wing-tip collar


  shirt. He looked so adorable hugging Mattie. There didn’t seem to be enough hugs in


  the world to keep Angel happy.


  Kael looked Hotchkiss up and down like a father assessing his daughter’s


  boyfriend before offering his hand to shake. “How are you, Hotchkiss?”


  “Very well, sir. Yourself?”


  “Yes, I’m good.” With his arm around his mum, Kael introduced her. “Mum, this


  Mattie and Joe. A couple of my colleagues.” Kael was always proud of his mum. Petite


  and slim, she looked lovely in her smart black dress.


  “Hello, Mattie.” Sharon shook hands with them both. “Hello, Joe.”
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  “Hello, Mrs. Saunders,” Mattie said. Her slightly raised eyebrows and hesitation


  showed her surprise at his mum’s common, Liverpool accent. People knew Kael had


  gone to Cambridge and an upper-crust boys’ boarding school before that, so they


  assumed he came from a wealthy background. They had no idea.


  “It’s miss actually, but call me Sharon.” His mum treated everyone like an old


  friend.


  To Hotchkiss, Mattie said, “Joe, I don’t think you’ve met Angel. He’s…” She


  looked at Kael for guidance.


  “Angel is my domestic partner,” he said. Domestic partner. He still wasn’t sure that


  was the right word, but it was better than boyfriend.


  “Oh…right. Yes, sir.” Hotchkiss’s cheeks grew pink.


  “Where are you off to all dressed up, sir?” Mattie asked. Kael wore a very smart


  dark suit with a silver gray shirt and tie.


  “We’re going to Claridge’s for dinner to celebrate Angel getting five A levels.”


  “Five?” Mattie punched Angel in the shoulder. “Well done, you! You only need


  three to get into uni.”


  “I only got one A, in history,” Angel said. “The rest were Bs.”


  “You got one more A than I did.” Mattie smiled.


  “Daddy got all As, didn’t you?” Angel looked up at him, and Kael wondered


  about the wisdom of him saying Daddy in front of the other man. But he was so happy


  with his boy’s success he hardly cared. Angel slid his arms around Kael’s waist, and


  Kael hugged his boy tight. “He did extremely well. I’m very proud of him.” Kael kissed


  him on the top of his head.


  “It was nice to meet you, Sharon. Enjoy your dinner,” Mattie said.


  “Nice to meet you and your boyfriend, luv,” Sharon said.


  The couple was behind them when Kael heard Hotchkiss say, “I’d never have


  taken Mr. Saunders for a queer.”


  Fyn Alexander | Sins of the Father


  234


  


  Kael froze. He was proud of being gay and was always resentful of anyone


  thinking he was straight. “I hate it when people say that.” Side by side, Angel and his


  mum looked up at him and broke into simultaneous laughter. “It is not funny!” he burst


  out.


  “It is funny, son,” Sharon said. “It’s very funny.”


  Angel took his hand. “It’s not so much what he said that’s funny, Daddy. It’s your


  reaction that’s funny.”


  “Is it really?” Maybe he’d better lighten up since Hotchkiss’s remark was likely


  not the most trying thing he would hear that night.


  They were seated in the elegant, sedate dining room when Angel commented,


  “Daddy, there’s a fourth place set.”


  Kael looked at the empty chair, then at the double doors. “So there is.” He ordered


  champagne, and when four glasses were brought and Angel squinted a questioning


  look at him, he glanced at the doors again, relieved when he saw her. He had spent the


  last few days afraid she wouldn’t bother to show up, even though his last words to her


  had been, “If you don’t get your arse to Claridge’s at exactly seven p.m. on the tenth of August,


  I will come to France to visit you, and I will not be responsible for what I do.”


  Following his gaze, Angel said, “Mom? Oh my God!” Angel looked at him. Kael


  rose to his feet, and Angel immediately followed suit.


  “Angel Gabe. How’s my baby?” Samantha St. Germaine looked stunning in her


  expensive French clothes. With her dark hair pinned up and her slender figure, she


  looked like a latter-day Audrey Hepburn. There was no question that Mme St.


  Germaine was a beautiful woman. No wonder she had managed to get two rich


  husbands in a row.


  Hesitantly Angel hugged her. “Hi, Mom.”


  “Hello, Madame St. Germaine,” Kael said.


