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    Take one bartender. 
 
    Add an unwelcome engagement party 
 
    With a dash of hot, sexy stranger 
 
    For a spicy and sweet new beginning. 
 
    Sawyer can’t believe his cheating ex has chosen Bar 28 to hold his engagement party. The grin on his smug face proves he has done it on purpose. 
 
    Devon wanted a night at home after a long week working in his bike garage, not going to his silly, spoilt little brother’s engagement party.  
 
    But when he sees the tall, hot bartender, with his long dark blond hair tied back and sexy stubble, Devon is captivated.  
 
    And Devon, even taller than him, with thick dark brown hair and full beard, ticks all Sawyer’s boxes. 
 
    After swapping numbers, Sawyer finds himself on a date with a man who can give him what he’s craved, a man he can submit to, a man who lets him be the boy he needs to be. 
 
    Devon discovers in Sawyer everything he’s ever wanted—a boy to call his own. 
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    I believe that everything happens for a reason, and what seems bad at first might in fact be something of a blessing. 
 
    Robert Greene 
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    Twelve months ago 
 
    I knock on the door. I haven’t seen or heard from Danny for a couple of days. Nothing, no phone calls, no emails, not even a text message. This is odd, even for Danny. He isn’t the most conscientious texter at the best of times—I always text him, not the other way around—but four days without hearing from him is long. And that’s why I stand here in front of his door at eight o’clock in the morning.  
 
    Footsteps come near, and the door opens. It’s not Danny who answers but a short, slim guy, a twink with a cute heart-shaped face and blond, almost white hair cut short but styled with gel. Wearing only boxers. At eight in the morning. At my boyfriend’s place.  
 
    “Hi.” The polite greeting is ingrained in me. He stares at me with a bewildered look on his face. I stare right back. Who’s that guy? What’s he doing here? 
 
    “Hi.” 
 
    Silence.  
 
    “Um, yeah, hi. Is Danny here?” I peek over his shoulder. 
 
    “Yes, he’s here. Are you a friend of his?” A frown creases his forehead, and I’m still standing on the doorstep. 
 
    “You can say that. “I’m Sawyer, his boyfriend.” 
 
    “Who’s that, babe?” Danny calls out.  
 
    Babe? What the fuck? I stand there like a twat while my heart freezes in my chest. Is this some sort of joke? We’re having a staring contest, the twink inside, looking at me as if he sees an apparition, me outside, glaring at him, a million thoughts swirling in my mind. 
 
    “Can I come in?” Before I can take a step forward, Danny comes out of his living room and strides down to the door. When he sees me, his step falters. 
 
    “Sawyer? What are you doing here?” His face turns bright red, and he narrows his eyes. “Jake, babe, go back inside. Let me talk to Sawyer. Then I’ll be back in.” 
 
    “Danny, why is he saying he’s your boyfriend? You said you finished with him months ago.” Jake—the twink now has a name—whines. 
 
    “I did, babe, but he doesn’t stop pestering me.” He crosses his arms over his chest, not a trace of shame on his face. “You need to leave, Sawyer.” 
 
    Speechless, I dart my eyes between the two of them. “You’re kidding me? Two years, Danny. We’ve been together for two fucking years.” 
 
    “I’m sorry, Sawyer, but I love Jake.” He’s sorry? Yeah, right. Danny doesn’t sound the least apologetic. 
 
    “Just like that, is it? You think you can just shove me aside, and I had to find out because you didn’t think it necessary to answer my texts. You didn’t have the decency to tell me to my face.” I clench my fists. Oh, it would be so easy to wallop the smirk off his face, but I won’t give him that satisfaction. I’m better than that, better than him. 
 
    “You know what? Forget it. Fuck you, you wanker. And you, Jake, is it? You can fucking have him.” I stomp away, but not before I catch Jake giving me a long look, not one of smugness but shame. Not enough to dump Danny, though.  
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    Just as I walk into the bar, Gus pulls away from Max and gives him a wink. “Hey, pack it in, you two. No one wants to see how disgustingly happy you are.”  
 
    “You’re just jealous,” Max says as he yanks Gus back in for another kiss. 
 
    “Of course, I’m jealous, you knob. You got the hottest guy in town.” I smile at Gus. “When you’ve come to your senses, come find me, babe.” 
 
    “Oh, I will. He’s lucky he saw me before I met you.” Gus grins and tickles Max’s ribs. 
 
    “Hey, I’m a catch.” He fakes indignancy, batting Gus’s hands away. 
 
    “Of course, you are, honey. I’m so lucky.”  
 
    “I heard about Danny. Maybe we should start a book on how long it will last.” Max looks at me apologetically. 
 
    “Yeah, maybe. You know the saying ‘once a cheater, always a cheater’ and all that crap.” I shrug. 
 
    “He’s a dick. I almost feel sorry for the guy who said yes.” Gus joins in the commiserations on the news my ex is getting married. 
 
    “That’s true.” It took me some time, but I’m over that double-crossing tosser, and I can finally laugh about it. 
 
    “We need to find you a new man.” Gus looks a little too pleased with himself. 
 
    “Er, no, we don’t. I’m happy as I am for now.” I don’t need a new boyfriend, a hook-up perhaps. Some guiltless fucking can go a long way to mending a broken heart and damaged ego. 
 
    “Spoilsport.” He sulks. 
 
    I step behind the bar, pick up the short black apron, and tie it neatly around my waist. Then I grab the hair elastic from around my wrist and twist my hair up in a bun. It’ll probably keep sliding out, but it’s good enough for now.  
 
    “Are we expecting anything exciting tonight?” I ask this every Friday, and as always Max rolls his eyes at me and laughs.  
 
    “For once I can say yes. Jonas got a call this afternoon for a private party. They paid a lot of cash because of the short notice, so we’ve closed the garden. They expect about fifteen to twenty people, but you know what that usually means, more like twenty plus.” Max shrugs. “They’ll be here at about eight. I want Gus, Leo, and you doing the drinks for that. Beck will man the bar with Niall, and I’ll switch between the bar and the garden. I expect it’s going to be a long, loud night. Just keep thinking of the tips.” 
 
    “Yeah, we’ll see.” 
 
    I check I’ve got everything set up the way I like, then sign on to the cash register. I wait for the servers to come back from greeting the customers in their area and giving them their orders. In minutes, we’re all busy. The music is on but not too loud yet. It’s too early. I enjoy taking care of the steady stream of orders from soft drinks to beer to more exotic cocktails, and it’s eight o’clock before I know it. Then I almost drop my glass under the tap of Guinness. Shit. That voice. I so never wanted to hear that again. Danny. 
 
    I glance up. Gus is giving him a look that should have him running for the hills, but the smug arsehole is grinning, his arm wrapped around the shoulder of Jake, the twink, or fiancé as I guess he’s now. Why are they here? And dressed like that? I didn’t know he owned a three-piece suit. Then it clicks. He’s chosen to have his engagement party here. Why the fuck would he do that? Does he hate me that much?  
 
    Gus shuffles over to me. “You want me to get Max to ask them to leave?” 
 
    “No, it’s okay. They’ve paid a lot to have the party here. I can’t be the reason Jonas and Max lose business.” I can do this. I’m better than him. 
 
    “He’s such a fucking arsehole. I want to punch his fucking face in,” Gus snarls as Danny steps up in front of me. 
 
    “Hey, Sawyer. Fancy you working here tonight.” Danny smirks, his eyes flashing to Gus. He never liked him. Gus is too flamboyant for Danny’s tastes. He likes to be the best-looking person in the room but more understated. Tonight he looks pathetic as he attempts to make me jealous. 
 
    “What can I get you?” I don’t bother to comment on his snark. 
 
    “What would you like to drink, baby?” He kisses the man he has in a one-armed hug, the man he cheated on me with. 
 
    “Why are we having the party here, Danny? I didn’t know Sawyer works here.” Jake looks angry and embarrassed at the same time. 
 
    “It’s the best bar, babe. Why shouldn’t we have it here.” Danny’s eyes bore into Jake’s, daring him to make a scene. 
 
    “Because Sawyer is your ex. He’ll probably slip something in my drink.” 
 
    “Hey!” Both Gus and I cry out.  
 
    Max moves up behind Danny and claps his hand down hard on his shoulder, making him wince. “I explained the servers will be getting all your drinks. You two can go back outside with your friends, without having to bother the guys here.” He squeezes Danny’s shoulder as he turns them back to the door. 
 
    “I can’t believe you did this, Danny. You’re ruining my night. I don’t want to be reminded of him on our special night.” The fiancé whines. 
 
    “Baby, you’re so much better than him, and he knows it. I’ll make it up to you later, I promise,” Danny says, but he’s looking at me the whole time. 
 
    “You’d better.” Jake pouts but seems mollified. 
 
    Max manoeuvres them back out into the garden, then turns on his heels and storms back to the bar. “Sawyer, I’m so sorry. Jonas took the call, and he was given the names Daniel and Jake. He didn’t know.” 
 
    “It’s okay, Max. Thank you for getting them outside again. I really can live without seeing that train wreck. There’s no way Danny will stay faithful to that poor guy.” I shake my head and get to work with the drinks order. 
 
    “Men like that will never be faithful.” The soft words come from a man sitting at the bar to the left. “Sorry, that was rude of me.” He blushes. 
 
    Wow. Why hadn’t I paid more attention when he first took his seat. He’s gorgeous. “But honest.” I hold up a glass. “What can I get you?” 
 
    “Out of here would be nice,” he says without a glimmer of humour. 
 
    “Excuse me?”  
 
    “I guess I need to say sorry again. I’m here with that party, but it’s the last place I want to be.” He shrugs and taps his fingers on the counter. 
 
    “Then why don’t you go home?” This guy interests me. He looks tall, considering how high up his body is from the stool. He has a full, rich brown beard and incredibly blue eyes with gorgeous laughter lines around them. Then he smiles and wow! It’s one that’ll stop traffic.  
 
    “Because the idiot fool he’s engaged to is my brother, half-brother. I’m persona non grata with his mother most of the time as it is. Leaving the golden boy’s party wouldn’t go down well.” 
 
    “So hiding in here is almost as good as leaving?” I lean my hip against the polished wood of the bartop. 
 
    “Yup! I’ll go outside in half an hour or so, do the rounds, then come back in here if that’s okay with you?” 
 
    “I think I can manage that.” I wink. He’s good company. “What would you like to drink?” 
 
    “A Peroni would be great.” He gives me an eye-crinkling grin, and my stomach does a strange sort of swoop.  
 
    “Coming right up.” I head over to the fridges that run under the back bar. Leo bumps me as I bend and open the door. 
 
    “That gorgeous hunk of a man is so staring at your bum. You lucky bastard,” he whispers, then snags a bottle of Bud and, with a chuckle, steps away. 
 
    I don’t know what to think about Leo’s comment. Yes, the guy is hot as fuck, but he’s also related to the scumbag that was happy to shag my boyfriend. He looks a lot older than his brother; he looks older than me, and I’m twenty-seven. But who cares? He really is a delicious specimen of a man. I pop the cap of the bottle and place his beer in front of him. He smiles at me, and damn if I don’t feel like swooning. 
 
    “Would you like a glass?” 
 
    “Nah, I’m good. How much?” When he grasps the bottle, his fingertip touches mine. Whoa, hot tingles spread through my hand and up my arm. 
 
    “Nothing, I’ll put it on the party’s tab.” I ring it up on the till. Then Caitlin, one of the servers, gives me an order for six different cocktails. I make them up and place them on a tray. She thanks me with a sad smile, then hurries back outside. Damn, everyone is feeling sorry for me tonight. 
 
    When I turn around, the sexy guy’s seat is empty. Where did he go? I look out the open French doors to the garden. He stands next to an elegantly dressed woman with a face like a well-smacked arse, and a pinched mouth like nothing is ever good enough for her. A man approaches them, quite a few years older than her. He looks too much like Sexy Man not to be his father. Is he her husband? Probably, judging by the way she turns her cheek as if expecting a kiss, which he promptly gives. As if they can sense me looking at them, they all turn to me. I spin around but not before Sexy Man winks at me. I need to find out his name. I can’t keep thinking of him as Sexy Man. 
 
    The night keeps getting busier. The warm summer evening has brought people out of their homes and into town and to our bar. We’re large enough to have not only the asshole’s engagement party but also to have room for our regular guests. I don’t see him again all evening.  
 
    “What time do you close here?” He startles me. His voice is deep and smooth like hot, melted chocolate, the kind of voice I could happily listen to all night long. 
 
    “Not until two,” I answer ruefully. 
 
    “And are you here until then?” 
 
    “Yep. Well, much later than that. By the time we’ve cleared up and cashed our tills, I doubt I’ll be home much before three.” 
 
    “Is it okay to ask for your number? I’d like to see you again, Sawyer.”  
 
    God, the way he says my name is like dirty sex. Heat flushes to my cheeks. But how does he know my name? “Yeah…” I clear my throat. “Yeah, I’d like that too.” He pulls his phone from his back pocket and swipes it open, then hands it to me. I bring up Contacts, add my name and number, and give it back. 
 
    He taps out something, then pockets it again. My phone vibrates in my pocket. “I can’t open it here. It’s not allowed.” 
 
    “That’s okay. I’ll see you soon, Sawyer.” 
 
    “Um, you haven’t told me your name.”  
 
    “It’s Devon.” He gives me another hot smile, then leaves the bar. 
 
    “You got his number, you lucky bastard.” Gus nudges me with his shoulder. “He’s been watching you all night.” 
 
    “I doubt that, but yeah, I got his number.” I’m itching to see what he’s texted me, but I don’t. I don’t want anyone looking over my shoulder. 
 
    The night eventually ends, and the garden and bar are emptying. Danny supports a very drunk-looking fiancé and shoots me a smug look. I’m not sure why, though. His man is going to be barfing all night long. The next through are the parents, or rather his father and his wife. She still looks like she smells something nasty, but her husband approaches me. 
 
    “Sawyer, isn’t it?” His voice has the same deep timbre as his son’s.  
 
    “Yes, sir.”  
 
    “You behaved very graciously this evening. I wasn’t aware of the connection between you and Danny. I’m sorry if we upset you. Had I known, I would’ve chosen a different location.” He digs some folded notes out of his front pocket. “This is for you as a thank you. You worked hard tonight.” 
 
    They’re all twenties. “Thank you. I’ll share it with the others.” 
 
    “There’s no need for that. I’ve already settled the bill and included a service charge. You take that, son.” He gives me a nod and walks out behind his wife.  
 
    I look down at the notes, not sure what I should do. As if sensing my predicament, Max walks up to me. “You did a great job, Sawyer. Put the money in your pocket. He told us what he wanted to do, and you deserve it. And please tell me you got that hunk’s phone number.” 
 
    I can only manage a nod before Max hugs me. “Get off me, you great oaf. Go and maul your boyfriend. He seems to like it.” 
 
    Max waggles his eyebrows and wanders over to Gus and does just that. He grabs and kisses him, and Gus lets himself be mauled willingly. 
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    I’m wiping the last of the grease off my hands when my phone rings. It’s been an incredibly long and hot day, and the last thing I need is an emergency call-out. I want a cold shower, a beer, and a good night’s sleep, nothing else. 
 
    “Devon, how are you?” my dad asks in his usual friendly way. 
 
    “I’m good, about finished for the day. I’m ready to put my feet up.” 
 
    “Then I’m the bearer of bad news, I’m afraid. Jake has gone and gotten himself engaged, and his mother has demanded a party for him. Tonight at Bar 28, eight o’clock, and please try not to be too late, or we’ll never hear the end of it.” He chuckles. He loves his wife, my stepmother, but thankfully, he is also aware of her flaws, especially when it comes to me. 
 
    “Oh, for fuck’s sake, Jake’s a fool if he thinks this is a good thing for him. Danny is using him. We both know this, Dad.” I sigh. I’ve got a busy day tomorrow and am pissed off that my night is ruined. This isn’t going to be one I can get out of early, though. “Okay, Dad, I’ll see you there.” 
 
    “I appreciate your understanding, Devon.” 
 
    I love my dad. He’s always been here for me. When my mother decided that being a wife and mother wasn’t what she wanted and upped and left us, he has been by my side. He wiped my tears as a little boy who didn’t understand where Mummy had gone. He showed up at every school event. He was amazing when I came out as gay when I was seventeen. His hug and unconditional love meant everything to me. He taught me how to ride my first motorbike and helped me set up my garage when I needed a guarantor for my business loan.  
 
    When my dad first got married, my stepmother was kind enough to me, but when Jake was born, she started to ignore me, devoting all her time and love to her son. We were never friends. The ten-year gap was too big to bond. Now, he’s a spoilt twenty-two-year-old that still gets his own way. 
 
    I’ve heard about Bar 28, about the sexy gay bartenders and the great club downstairs, but I’m more a-pint-of-beer-in-my-local-pub kind of guy than a trendy cocktail bar drinker. I walk into the venue about ten minutes early and glance around. My parents are at the rear in what looks like a very swanky outdoor area.  
 
    “Hi, Dad, hi, Valerie,” I give my dad a hug and dutifully kiss my stepmother’s cheek. “Where is the happy couple?” 
 
    “On their way. Jake assured me they wouldn’t be late.” Valerie sniffs as she looks at my clothes.  
 
    I’ve dressed in clean but faded black jeans and a black button-down shirt. It’s about as smart as I get. “I’ll get a beer while we wait, then.” 
 
    The bar staff are all busy. It’s definitely a popular bar. I take a seat at the corner of the bar near the hottest man I’ve seen in way too long. He’s mixing a drink for a pair of giggling girls that are twirling locks of hair around their fingers as they flirt. He’s polite but obviously not interested. Is this tall, blond, and rugged man playing for my team? God, I hope so. 
 
    Then my brother and his dreadful boyfriend enter. Every member of staff goes rigid, and the atmosphere turns icy-cold. As I listen in, I get to learn even more about Danny, Jake’s fiancé. He’s chosen to have his party at the place where his ex works. The fact that his ex is the guy I happen to find incredibly attractive pisses me off even more.  
 
    Danny seems to be revelling in embarrassing the man—Sawyer, I now know—and upsetting my brother. That’s not something that’s going to change. Danny is a user and only wants a way into Jake’s wallet. The situation is soon dealt with by a man who leads them out into the garden. Then I go and open my mouth and add my opinion.  
 
    I manage to spend a couple of minutes talking to Sawyer and get a good look at his high, round, and damn firm arse as he bends to get me a bottle of beer. Then I leave the bar and head back into the garden. 
 
    “Hey, Dad, I need a quick word.” Something must show on my face because he frowns. 
 
    “What’s up?” 
 
    “Did you know that one of the bartenders here is Danny’s ex-boyfriend. The one he was with when he met Jake.” 
 
    His brow furrows, and anger flits over his face. “No. No, I didn’t. Is this a game to him?” 
 
    “I think he wanted to embarrass him for sure.” We both turn and look through the French doors into the bar. Sawyer is watching us. 
 
    “Is that him?”  
 
    “Yes, his name is Sawyer.” I give Sawyer a wink, and he looks quickly away. 
 
    “Okay, Dev, thank you for letting me know.” My father chuckles. “He’s a looker and tall enough for you.” 
 
    “I know.” As a teenager, I was embarrassed by my height. Being 6’ 6” when I was sixteen was mortifying. But filling out and muscling up by nineteen soon stopped anyone taking the piss out of me, and they left me alone. 
 
    The evening wears on, mainly because the place is so busy I’m not able to spend any time talking to Sawyer, but I’ve been watching him, and he’s got me hooked. He is popular with both sexes, making them smile and laugh. Is he bi or just very good at his job? The clock at the other side of the bar says it’s eleven, late enough for me to leave, but I won’t go without getting his phone number. 
 
    “What time do you close here?” I ask him as he wipes down the bar. 
 
    “Not until two.” He sighs, regret in his eyes. 
 
    “And are you here until then?” I can’t wait that late. I’ve got an early start tomorrow. The garage opens at eight, but I always get there an hour earlier to prepare for the day. 
 
    “Yep. Well, it’s later than that by the time we’ve cleared up and cashed our tills. I doubt I’ll be home much before three.” 
 
    “Is it okay to ask for your number? I’d like to see you again, Sawyer.” I pull my phone out of my pocket. I smile when he agrees and hand it to him. 
 
     “Yeah, I’d like that too.” He blushes, and his eyes drop down. Is it shyness…or submission? 
 
    When he gives the phone back, I type out a short message and send it to him, giving him my number. His phone stays quiet so it must be on silent, although it must vibrate because he smiles. 
 
     “I can’t open it here. It’s not allowed.”  
 
    “That’s okay. I’ll see you soon, Sawyer.” I step away from the bar. 
 
    “Um, you haven’t told me your name.”  
 
    “It’s Devon.” 
 
    I go home, undress, and go to bed. But I can’t sleep. I’m restless, antsy, waiting if he gets in touch with me. Time seems to have stopped as I lie in bed. I can’t remember the last time I was this interested in a man. He’s beautiful, but looks aren’t everything. And he seems friendly, but that could be his professional behaviour. Who the man is means so much more to me. He does seem to have it all. Add what Danny the wanker did to him, and Sawyer came across the better man tonight. 
 
    Then my phone chimes. Five minutes later, I have a date with him on Sunday evening. I close my eyes and sleep. 
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    By the time I get out of the shower and collapse into my very large and very comfortable bed, my eyes are already stinging with tiredness. I’m ready for at least eight hours of sleep. I need to turn my phone off… Oh, my phone, the message from Sexy Man. Devon, his name is Devon.  
 
    I pick it up, press my thumb to the button, and unlock the screen. My finger hovers over the text tab. I’m holding my breath, nervous to see what he’s sent, and I’m not even sure why. 
 
    Devon: I’m looking forward to getting to know you. I’m not stupid enough to let you go. 
 
    I read and reread his text. The way he says he wouldn’t let me go has my heart beating faster. It sounds possessive, and that piques my interest. At over six foot, I’ve always been expected to be the one in charge, but secretly, I crave submission, do as I am told. I shake my head, dispelling the thoughts, I’m reading way too much in a simple text.  
 
    Devon: You know how to keep a guy waiting. 
 
    A laugh slips free as I try to work out what to say. 
 
    Me: I’ve only just got into bed. It’s been a long night. 
 
    Devon: Now I’m regretting leaving you. 
 
    Me: Haha, I don’t think you’d have got this far tonight. 
 
    Devon: A man can dream. When can I see you? 
 
    Me: I have Sunday off. Can that work for you? 
 
    He doesn’t immediately answer. Huh. Was I too eager? Is Sunday too soon? As I go to put the phone back on the side table, it pings again. 
 
    Devon: Sorry, I had to change a plan. Yes, Sunday is good for me. 
 
    Get some sleep. We can talk tomorrow, which is later today  : ) 
 
    Me: Not before midday, please. 
 
    Devon: You’ve got it. Sleep well, Sawyer. 
 
    Me: Goodnight, Devon. 
 
    I put my phone on silent, and with a huge smile on my face, I fall asleep. 
 
    I wake up slowly. The sun has found a chink in my curtains and is shining directly on me. By its position, I’m guessing it’s earlier than I want it to be. Refusing to open my eyes, I reach for my phone, my hand fumbling over the table until I feel it. I bring it back under the covers and squint my left eye open and look at the time. Oh, for fuck’s sake. 9:37! That’s way too early. Then I spy a text message. Devon! The thought of him makes me feel all glowy. I chuckle at myself. I’m the least glowy, stupidly-grinning-at-my-phone, sappy sort of bloke ever. That job belongs to Gus; he has that shit mastered. Yet here I am one grin away from hugging the damn phone to my chest. 
 
    Devon: I hope you slept long and well. May I call in at your work today? 
 
    Shall I reply now or get a few more hours sleep? I won’t sleep if I’m worrying, thinking about it, him, all of it. But what if he doesn’t answer my text? Fuck it. I’m going to answer him. 
 
    Me: I’d love you too 
 
    I can’t write love. That’s way too much. I back tab to clear it. 
 
    Me: Great, I work 3 till 10 tonight. I’m going back to sleep now. 
 
    Devon: I’ll see you later. Sleep well. Again. 
 
    I doze off, then startle awake. He’s texted me back immediately. Has he been waiting for my answer? I find I like the thought of that. 
 
    At ten to three, I walk into the bar. It’s full but with a mellow atmosphere—the total opposite of the evening vibe. Just what I need today, and I’ll be out of here before it turns too hectic. What time will Devon be here? Will I have to wait my whole shift to see him? Damn, I was all relaxed. Now I’m all jittery again. I feel like a teenager, waiting for his crush to smile at him. 
 
    “What has you all smiley?” Beck asks. Leo whips his head around, his eyes narrow as he assesses me. 
 
    “Did you have sex with Mr Hot-as-fuck?” He gives me a dirty grin and a waggle of his eyebrows. 
 
    “What? No. He may have texted me last night, annnnnd this morning. He’s calling in later.” I glare at Beck. “I’m always smiling, you dick.” 
 
    “You are, but not the dreamy smile you’ve got now. If you get a boyfriend, I’m gonna be pissed off. I may as well become a monk the amount of action I’m getting lately.” He scowls. 
 
    “People always ask you out,” Leo joins in. “Why don’t you ever say yes?” 
 
    “Because they’re usually drunk when they ask.” He rolls his eyes as if this was obvious. 
 
    “That’s not true. Maybe you should say yes to one of them. The next good-looking one to ask you, you should say yes. Take a chance, Beck.” 
 
    He frowns at me. “I’ll think about it.” 
 
    “Good.” Then I walk through the staff only door and down to the breakroom. 
 
    “Afternoon, Sawyer.” The shout from the office makes me stop, and I take a few backward steps. 
 
    “Hi, Max, no Gus this afternoon?” They are inseparable. 
 
    “No, he’s seeing his uni friends this afternoon. Something to do with a final piss-up.” Max grins. Gus is studying for his master’s, but his friends will be looking for work and will more than likely be moving away. 
 
    “Good for him. I bet he’ll be downstairs tonight.”  
 
    “I’m banking on it.” Max will be working in the club in the basement tonight. Gus usually ends up with him. 
 
    I leave him to whatever he’s doing and dump my jacket onto the end of the sofa in the breakroom. I’m happy here. All through uni, I worked here part time, and I never intended to stay on, but the job suits me. When I came out, my family had washed their hands of me, so I had no reason to be anywhere else afterwards. I refuse to dwell on them and head out to spend seven hours serving drinks and hopefully seeing Devon again. 
 
    It’s nearly nine o’clock when he saunters through the door. He’s even taller than I thought last night. He must be six four, maybe even more. It’ll be nice to be with someone taller than me. Danny hated being shorter than my six one. Why had he even asked me out in the first place? Hmm, another unanswered question to ponder. 
 
    Devon heads straight for me with a smile that lights up the room. Both men and women stop and stare. Leo and Beck grin at me. Leo gives me a furtive thumbs up, then takes someone’s order. 
 
    “Good evening, sir. What can I get you?” His eyes darken at my choice of words. They’re my customary greeting, but he seems to like them more than a question for something to drink. And so do I. Very much. My dick hasn’t swollen so fast in a long time. Devon definitely oozes sex appeal. His whole demeanour is hot as fuck. 
 
    “Good evening, Sawyer. I’m sorry I’ve left it so late. I was stuck at work for far longer than I wanted.” His eyes roam over me, seemingly drinking me in. “I’ll have a Peroni, please.” 
 
    I give him a nod and turn to the back and the row of under-counter fridges. I may have bent over more slowly than I usually would, but if he’s going to watch me, I want to give him something to look at. 
 
    “You’re such a flirt, Sawyer. He looks as if he wants to jump the counter to get to you.” 
 
    “Stop staring at him.” I hiss at Leo, which only makes him laugh as he walks away. 
 
    “That was quite a show,” Devon says huskily. 
 
    “I’m glad you liked it, sir.” I test the word out again, and yep, he’s so into that. I lean on the counter.  
 
    He hands me a ten-pound note. When I take it, he grabs my hand and pulls me in even closer, then whispers, “Don’t tease me, boy.” 
 
    A piece of me I usually keep locked away comes to life, clanging at the bars to get free. The submissive part of me that wants direction, whether I’m a top or a bottom, is clamouring to get out. Hook-ups and ex-boyfriends usually expected me to top and take charge, although with Danny, I did switch. But Devon is screaming DOM with all capital letters and a leather harness to go with it. Fuck yes, please let that be true. 
 
    “I’m sorry, Devon.” I keep my eyes down, peering up at him through my lashes. 
 
    “God, you’re killing me.” He groans.  
 
    The voice of another customer breaks through our bubble, and I straighten up and move to serve him. I run Devon’s cash through the till and bring him his change as I deliver the other guy’s drinks. 
 
    I don’t get much more time to speak to him in the next hour, but the heated looks he gives me are enough to have my heart racing. 
 
    “I’m out of here, guys. See you next week,” I say to Beck and Leo and walk through the gap at the end of the bar, where Devon is waiting for me. “Are you leaving now?” He isn’t coming to say goodbye, is he? I’m not ready to part ways yet. 
 
    “I was rather hoping we could spend some time together. Would you like to get something to eat?” 
 
    “Sure, I’d love to. One sec. I need to grab my jacket.” 
 
    “I’ll wait here. Don’t be long.” 
 
    Fuck! He’s killing me.
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    Devon strolls close to me, but we’re not touching, and it’s driving me crazy. Every inch of my skin is fizzing with energy, desperate for some type of contact.  
 
    “There’s a great Chinese restaurant down here if you like?” He points to a small alleyway. 
 
    “I do, and I love it there.” We end up walking in single file as we enter the lane, allowing others to pass by us. I take the opportunity and hold my hand out behind me, hoping he’ll grasp it. When his hand clasps mine, I grin over my shoulder. 
 
    “I didn’t know if you liked PDAs,” he says in my ear as we reach the restaurant’s doorway. 
 
    “And now you know I do.” I glance at his full lips as his tongue dampens the lower one, then back up to his eyes. 
 
    The place is busy, but we’re quickly shown to a quiet table in a corner. I raise my eyebrows in a silent question.  
 
    “I booked earlier, hoping I wouldn’t be eating alone.” He shrugs, but the fact that he wanted to take me out sends a warm fuzzy feeling through me. 
 
    “Good plan.” Smiling, I accept a menu from the waiter. We order Tiger beers and then look through the menu. “You said you were caught up at work. What do you do?” 
 
    “I own a bike garage, mainly restoring older or vintage bikes. Most of my work is for clients who want to get back to the bikes they had when they first started riding or the ones they had posters of on their bedroom walls. They buy them off Ebay, and I’m the guy who fixes them up again. Older two-stroke engines are becoming collectors’ items now and fetch high prices. I tend to buy those and restore them. Yamaha RD350 is a favourite of mine. Sorry, I tend to ramble on about bikes.” He blushes, but it’s obvious he’s proud of what he does. 
 
    “That’s really cool.” I can imagine him all greasy and sweaty. 
 
    “Do you ride?” 
 
    “No.” I bark out a laugh at the thought of my father’s face if I’d ever wanted a bike. “I’m sorry. I don’t know much about them either.” 
 
    “Maybe I’ll be able to convince you to have a go.” He grins, the gorgeous laughter lines bringing his face to life. 
 
    “Have you always worked with bikes? Was it your dream when you were a child?” I want to know everything about him. “Can I ask how old you are? I’m hopeless at guessing. You’re probably a little older than me, but maybe not much.”  
 
    “I’m thirty-two. What about you?” Our drinks arrive, and he pours his into a glass while he waits for my answer. 
 
    “I’m twenty-seven. I came here for university and stayed. I like it here.” 
 
    “It’s a good place to live.” He lifts his glass for a toast. “Here’s to the start of something good.” 
 
    I tap my glass to his, matching his happy expression. “I hope so.”  
 
    We peruse the menu and decide to share a few dishes. I watch him as he watches me. I should feel uncomfortable at his scrutiny, but weirdly, I don’t. I like the way he studies me. Very much so. “Um, I want to ask you a question, but it may sound strange.” 
 
    “Ask away. I’ll answer you as best I can.” 
 
    “You seemed to like me calling you Sir. Is dominance something you’re interested in?” 
 
    Devon’s eyes go wide. “You noticed that, huh?” 
 
    “I did.” 
 
    “Yes, I do like it. I like to be in charge. I like having men submit to me. Which makes me ask you the flip side of your question. Do you submit?” 
 
    I shake my head. He doesn’t give much away but enough to see he’s a little disappointed. “Most men take one look at me and expect me to be the top. I’m vers, but I have to admit that the idea of handing over control is something I’ve wanted for a long time. I’ve never had the chance, though. Danny is a, what’s the best way to describe him, vanilla kind of lover. Now I’m free of him, I have the chance to find someone more suitable.” 
 
    “I like the sound of that.” He grins, and his blue eyes sparkle with mischief. 
 
    “I can tell.”  
 
    We chat easily as we share platters of dumplings, crispy chilli beef, and Kung Pao chicken. He has some great stories. I can’t tell if they’re all true, but they’re funny as hell. He seems equally happy to listen to me talk away. Neither of us mentions his half-brother, and I’m glad for it to stay that way. When we’re finished, we split the bill, even though I can tell he doesn’t want to. I give him a smirk when he shakes his head at me. 
 
    “You can’t win all the time, Devon.” 
 
    “So it seems.” We walk outside and back up to the high street. “Do you live close by, or do you need a cab?” 
 
    “No, I’m close enough to walk. Are we still on for tomorrow?” I hope this impromptu date doesn’t mean I won’t see him again this weekend. 
 
    “Absolutely, tonight was an added treat.”  
 
    “That’s good because I’d like to see you too. What time would you like to meet and where?” 
 
    “Can I pick you up? Are you okay with giving me your address?” 
 
    “I think I can trust you.” Laughing, I nudge his arm. “I’ll text you my address. I had a great time tonight, Devon.” 
 
    “Me too.” He takes a step closer to me and places his hands on my shoulders, then slides them up my neck. His thumb rests by my Adam’s apple. It’s a sign of possession, and I shudder a bit. Then his mouth touches mine, and I groan shamelessly. His lips are as soft as they look, but the kiss is firm. He moves over my own without parting his. A rush of desires courses through me, and I wrap my arms around his waist and press into his solid body. 
 
    When the slick tip of his tongue pushes on the seam of my lips, I eagerly part them, letting him in. His tongue strokes over my own, and I can taste the beer he had and the delicious hint of man. He ends the kiss the same way he started, with a firm press of his lips to mine. 
 
    I want to ask him back to my place, and judging by the way his eyes bore into mine, I’m sure he’ll accept. Fuck it. I don’t have to do anything I don’t want to. “Would you like to come back to mine for a while?” 
 
    He bites down on his lip and lowers his eyes to the ground, a gesture so uncharacteristic for him. Why is he hesitating? Obviously, he doesn’t want to. “You don’t have to. I’m not asking for anything more. That was a great kiss, and I wouldn’t mind another one.” 
 
    I can see the moment he makes up his mind; his eyes sparkle as he speaks. “I’d like that. If I’m honest, I didn’t expect this, Sawyer, but I’m not going to turn down the chance to be with you for a little longer. I can call a cab from your place if that’s okay.” 
 
    “C’mon, then. This way.” I nod in the right direction and hold out my hand for him again. 
 
    It’s a sweet walk home. I tell him more about the guys I work with, how we all get on, and that most of us are gay, which wasn’t a conscious decision by the bosses. How Jonas and Max are brothers but very different. I don’t want him asking me about my family and can avoid the topic by asking him a question instead. I know I’m not getting away with it forever, but for now, he seems happy to keep our talk light.  
 
    When we get to my house, he looks surprised at my cute little pale yellow cottage near the river. 
 
    “Not what you expected? Did you think I’d live in a grungy post-student flat?” I’d already told him I live alone, and the shake of his head makes me laugh. 
 
    “I had a sweet grandmother who left me some money. It was enough to afford this place.” It also allows me not to have to work any more than I do already, but he doesn’t need to know that. Danny thought this place was stupid, too small, too old, that I should’ve bought a place like Max’s in a swanky apartment building. But I like my house. It isn’t huge but big enough for me, and I love the quirkiness. The fact that it has a small garden and allows me to have some outside space sold me to this place. 
 
    “Smart move. This area is sought after. How long have you lived here?” He stands behind me while I unlock the door. 
 
    “Um, about four years. I bought it the year after I finished my degree.” I push the door open and step inside first, reaching for the light switch.  
 
    “Come through. Would you like a coffee?” I whistle. “Ah, there you are.” My little calico cat stretches her legs out, then jumps off the back of the sofa. 
 
    “You seem to be full of surprises, Sawyer.” Devon closes the door behind him. “Who’s this pretty lady?” 
 
    “This is Flora McFlimsy. She came with the house, and don’t let her daintiness fool you. She is a top mouser and chaser of pigeons.” I swoop her up in my arms, and Devon strokes her under her chin. She purrs, rubbing her head against his hand. I put her down and open the cupboard under the sink and pull out a bag of biscuits for her. When she’s happily munching them, I turn to Devon. A tiny smile ghosts his lips. “Did you want coffee?” 
 
    “No, I think I’d like to kiss you again.” His eyes darken as they peruse my body. 
 
    “Yes, please. Come through here.” I lead him into the living room and the comfy pale blue sofa, with squishy cushions to sink into.  
 