  “Hello, Mr. Saunders,” she replied stiffly.
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  With a quick look at Angel, Kael nodded at the fourth chair. Still stunned at his


  mother’s unexpected appearance, Angel didn’t move. “Angel. Chair.”


  “Sorry!” He grabbed the chair, pulling it out for his mother.


  “Thank you, Angel.” She sat, and Kael introduced her to his mum.


  Having taken the bottle from the ice bucket, Kael poured four glasses of


  champagne. Ceremoniously he raised his glass. “Sweetheart, congratulations on your


  academic success.”


  Cheeks growing pink as they always did when he was the center of attention,


  Angel said, “I couldn’t have done it without you, Daddy.” The boy looked at Sharon


  and then Samantha. “Daddy is the best teacher in the world.” Then his beautiful gray


  eyes alighted on Kael again. “I love you, Daddy.”


  “I love you too,” Kael said, amazed at himself for not shying away from his


  emotions or feeling any discomfort in front of Angel’s mum.


  “Well done, Angel, luv!” Smiling broadly, Sharon looked at Samantha. “You’ve


  got a lovely boy there. I love him to bits. I think of him as my other son.”


  “Perhaps I’ll feel the same about your son when I get to know him a little better,”


  she said with a tight smile. Kael was only three years younger than she.


  Obviously taking his mother’s words at face value, Angel beamed a huge smile at


  Kael.


  “Angel, you’re not wearing your Rolex.” At Samantha’s words, Kael’s forefinger


  went automatically to the gold heart he wore over his dress shirt.


  The boy looked directly at his mother. “I sold it.”


  “Oh. Well, thank goodness I didn’t waste my time looking for a graduation gift.”


  She pulled an envelope from her small clutch purse. “This is from Gregoire and me.”


  A check fluttered onto the table when Angel opened the card. He picked it up.


  “Five thousand pounds? Wow.”


  “You’ll probably spend it on clothes, knowing you.”
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  “Thank you,” Angel said. “Sharon bought me a beautiful shirt.”


  “It wasn’t five thousand pounds,” she said. “But it’s the thought that counts.”


  “It’s the love that counts,” Angel said.


  Kael wanted to kiss him right there and then for being so sweet. Instead he pulled


  a box from his pocket. “I got you a present too.”


  “Looks like jewelry to me. Are you going to do an Elton John?” Samantha asked.


  Kael threw her a look that said, Don’t annoy me, lady. He opened the box and


  withdrew a plain gold band encircled with tiny diamonds. Carefully removing it from


  the box, he took Angel’s left hand and slipped it onto his ring finger. It fit perfectly.


  “There, now you’re mine.”


  Tears brimmed at the edges of Angel’s eyes. “I was already yours, Daddy. I’ve


  been yours from the moment I saw you.” He got up and hugged Kael, who remained


  seated.


  “Aww,” Sharon said. “Aren’t they lovely, Samantha?”


  “I’m glad my son is finally happy,” she said. “I guess I could have been a better


  mom, but it wasn’t easy on my own.”


  Kael had told his mum some of the things Samantha had done to Angel, the foster


  homes, abandoning him to go off to marry the billionaire. Still Sharon looked


  sympathetically at Samantha and patted her hand. “I raised Kael on my own, so I know


  how hard it is trying to raise a son without a father. All you want to do is keep them on


  the straight and narrow.”


  “Straight? You fail.” Angel laughed out loud as he sat again.


  “Angel!” Sharon smiled at him with unconcealed affection. “But look how they


  turned out,” she said to Samantha. “Your son and mine. Aren’t they fab?”


  “Yes, they’re fab,” Samantha said quietly, making Kael wonder if, in the face of his


  honest, hardworking mum, she was ashamed.
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  “Here’s something for you, Daddy.” From the inside pocket of his tux jacket,


  Angel withdrew an envelope. It was already open, and it was addressed to Angel


  Gabriel Button.


  Spotting the crest right away, Kael said, “It’s from Cambridge.” His hands would


  have shaken if he had not carefully controlled them. The waiter brought over the


  menus, which broke the tension and took the attention from the letter. Quickly Kael


  read it. “You got in.” Laughing from sheer happiness, he said louder, “He got into


  Cambridge. My boy was accepted at Cambridge.”


  “I think the recommendation from the politician probably helped,” Angel said.