    We settle next to each other, me twisting to the side with my leg under my bum. I run my hands through his thick hair and pull his face to mine. This kiss is even more explosive than before, our tongues dualling with each other, dipping in and out of our mouths. I suck on his hard. He growls and grabs my neck the way he had earlier. He pushes me back so I’m lying with my head on the arm. With his hands on either side of me, he leans over and swoops back in. He devours me, nibbling and pecking, licking and sucking. Our bodies aren’t touching, which is good because he’d be able to feel my hard-on. When we break apart, I touch his cheek gently as he gazes at me. 
 
    “I’m not very good at this sort of thing,” I say softly. I’ve had a few hook-ups, a few short-term affairs, but Danny had been the only real boyfriend I’d had.  
 
    “I hate to tell you, but if you are talking about kissing, you are very good at it.” 
 
    “I mean, the whole having someone in my home, letting them see me. This is the real me.”  
 
    Devon shifts from me and sits again. “Then I’m honoured you’ve let me. I should tell you I’m an all-in sort of guy. When I started my garage, I needed to make my business work, and I didn’t have time for a boyfriend. I tend to fixate on one thing and do it to the best of my ability. That’s where my dominance comes in. I’m a member of a club that allows me to have an active sex life without having to commit to anyone.” He strokes his knuckle down my cheek. “I knew that when I met someone I wanted, I’d be ready to give my attention to them. I think I have that with you.” 
 
    I stay quiet, waiting to see what he’ll say next because right now, he’s saying every fucking thing right. 
 
    “The second I walked in last night, I noticed you. You were laughing with your friends, your face so filled with joy. Then moments later, it disappeared, replaced by pain and hurt. That was when your ex and my spoilt little stepbrother walked in and that wanker taunted you with his disparaging words. I wanted to shake the pair of them for being so fucking selfish and hurtful.” 
 
    “Yeah, that was a moment I could’ve lived without.”  
 
    We stare at each other for a long while. 
 
    “I kind of like the idea of you, Devon. Of you and me. I’m very tempted to ask you to stay.” 
 
    “I’ll be very tempted to say yes.” 
 
    When he reaches for my hand, I close my eyes. The thought of letting someone in again is frightening. Over the last year, I haven’t found a single person I wanted to be with. Danny’s deception and the cruel way he ended our relationship smashed my heart into a million pieces. It took a lot of help from my friends to get over him. I’m no longer broken, but I am fragile, cautious about what I want.  And now suddenly here’s someone I want—this man. He makes me feel good, bringing hope and feelings I’ve kept locked away back out again. The chance to be who I want to be is in my grasp, but that also means I’m putting my faith in him not to hurt me. Devon is everything I want, and that’s a scary thought. But even scarier is the thought of him not being here, with me. “Stay.” 
 
    “Yes.” 
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    We kiss for ages again until his cat decides she has enough and yowls at us. I break away. “What?” Sawyer looks at her with his eyebrow raised. 
 
    “Are you expecting an answer?” I chuckle, which seems to offend the tiny cat. 
 
    “She normally makes her needs truly clear. Right now, she wants me to go to bed so she can curl up at my feet.” 
 
    “Then maybe we shouldn’t disappoint her,” I say quietly. Sawyer’s cheeks colour a delightful pink. Sawyer shifts and stands up. Before I can do the same, Flora jumps into my lap, apparently forgotten she was mad at me. 
 
    “I’ll just lock up.” He’s back in no time. He must’ve raced around to check everything is closed and secure. He holds his hand out to me. “You coming?” 
 
    “Sure.” I pet the cat one more time, set her on the floor, and follow Sawyer. 
 
    When we reach his room, I smile at the size of the bed. “I think we’ll both fit.” 
 
    “Yes, I like plenty of space in bed. I tend to take up a lot of room.” Sawyer darts his eyes from the bed to me and chews on the corner of his lip. 
 
    “I’m not expecting anything from us tonight, Sawyer. This isn’t how I imagined tonight ending, so I’m not thinking of anything other than being able to spend more time with you.”  
 
    He immediately lets out a relieved breath. “Thank you. FYI you are incredibly fucking sexy, and I really want to be with you, but I’m not sure I’m ready for more tonight.” We gaze silently at each other. The peacefulness I feel is better than anything I’ve ever felt with another man. He breaks the silence. “Let me show you the bathroom. I’ve even got a toothbrush you can use.” 
 
    In the doorway, I stop in amazement. I didn’t expect such a luxury bathroom in an otherwise modest cottage. Next to the large whirlpool bath is a double-size shower and dual sinks. “Wow! You know how to impress a man. This room is amazing.” 
 
    “Isn’t it just? It used to be the second bedroom. The old bathroom was so small it had only space for a tiny shower cubicle. I love to soak in the bath. It has a great view out over the river, and I can’t be seen by prying eyes.” His eyes sparkle. He’s sharing his private life, and that’s not something he does easily. 
 
    “The more of you you show me, the more I like. Now where’s that toothbrush?” I step farther inside. 
 
    “In here. Help yourself.” Sawyer opens a cupboard, then wanders back into his bedroom.  
 
    I use the toilet, then brush my teeth, taking my time to allow Sawyer to change and get over the major frets he’s bound to be having right now. When I get back in his room, he just drags a pair of sleep shorts up his legs. I get a quick flash of his junk but keep my happy opinions to myself. 
 
    “You okay?” I cup his cheek with my palm, “Have you changed your mind and just called a cab?” I try to joke, but I’d be hurt if he wants me to leave now. 
 
    “No,” he says softly. “I want you to stay.”  
 
    “I’m going to have to wear my underwear if you don’t mind.” I think going naked, as I do when I go to bed, would be pushing my luck. 
 
    “I’ve got more of these.” He points to his shorts. 
 
    “It’s okay. I’ll survive tonight.”  
 
    “You may, but I’m not sure I will,” Sawyer mutters under his breath as I undo my shirt. Then he scurries off to the bathroom. He really is adorable. I’d love to find out how deep his submissive nature is. Does he like to be topped and call his partner Sir, or is it more ingrained than that? Time will hopefully tell. I patiently wait for him to come back.  
 
    When he does, he gives me an appraising look, then frowns. “Why are you just standing there?” 
 
    “I don’t know which side is yours. I didn’t want to steal your place.” 
 
    “Devon, the bed is huge. It could fit four, and we’d barely touch. You can pick whichever side you like.”  
 
    I nod and step up to the left side. Sawyer smiles at me. “I got it right, didn’t I?” 
 
    “You did.” He gets in the bed and fiddles with his phone as I climb in as well. When I’m settled, he flicks off the lamp. 
 
    We both lie like mummies in a sarcophagus until we both let out an embarrassed chuckle. “Come here, boy,” I say to him, my voice low and commanding. 
 
    A sharp intake of breath, then a soft reply. “Yes, Sir.” He shuffles closer so I can tuck him under my arm. His head rests on my chest. “I like this.” He moves up and rests on my pec. 
 
    “I do too. Goodnight, Sawyer. Thank you for letting me be here.” I press a kiss to the top of his head. 
 
    The tension rolls off his body. I want to gather him into my arms and never let go. I want to hear his thoughts and ease his concerns. He’s got desires, hidden away, desires he’s denied himself, and now I’m here, someone who can give him want he wants. 
 
    “You need to stop thinking, boy. It’s so loud I can almost hear it. And why are you breathing so quickly?” 
 
    “It’s nothing. Do you mean to keep calling me boy? Is it part of the things we talked about? Because I’ve got all sorts of ideas racing around in my head. I’ll stop now. Sorry I disturbed your sleep.” His words rush out. 
 
    “Boy is most definitely a part of my lifestyle. It feels right to call you that, especially when you call me Sir. Now what things? Because I can feel you’re hard against me. We’re still learning about each other, getting to know each other. Please don’t keep your thoughts secret. You can tell me anything. Nothing you say will be awkward or shameful.” 
 
    “Shit, it’s embarrassing,” he stutters and turns into my body, or more precisely, my armpit, and inhales deeply. I can’t stop the silent chuckle that vibrates through me when he realises what he’s doing. “Christ, you smell good,” he mutters. 
 
    “Thank you, boy. Now please tell me.” I know he wants to get away from talking about this, but if he really wants to submit, either in the bedroom only or living the lifestyle, he needs to be open and honest to me. 
 
    “Okay, here goes. I know BDSM clubs exist. I’m not naive or stupid, but they’re not somewhere I’ve ever believed I could go to. I haven’t been with anyone who was interested. I put my thoughts down to fantasy, something to think about when I’m having a wank. But then you said you liked to be dominant. It got my mind whirring through so many scenarios, including about you going to a club and what you would be wearing, the type of boy you’d want and what he would do for you, what you’d want me to do.” He buries his head into my armpit again and inhales, nudging his nose deeper. He’s going to be the death of me. “Damn, so good,” he mumbles. Then he slaps his hand over his mouth. 
 
    I try not to chuckle, but I love every moment with him. “I’m intrigued, Sawyer. Tell me more.” 
 
    “Really? Are we actually doing this? I haven’t ever thought deeply about this. What is it? A lifestyle? But you have put images in my head I can’t get over.” He takes a deep breath, which shudders through him as he exhales. 
 
    I shift onto my side so I can look at him. His eyes are bright. Even in the darkness, I can see them. I gently place a kiss on his mouth. “You can tell me anything, Sawyer.” 
 
    “You were in leather trousers and a black harness, and you looked amazing. I was… I was… Christ, this is embarrassing. I was kneeling at your feet.” Another harsh breath comes out. Then he lifts his eyes to mine. He looks nervous but intrigued about it all. One wrong word from me and he’ll scuttle away from me, bringing the shutters down with him. 
 
    “And that is something you find arousing?” My voice has got deeper, huskier, thick with want. 
 
    “Um, since my dick is rock hard, I’m going to go with uh-huh, it really does.” 
 
    “That’s good to know because my dick is also solid right now.” I can’t hold back from touching him and stroke my fingertips down his cheek. “You’re so beautiful, and the thought of you submitting to me is more than I could ever have imagined. An unexpected pleasure. When I saw you laughing, I had to get to know you, but any thought of dominance had disappeared. I just wanted you, any way I could.” 
 
    “I’d like to try maybe something small to begin with. I don’t know what else you’re into.”  
 
    “Is that a polite way of asking if I’d like to flog your arse?” I chuckle as Sawyer coughs out a bark of a laugh. 
 
    “Um, well, that’s not quite what I was thinking, but I sure am now.” 
 
    “Don’t worry about that sort of stuff now. Slow is a good idea.” I hope to relax his overactive mind. “Although what are we going to do with our dicks.” 
 
    Even in the muted light, I notice his blush, then the determination that flashes in his eyes. My brave boy is going for it. “I don’t know, Sir. Maybe you should tell me?” 
 
    “Good answer, boy. Now as you mentioned kneeling for me, we can start there. Only if you’re sure. I’m not going to push you to do something so soon. This is your decision.” I let my fingers trail through his long hair, then down and cup his chin in my palm. 
 
    Sawyer clambers quickly out of bed and turns on the bedside lamp. The soft glow highlights his desire to obey as he kneels before me, his bright green eyes wide and trusting. A damp patch has appeared on his shorts, where his dick presses against the fabric. My mouth waters at the thought of tasting him. Maybe later. Now I have to give my attention to the gorgeous man at my feet. 
 
    “Good boy. You look beautiful kneeling for me.” I caress his hair, loving the length and softness of it. “Do you want me to wear a condom. I promise you I’m clear.” 
 
    “No, I trust you. I’m also clear. I had a full test after Danny admitted to fucking around.” 
 
    “Don’t let him in here with us, Sawyer. This is a new beginning.” 
 
    “Yes, Sir.” 
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    Devon leans down and kisses me. His tongue explores my mouth without any hint of urgency, licking the roof of my mouth, then tangling with my own. I pull away. I’m too turned on, and I need to suck his dick so badly. How has the night turned into this? But I want it. I want to know what it feels like to obey. 
 
    “Please, Sir.” 
 
    “The first rule of any relationship is to talk. Tell me what you want.” 
 
    Jesus, am I really going to do this? “Your dick. I really want to suck your dick.” I blush again at my boldness. I’ve never talked about any sexual act before. It’s always been an action, never a topic of conversation. 
 
    “Take it out, then, boy.” 
 
    I try not to show how much my hands are trembling as I grasp his briefs. He cards his fingers softly through my hair, soothing my nerves, then helps me by lifting his arse so I can pull his underwear down his legs. I gulp. A metal bar sticks through the tip of his cock, secured by a silver ball at each end at the base of his crown. I glance up at him. He has this lazy, mirthful look on his face. With my eyes fixed on his, I lick up the underside from the root to the tip, my tongue flat over the silver piercing. The second I taste him, I know I’ll never have enough, the scent of clean male, all musk and heat, so much more delicious than the smell of his armpit. I love the feel of the satin sheath of skin covering the solid rod as it pulses under my tongue. I engulf the wide mushroom head and suck hard, then flick over the piercing. 
 
    “Fuck! Yes, just like that. Keep sucking. Take me deep. I want to feel your throat.” Devon groans, his fists gripping the bed sheet. 
 
    I take a deep breath through my nose and slide down his shaft. As it hits the back of my throat, I gag a little and pull off just a smidgen. The taste of his precum burst on my tongue as I suck, then try again. This time I relax my throat and manage to take more of him. 
 
    “Good boy, you’re doing great. You can do it. Take all of me, baby.” 
 
    The endearment has me feeling giddy, my mouth stuffed full of his cock, and my cheeks hollow as I take him deeper still. 
 
    “You look so beautiful,” he croons as he strokes through my hair, then cups my jaw. I take another deep breath, and finally, my nose touches the neat thatch of dark hair at the base. His praise warms my heart, filling me with something I’ve needed for so many years, a deep-rooted desire to please, to have someone to call my own. Something is missing still, something I can’t grasp. It’s close but just out of reach. 
 
    I pull back, draw in a huge lungful of air, and get back to sucking him. I want to taste him. I circle his cock and jerk him with the same rhythm I suck, but he doesn’t seem to mind. In fact, with his hands flat on the bed behind him, Devon arches his back as his chest heaves. 
 
    “Fuck, baby. Yes, that’s it. Christ, I’m going to come.” His stomach muscles contract as his hips rock forward, pushing his dick deep into my mouth again. 
 
    I let his orgasm flood my mouth, then pull him free and stroke the last of his climax over my lips and chin. I want him to see how much I loved it and that being able to lick him clean is a privilege. 
 
    “You look so good covered in my cum, boy.” He straightens and tugs me up so our faces are close. Then with two fingers, he slides the cum to my mouth. “Don’t swallow.”  
 
    Meticulously he feeds me, then kisses me, his tongue licking mine as we share the last of his release. Damn, this is the dirtiest thing I’ve ever done. I fucking love it! 
 
    Devon drags me back into bed and leans over me. His hand runs down my chest, his fingers trailing through the strip of hair from my belly button and down under the waistband of my sleep shorts. “You’re a natural, Sawyer. You knew what to do and how to make me proud. Good boys get rewards.” 
 
    “Thank you, Sir,” I whisper, my throat scratchy after having him so deep. 
 
    His hand slips under the soft cotton, wraps around my length, and strokes me, long and tight, up and down. His fist is hard and unyielding as he lets me thrust in and out. This is going to be quick, and soon I’m panting.  
 
    “I’m going to come,” I growl through clenched teeth. 
 
    “Yes, baby. Come for me.” 
 
    I cry out as my vision blurs from a kaleidoscope of bright colours to pure white as my orgasm consumes me. I pump relentlessly into his fist. Then the shudders subside, and I flop back onto the bed and throw my arm over my eyes.  
 
    The mattress shifts as Devon gets out of bed. The bathroom light switch clicks on, followed by the sound of running water. Moments later, the light clicks off, and Devon is back beside me, and a warm cloth wipes over my abs. A wet plop tells me he’s let it fall beside the bed. 
 
    “Are you okay?” Devon sounds full of concern. I lift my arm from my eyes, relieved he’s turned off the bedside lamp. 
 
    “Yeah, I’m good. Really bloody good. Although all my sexual experiences have just been blown to smithereens. Every idea of who I am and what I like has been smashed to pieces by…by what we’ve just done.” The words come out confident, but the worried look has returned. 
 
    “I’m concerned now, Sawyer. In a good way or a bad way?” 
 
    “In a really fucking spectacularly good way.” I take his hand and kiss the knuckles. His face breaks into an enormous smile, and he looks the happiest I’ve seen a man look in a long time. 
 
    “Is there anything you want to ask or talk about?” 
 
    “No, I don’t think so. Oh! Maybe one thing. Was I okay? Did I do it right? Not the blow job but everything else?” 
 
    A hearty laugh bounces around the room. “Sawyer, it was the best I’ve ever had. I’m not kidding you. It really was.” 
 
    “Oh, that’s good, then.” I suddenly feel exhausted, and a yawn so big my jaw cracks escapes me. 
 
    “Let’s sleep. We can talk more tomorrow.” He gives me a tender kiss. 
 
    This time when I lie with my head on his chest, I let sleep take me under, and any worries or fears are washed away. 
 
    Waking up pressed up to a hard body is always a good thing. Waking up pressed to the firm body of the man who you knelt for last night and called Sir is a different story. But it was hot, like off-the-charts hot. He said it was the best BJ he’s ever had. We’ve turned in the night, and his body is wrapped around mine. It feels nice to be the little spoon. 
 
    A warm kiss on my nape has me smiling and twisting in his arms to face him. “Good morning, Sir.” Is that okay to say when we’re not doing anything sexual? 
 
    “Good morning, my boy. How are you feeling?” 
 
    “Is that a polite way to know if I regret what we did last night?” I stroke down his chest, running my fingers through the short, manscaped hair over his chest that travels down to his abs and tapers into a dark happy trail. 
 
    “Maybe, but seeing as you just called me Sir, I think you could be coping.” He grins at me, the laughter lines around his eyes deepening. 
 
    “I had a tiny moment of ‘what the fuck,’ but I’m good with it all, I think. All I know so far.” 
 
    “I said we could talk more today. Do you have things you need to do? If you do, we can meet up again later.” 
 
    “No, I’m free today. The only thing I usually do is laundry, but I can take care of that while you’re here. Unless you have to go?” I bite on the corner of my lip as I wait for him to answer. 
 
    “I’m all yours, Sawyer.” His eyes twinkle. 
 
    “What would you like to do?” I look to the window. Sunlight peeks through the gap in the curtains. “We could take a walk along the river, stop for lunch somewhere?” 
 
    “That sounds great, but I’ll need to go home and change.” 
 
    “I’ll drive you. We can have a shower and some breakfast first.”  
 
    “A shower? One we share?” 
 
    “If you’d like to.” I waggle my eyebrows. The opportunity to soap up his body is one I’m not going to turn away. 
 
    “Show me the way.”  
 
    I race to the bathroom, with Devon following me on my heels. Once we’re under the hot water, he’s very thorough in soaping and rinsing—me. I laugh as the mass of suds sluice down both of our bodies. “I’m going to need shares in body wash if you’re always going to be so liberal with it.” 
 
    “That sounds like you’d like us to do this again.” 
 
    “And again and again.” I wrap my arms around his neck and kiss him, taking as much as I can before he takes control. 
 
    “I’d like that too.” He pulls me into his body, runs his hands down my back, and cups my arse. “I love how tall you are,” he murmurs and kisses me. 
 
    Devon is quiet as we drive to his house. He keeps giving me sideways glances, and I don’t know why. We’ve talked all morning, finding out more and more about each other and liking it. At least, that’s what I thought, but now he’s gone silent. Doesn’t he want to spend the day with me anymore? Is he regretting everything already?  
 
    “Will you just say whatever it is you have to say? Then I can stop freaking out?” I blurt out after another few minutes. 
 
    “I’m trying to work you out,” he finally says. 
 
    “Um, I think you’ve got me pretty much sussed. I’ve shared more with you in twelve or so hours than I have with most of my friends.” I’m not sure where he’s going with this. 
 
    “You seem to have two different lives. The cool, fun guy who works at a trendy bar, and the self-contained, financially independent young man who has his own house, a cat, and drives an expensive sports car. I’m missing something. I get frustrated when I don’t know the answer.” 
 
    “Wouldn’t it have been easier for you to ask me? You’ve probably been thinking of all the different ways a twenty-seven-year-old bartender could have this,” I snarl at him, pissed off that he hasn’t asked me. I may be a bit touchy, but the way he looked at me and his suggestive wording rankled me. Or did I hear too much in it? Damn Danny for messing with my self-confidence. 
 
    “You’re right. I should’ve done that. I’m sorry.” He lays his hand on my thigh and gives it a squeeze. “So, how do you live the way you do?” 
 
    “Mind your own business.” I remove his hand. 
 
    “Okay, that’s fair enough. I’m sorry I’ve upset you. It was wrong of me.” 
 
    I take a left turn into his street. The houses here are bigger than mine, more like family homes, which is proven by the kids’ bikes on well-tended front lawns. 
 
    “It’s just here on the right, with the blue door.” He points out a nice bay-fronted house with a brick driveway and gravel garden rather than the lawns of the other houses. 
 
    I stop on the road instead of his driveway. I don’t look at him, keeping my eyes fixed ahead, my hands white-knuckling the steering wheel. “My family have lots of money. They like to think that makes them good people. Unfortunately, they’re only good to the people who can either do something for them or can be moulded to be like them. A gay son doesn’t do either of those things. I had to leave when I was sixteen. Someone told them they’d seen me holding hands with a boy. Of course, they didn’t want to look like they were bad parents, so they sent me to boarding school to do my A levels. After that, I came here to university. I haven’t been inside my family home for ten years. I have the lifestyle I have because my grandmother despised what my father had done and chose to leave everything to me. My father tried to contest it, saying I wasn’t fit to have all that money, but her will was watertight.” I sigh and finally have the courage to meet his eyes. I hate the look of sadness and pity on his face. “You had no right to know this, not until I was ready to tell you, Devon.” 
 
    “I know, and I’m sorry. Please will you forgive me?” His hand hovers over mine on the steering wheel. “Please? Don’t end this because I’m an idiot. We have a chance of something good here. I won’t make any presumptions again, and I promise if I have any questions, I’ll ask you.” 
 
    I turn my hand over, allowing him to slide his into my grip. “Okay, thank you for your apology.” I stare at our joined  hands for a long time, then glance up at him. It’s as if he waited for that, and he rests his forehead on mine. I close my eyes at the tenderness of it. 
 
    “Thank you, baby.” 
 
    “You have a question, you ask. No snooping around in my life. I won’t give you a second chance.” 
 
    “Thank you. I respect you, Sawyer, and I won’t break your trust.” 
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    Devon 
 
    Shit, I’ve really pissed him off. And what’s more, he’s right. I have no right to delve into his life. He’s already given me so much. And although it does sound as if there is plenty more he’s not telling me, I won’t break his trust. I believe him when he says I won’t get a second chance. That asshole brother of mine has hurt him badly, and I won’t make the same mistake. I don’t want to lose him. I like Sawyer. He’s got something about him that makes me want to know so much more. I want to give him what he’s only now brave enough to ask for. I raise his hand and kiss over his knuckles. He smiles, not the bright smile he gave me at the bar, but I’ll take it. The tension has gone. 
 
    “Come on, then. I’ve shown you mine. It’s time to show me yours!” He switches off the engine.  
 
    “I’m sure you’ve seen everything I’ve got.” I grin and waggle my eyebrows. 
 
    “Show me your home, you dirty man.” 
 
    My home is nothing like Sawyer’s. Where he’s kept the rooms small, apart from his epic bathroom, I’ve opened mine up. Downstairs is a large open-plan space with my stunning state-of-the-art kitchen. I’ve chosen what I think is some incredibly cool furniture in the hopes to make it an inviting place. Somewhere for friends to gather for drinks and good food. The predominantly white walls are broken up by artwork, some pictures by Brendon Sanborn. His nudes are stunning, and my pride and joy. In the dining area, I’ve added some colour. The back wall is a vivid teal blue.  
 
    I watch with interest as he takes it all in. I think he likes it. His mouth lifts in a small smile as he studies the prints, then wanders over to the photographs that cover most of the surfaces. He examines the pictures of Tom and me for a long time. Is he wondering what happened? Will he ask me about my past? But he says nothing and makes his way to the glass bifold doors that open to let the garden space become part of the house. Large raised timber beds are staggered down the length, with sandstone paving winding in between. I’ve forgone grass. I haven’t got the time or inclination to mow lawns every weekend from March to October. At the rear, where the sun is at the end of the day, I’ve built a large patio area with a grill and seating for about a dozen. I love to kick back with a drink in the evening, doing nothing but enjoying the quiet. 
 
    Not wanting to wait any longer for his opinion, I step up behind him and rest my hands on his hips. I lean forward and rest my chin on his shoulder, taking a moment to breathe in his scent. The body wash is still on his skin, but the delicious undertones of him are also tickling my nose. “What do you think?” I murmur, running the tip of my tongue up the side of his neck. 
 
    “It’s a great place, Devon. You must’ve worked really hard to get it the way you wanted.” 
 
    “I had some great ideas and some even better builders and workmen. It was a nightmare during construction but worth every minute and every penny it took. Do you want to see more?” 
 
    “Not today. Now I want to sit in the sunshine. I spend my days serving drinks to people enjoying the summer. It’s my turn today.” 
 
    “Let me get changed. I’ll be two minutes.” I place a kiss on his pulse point, and a ripple runs over his skin as goosebumps break out. 
 
    We drive back to his place and leave the car. Flora greets us by winding herself around our legs. I’m growing fond of his cute cat and scratch her under her chin. Purring loudly, she buts her head against my fingers. Then with a swish of her tail, she goes back to lie between the flowers.  
 
    Hand in hand, we take a leisurely walk along the river path to one of the best pubs on the towpath. “I love this pub. The Kingfisher has been a favourite of mine since I came to live here,” Sawyer says. His anger with me has completely gone, and I have the man I woke up with this morning back again. 
 
    “Tell me about your family. I spoke to your father after the party. He seemed nice.” Sawyer casts a sideways glance at me. 
 
    “He is. My dad’s a great guy. He always sees the good in people, even if they don’t deserve it.” I let out a quiet laugh and shake my head. 
 
    “What happened to your mum? He must’ve married your stepmum when you were quite young if Jake is the result.” 
 
    “My mum decided she didn’t want us. She told us we weren’t the life she wanted, so she handed my dad divorce papers and left. I was seven.” I stop Sawyer and tug his hand so he stands in front of me. “I’m well aware of what it means to be rejected by a parent.” 
 
    “Shit, Devon, that’s way worse than what my arsehole parents did. Have you seen her since?” 
 
    “No, I remember crying at night for a long time, but my dad was amazing. He was with me the whole time. He never spoke badly of her, not in front of me anyway. But he was crushed by her leaving just as much. When I was nine, he met Valerie, and they got married not long after. Then Jake was born, and she ignored me pretty much after that.” 
 
    “So you were ten, and another woman turned away from you. No wonder you’re gay,” he jokes, nudging me with his elbow. 
 
    “I don’t think that was why.” I chuckle.  
 
    “Did your dad know what she was doing?”  
 
    “Yeah, I think so, but he loves Jake too.” 
 
    “And he became the golden boy as he grew up. Yeah, I get that. I have a brother, but I haven’t seen him for six years. They were all at Granny’s funeral. My parents ignored me, and he went along with them.” 
 
    “Christ, we’ve got mixed-up families.” I let go of his hand and wrap my arm around his shoulder and draw him close for a hug. “I think it’s best we leave this conversation. I’d like our day to be about us more than people who don’t deserve our attention.” 
 
    We resume walking, enjoying the warm weather and the soft breeze drifting over the water.  
 
    “Did you know that your father gave me two hundred pounds as a tip after the party. He apologised for any discomfort I felt, and he called me son.”  
 
    “I didn’t know that. He never mentioned it to me when we spoke yesterday. Good for you.” He gives me a look that tells me he doesn’t want to talk about that anymore. “Can I ask you about Danny?” 
 
    I stop walking again and look at him, a frown creasing my forehead. “Do you really want to go there?” 
 
    “I’m sorry. Is it too painful?” 
 
    “No, it’s not painful. It pisses me off, and I end up in a bad mood.” He sighs, staying quiet for a moment. “I’ve pushed how much his betrayal hurt me away as much as possible. The guys at work know better than to mention him. What he did knocked all my confidence from me. I questioned everything about myself. What did I do wrong and how did I not see it were the two biggest questions I spent way too long dwelling on. I was with him for two years and thought we were solid. We had a good sex life, good friends, the lot. I thought he was the one. Until one day I went to his place, your brother opened the door and had no idea who I was. He’d been with Danny for about seven months, and I had no fucking clue. Danny decided to choose your brother.” 
 
    “Fucking hell, why the hell didn’t Jake dump him too? The ‘whole once a cheater, always a cheater’ tends to be true.” I can’t believe this. It’s not the story Jake told us. But I won’t tell Sawyer that. Even in the short time I’ve known Sawyer, I trust him more than my brother. 
 
    “That’s something you’ll have to ask him. Are we done with that now? I don’t want to talk about him anymore.”  
 
    “Yes, baby. Thank you, I won’t mention him again.” I step in front of Sawyer, wrap my arms around his waist, and draw him close. Then I press a kiss on his mouth, once, twice. “My brother is an idiot.” 
 
    “I won’t argue with that.”  
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    The pub comes into sight, and I’m ready for a pint, something to eat, and a much lighter conversation. When we walk in through the gate, I look around for any free tables. I spy one that even has a parasol, which will shade us from the glare of the afternoon sun. 
 
    “Go sit down, and I’ll get us a drink and some menus.” 
 
    “Yes, Sir.” He smirks, making me blush. “I’ll have a pint of—” 
 
    “Peroni. Yes, I know what you drink.” I grin and send him a wink. 
 
    I walk into the pub, which is dark indoors, and I push my sunglasses up onto my head. The inside is as busy as the garden, but we’re not in any hurry today. Not that Devon has mentioned any other plans he has. I place our drink orders and get informed that lunches are taking about half an hour due to demand. I assure the barman it’s not a problem. 
 
    I carry the pints back into the garden. Devon is on his phone with a scowl on his face. What’s that all about? Is our date about to be cut short? I hope not. I enjoyed talking to him, even if I preferred to avoid some topics. When I approach, he snaps something in his phone, then ends the call. 
 
    “That’s not a happy face. Everything okay?” I hand him his pint and sit opposite him at the bench table. He looks at the empty space next to me, then at me. “Is there a problem with where I’m sitting, Sir?” I raise my eyebrows. 
 
    “I’d like you to be next to me. I can’t whisper dirty things to you when you sit opposite me.” 
 
    “Oh! In that case, I’d better move.” I swing my leg over the bench and quickly sit next to him. “Here’s your menu. There’s quite a wait for food, so decide what you want before you get down to corrupting me.” 
 
    Devon’s laugh is loud, which earns him several stares from amused to annoyed. I snigger. “I’m looking forward to doing more than talk dirty to you.” 
 
    “So am I, Sir.” He shoots me a heated look, his gorgeous green eyes blazing with desire. “Is everything all right? That didn’t look like a pleasant phone call.” 
 
    “Yes, yes, it’s all good, just some family crap. Don’t worry, Sawyer. It’s nothing to do with you.” He kisses my forehead, then picks up his menu.  
 
    I don’t believe him. He looked away too quickly, almost guiltily. Or am I seeing things? With a shrug, I take a sip of my pint. I’m not going to ask him. I didn’t want him to know my secrets, or at least not yet. The same goes for him. He’ll tell me when he’s ready.   
 
    “Sawyer, I promise you. It’s my stepmother. She’s making a song and dance about Jake’s wedding. That’s all she’s interested in now.” 
 
    “Oh, good luck with that. If she’s anything like Danny’s mother if it’s not at Westminster Abbey, then why bother.” 
 
    “I think there may be a fight going on for who’s in charge, then.” He shakes his head. “That’s it. No more talking about family. I don’t want to ruin our day out. Now decide what you want to eat, and I’ll order.” 
 
    “What are you going to have?” I study the menu.  
 
    “The steak and stilton baguettes are always good here. I’ll have that with some chips.”  
 
    “Sounds good, but I’ll have the caramelised onions instead of cheese. I’ll go and order.” Devon stands up. 
 
    “I’ve set up a tab. They’ll add the food to it, and we can settle it at the end.” 
 
    “Thanks, baby.” He drops a kiss on my mouth. 
 
    When he gets back, I ask more about his father, and he explains that his dad owns a recruitment business, working in corporate industries. 
 
    “He’s a headhunter?”  
 
    “Yes, and a very good one. He has offices in London, Milan, and Chicago.”  
 
    “I’m impressed. And he didn’t mind you not following in his footsteps?” 
 
    “Er, no. I made it very clear it wasn’t for me. He’s always been happy to support me and my own business.” 
 
    “You’re very lucky. Is Jake working for him?” 
 
    “Yes, but he has to earn his salary. Dad doesn’t give him a free ride.” 
 
    The afternoon is perfect, the food as good as I promised, which included sharing a very gooey sticky toffee sundae. It’s early evening, and it has become a bit chilly when we’re ready to walk back. 
 
    I slow down as we reach my house. What will happen now? I’m tired, but I don’t want him to leave just yet. Do I invite him back in or just say goodbye? With a kiss? Damn, I get all nervous now.  
 
    “When do you work again, Sawyer?” Devon asks as I dig my keys out of my pocket. 
 
    “Not until lunchtime tomorrow. I work from twelve until eight. How about you? Do you set your own hours?”  
 
    “It kind of depends on how much work I’ve got. I’m busy at the moment, which is great, so I’m working six days a week. I have a mechanic working for me who deals with the newer bikes and the MOTs. I focus more on vintage bikes.” 
 
    “Is this goodbye for now, then?” Don’t say yes. Don’t say yes. 
 
    “Not unless you want it to be. We’ve had the added extra of today. We were planning on later for our date. We can still do something this evening if you’d like?” 
 
    I hesitate. Why is it so difficult to say what I want?  
 
    He shakes his head. “It’s okay, Sawyer. We don’t have to. I can give you a call, and we can do this again, or not.” 
 
    “No! I don’t want you to go, but to be honest, I’m shattered. If you’re up for lounging around on my sofa, watching TV, I’d love you to stay.” 
 
    “Good, I’m not ready to say goodbye to you yet, boy.” 
 
    “Thank you, Sir.” I bite my lip and peer through my lashes. He seemed to like it when I did it before. 
 
    With a growl, Devon is against me. “Open the door, boy. Teasing will only lead to getting your gorgeous arse spanked.” 
 
    “Fuck, that shouldn’t be that hot. Maybe I should be calling you Daddy.” I falter. I like that more than I thought possible. Devon doesn’t miss my pause, and he looks at me, like properly looks at me as if he can see my hidden desires. 
 
    As soon as the door is shut, Devon grabs my hand and drags me into my living room. He sits down on the sofa and pulls me onto his knee, and it feels right to be here. 
 
    “If you call me Daddy, you’d better mean it.”  
 
    “Devon, I have no clue about that lifestyle.” 
 
    “But you like it, just as you liked what we did last night. You submitted like you were born for it, and by the way your dick is rock hard right now, you’re turned on by the thought of either being spanked or calling me Daddy.” 
 
    I let out a slow, shaky breath. I don’t know what to say. There’s a difference between porn with a twink shouting “fuck me, Daddy” and having the sexiest man I’ve ever set eyes on asking me if I’m going to call him Daddy. The Sir is hot, the leather fantasy definitely gets me hard, but the hot leather Daddy? Fuck! Hottest thing ever.  
 
    “I…I don’t know the answer to that. It’s not something I thought I’d ever say. Yes, I’m hard. Devon, you’re sex on legs. Of course, I get a boner, but I can’t tell you what else triggered this.” I point down at my obvious erection tenting my shorts. 
 
    “I’m more in tune with triggers than you, baby. And trust me you didn’t get hard until you mentioned Daddy. Have you ever watched porn with Daddies and boys?” 
 
    “Yeah, but the boys are all cute twinks with tiny frames and bums. I’m no twink, Devon.” 
 
    Devon’s face lights up. “No, you’re not a twink, but that doesn’t mean you can’t be a boy for someone. You’ve failed to ask me one vital question. One I think could make all the difference.” 
 
    What does he mean? I like him calling me boy. I like the idea of him spanking me. What then? Then it clicks. I’ve only thought of my own position in the dynamic, not his. All this could be pointless if he’s not a Daddy. I swallow and let my hands drop into my lap. Then I look him straight in the eyes. “Do you like being called Daddy?” 
 
    He keeps his gaze fixed on mine but clasps my hands loosely in his. It’s nice to have someone with bigger hands than me holding mine. More than nice. It feels…safe. “I’m a Dom. You know that already, and I would’ve happily been that with you for as long as you wanted it, wanted me. You calling me Sir, even when you were doing your job, made me hard. Again, after what we shared last night, you know that too. But deep down and when I play at the club, I’m a Daddy Dom. Finding someone who suits me is getting more and more difficult. I’m a big man in every sense, and the twinks looking for a Daddy aren’t looking for all of me.” He lifts my hands and kisses my knuckles. “If you were interested in being my boy and for me to be your Daddy, then I think I have finally found all I’ve been looking for. If you still wanted us, but as boy and Master or Sir, then I still think I’ve got the best boy.” 
 
    I screw my nose up when he says Master. I don’t like that at all. Far too many thoughts of whips and chains spring to mind. 
 