  Beaming with pleasure, Sharon clapped her hands. “Well done, Angel. I was so


  proud of my Kael when he got into Cambridge. I told everyone. I never shut up about


  it. Isn’t that great, Samantha?”


  “It certainly is. Congratulations, baby,” Samantha said.


  But Angel’s eyes never left Kael’s. “That’s my boy,” Kael said quietly. “But I


  wonder if they can defer it for a year.”


  The hope in Angel’s face resembled a puppy expecting a treat. “Defer it?”


  “I’ve decided to let you take a gap year. I think you need a break from academics


  for a while. What do you think?”


  “Daddy, do you mean it? I mean, I want to go to uni, but just not yet.”


  “I know. I’ll get in touch with them and see what we can do,” Kael said.


  With his hands in prayer position, Angel said, “Thank you!”


  The relief in Angel’s expression was priceless. The boy really needed a break.


  Happy, he opened his menu. “I don’t know what to order, Daddy,” he said. “You


  choose for me.”


  “You’d better choose for me as well, luv. I haven’t a clue what half this stuff is,”


  Sharon said with a laugh.
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  Samantha closed her menu and placed it on the table. “Gregoire usually orders for


  me. I’ll leave it up to you, Mr. Saunders.”


  “Call me Kael,” he said, looking at his menu. “Now let’s see what everyone would


  like for a starter. Mum likes soup, and there’s a stilton and pear soup that sounds


  wonderful.”


  “That’s fancy,” Sharon said. “My favorite’s tomato from the tin.”


  God, he loved his mum! No pretensions, no airs and graces. What you saw was


  what you got. He was so lucky.


  “Angel likes macaroni cheese, cheeseburgers, and peanut butter on white bread.”


  Angel shrugged. “I’m just a simple boy, Daddy.”


  “You can start with a salade Nicoise,” Kael said decisively.


  The protest was instant. “Daddy, that has fish!”


  “Think of it as a challenge,” Kael said. “I want some greens down your throat.”


  A long, exasperated sigh escaped his boy. “Yes, Sir.”


  Kael turned his attention to Angel’s mum. “Samantha. I think you would like the


  goat-cheese balls with walnuts and honey surrounding pâté de foie gras.”


  Pulling out a small fan, she flicked it open in one smooth movement. The room


  was air-conditioned, so the fan was nothing but an affect. “Sounds wonderful. Why did


  you choose that?”


  “It’s pretentious.” Kael met her gaze.


  A long pause followed during which Samantha pierced him with her stunning


  blue gaze over the top of her fan. “Touché.”
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  Chapter Seventeen


  Kael’s mobile buzzed. Usually the only phone he took into the dungeon was his


  secure line, but he had been waiting all day for a call from his mum. Grabbing the


  phone from the torture table where he had left it, he stepped outside into the hall. Angel


  was in the shower, and the rushing water made conversation difficult.


  “Mum?”


  “Hello, luv.” She sounded weary. “He pleaded guilty.” Shawn had finally gone to


  court on his indecent assault charge.


  “What did he get?”


  “They called it a first offense because he’d never been charged before, and he


  pleaded guilty, he said to save the lad having to tell the court what happened, so he


  only got eighteen months. And that was reduced to ten for time served on remand.


  With good behavior, he’ll be out in five months. That’s what your Aunty Eileen said


  anyway. She came with me.”


  He hadn’t wanted her to go and had told her numerous times to stay away since it


  would only upset her, but she had insisted. “I’m still not sure why you went.”


  “I just had to see how bold-faced he was. I wanted him to see me and see if he


  looked ashamed. And to be honest, he never looked right at me. I think he was


  ashamed.”


  “I doubt it. You didn’t tell Aunty Eileen about me, did you?” No one needed to


  know that.


  “Of course I didn’t, Kael. Anyway there it is. I told you I’d phone when it was


  over. I’m going out with Aunty Eileen for dinner to cheer ourselves up. She was upset


  for me. She knew I liked him.”
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  Leaning his naked back and buttocks against the cool wall, he said quietly, “I’m so


  sorry, Mum.”


  “I’ve told you. You’ve done nothing to be sorry about. Now go back to Angel, and


  tell him I miss you both and I want to see you again soon. It was lovely celebrating his


  school success last week. And his mum didn’t seem like such a bitch either.”


  “She wasn’t too bad that night,” he admitted. “I love you, Mum.”


  “I love you too. Bye, luv.”