    “I need to think about it, and we should talk about it more. I’m interested to know what you’d expect from me. How this all fits into a relationship for a start? I mean, if you want to have a relationship with me. Maybe I’m jumping ahead, and I—” 
 
    Devon cuts off my rambling words by kissing me so sweetly that my stomach does crazy flip-flops. Unfortunately, he ends it too quickly, and I pout, chasing his mouth for more. “Be patient, boy. I’m glad you’ve said all that. If you’d agreed straight away, I would’ve doubted you fully understood, and it was probably that gorgeous dick of yours that was persuading you.” He relents and pops another kiss on my mouth. “Yes, Sawyer, I want a relationship with you. We’ve come such a long way in less than forty-eight hours. I wouldn’t have shared so much with you if I wasn’t looking for something with you. I’m too old now to go bed-hopping. I’m not interested in easy hook-ups. I want a man who gets me, as much as I do him.” 
 
    “I gave in quickly enough last night,” I remind him. 
 
    “No, you didn’t. We shared something amazing that neither of us expected. We haven’t spent all day fucking. We’ve taken the time to get to know each other. We haven’t stopped talking all day.” 
 
    I snort. “We’ve shared more than I ever would’ve thought I could or would. You make me want to tell you everything, even when I don’t have to.” 
 
    “I’m sorry I pushed you this morning.” His finger runs down the length of my nose, then traces the outline of my top lip. It’s an incredibly intimate gesture that moves me. Pursing my lips, I kiss the tip. 
 
    “I know, and it’s done. We don’t need to mention it again.” I lean into his body, my head resting on his shoulder. “It feels like I’ve known you forever. Is that weird?” 
 
    Devon stays quiet, and I tip my head up. He has a pensive look on his face, and his jaw is set in determination. “I’ve never met anyone who makes me feel the way you do. And while the rational part of my brain is telling me to slow down, that it’s too much too soon, my heart is telling me never to let you go.” 
 
    “Which one will win?” 
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    “My heart is already miles ahead.” My head is ready to explode at what’s going on. The fact that Sawyer is only now recognising something in himself he never knew and that he’s brave enough to voice these thoughts and desires to me, it’s no wonder I want him more and more. He’s everything I’ve ever wanted. He’s incredible. 
 
    Sawyer lowers his head and places a kiss over my wildly beating heart. “Then we are on the same page. Now we have to make sure we get to understand the entire book.” 
 
    “As long as we keep communicating, I think we’ll do okay. Going back to how this heart-to-heart came about, may I make a suggestion?” Am I pushing too much? No, I don’t think so. Sawyer started the conversations we’ve had on the matter of submission, so he’s definitely curious, maybe even more. I can give him some direction. 
 
    “Of course.”  
 
    “I don’t want you to tell me the answer now. It’s something for you to think about. I’d like you to picture yourself with me, either in the club I go to or with my likeminded friends. Are you sitting on my knee, letting me look after you, or kneeling at my feet, submitting to me? Try to get that clear in your mind, whether you want me to be your Daddy or your Dom.” 
 
    “I can do that.” I stroke my hand down his chest. “Can you do something for me?” He nods. “Can you take me to bed and do all the things you want to do to me?” 
 
    His eyes flash with heat. Then his wicked smile spreads deliciously over his face. “Get in the bedroom and strip, boy.” 
 
    I take my time adding cat biscuits to Sawyer’s pampered cat with the strangest name. When we got home, she hadn’t come to greet us, as if she knew the importance of our conversation, but I’m sure she’s not very far away. She deserves an extra treat for her consideration. Then I lock the front door and climb the stairs, deliberately slowly. I want him desperate for me, eager for every touch. My dick is hard, pressing almost painfully to my fly, as anxious as I am to play. 
 
    Carefully, I open the door and take in the man before me. He’s so beautiful, standing strong and tall for me, his dick hard, the head shiny and a deep dark pink. The slit glistens with unshed precum. God, I want my mouth around that.  
 
    “Breathe, boy. This is supposed to be fun. We don’t have to do anything you don’t like. But I think you want me to be in charge, don’t you?” 
 
    Sawyer nods. I raise my eyebrow. “Yes, be how you would be with another boy.” 
 
    “As much as I can, I will. I want you to undress me.” I take a step closer to him. 
 
    His fingers are steady as they grab the hem of my T-shirt and push it up my chest. His eyes gleam as he rakes his fingertips over my abs. Then he kisses his way up as the fabric gets higher. As he reaches my nipple, his tongue slides over the flat dark disk, flicking the nub until it’s hard. 
 
    “Naughty boy,” I tell him, my voice low and husky. 
 
    His mouth morphs into a smile. “I’m a good boy. You like this.” He lifts his eyes to me, the irises widening as his desire rises. 
 
    “I’ll like it even more when I’m naked, boy.” I reach around and pop a swift smack on his bare arse, not missing the almost silent expletive he lets loose. 
 
    With another smile, he pushes my T-shirt higher. I lift my arms to make it easier for him to pull it over my head. His height has its advantages. Not many men would be able to reach up so easily. He casually drops the shirt to the floor and unclasps my belt buckle. The click of the metal seems loud in the otherwise silent room. As he undoes the button and the zip, he grins. “Free-balling? I like it.” 
 
    “Get them off me.” I growl now. My patience is getting thin. 
 
    He does so quickly, pushing the black denim down my legs to bunch at my ankles while he removes my Converse. Straightening, he lets out a low moan, then leans in and nuzzles the crease of my thigh, breathing in deeply, then moves to the right and nudges my balls with his nose. Then he looks up at me, his lip captured between his teeth. I let out a curse. 
 
    “What do you want me to do?” He flicks his tongue over the barbell through my cockhead. 
 
    What don’t I want him to do? “Get on the bed, on your hands and knees, facing me.” 
 
    He pushes himself up almost gracefully and does exactly as I ask. His face is now in line with my groin. I step closer, cup his chin, and bend to kiss him. A make it a firm, possessive kiss that soon has him moaning and his hips swaying. Then I lay a sharp crack on his arse. The bright red handprint is begging me, and I want to cover the creamy white skin with them. 
 
    “No squirming. Stay still and let me do what I want. If you move, you’ll get another one. Do you understand?” 
 
    “Yes, I’m sorry,” he says but doesn’t sound very apologetic. I take a minute to study him. He says the right words, does the right things, but something in his face tells me there’s definitely more going through his mind than he’s sharing. I’ll leave it for now, but I want him to say one more thing, or rather I want him to get used to saying it. I give him a pointed look and wait for the penny to drop. “Oh, yes, Daddy.” 
 
    “And as you’re still moving your delectable arse from side to side, it seems that you, my boy, want your Daddy’s hand there again.” 
 
    “Yes, Daddy, I want you to turn my arse bright red so I can feel the burn. Then I want you to fuck me. I want it to hurt when I move tomorrow.”  
 
    Fuck, he’s going to kill me. How can we’ve slipped into these roles so effortlessly in less than a day? “You’ve accepted your position as my boy, and with that, we’ll have to set rules. There will be punishments as well as rewards. You will call me Daddy when we are in our roles.” 
 
    “Yes, Daddy.” 
 
    “Good boy.” I kiss him again. He moves his hips, teasing me. “You’re going to be getting a lot of spankings if you don’t keep still, baby.” 
 
    He stills. I’ll go easy on him this first time. I sit on the edge of the bed, my legs spread wide. “I want you over my lap with your arse up. Seeing as you’re so tall, you can rest your head on the bed.” 
 
    Sawyer moves quicker than he should be able to and drapes himself over my lap, his rock-hard cock between my legs. I stroke down his back and over the high curve of his delectable arse. The one handprint is already beginning to fade. He squirms some more. I hold back my grin and give him a sharp tap. 
 
    “Stay still, boy.”  
 
    “Sorry, Daddy. I’m kind of excited.” He glances over his shoulder at me and grins. 
 
    “You may not be thinking that by the time I’ve finished.” I chuckle and resume brushing over his arse. “Your bum is so pale compared to the rest of you I can tell you don’t sunbathe nude. It’s going to look beautiful bright red.” 
 
    He doesn’t answer, but the anticipation ripples through him as I continue to stroke him. As I pause, he holds his breath as if waiting for the first slap, but he’s not quite ready for that yet. I caress him again, and he exhales. I stroke, pause, stroke, pause, not setting a rhythm, building up the tension. He breathes and sways with my movements. 
 
    Smack 
 
    “Fuck!” He hisses, but I don’t give him any time to absorb the pain and follow with two more cracks. I keep on working both cheeks with no pattern, and he loses himself in the sensation, giving me the green light to vary the intensity. Soon his hips are rising, seeking out my hand, eager and desperate for more. I embrace the burn on my palm, loving it every bit as much as he is. 
 
    “How are you doing, boy? You’re looking fantastic from up here. Ready to stop?” I already know the answer. 
 
    “Fuck no, don’t stop. It’s too good, so damn good, Daddy.” He lifts his head and gazes at me with lust-drunk eyes. 
 
    “That sounds beautiful coming from your lips. You’re a natural boy, baby. You simply needed to find your Daddy.” I continue to spank him, smacking him harder now, more painful, more perfect. I never want it to end.  
 
    “Sogoodsogoodsogood.” Sawyer is close, on the edge of subspace, and I need to be inside him when he tumbles. 
 
    “Nearly done, boy. I’m going to finish hard, then fuck you.” 
 
    Sawyer pants as he takes the last few strokes, His legs spread wider, exposing his beautiful pink hole, which is so eager to join the party. 
 
    “You want more, baby. You want Daddy to spank your hole?” 
 
    He nods and garbles out some kind of begging noises. I stretch over to his drawer. Everyone keeps lube in the drawer by their bed, right?  
 
    “No condoms, baby?” Shit, this is about to be over without the fucking. Wait, I have one in my wallet. 
 
    “No, don’t have any. Don’t stop. Please don’t stop!” 
 
    I let my slaps land closer and closer to his hole and smack him with more force than before. He screams in pleasure, pushing his arse back as if seeking my hand. Quickly I grab the lube and smooth the cool gel over his tight pucker, then dip one finger inside. One becomes two. Then when I add the third, he’s riding my hand like a cowboy. 
 
    “I need to get a condom out of my wallet, baby. Lean over the bed for me.” 
 
    Sawyer shuffles off my lap and collapses face down on the duvet, giving me the freedom to grab my jeans and taking my wallet out of the back pocket. I tear the foil wrapper and swiftly slide the ultra-thin latex over my proud rod. 
 
    I push the blunt head up to his pucker, and as he relaxes and pushes back, I gently ease in and out of him, allowing him to adjust. He feels so fucking good, like he was made for me. I don’t have to worry about my size as he’s almost as tall as me. I’ve had to be cautious in the past. The men who wanted to call me Daddy were cute twinks and struggled to take all of me. But not him. My perfect boy. I’m lost in the tight heat of his channel. “Christ, boy, you’re so tight. You feel so good.”  
 
    Sawyer turns his head and snarls, “Fuck me like you mean it, Daddy.” His eyes are blazing with need. 
 
    “Be careful what you ask for,” I reprimand him, not really worried. 
 
    “I don’t want careful. I want my Daddy to fuck my arse so hard I can’t sit down,” he growls. He’s beautiful. 
 
    I move my hands to under his hips and pull him up onto his knees. I give his red, glowing arse a few more sharp smacks. Sawyer lifts his head and howls as the pain radiates through him again. With my hands still gripping his hips, I let him have it, pounding hard and fast. The room is full of the sounds of sweaty skin slapping together and the grunts and moans coming from both of us. 
 
    “I’m going to come,” Sawyer cries out. I grab his balls. “Shitshitshit,” he yelps in surprise.  
 
    “Not yet. Only when I tell you.” I pant, my hips pistoning in and out at lightning speed. This is too good to end. Then my orgasm hurtles through my body and straight to my balls. I fill the condom, my cock pulsing as it fires over and over. His walls tighten, drawing more from me. It’s only when I’ve finished and pulled out that I flip Sawyer onto his back and start to pump his dick. “Come,” I demand. His orgasm shoots from him, covering his abs and chest. Then he passes out. 
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    I blink my bleary eyes open. Devon is lying next to me, watching me with a smile on his face. “Good morning, baby.” He leans closer and kisses me. “Did you sleep well?” 
 
    I chuckle. “Yes, I think after everything we did yesterday, I was going to pass out as soon as my head touched the pillow.” I shift in the bed and flinch. My arse cheeks are still painful, even after all the lotion he rubbed into them when we finally recovered from our mind-blowing orgasms. 
 
    “Don’t moan to me. I only did what you asked.” He holds up his hands in mock surrender. 
 
    “I didn’t say a word,” I retort. “Do I need to drive you back to your place so you can get to work on time.” 
 
    “I can call a cab. I don’t mind.”  
 
    “No, it’s okay. I wanted you to stay last night. It’s only fair I get you home. Do we have time for coffee?” Regret flashes over his face, and I take it as a no. “Don’t worry. Come on, then. Up we get.” I stretch and wince at the pull of all my tender muscles. He sniggers. “Is it still red?” 
 
    “Not so much. You’re going to be sore today. It’s a good job you stand up at work.” He pulls his clothes on and goes to the bathroom. I sling on some sweats and a T-shirt and go downstairs to feed Flora. “Don’t look at me like that, madam. I know Devon gave you extra biscuits last night. I promise you can have tuna for your dinner tonight. How does that sound?” She gives me a “you’d better” look, then sticks her head in her bowl. 
 
    When I come back up, he sits on the bed, checking his phone. I quickly pee, then wash my hands and brush my teeth. I have time to shower before work. 
 
    The drive is quiet, but it’s more the early hour than any discomfort between us. Without heavy traffic, we’re at his house in no time. I park on the road, and he leans over the console and kisses me. “Can I call in and see you at work tonight?”  
 
    “Oh, that would be great. Mondays are quiet. It’s only me and Leo and either Max or Jonas. Leo never stops talking, so having you to distract me will be much nicer.” 
 
    “I’ll see you later, then.” He gets out of the car, then bends back in. “Sawyer? I’ve had a wonderful weekend. I can’t wait to spend more time together.” 
 
    “I have too. It’s been…what can I call it? Educational, enlightening? Or maybe perfect sums it up the best way. It really has been all those things, and if that’s what we can do in forty-eight hours, what will we do in the future?” I give him a wink. “I’ll see you tonight, Daddy.” 
 
    “Hold on, boy. You didn’t answer my question.”  
 
    I smile. “I think I showed you more than told you. I’ll be the one sitting on your knee, Daddy.”  
 
    “I love that answer. Please don’t spend the day overthinking all we’ve done. You’ve been incredibly brave and discovered a side of yourself you have been denying existed. I want you to have a good day, boy.” He gives me a soft kiss, closes the car door, and strolls to his house. At the steps, he gives me a little wave. 
 
    I spend the morning doing all the chores I’d normally do on Sunday, and while I try to do as Devon said, I can’t help but think of everything I did to him and he did to me. A blush heats up my cheeks as I picture me kneeling for him on Saturday night, his cock deep in my throat. Fuck! Was I really that easy? The thought sends a shiver down my spine. I can’t believe I let him do those things. He spanked me, for fuck’s sake. I still have a sore arse and wince at the dull pain as I sit down on the sofa.  
 
    Flora jumps into my lap. She’s not always so affectionate, mostly going her own way and happy as long as she gets her biscuits, but now she rubs her head against my hand as if she feels my distress. I scratch her chin and stroke along her soft back.  
 
    “Fuck.” I gather her in my arms, drop my head in her fur, and take a deep breath. And another. Tremors run through me. The more I think about what happened, the more I tremble. My phone rings, startling me out of my panic. Flora hops down and winds between my legs. I pull my phone out and let out a dry laugh when Devon’s name shows up on the screen. My hands are shaking as I unlock the screen and answer. 
 
    “H—hi, what’s up?” My voice is unsteady, and from the heavy sigh, Devon has noticed too. 
 
    “Oh, boy. What’s going on in your head?”  
 
    “Everything. It’s not pretty.” I lean back on the sofa and close my eyes. “Do you think I was easy? I don’t do that sort of thing, not ever.” 
 
    “If I were with you now, I’d be getting ready to spank that gorgeous arse of yours again, and I wouldn’t be going easy on you either. You were amazing this weekend. We’ve found something so special, baby. It’s scary because it’s so good. Trust yourself, the way you trusted me. Tell me, Sawyer, and don’t think about it. Do you regret it?” 
 
    “What? No.” The denial flies out of my mouth, loud and clear. His question steadies me somehow. That and his voice. The deep timbre settles something inside me, and I feel calmer, more confident.  
 
    “No, I don’t. I don’t regret anything. You made me feel special, cherished. I loved it, every single part of it. I think that’s what had me freaking out the most.” 
 
    “I loved it too. You are beyond my wildest dreams. I can’t get enough of you.” 
 
    “I’m sure you’re capable of some seriously hot dreams.” I let out a low chuckle. “Why did you call?” 
 
    “I had a feeling you’d be beginning to freak out about now. Are you feeling better? Have I put you at ease?” 
 
    “You have, thank you. I’ll be okay now.” I sigh and fidget as my bum gets uncomfortable. 
 
    “Will you call me if you’re having doubts or getting panicked again, please. I need to know your worries. Communication is the most important part of this kind of lifestyle.” 
 
    “Yes, I can do that.” I pause and swallow hard. “Thank you, Daddy.” 
 
    “Good boy. I’ll see you later.”  
 
    When I get into work, Leo is already setting up behind the bar. He takes one look at me and burst into laughter. “Well, you had a good weekend.”  
 
    I try to play it down, but I can’t stop my grin. “I really have. You wouldn’t believe it.” 
 
    “The guy from Friday?”  
 
    I nod, and he laughs even more. “Oh, Sawyer, honey, I’m going to make a guess and say you got yourself a Dom.” 
 
    “What?” Heat travels from my throat to my forehead, and I scan the bar to see if anyone else is around. “I don’t know… How? What the fuck?” 
 
    “Sawyer, he screamed Dom from the first moment he saw you. And it’s a good job he’s as big as he is because you’re no twink.” Leo gives me a tight hug. “I’m so glad you’ve found what you needed. Danny is a cockwaffle and didn’t deserve you. He never saw the real you and what you needed. He only wanted your money and your nice car. Your new man wants you for you. I’m thrilled for you. And don’t worry. I won’t be mentioning it to any of the others.” 
 
    “Mentioning what?” Max walks through the staff only door. “Hey, Sawyer, did you have a good weekend?” 
 
    “Mention that I spent the weekend with the hot guy from Friday night. Leo promised not to tell and said it was my news to share if I wanted.” I glare at Leo, who makes a show of locking his lips. 
 
    “Oh, good for you, Sawyer. He’s a Dom, right? The caring kind of Dom.” Max smiles like it’s nothing unusual. 
 
    “He’s a Daddy?” Leo blurts out, eyes wide. Then he shrugs. “Yeah, I can see that. And good for you, Sawyer. You deserve someone who puts you first.” 
 
    “For god’s sake, you two! What would you’ve done if he hadn’t shared that with me?” I glower at them, but they grin like goons, and I let out a dry chuckle. “How do you even know that, Max?” 
 
    “Sawyer, I own a bar and club, I’ve been in the business for a long time, and I know a lot of other clubs in the city.” He says it as if it’s no big deal. 
 
    By seven o’clock, I’m bored out of my skull. It’s too quiet, and time seems to go at a snail’s pace. There are about a dozen people in the bar, but they haven’t ordered anything complicated. I’m wiping the counter for the third time in so many minutes when the door opens and in walks my man. I straighten up and drop the wet cloth in the sink as he swaggers up to me. I lean over the bar and grab a kiss. “Good evening, Daddy.”  
 
    His eyes widen in surprise. “Hello, baby. How are you doing?” The surprise quickly turns to warmth, relaxing me. He’s not bothered I called him Daddy. In fact, he looks proud. 
 
    “Apparently, Leo guessed you’re a Dom the moment he saw you, and Max just seemed to know the rest.” I shrug. “I wasn’t planning to say it in front of everyone, but now I feel like they’re watching me, waiting to hear me say it.” 
 
    “Okay, that’s a little confusing. How would they know?” He glances over at Leo, who gives him a wink. 
 
    “Does it matter?” I bite my lip, worried now that I’ve done the wrong thing and have embarrassed him. 
 
    “No, baby, it doesn’t matter. I’m not going to be shouting out to all and sundry, but I’m not ashamed of who I am. Now what does a man have to do to get a drink around here?” 
 
    Leo grins. “Hi, Devon, I think he’d let you do anything you wanted?” 
 
    “That’s what I’m hoping.” He waggles his eyebrows at him. 
 
    “You’ll get a beer and can sit here and keep me company.” I point to the stool at the end of the bar, then retrieve his beer from the fridge. 
 
    “Thank you, baby.” Devon grabs the bottle and leans over for a kiss. Then he fills me in on his day. His eyes gleam when he mentions the new bike restoration booking. The last hour of my shift goes quickly, and at eight o’clock, I say goodbye. 
 
    We go back to my place again, Devon following me in his car. He can either go home tonight or leave in the morning without it being an issue for me. I order a pizza. “Do you want a beer?” 
 
    “Can I stay?” he asks me back. 
 
    “Of course. You should’ve brought a change of clothes with you. It would save you going home in the morning.” I pass him a bottle and take in the sheepish look on his face. “You’ve already got one in the car, haven’t you?” 
 
    “I didn’t bring it in. I wasn’t sure you wanted me to stay.” 
 
    “I want you to stay.” I kiss him, then grab his hand and wander through to the living room.  
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    When I pull up at the garage, Andrew is leaning against the wall next to the wide roller shutter. “I thought you’d got lost on your way here.” He pushes himself upright. 
 
    “Haha. Not funny. I’m only a couple of minutes late.” I unlock the door at the side of the shutters, and we step inside. It’s cool and dark, which will soon change as the sun shines brightly into the garage. “Put the kettle on, mate.”  
 
    “On it.” Andrew walks into the small kitchen area as I go into my office and turn on my computer. 
 
    My thoughts are on Sawyer again. He’s been on my mind since I drove away, all the way through my shower and my quick breakfast of toast and tea. He’s going to freak out later. In the short time I’ve known him, I worked out he’s kept things bottled up with all his past relationships. Finally, not only voicing them but acting on them is going to freak him out. In about two hours, I reckon. I’ll call him and check on him then. The first time I came to terms with what I liked and wanted cost me my boyfriend and quite a few of our mutual friends when he bad-mouthed me.  
 
    “Did you have a good weekend?” Andrew asks as he brings me a cup of tea. 
 
    “I did. It started badly, though. My dumb brother got engaged to his arsehole boyfriend. They had a do at Bar 28.” 
 
    “And you hooked up? The bartenders there are seriously hot!”  
 
    “I did, and they are, but it’s more than a hook-up.” I smile to myself at the memory of Sawyer on his knees. 
 
    “Yeah?” His eyebrows lift high. “Good for you, Devon.” 
 
    “It’s early days, but I really like him.” 
 
    “Is he into the same things as you?” Andrew knows about my lifestyle; he’s a member of the same club. But he’s a sub that likes pain a little bit too much for my liking. 
 
    “He’s only now beginning to discover himself.” I smile again. Now at the image of him over my lap with his arse bright red. 
 
    “So which bartender is it?” He sips from his tea, his eyes on me and a smirk on his lips. 
 
    “Oh no, I’m not telling you that. This is his journey, not mine.” 
 
    “I had a feeling you’d say that. You’re serious about him.” 
 
    A client comes in, saving me from answering him. Andrew gives me a wink and wanders back into the garage. It’s time to start working. 
 
    When I finally pick up the phone to call Sawyer, it’s later than I wanted, but it’s a good thing I did. Talk about freaking out. I calm him down and chastise him for his negativity. 
 
    “Sawyer, you’re amazing, sexy, funny, and so damn captivating and you totally have me hooked. Don’t worry about what we like and what we do together. I had a fucking semi all morning just thinking about you and what you sound like when you come, when you submit to me.” 
 
    “Shit, Devon, don’t say stuff like that.” He huffs out an embarrassed laugh.  
 
    “Trust me, boy, I’m going to push your limits and press every button you have to get the response I want from you. And what’s more, you’ll love every minute of it and be begging for more,” I growl. 
 
    “Oh fuck. Now I’m hard. I hate you!” He chuckles. 
 
    “Keep your hands off, boy. That’s mine,” I tell him, my voice low and commanding. 
 
    “I will, Daddy.” 
 
    “Good boy, I’ll see you later. Call me if you need to.” 
 
    We say goodbye, and I return to the rebuild of a classic Triumph. I love this part of my job, the bit where it all goes back together. It’s like when I was a kid building with my Meccano kits. The difficult part is at the beginning and sourcing all the parts I need to do the job. Some are as rare as hen’s teeth. But I’ve got some great contacts and a good reputation which makes it a little easier. I focus on genuine restoration. I don’t like to switch to modern parts to make it easier for me. Sometimes I don’t have a choice, but with this bike, I’ve got free rein to seek out and buy the original parts. The day carries on smoothly with Andrew busy on his jobs. The only interruption comes in the late afternoon, when my father calls me. 
 
    “Devon, I’m sorry we didn’t see you for lunch yesterday. Is everything okay?” 
 
    “Hi, Dad. Sorry, I was busy. I called Valerie and let her know. You know I don’t come every week, and after seeing you all on Friday, I didn’t think we needed to catch up again.” 
 
    “You make it sound like a chore.” He laughs. “It can be a little intense sometimes, but Valerie doesn’t mean it.” 
 
    “We both know that’s not true. Valerie means every piece of it.” Her constant put-downs and denigrations on my job and the way I dress are easy to brush off now. But when I was a child and teen, not caring much about what I wore or whether my hair was tidy, and with my nose in books and magazines learning everything I could about bikes and their history, her words hurt. “It’s okay. I’m a big boy now. I spent the weekend with the bartender from Friday night. He’s amazing.” 
 
    “Is that wise? With Jake now engaged to his ex-boyfriend, it’s going to cause problems.” 
 
    “The man at fault is Danny, not Sawyer. I think the person who cheats is the one who’s to blame. It’s only a matter of time before he’ll do the same thing to Jake. Leopards don’t change their spots, Dad. He won’t be faithful for long.” 
 
    “I hope you’re wrong, Devon. Jake loves him, and we have to trust him to know Danny better than we do.” 
 
    “Did you know Danny was with Sawyer for two years, and with both of them for seven months? I doubt Jake has shared that with you. And I think we know exactly what Danny is like.” I hated hearing the hurt in Sawyer’s voice when he talked about Danny and his betrayal. I wasn’t planning on sharing it with my dad, but he needs to know the truth. “Sawyer is important to me, and I intend to be with him for a long time. If I have to make a choice between being with him or having Sundays with you, I choose him. Every time.” 
 
    “He’s that important to you?” His voice takes on a tenderness I haven’t heard much since my teens. Just like then, it calms me down. My dad is here for me. Just as he was when my mum walked out on us and again when I told him I was gay. 
 
    “Yes, he’s everything I’ve been looking for.” 
 
    “Then I can’t wait to get to know him. Leave Jake and Valerie to me,” he says softly. 
 
    “Thank you.” 
 
    I’m glad I’ve always been able to talk to him and that he now knows I’ve found someone special. He’s always been my hero. I don’t care much for Valerie, nor she for me, but she makes him happy, and isn’t that all we ever want? Thinking about what I want, I check the time. I have a date with a hot boy tonight, and I can’t wait to see him again.  
 
    “Andrew, let’s call it a day,” I call out into the garage. “I’m sure you’ve got better things to do.” 
 
    “You don’t need to tell me twice.” He walks in, wiping his hand on a greasy rag, then throwing it into the washing machine we have here purely to wash rags and overalls. Neither of us wants them mixed in with our own clothes, making everything else stink of oil, WD40, and Swarfega. 
 
    “I’ll see you tomorrow.” I sit down at the computer and close all the tabs down. Then I grab my keys and lock the office, check everything has been turned off in the garage, bring the shutter down, and leave. 
 
    I manage the quickest shower and am ready to see Sawyer. My heart rate picks up as I walk into the bar. As if he senses me entering, Sawyer looks up. His mouth curls in the brightest smile, and his eyes light up like a Christmas tree. A sense of peace settles inside me. This is my man. I missed him more than I thought. 
 
    “Hi, Daddy, I missed you.” He gives me a kiss. I’m surprised he calls me Daddy, but it pleases me to no end.  
 
    I let the kiss linger, then reluctantly pull back. “I missed you too, boy.” He’s calmed down and relaxed since our talk earlier and has a gleam in his eyes I like. Very much. 
 
    The last hour of his shift goes quickly, and I follow him home in my car. After a quick discussion, I grab my bag from the back seat of my car and carry it in.  
 
    “That looks like you’ve packed more than your toothbrush and a clean pair of boxers.” Sawyer grins. 
 
    “I may have put a few other things in here, mainly to be used if you’re good. Or bad. I haven’t decided which yet.” 
 
    Sawyer’s eyes go wide, then darken as he swallows hard. I gaze at him as he stands in front of me. His dick is hardening in the black jeans he wears for work. I step into his space and run my nose up his neck. “Which is it to be, boy?” 
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    My head is all over the place. At work, I’ve been able to shut out the voices, but now they’re back, and they’re laughing at me. Leo and Max know, and they don’t care. What’s more, they encouraged me. Why then are the insecurities from this morning back? This man can take them away again. I want to drop to my knees, but I’m his boy, not his sub. What does he want from me? What do I want from him? I step up to him and press my mouth to his. His lips morph up into a smile, then press back onto mine. I wait for him to take it further, but he stays still. Confused, I pull back. “Is something wrong?” 
 
    “No, babe, I want to throw you over my shoulder and carry you to bed.” I grin, but he shakes his head. “But not yet. First we’re going to chill out together.” 
 
    “You want to cuddle rather than fuck?” I look at him askance. 
 
    “Yes, naughty boy. I want to cuddle, and if you’re not careful, you won’t be allowed to come tonight.” 
 
    “Sorry, Daddy.” I hang my head. He laughs and tips my chin up. 
 
    “You’re going to be a troublesome boy, I can tell. Now come here.”  
 
    I move quickly into his embrace and offer my face up to be kissed. “You like trouble,” I whisper. 
 
    “I like you,” he says, then kisses me properly this time. His tongue teases my lips to part for him, then sweeps inside, stroking against my own. My hands find their own way to his hips as I pull him up to my body. I want him to feel how much I like him, and as our groins touch, the roughness of my denim jeans presses against my erection, and I moan.  
 
    Devon walks backwards until his legs hit the sofa, and he sits down, pulling me with him. I straddle his lap and deepen the kiss. With my hands in his hair, I hold him still as I lick into his mouth. Devon takes over control and sucks on my tongue while his hands dip down the back of my jeans.  
 
    “Going commando, baby? I like you a lot.” He slips his finger down the cleft.  
 
    “Shit, these jeans are too tight to get far,” I grumble and fumble to undo the button and zip. His finger teasing my crack and his mouth back to devouring mine aren’t helping much. Finally, I get my jeans open, and his finger slides down to my hole and slowly circles the tight pucker. The nerve endings lighten up as I writhe, wanting him to go further. 
 
    Devon nips my bottom lip but then pulls away. I frown at him as his fingers slide back up my crease. “Why did you stop?” I pout at him. 
 
    “Because this isn’t happening right now, boy. We’re not always going to start fucking.” He looks at me with a fixed, determined expression all over his face. 
 
    I shuffle back off his lap and zip my jeans, “Okay, then maybe next time don’t shove your hand down the back of my jeans.” I sit on the sofa, a bit farther from him, my arms crossed over my chest. I’m behaving like a horny teenager, but dammit, he got me all hot and bothered. I want him, need him. 
 
    “Sawyer, don’t be pissed off. It’s not all about sex.” Devon clasps my hand. I want to be churlish and pull free, but I also want his touch. 
 
    “Um, sorry to tell you this, but when two people get together, it is all about sex to begin with. We should have our hands all over each other. You should be pushing me up against the closest wall and grinding against me. I should be bent over the table with my trousers round my ankles as you pound into me. You really should want to be doing that to me.” I keep my voice level. I don’t want this to escalate into an argument. That could break our relationship before we even start. “I want to talk to you, learn everything about you. But I’d like to be doing that after we’ve both come like fucking trains.” 
 
    Devon seems surprised and takes his time to reply, but just as he opens his mouth to speak, the doorbell rings. “That’ll be the pizza.” I stand up and step past him to the door. I carry the boxes through to the kitchen and drop them on the counter, then grab two plates. 
 
    Devon presses his body against my back, his whole length from his thighs up touching me, and his hands grasp the edge of the counter, trapping me. His warm breath tickles the shell of my ear. “Do you think I don’t want to do that?” His mouth travels down my neck, placing kisses on my skin, and his teeth scrape over my pulse point. I squirm. There’s no escape from the hard muscles that push into me. “I’m trying to do this right, boy. If you want me to fuck you here, right now, I will. But I may not let you come, or we can do this later in bed where you can come as many times as you want. The choice is yours.” 
 
    “The pizza is getting cold. We should eat.” I push back, forcing him to take a step back. His hands let go of the counter and capture my hips. His dick, hard and hot, still presses up to my arse. 
 
    “Good decision.” He kisses my neck and releases me. 
 
    We both put a couple of slices on our plates and go back into the living room. I flop down onto the sofa and put my feet up on my coffee table, then grab the TV remote and switch it on. “Is there anything you want to watch?” He doesn’t answer, and I turn my head towards him. A frown mars his face. “What have I done wrong now? I thought this was what you wanted.” I drop the remote on the cushion between us. 
 
    “Are you always this belligerent? Or has something got you riled up?” Devon asks calmly. 
 
    “I don’t know. It’s just that I had a different idea of how this evening was going to go. I’m sorry. I guess you’ll want to go home now.” 
 
    “No, I don’t want to go home. I want to be with you. I’d like you to be happy, and I hoped for us to talk and have fun, and then I want us to go to bed so I can sink inside you. If you can’t see any of that happening tonight, then you can tell me what you’d like to do.” 
 
    “Shit, I’m ruining this, and I don’t even know why. I’m so confused.” I put my plate on the table and run my hands through my hair, then pull out the bobble and tie it back again. 
 
    “Is it because the guys at work outed you, even if it was between you and them? Did you want us to be private?” 
 
    “Maybe.” I shrug. He may have a point. “I thought I was okay with it, but now I feel like they know more about this, the whole Dom, Daddy, whatever it is, than I do. This is the first time I’ve found something that fits me, that makes me comfortable in my skin, especially sexually. And they shrugged it off like it isn’t a big deal.” 
 
    “It is a big deal, baby. It’s a huge thing for me too. I’m so glad I found you, and you’re perfect for me. I’m not happy they were so blasé about it. Some sensitivity would’ve been common decency. Not everyone knows about or understands the Daddy/Dom/sub dynamic. They shouldn’t have assumed you did.” He takes a bite of his pizza and nods at mine. I pick up my plate and copy him, chewing slowly as I mull over what he said. 
 
    I put down my plate and swallow a sob. “I am sorry.” Devon stares at me, tense, hopeful. “I’m sorry, Daddy.” 
 
    “Good boy.” He beams and opens his arms. “Come here.” I shuffle over the sofa, and he wraps his arms around me. I rest my head on his chest as he strokes my arm. “I’m sorry I confused you earlier. I want to do everything with you. I want to savour every moment of everything we do.” 
 
    “I hope your balls are as blue as mine.” I huff and tip my head. 
 
    He grins. “I’ve been hard for you since I walked into the bar.” 
 
    “Good.” I sit up and finish eating, then drain the last of my beer. “Do you want another?” 
 
    Devon shakes his head. “No, I’m good.” He pauses as if he’s deciding on something, then he speaks. “I told my dad about us today.” 
 
    “Oh!” I’m surprised by this, not sure whether it’s a good thing or not. “Um, isn’t it a bit early for that?” 
 
    “I don’t think so. We’ve agreed on being in a relationship. I assume we’re exclusive. You’re important to me, Sawyer. As is he, and I told him because I’d like you to get to know each other.” 
 
    “Is it going to cause a problem with your brother? Because I have no intention of ever being in the same room as my fucking ex.”  
 
    “I wouldn’t expect you to. Hell, Sawyer, I don’t want you to be anywhere near the scumbag.” Devon snags my hand and pulls me onto his lap. “I made sure to tell my dad you were innocent in the whole sordid affair. You were the victim. Danny was the one who cheated. Dad’s eager to meet you. I think you’ll get on well.” 
 
    “Maybe in a couple of weeks. I don’t do well around parents.” 
 
    “Whenever you’re ready, boy.” He leans in and presses his lips to mine. I immediately open for him, allowing his tongue to slide over mine. He dominates the kiss. His hands are in my hair as he licks and nips over my lips, then sucks on my tongue. I want to squirm and press my arse into his hard dick, but I daren’t. I’m afraid he’ll pull away from me again.  
 
    But he doesn’t. If anything, he tugs me closer still. After what seems forever, he pushes me back gently, eyes black, heavy with lust and blazing. I could combust just from his gaze. “Upstairs.” 
 
    I scramble off his lap and almost trip over my feet as I race for the stairs. 
 
    I’m pulling my clothes off when he walks in, his overnight bag in his hand. Why does it feel more ominous when he has that sexy smile on his face? 
 