  Leaving the phone outside on the floor, Kael entered the dungeon and locked the


  door, placing the key out of reach on top of the door frame. When he glanced over at


  Angel, the boy was smiling. “I’m yours, Daddy.” Angel looked at the beautiful ring on


  his finger and then down at his pierced nipples. “Are you going to pierce anything


  else?”


  “Maybe.” Kael smiled. “Come here.” In an instant, Angel was in his arms,


  hugging him tightly about the chest, smelling of Pears soap. Kael inhaled deeply. “I


  love how you smell, even when you’re sweaty.” He pressed Angel hard against his


  body and felt his own cock stiffen and lengthen. Angel’s cock jutted out against Kael


  groin. “I’ve decided you can start training with SIS, mostly to keep you safe so you


  don’t end up making the kind of mistakes that landed you in Russia.”


  “Daddyyyy!” Angel groaned at the reminder.


  “I’m not saying that to point out how inexperienced you are. You were spot-on the


  way you picked out the threat in the forest and eliminated it. No one else could have


  seen those men from such a distance. But to keep you safe, you need to know more than


  you know now.”


  Looking up at Kael, his beautiful eyes wide, Angel smiled. “Thank you, Daddy. I


  so want this.”


  “I know. You’re still going to Cambridge next year. But Conran wants you in and


  he’s arranged an interview for you with some of the other instructors to see what they
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  think of you. They know this is temporary but with a future with MI6 in mind.” Kael


  released him. “Right, then, what’s your favorite instrument of pleasure, boy?”


  “Daddy’s cock and Daddy’s hand,” Angel said at once.


  “And do you like them both up your arse?”


  “One up and one on, Sir.” Angel giggled. “But I do like them both up.”


  The bruises from Angel’s floggings of the last few weeks had faded. His bottom


  was pale and perfect as always. “Let’s have you on the spanking stool.”


  “No, Sir, I don’t think so,” Angel said.


  For a moment, Kael stared at him. “What?”


  Crossing his arms over his chest, Angel looked up at him. “I’m not getting on the


  spanking stool. Because you’re not going to spank me.”


  It took a second for Kael to realize what Angel wanted. The sweet young face


  began to pink up. The cock was hard, the veins standing out along its length. No heavy


  scenes. He wanted to play. “Is that correct, boy?”


  “Uh-huh.”


  If there was one thing Kael hated, it was not getting a crisp yes, Sir or no, Sir.


  Though Angel had always been respectful, he had done it a couple of times when they


  first started living together and he was feeling rebellious. “What did you say, boy?”


  The muscles in Angel’s face twitched in such a way that Kael knew the boy was


  trying desperately not to laugh. When he had ordered Angel into the dungeon, Kael


  had been planning a serious hour or two of pleasure, pain, and discipline.


  Sometimes you just gotta have fun, Dad-dad.


  Deciding to play along, he took the key down, unlocked the door, and opened it.


  “Get out of my dungeon, boy.”


  “Make me,” Angel said with the most aggravating, snotty look. Kael lunged for


  him, deliberately missing. With a scream, Angel ran for the door. Kael was after him at


  once, following him through the flat, into the bedroom, through the en suite bathroom,


  Fyn Alexander | Sins of the Father


  242


  


  and out the opposite door into the hall. Kael walked with a long, determined stride


  while Angel ran, giggling hysterically. In the living room, Angel jumped on the couch,


  which really annoyed Kael. “Get off the furniture with your feet!”


  Angel leaped over the back. Making another lunge for the boy, Kael missed for


  real this time. Angel screamed with laughter, and they spent several moments dancing


  around the dining-room table.


  “Come here.” Kael feigned boredom.


  “No!” Sticking his thumbs into his mouth to stretch it wide, Angel stuck out his


  tongue and made his eyes go all googly weird.


  Fighting the urge to laugh, Kael waited to see which way Angel would run. The


  boy feinted to the right, and then ran left around the table and into the kitchen.


  Strolling, Kael followed him. Angel wasn’t immediately visible when he entered the


  kitchen. There was only one place he could be. Ducked down behind the breakfast bar.


  “Come out.” Kael forced himself to sound impatient, but he was remarkably calm


  and quite enjoying the fun of the moment.


  Suddenly Angel popped up and tossed something at him. A raw egg splattered


  against Kael’s bare chest. In an instant he was round the counter, grabbing Angel by


  both arms. Turning the boy around so his back was to Kael’s belly, he grabbed Angel’s


  wrists, pushing both arms up his back. Then holding them there with his left hand on


  both wrists, he forced Angel to bend forward at the waist over the counter as raw egg


  dripped down his belly.


  Knowing it would hurt because there were only a few drops of precum on the tip


  of his erect cock, Kael spread Angel’s buttocks with his right hand and pressed the tip


  of his cock to Angel’s anus. “Obey your daddy,” he said loudly, as he pushed inside


  Angel’s rectum in one long thrust.


  It must have hurt. Angel let out a piercing howl and then fell utterly still, his head


  resting on the counter, turned to one side. All the tension melted from his body as it


  always did when he was restrained and helpless. With Angel impaled on his cock,
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  Kael’s right hand was free to stroke the boy’s hair away from his face so he could look


  at him. Angel’s cheeks were pink, his eyes closed.


  Kael fucked his boy hard, drawing his cock out to the very tip before thrusting


  back in up to the hilt. The pleasure brought great moans up from his stomach and out


  through his mouth. Reaching around Angel’s hips, he grasped his boy’s cock. It was


  rigid and hot to the touch. When he felt his orgasm ready to explode, he rubbed his


  hand up and down Angel’s cock with a fast, heavy friction. “Do it!” he gasped.


  Slamming his hips against Angel’s arse, Kael orgasmed as pleasure shot through


  his body, making his knees weak. Even distracted as he was by his own orgasm, he felt


  Angel’s hot sperm spill over his hand. He lowered his upper body until his chest


  pressed against Angel’s back, and he kissed the boy’s hot, sweaty cheek. “I love you,”


  he whispered. “I love you.”


  Slowly he stood upright. He had worn no condom, and he had wet, raw egg on his


  chest. Standing, Angel turned and wrapped his arms around Kael. He tipped his face


  up for a kiss, lips parted, and Kael obliged, lingering long, pushing his tongue inside his


  boy’s warm, sweet mouth. “What would I do without my Angel?”


  “You’d have more money.” Angel smiled.


  “I wouldn’t have love or affection or a beautiful boy in my arms at night,” Kael


  told him. “My life was empty before you. Work, anonymous sex, more work.”


  “You love your work, Daddy. You rid the world of bad guys.”


  The corner of Kael’s mouth tipped up in a smile. His boy would never believe him


  capable of evil. “I was a machine. You made me into a human being. I even laugh


  sometimes.”


  “Mmmm.” Angel sighed.


  “Come on. Let’s get in the shower. It’s a beautiful evening. We’re going for a run,


  and when we get back, you’re going to take out that Xbox and show me how to work


  that game. Assassin’s Creed.”
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  “Oh my God! Really?” Angel grinned.


  


  * * * *


  The early evening air was warm and fresh. The road running along the river was


  


  busy with people going home from offices and the houses of parliament. Kael always


  shortened his stride when running with Angel. The boy was fast and long-legged, but


  being shorter than Kael, his stride was not nearly as long. Kael was in the zone, running


  at a steady pace, looking straight ahead, aware of people and acutely aware of Angel at


  his side.


  A hundred yards ahead he spotted Conran watching, as if waiting for them.


  “Daddy?”


  “Yes, I see him.” Slowing gradually they came to a stop a few feet from Conran.


  Sitting on the nearest bench, Conran waited. Kael sat beside him while Angel


  jogged on the spot.


  “Hi, Mr. Conran.”


  “Hello, Angel.” He smiled up at the boy.


  “What do you want?” Kael got straight to the point as usual. “I assume you were


  watching for me?”


  “Yes, I phoned but when I couldn’t reach you I thought you might be out running.


  It’s a beautiful evening.” Conran must have come straight from Vauxhall Cross, because


  he still wore his smart suit.


  “What was so urgent?”


  From his trouser pocket Conran pulled a letter in its envelope, but the envelope


  had been opened. “It was addressed to me.” He showed Kael the address and then


  pulled out two sheets of paper, handing one to Kael. “Read the letter.”


  Angel sat beside him to look at the letter with him. “It’s from Mr. Romodanovsky,


  Daddy.”


  “I hear you saved his life, Angel,” Conran said.
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  Angel smiled. “That man’s got a target on his chest. Daddy saved him at


  Dorneywood, and I saved him in Russia.”