    “Ready to play?” He drops the bag on the floor, then bends to unzip it. I can only manage a nod. His eyes lift to mine. “I need words, boy.” 
 
    “Yes, Daddy, I’m ready to play.” 
 
    “Good boy.” He brings out a pair of what? Something that looks like wrist cuffs, but it has more Velcro straps than the simple closure. 
 
    He holds them up and tugs at the wider tapes. “These go around your thighs, while these”—he points to the wrist cuffs— “keep your hands strapped to your thighs.” 
 
    “Where do you want me?” 
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    “You look nervous, Devon. That’s not like you.” My dad points out the bloody obvious. 
 
    “Yeah, you reckon? This is kind of a big deal for me, Dad.” 
 
    “It’s only been a month. Is it that serious already?” 
 
    “It was serious from the moment I met him.” I sigh as I think of Sawyer. The way he trusts me to take him higher than he’s ever been. The sheen of sweat on his taut, lithe body as he pants and curbs his orgasm, his eyes locked on mine as I slide deep in and out of him. If the feelings I have for him isn’t me falling in love with him, then I don’t know what is. 
 
    I tap my fingers on the table, waiting for his reaction to my statement. He looks over my shoulder. Then his eyes widen, and a smile spreads over his face. I know in that instant that Sawyer is here, and more importantly, he has seen us. I turn to watch him approach. I chose this upmarket burger restaurant, knowing that my lover, my boy, prefers the understated compared to the fancy. He’s dressed in dark denim jeans that fit snugly around his thighs. I can only imagine how they hug his arse like they’ve been painted on. The pale blue button-down shirt is a change from his usual T-shirts, but he looks damn good in it. 
 
    We both stand as Sawyer reaches the table. 
 
    “Couldn’t you have got a table closer to the door?” He laughs. I take his hand and, without a care of our surroundings or the opinions of any other diners, place a firm kiss on his full dark pink lips. 
 
    “Nope, I wanted to watch you weave through all the other tables, babe.” I grin, not able to hold back my chortle. 
 
    “Before my dreadful son continues to ignore me, I’ll say hello.” My father holds out his hand for Sawyer. “It’s wonderful to meet the man who has captured my son’s heart. He speaks of you all the time.” 
 
    “It’s good to meet you properly this time.” With a smile, Sawyer shakes my father’s hand. 
 
    I pull back the chair next to me, and Sawyer sits, shooting me a grateful glance sideways. I place my hand over Sawyer’s on the table. He’s nervous about this, even though I’ve reassured him over and over again. 
 
    It takes a while, but eventually, the tension leaves his body. The couple of glasses of wine he’s had might have something to do with that, but it’s more. My dad is a natural conversationalist, talking about everyday topics, and soon Sawyer’s is telling funny stories about the bar. They get along great, as I knew they would. Still, my mind is always on him, focused on keeping him relaxed. 
 
    “What did you do at university, Sawyer?” 
 
    “Politics. It was expected of me, and while I enjoyed it, I realised I didn’t want to be stuck in a corporate job. I like working at Bar 28. I know it won’t be forever, but it suits me for now.” 
 
    I sit back and relax as he chats with my dad. I wanted them to like each other so much that I was almost tempting it to fail. Sawyer laughs at something my father said, and his eyes flick to me. What have I missed? 
 
    “Are you embarrassing me, Dad?” I grin and shoot Sawyer a wink. 
 
    “Of course, I am, Devon. It’s my paternal duty to tell your boyfriend every dumb thing you’ve ever done.” 
 
    “Oh god, we’ll be here all day, then.” I laugh. “I was a horrible teenager.” 
 
    “Were you as bad, Sawyer? Did you drive your parents mad?” My dad smiles. 
 
    “Er, not in the way, Devon did. As soon as they found out I was gay, they sent me away to boarding school. We haven’t spoken for about ten years.” Sawyer’s voice is firm, without an ounce of anger or sadness.  
 
    “I’m sorry to hear that, son. And as a proud father of a gay man, I can say it’s their loss, Sawyer. You’re a smart and intelligent man. They should be ashamed of themselves.” 
 
    “Thank you, sir. I doubt I’m ever in their thoughts anymore. They certainly aren’t in mine.” I’m so proud of him that I lean over and kiss his cheek. 
 
    “Please, Sawyer, call me Adam.” And with that, Sawyer is now part of the family, and my dad will treat him as his own. I’m also aware that Danny hasn’t ever had the same invitation. 
 
    We finish not long afterwards, and we walk out into the sunshine. I take Sawyer’s hand as we say goodbye to my dad. 
 
    “You’ll have to come to Sunday lunch, Sawyer. We’d love to have you,” he offers. Sawyer is quick to answer and politely turns down the invitation. As I knew he would. 
 
    “Thank you, but while Danny is going to be there with your son, I’ll have to decline. I don’t think it would be conducive to a relaxed atmosphere. I have no issue with your son being engaged to him, but it wouldn’t be fair on your wife.” 
 
    “I understand, but I can arrange that Danny won’t be there. I’d love for you to join us. For one, it would mean we get Devon back again.” 
 
    “I’m sure we can make it one day, but maybe let us have some more time to get to know each other. Then we can perhaps come. As long as it doesn’t interfere with Sawyer’s work of course.” I want to ease the pressure off my boy.  
 
    After my dad leaves us, we wander back, hand in hand, through town and down to Sawyer’s house by the river. 
 
    As soon as we’re indoors, I pull him into my arms. “You were amazing, boy. I think you have a new fan.” 
 
    “He’s really nice. I like him, and I had a good time.” He rests his forehead against mine. “Thank you, Daddy.” 
 
    “And now I get you to myself for a few hours.” I slant my lips over his, gently to start with. Then with a flick of my tongue over his top lip, I press harder, seeking entrance. Sawyer’s immediate acquiescence allows me to plunge into the wet heat of his mouth. I stroke my tongue over his, inviting it to join the slow, leisurely dance as we dip and delve into each other’s mouths.  
 
    Sawyer grabs my hips and yanks me into him. Our hard dicks brush against each other, making us both groan. I draw my head back and gaze at his flushed cheeks and swollen lips, and I smirk. “I think good boys deserve a treat.” I deftly unbutton his fly and drag the zip down slowly, taking my time as my fingers graze over his thick erection. Then I lower myself onto my knees and bury my face in his groin, inhaling deeply. “God, I love how you smell.”  
 
    I grab the open fly and pull his jeans and briefs down to mid-thigh and press my face back in and lick a stripe from his balls and up his length and back down again. 
 
    “Fuck, Daddy.” Sawyer locks his fingers in my hair, holding me to him as I lay wet, open-mouthed kisses all over his cock. When he’s slick enough, I slide down his length until my nose is buried in his trimmed pubes. The noise he makes is animalistic as I bob up and down his turgid length. A burst of precum drenches my tongue, and I moan and hum around him. I fondle his balls, adding light pressure when his fists tug on my hair. Then stroke underneath, pressing on his taint, rubbing over the tight skin while his hips rock, pushing him deeper inside until his cock nudges the back of my throat. I ease off a bit, then suck again hard. That’s going to be it for him. I look up at his face, which is crunched up in ecstasy. I love seeing him come undone. With renewed vigour, I suck him deeper and swallow around his length, and that’s enough. Screwing his eyes tight, he grunts out my name as his dick thickens and pulses, shuddering in my mouth as he comes. I swallow as much as I can. He gasps and loosens his grip in my hair. I gently suckle as he softens in my mouth, cleaning the remainder of his release. Then he pulls free of my mouth, chuckling at the sensitivity as he does. 
 
    Sawyer’s hands are under my arms, hauling me to my feet. Then he kisses me, really fucking kisses me. His tongue dives into my mouth and licks away the residue of his orgasm, then sucks on my tongue. When he pulls back, our eyes lock, and he bites on his lip, a sure sign he’s holding back. We haven’t known each other long, but that I do know. He wants to say something, probably the same thing as I do, but doesn’t dare. We both hold our tongues, neither ready for the L-word.  
 
    Then Sawyer barks out a laugh. “Wow! I’ll have to meet your family more often.”  
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    When I walk into the breakroom at work, I catch Gus and Max necking like teenagers. “Oh, come on, guys, keep that to your own home.” I poke Gus’s arm as they break away. 
 
    “Fuck off.” He pokes me back. “Annnnd”—he draws out the word, pointing at my neck—“is that a hickey?” 
 
    “Fucking Devon,” I mutter under my breath. I put the button-up shirt on tonight so it wouldn’t be too noticeable. I tug at the collar to cover the purple bruise he put there this afternoon. I can’t help smiling as I think of him fucking me on the sofa. Unfortunately, Gus sees my dreamy state and calls me on it. 
 
    “You just got fucked!” He grins. 
 
    “It was my reward for meeting his dad today.” I laugh. 
 
    “Oh my god! How was it? Did he talk about the arsehole ex?” 
 
    “No, but I got the impression he doesn’t like him. He asked me to the family Sunday lunch, someday when Danny wankstain won’t be there.” 
 
    “That’s really great, Sawyer. I think you’ve found your keeper.” Gus’s eyes soften as he strokes down my arm. “You deserve to have some happiness and a family that accepts you for who you are.” 
 
    “He really is fucking awesome.” I scan the breakroom. Max has left us alone, and nobody else is around. Great. “When did you know you loved Max? Did you tell him as soon as you realised?” I wanted to tell Devon this afternoon, but even I know you don’t blurt out “I love you” after a blow job. I really wanted to, though, and I think he did too, but I’m not ready to show my hand just yet. It’s only been a month, but denying those words caused a tight knot in my stomach. 
 
    “We both knew pretty quickly into the relationship, but we didn’t say it until we went down to my parents after I was attacked. Knowing it is enough, Sawyer. Devon will know how you feel because I’ve seen the way he looks at you, and he loves you too.” 
 
    “You think?” My heart skips a beat. 
 
    “Absolutely, and it’s great to see you happy. Karma will get to Danny. Don’t you worry about that.” Gus hugs me. “We’d best get to work. Max will be eager to smack my arse if I’m late.” 
 
    “You don’t sound too troubled by that thought.” I grin. I know exactly how good having a burning bum can feel. 
 
    “Nope, he can spank me anytime he wants.” Gus chuckles. “And by the look on your face, you like it too.” 
 
    I blush and duck my head. This only makes Gus laugh harder. “Fuck off!” I mutter at him but join in laughing. 
 
    We walk out to the bar and start the task of inebriating the customers.  
 
    It’s quiet this evening, which gives me time to ponder this afternoon and meeting Adam. His reaction to my comment about my parents has me thinking of them. Would not having seen their son for more than ten years made a difference to them? With Pride month a week away, will they pay attention or think about me?  
 
    Half an hour later, the relatively calm evening comes to an end when a large group, maybe fifteen or thereabouts, enters the bar. They’re all dressed in expensive designer clothes and are nearly evenly matched men and women. Although they’re boisterous, they don’t all appear drunk already. I count that as a bonus. Gus glances my way and rolls his eyes. I shrug in agreement. 
 
    “I think we should send them to the garden. It’s not too busy, and it’ll keep the floor clear enough in here to have more customers,” I suggest. He nods and calls Caitlin over. She’s brilliant at her job and will have them under control in no time. 
 
    “Get them out into the garden. You and Niall can take the orders. Don’t put up with any shit from them. If they get too rowdy, we’ll have them removed. Can you handle it between the two of you?”  
 
    “No probs. We can handle them.” She grins, grabs cocktail menus, and makes her way to the group. After not too long, they follow her to the garden.  
 
    The last man stops and bends over to tie his shoelace. When he straightens, the light falls on his face. My stomach drops, and I break out into a cold sweat. There’s no way it can be him. I’ve worked at the bar for nine years, and never have I seen him here. But one of those very loud and wealthy men looked like my brother. 
 
    He disappears with his rowdy friends. A few have a girl hanging off their arm, but not him. He nudges one of the men and says something to him, making him laugh. 
 
    A hand touches my shoulder, and I jump. Gus studies me with a frown on his flawless face. “You okay? You’ve gone pale.” 
 
    “Sorry, yeah, I’m good. I thought I saw someone I recognised, but I don’t think it’s him.” 
 
    “A good person to see again or a hide-in-the-back-room-until-they’ve-gone person?” 
 
    “The second one.” 
 
    “That doesn’t sound good. Can I help?”  
 
    “Did you ever think what you would’ve done if your parents hadn’t supported you when you came out? God, I hate that expression.” I remember my father’s voice, shouting about how embarrassing it would be for him if news got out that I was gay. Only he didn’t use that word. Woofter, nancy boy, bender, and the pièce de résistance, faggot. Every word was like a punch to the gut. 
 
    “Jesus, Sawyer, no, I haven’t. It was kind of a given for me. I was always like this, a bit fem and a lot fabulous. Don’t get me wrong. I had my fair share of shit about it at school, but I made sure I owned it. My parents are very liberal, and they encouraged me to be myself.” His smile is sad. “I’m guessing that wasn’t the way it went for you.” 
 
    “Fuck no. Look at me. I’m over six foot tall and built. I was captain of the rugby team, the school’s and my family’s golden boy.” I cringe at the memory. “Anyway, I suddenly found myself at boarding school and then ignored. The day I left for uni was the last day I’ve been home. I haven’t spoken to them for years now.” 
 
    “Christ, that’s awful, Sawyer. So what has you thinking about them now?”  
 
    I look around the bar, grateful that no one is waiting to be served. “Meeting Devon’s father. He said he was the proud father of a gay son. I suppose he should’ve said sons, but I know he was talking about Devon. I wondered if my parents ever thought of me. Then I see a guy who looks like my brother, but that’s too much of a coincidence, right? It’s only because it’s been on my mind today.” I shake my head, trying to clear the negativity from my mind. I’m happy. I’ve got great friends, a job I love, and a man I’m falling in love with. I don’t need them in my life. The poison they will bring with them will only hurt me again.  
 
    I serve the next customer and enjoy the conversation and gentle flirting with the pretty girl and her friends, refusing to dwell on what I can’t and, after all these years, want to change. 
 
    Caitlin keeps me busy with orders from the group outside. I follow them with my eyes as she hands around the drinks with a smile and a wink. A feeling of déjà vu washes over me, taking me back to the night I watched Devon. That at least had a good ending.  
 
    Then the man looks up, catching my gaze. I do a double take. It is my brother. Alex must be twenty-one now. Has he just graduated? Is this what the night out is about? He frowns. Then his eyes widen. Shit, he must’ve recognised me. I want to look away, but I don’t, can’t. I watch every emotion cross his face. He looks good, tall and broad, and privileged, his clothes casual but expensive. A good-looking man steps up to him, puts his arm around his shoulder, and kisses his temple. It’s a kiss from a lover, not a drunken friend. Alex stiffens. Then his eyes find mine again. I don’t know if I want to punch him or throw up. As he walks back into the bar, I guess I have my chance to find out. 
 
    “Sawyer?” he asks, incredulity rife in just one word. “Fuck! It is you.” 
 
    “Alex.” I don’t offer him anything more than his name. 
 
    “Christ, I can’t believe it’s you. Wow!” Alex pushes his hand through his short blond hair, the same blond as mine but much more tidily kept than my own.  
 
    “You knew where I was Alex,” I reply drily. “Who’s he?” I nudge my head toward the man who’s now hovering in the doorway. 
 
    “Um, shit! This is Ty, my, um…he’s my boyfriend.” Alex stutters through the introduction, looking like he’d like the ground to open and swallow him. 
 
    “Does your father know?” I refuse to acknowledge he’s my father too. 
 
    Alex looks around at anything but me, then glances back to his boyfriend, who’s rushing towards us. “Yes, he does.” Alex drops his eyes to his hands now gripping the edge of the polished counter. 
 
    “And how did that go for you?” The words are like sawdust in my throat. They threaten to choke me, to hinder my airway. 
 
    “Um, I don’t think now is the time to talk about this, Sawyer. Maybe we can meet up and discuss it? I’d love to spend time with you.” 
 
    “That depends on your answer to my question. How did it go, Alex?” My stern voice forces him to tilt his head. I stare into his eyes until he looks away. 
 
    He scrubs his hand down his face, which has gone pale, and sweat pearls on his forehead. His partner stands next to him and wraps his arm around Alex’s waist. He gives a subtle nod, replying to Alex’s silent question. “He had to accept it, didn’t have a choice. Mum told him she wasn’t prepared to lose another child.” 
 
    Pain erupts in my chest like a gunshot wound. Alex was worth keeping, whereas I was not. I take a deep breath in, closing my eyes for a moment. It hurts even more than I’d have thought. “Then I don’t think we have anything to talk about, Alex.” I turn away from him, clenching my hands, trembling all over. I want… I don’t know what I want. Hit someone, something, anything to stop this ache.  
 
    Gus steps up to me and clasps my forearm. “Take a break, Sawyer,” he whispers. I manage a nod and march away without looking or speaking to my brother again. 
 
    In the breakroom, I collapse down onto the sofa. As I tip my head back, I shut my eyes tight to stem the tears that are already eager to break free. Alex was good enough. I wasn’t. I breathe slowly, taking the air in through my nose, then exhaling slowly through my mouth. I won’t let him win, won’t let him affect my life after all these years. It takes a couple of minutes to calm down, but then I’m ready to go back to work. 
 
    When I reach the bar, I don’t see Alex and his boyfriend anymore. They must’ve left. Am I relieved, or do I feel as rejected as I did all those years ago?  
 
    Gus hands me a piece of paper. “He left his number for you and said to tell you he understands your reaction. He doesn’t expect to hear from you, but here it is. Just in case.” 
 
    “Thanks, Gus.” I take the paper and shove it into the front pocket of my jeans, although I don’t intend to get in touch with him, but a part of my brain keeps niggling. Why did I take his number, why bother if I have no intention of using it? 
 
    For the remainder of the night, I work on autopilot. I’ve been doing this job for so long now I can smile and flirt without having to think about it. Gus keeps watching me, but I know he’s only looking out for me, so I don’t mind. 
 
    As Gus counts out his till and tips, he nudges me. “I’m always around if you need to talk. Maybe share it with Devon. He’ll want to be a part of this with you.” 
 
    “Thanks. He knows pieces of it already.” 
 
    I trudge home to my empty house, happy to be alone tonight. Devon had to work this evening. He’d taken the afternoon off to have lunch and needed to catch up. As I make my way down the path to my front door, I pull out my keys from my pocket, then smile at the familiar sight of my cat as she bounds ahead, wanting to be at the door first. 
 
    “You always have to be the winner!” I laugh as Flora chirps at me in her happy voice. 
 
    Once we’re in, I lock up, make sure she has food and water, and go upstairs for a shower and then bed. I sigh as I stretch out in my enormous bed, enjoying the space. Whenever Devon is here, I end up wrapped around him, our legs tangled together with my head on his chest. I pick up my phone, my finger poised above the Facebook icon. Am I really considering this? I drop my phone and close my eyes. What am I going to do if I see Alex? Reach out? I don’t fucking think so. But like an idiot, I grab my phone again, open it, and press Facebook. 
 