  Kael read the letter out loud. “‘Please pass this information on to Mr. Kael


  Saunders. I fear that if I send it to him directly, he will throw it away unopened.’ What


  information?”


  Conran’s soft blue gaze met his. He held a folded sheet of paper. Every muscle in


  Kael’s body tensed, especially his abdomen, afraid of what information Romodanovsky


  wished to pass on to him. Sitting back, he crossed his arms over his chest, staring


  straight ahead at the river. “What does it say?”


  “Don’t you want to read it yourself?”


  “No. I want you to read it.”


  A long sigh escaped Conran. “All right. It seems he was sufficiently intrigued by


  your physical resemblance to him to secure a DNA sample from you. He had it tested.”


  “The vodka glass,” Kael said. “He must have done it when we went into the dacha


  after the sniper tried to kill him.” He looked at Conran. “Get on with it.”


  Conran read out loud. “The DNA of Arkadiy Romodanovsky and Kael Saunders


  were tested and the resulting paternity index is 99.9 percent.” Conran looked at him.


  “All the figures are here with more information. You can read it all later. But the final


  result is that he is indeed your biological father.”


  Hardly able to breathe, Kael felt Angel’s hand on his arm and heard his boy


  whisper, “Daddy? Are you okay?” Angel leaned his head on Kael’s shoulder. Kael put


  his arm around him, holding his boy tight.


  “Where on earth could he possibly have met your mother?” Conran asked.


  Kael blew out a hard breath. The shame was neither his nor his mum’s. “She


  worked in a hotel in Liverpool. He was staying there. He raped her just like he raped


  that maid at Dorneywood.”
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  Sitting upright, Angel said, “What? That’s what happened at Dorneywood? That’s


  why we left and the maid looked so roughed up?”


  “You weren’t supposed to repeat that,” Conran said to Kael. He looked at Angel.


  “You cannot tell anyone what happened there. Mr. Romodanovsky is going to be the


  president of the Russian Federation in the next few years. He will make a good, strong


  leader despite his lack of personal morals. Nothing must prevent his election. Can I


  trust you, Angel?”


  “But he raped Sharon. She’s like a mom to me. I love her.”


  “Angel, please,” Conran pleaded. “If you’re going to work for MI6, there’ll be a lot


  more than this you will be expected to keep quiet about.”


  The boy’s innocent eyes opened wide as he looked at Kael for direction. “Daddy,


  what about Sharon?”


  “She made peace with it long ago. You’ll keep quiet about her and the maid.”


  “Yes, Sir. But does Sharon know who he is?”


  “No. She never knew his name. And she hardly caught a glimpse of his face, so


  she wouldn’t recognize him, unless she saw him standing beside me, I suppose. And


  that’s never going to happen. She need never know his name. I wish I didn’t know it


  either.”


  His life would never be the same again now he knew.


  Conran placed a hand on his arm and squeezed gently. “You’d a right to know. I


  couldn’t keep the information from you. The physical resemblance you share is striking.


  He’s going to be very prominently in the public eye in the next few years. Others will


  notice too.”


  The blue sky overhead seemed to be mocking the darkness in Kael’s heart at that


  moment. “It’s the other resemblance that concerns me. The essence of the man. The


  attitudes, the morality—or lack of it—the cruelty. I’ve got his genes. It explains a lot.”


  [image: ]
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  Looking nervous, Conran glanced at Angel. “Saunders, we’ve talked about this.


  Don’t start questioning yourself. You know exactly who you are.”


  Angel kissed Kael’s cheek. “I know who Daddy is too. He’s the best man in the


  world. My Daddy. My hero.”


  Kael took the papers from Conran’s hands, folded them carefully, and put them


  into the pocket of his shorts. “But let’s not dwell on it. We have another couple of miles


  to run. Care to join us?”


  With a little self-deprecating laugh, Conran said, “I could never keep up with you,


  Saunders, not in any area of life. I wouldn’t even try.”


  “Are you sure? When we get home, Angel’s going to show me how to play games


  on his Xbox. We’re going to play Assassin’s Creed.”


  “How appropriate,” Conran said quietly as Kael rose and Angel followed suit.


  Side by side, Kael ran along the river with his boy. Their steps were perfectly in


  unison, their breathing the same.


  All I can do is try to be as good as my boy thinks I am.
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