    I type Alexander Chandry in the search bar and hold my breath. The name brings up a list of members, but none are him. I clear the bar and type Alex Chandry and wait. 
 
    There he is, third one down. I hover over his name. Dare I click on it? Am I opening up wounds that will take more than four years to heal? Him ignoring me at the funeral knocked me off my feet for a long time. If it hadn’t been for Beck and Leo, I don’t know what I would’ve done. Drank myself into a hospital bed most likely. Even they don’t know the whole truth.  
 
    I hope he has his privacy settings to Friends so if I do click, I won’t be able to see anything from him. Why am I even bothering if I don’t want to see his life? Because I’m a sucker for punishment. I want to see him out and proud, his family photographs. 
 
    I square my shoulders at that thought. Everything is different now. My heart is safe. It belongs to Devon, and he won’t let anyone trample on it again. I press my finger on Alex’s name. My throat constricts as his life shows up in front of me, a life full of happy photographs, skiing trips with friends, a drunken grinning man still all covered in mud, holding a trophy. He still plays rugby. I smile at that and then scroll through his posts. He’s at uni near here, maybe an hour away, close enough that we could have seen each other if things had been different. It feels weird to spy on someone I know so much about. He’s six years younger than me and was a pain in my arse when I was a teenager, following me and my friends around, wanting to join in. Then I recall the shock and pain on his face when the shouting and screaming all started, the way he hugged me so hard when I was sent away to school. 
 
    Maybe, just maybe he remembers that too. Perhaps things have changed, and this is my chance to reconnect. Or it will only cause me more pain. Should I ask Devon about this, let him take some of the burden from me? But what if he says to keep away from Alex? 
 
    I fall asleep, still not having a clue what to do. 
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    I haven’t heard from Sawyer today, which is unusual. He normally sends me a good-morning message, and we chat back and forth for a bit. Today there’s been zilch. I’ve left messages but nothing. I’ve called him. It rings twice, then switches to voicemail. What’s going on?  
 
    My imagination is going crazy. Was it something that happened with my dad? Did we do something to upset him? No, it can’t be that. He had a good time. He said so. Then we had an awesome fuck on his sofa before he had to go to work. Is he ill? I need to know what happened. This radio silence is killing me. First, I’ll ring the bar and ask if he’s there. If not, I’ll go to his place. 
 
    I walk back from the garage to my office and shut the door. I’ve got Bar 28 under Sawyer/work and press Call. 
 
    “Bar 28.” The man answering is not my boy. 
 
    “Hey, this is Devon, Sawyer’s boyfriend. Is he at work? I haven’t heard from him today.” 
 
    “Hi, Devon. It’s Gus. No, he called in today.” 
 
    “Is he ill?” I’m even more worried now. Why didn’t he call me if something was wrong? 
 
    “No, it’s complicated. I’m not sure I should discuss this with you, though. You should talk to him. I’m sorry, Devon.” Gus sighs. 
 
    “That doesn’t sound good, Gus. I don’t like it at all. I’m going to see him.” 
 
    “Yes, I think you should. Bye, Devon.” 
 
    I end the call and drop my phone on my desk. What could’ve happened between leaving him yesterday afternoon and now? I check the time and groan. I can’t leave yet, not if I want to get this damn engine running. I go back into the garage and over to the Yamaha rebuild I’m doing for a customer. I pick up a spanner and start to work, but in less than a minute, I’m back to thinking about Sawyer. This isn’t working. I need to go. I throw the tool back onto the bench, but it misses and falls on the floor, clattering loudly. 
 
    Andrew jerks his head up and frowns. “You okay, boss?” 
 
    “No, I’ve got to go out. I should be back by the time we close. But if I’m not, can you lock everything up?” 
 
    “Sure, no probs. Anything else I can do?” 
 
    “No, but thank you, Andrew.” 
 
    “Is it Sawyer? Is he okay?” 
 
    “I’m not sure. I hope so. See you later.” I stalk away into the office, shut down the computer, and grab my keys and jacket. 
 
    As soon as I’m in my car, I send another message to Sawyer, then start the engine and head towards Sawyer house. It takes me longer than it should thanks to roadworks and a diversion. As I’m waiting for another red traffic light, I check my phone. No reply. 
 
    Finally, I turn into his street and let out a breath when I spot his car on the short driveway. I pull up at the curb and just sit there. What do I do? Fuck it. I love this man. I need to know he’s okay. I switch off the engine and get out.  
 
    Up the pathway, little Flora, is sunning herself in a lavender bed. She lets out her little chirrup greeting but doesn’t move. I bend down and stroke her soft head as she pushes it into my hand. The front door opens, and Sawyer stares down at me. 
 
    “Devon? What are you doing here?” A frown creases his usually smooth brow. 
 
    “I’m going out of my mind, Sawyer. Haven’t you seen all my messages and calls? Then when I call the bar and Gus tells me you’re off and wouldn’t say why, I got even more concerned. What’s going on?” I straighten and try to kiss him, but he moves his head away. “Baby?” 
 
    “You’d better come in.” He steps away from the doorway, allowing me entry. 
 
    He closes the door and marches past me to the living room. I follow him, then stop. On the sofa, sit two men, one blond, the other dark-haired. Both of them younger than Sawyer, but the similarity to the blond man is so obvious he must be related to my boy. 
 
    “Hi.” I step closer and offer my hand. 
 
    “Devon, this is Alex and Ty. My brother and his partner.” Sawyer’s voice is clipped, almost painful as he introduces me. 
 
    “What the hell, Sawyer? How… What? When did you find him? You said you haven’t spoken for years. That he ignored you, shunned you when you needed him.” His brother flinches as if I’ve struck him. “And he’s gay? What the ever-loving fuck is going on?” 
 
    Sawyer hunches into himself, and I immediately curb my anger, take his hand, and pull him into my arms. He sags into me as if he only now allows himself to break down. His shoulders shake, and his hands tremble as they grasp my T-shirt. “Shh, boy. It’s okay. I’m here now. I’ve got you.” 
 
    While I hold him, I give the two men a withering look. “One of you needs to start talking.” 
 
    My hands stroke gently up and down my boy’s back. His grip has loosened, and his head is now in my neck rather than buried in my chest. He inhales, breathing me in, relaxing again. “It’s okay, boy. Daddy’s here,” I whisper so it’ll only reach his ears.  
 
    “Thank you.” His breath is warm on my neck. I lean down and kiss his temple. 
 
    “Ready?” He nods, then lifts his head. His eyes are red, puffy from his tears, but the hurt has dissipated. We stumble to the large comfy chair we often snuggle up in. I pull him onto my knee, refusing to lose contact with him. 
 
    “It’s my fault,” Alex says, his voice low but strong. He’s owning his words and gains my approval. “I should’ve spoken up at the funeral. I should’ve been stronger, but I was afraid he'd turn me away too.” He looks Sawyer straight in the eyes and shakes his head. “I’m sorry. I was only eleven when you had to leave. I didn’t understand the connotations. It was me who saw you holding hands.” 
 
    “You told our father? How could you, Alex?” The strain in Sawyer’s voice is back again. 
 
    “Because I didn’t think there was anything wrong with it. I thought it was okay because I only ever thought about holding a boy’s hand, never a girl’s. Hell, I’d only just found out what my dick could do. I had no idea that what I said would cause such a reaction.” 
 
    “When did you fully understand how being gay would always be abhorrent in our family? When did you accept that you, too, were gay?” 
 
    “I knew by the time I saw you at Granny’s funeral. That’s why I couldn’t look at you. I wanted to hang on to you and ask you to help me. But I wasn’t strong like you. I wasn’t the cool kid, the one who was always the most popular. All my life, I struggled to make friends. It wasn’t until I was about fourteen and suddenly had a growth spurt that anyone paid any attention to me. I wanted to get in touch with you, especially after I came out and the shit hit the fan again.” 
 
    “You mean when our mother decided to stand up and protect you,” I snarl. “Shame she couldn’t be bothered to do that for me.” 
 
    “Sawyer, if I told you she regrets not doing it for you, would it help? Because she is. She’s not the same person, and she’d love to meet you again,” Alex says. “I really would like us to be friends. Do you think that’s possible?” 
 
    Sawyer nibbles on the corner of his lip. I don’t prompt him or offer any advice. This is his decision to make.  
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    Do I want to be his friend? Can I ever imagine it being a positive thing in my life? Then there’s my mother. I don’t think that’s something I can deal with. At least, not yet. I’m not that level-headed. Maybe it doesn’t matter. I’m a better person. I have amazing friends, a job I enjoy, and I have Devon. The man I’m sure I’m in love with. I’m not a bitter, angry man. Not anymore. I’m happy. The question is, do I want Alex back in my life. 
 
    His eyes, full of genuine sorrow, meet mine. He wants to be friends. He’s been nothing but open and honest, owning his part in what happened to me. Then I turn my head to Devon, the man who has brought the real me out. Being a shy man locked in a larger-than-life body has never been easy, but he recognised it instantly and took care and time to show me how good it is to be true to yourself and your needs. He gives me the softest of smiles, his eyes warm and kind. I rest my head on his forehead for a brief moment, then kiss him, a sweet, chaste kiss that gives me strength. 
 
    “Yes, I think we could be friends but slowly. We don’t know each other, Alex. I’m not sure about Mother. That’s a hard limit for me at the moment. I’m not saying you can’t tell her, just that I need space.” 
 
    Ty whispers something in Alex’s ear. It makes my brother smile, and he nods. “Okay, I can do that. I’ve hardly spoken to our father since I came out. Mum keeps him in line with the threat of divorce and how that would look. He wouldn’t risk the scandal. I can relate to the pain you went through, but looking at you now… you have it good, Sawyer. And that makes me happy. I’m glad you got Granny’s money. The funeral was a shitstorm, and I regret not speaking to you. After that day, I knew I had to come out. I saw how strong you were, and I knew I could survive because you did. If he’d thrown me out too, I would’ve come to you. I never expected Mum’s reaction. Probably, it was her seeing you that made her fight for me. She really does hate herself for what she did.” 
 
    “Wow!” I sag against Devon, and his arms tighten around my waist. “That’s… shit! That’s… wow.” 
 
    “You didn’t think I’d choose you?” Alex shakes his head. “Sawyer, I’ve fucking missed you, so damn much.” 
 
    We both lurch up from where we’re sitting and meet in the middle of the room and hug. He’s as big as me and strong, probably from all the rugby he plays. But he trembles as he cries, his tears quickly soaking through my T-shirt. I rub my hands up and down his back, soothing him with quiet words of reassurance. 
 
    When we break apart, Alex wipes his eyes and lets out an embarrassed chuckle. “Sorry about that.” 
 
    “I think we’re good, fidget.” I laugh, using the nickname I always called him. He never could sit still for even a minute. 
 
    “No! Don’t start that again. I’m as big as you now.” He blushes bright red and lands a soft punch on my arm. 
 
    I glance over my shoulder to Devon, but the chair is empty, as is the sofa where Ty sat. From the kitchen come the clattering of pans and the scraping of chairs on the floor. I know my lover well enough now to know that the kettle will be on.  
 
    “Your man is hot as fuck!” Alex mock-whispers as we walk to the kitchen. 
 
    I bark out a laugh that has both men swivelling their heads at us. “Keep your hands off. You’ve got your own man.” 
 
    The conversation flows more easily now the air is cleared between us. After a second coffee, they leave, promising to be in touch in a few days. We know where we stand and know better than to rush. We’ve agreed we’ll start with phone calls and WhatsApp messages. 
 
    I shut the door and lean against it, closing my eyes. I’m exhausted, but I’m not out of the woods yet, I’ve got a shit ton of explaining and apologising to do to Devon. I open my eyes. He’s leaning his shoulder against the wall, his arms across his chest and feet crossed at the ankles, studying me. He looks calm and collected and absolutely glorious, but the anger is rolling from him. I hang my head down, choosing to hide from his gaze. 
 
    “I don’t know where to start with you, boy.” His voice is softer than I expected. “I can understand your dilemma, but you should’ve answered my messages and phone calls. How do you think I felt to have to phone your work to find out where you were? We’re a couple, Sawyer. That should’ve been enough that you called me first. That fact that I’m your Daddy, the man you submit to, is another reason you should’ve kept me in the loop.” 
 
    God, his quiet disappointment is worse than him shouting at me. 
 
    “Sawyer, why?” 
 
    I lift my head and chew on my lip as I try to think of an answer that makes sense, that he’ll understand. “I didn’t want you to have to worry about me. He came to the bar last night with a large group of friends. At first, I wasn’t sure it was him. You know how long it’s been since I’ve seen him. We had the garden set up for them so they wouldn’t fill the bar, but I spotted him through the window. He was with another man. When he recognised me, he came in. We only spoke for a couple of minutes, but it was enough. I couldn’t deal with him at work and had to take a break. When I came back in the bar, he’d left but given his number to Gus. I didn’t know what to do. I wanted to call you. I really did. But it was really late, and I didn’t want to bother you. I woke up needing to get some answers from him, and so I called him. He agreed to come over. I’m so sorry I didn’t answer your messages, but I was too nervous.” 
 
    “How long had they been here, boy, before I turned up? Because it didn’t look like you’d done any talking at all.” 
 
    “Only about ten minutes. He lives over an hour away. We kind of just stared at each other. It was horrible. I realised I was in way over my head and no way ready to talk to them. I was about to ask them to leave when I saw you on the path. I was relieved and terrified at the same time.” 
 
    “Okay, we can talk about all this later. Right now, I have to punish you. You know that, right? You should always turn to me until we end, Sawyer.” 
 
    “You think we’ll break up?” No, this can’t be happening. “I don’t want to break up with you. I love you.” Fuck! Fuckfuckfuck! What have I just done? 
 
    I watch in horror as Devon pushes away from the wall. In two long strides, he’s up against me. His body presses from thigh to chest along mine. My breath hitches in my throat. For just a moment, I’m a little afraid. 
 
    “Say that again,” he growls, his voice low, raspy with emotion. 
 
    “I said I don’t want us to break up.” 
 
    “And what else.” His nose runs up the length of my own, and he inhales, then pulls his face back again. “What else did you say, boy?” 
 
    His hands are on my hips, his grip firm, almost painful but not quite. He’s thrumming with emotion. 
 
    “I said I love you.” I close my eyes, waiting for him to move away. To tell me that this isn’t about love. Instead, his soft sigh warms my lips, and his hands shift up to my waist. “I love you too,” he murmurs, his lips touching mine in the sweetest kisses ever. My knees weaken as all the tension inside me dissipates, and I sag against him. “How can you not have known?” 
 
    “I hoped you did, but I didn’t know if all the caring and shit was part of the type of relationship we have. You know, with me being your boy.” 
 
    “Sawyer, you crazy fool. Do you think I take men I’ve had a scene with at a club to meet my father? That I want to be with you as much as I can just because we do a bit of kinky shit?” 
 
    I shrug and shake my head. “I feel silly now. I’m sorry if I blurted it out, if it was too soon. I like you knowing how I feel.” 
 
    “I like you knowing I love you too. But, my boy, I still have to punish you for your behaviour. You didn’t think you’d get away with it, now did you? Go upstairs and strip, then stand in the corner of your room, facing the wall. I’ll be up shortly.” I blink at him a couple of times, not quite believing that he’s putting me in time out. “I can make it last a lot longer, boy.” His eyebrow rises, and his stare is foreboding. 
 
    I dodge to the side of him and take the stairs two at a time. When I reach my bedroom, I pull off my clothes and fold them neatly. Early on, I learnt that I’m not to be messy when instructed to do something. I’ve never paid much attention to the configuration of my room, but now I see it very differently. I step slowly to the corner to the right of the door, feeling incredibly stupid, but I face the wall and stand still. How long will he make me stand here? Is this going to be all my punishment? I was hoping he’d understand why I did it, why I didn’t call him. Now, as I look at the plain painted wall, I don’t understand why I didn’t. I shut him out when I needed him the most. Seeing him at my house was such a relief. I knew I could hand over the reins to him. Now I need to tell him why and to trust him to be okay with it all. 
 
    Minutes pass, and there’s still no sign of him. I can’t even hear him moving around downstairs. Has he got bored and left? Is my punishment to face the wall until he remembers? Do I have to stand here for the rest of the day? Did he even mean it when he said he loves me? Yes, yes, he did. He was so sincere. Then why? A wave of panic is building in my chest. He’s really gone. It’s my fault for shutting him out. The pressure of tears is burning in my eyes. I blink fast, forcing them away, but it’s too late. Two big fat drops burst free and drip onto my cheeks. I dash them away quickly, but more follow, and my nose starts to run. I hitch back a sob and try to concentrate on my breathing, counting my breaths in and out. I’m at sixty-seven when a warm hand lands on my nape. Its grip is firm, commanding, and so welcome I gasp. Another sob breaks free, and more tears fall. I sniff hard and squeeze my eyes shut. 
 
    “Steady boy.” Devon’s warm breath is at my ear, and I flinch. “Turn around, baby.” I slowly turn around. His hand stays in place, but I keep my head bowed. “Look at me, please.” 
 
    I shake my head. I’m too ashamed. “I’m sorry, Daddy. I should’ve called you.” 
 
    Two fingers come under my chin and gently push up until I meet his gaze. “Thank you.” He wipes my face with a warm wet cloth. Then his mouth is on mine. “Good boy.” 
 
    He bundles me in his arms, lifts me up, and strides to the bed. Never have I been happier that he’s taller than me and can carry me. He sits on the bed and secures me on his lap as he kisses me, long drugging kisses. He sweeps his tongue over mine, licks up against the roof of my mouth, then slicks over my bottom lip, sucks it hard into his mouth, and bites down. The exquisite pain hits my dick, making it instantly hard. I groan and twist, trying to straddle him, but he holds me still. With a final kiss to my swollen lips, he smiles. “Next is something we both need.” 
 
    “I need you inside me.” I pant as he strokes down my back to my arse. His finger slips down the crack but stays clear of my hole. 
 
    “You’ll get that, boy. First, I’m going to turn your arse bright red and make you scream.” 
 
    “Oh god, yes.” I moan, hardly recognising my voice so rough, laden with need. Next thing I know I’m on my spread knees with my head down pressed to the quilt. My arse is up in the air, and my dick is rock solid. 
 
    “Ready, boy. I want you to count. Keep still. No squirming.”  
 
    I love the build-up to being spanked. We’ve done it a few times now, and it has become one of my favourite feelings in the world. The anticipation as Devon’s hand strokes over my arse, cups my balls, and traces my hole with his fingertip, as I wait for the first breath-taking smack. 
 
    “One!” I cry out loud as the first crack sends sparks through my bloodstream. 
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    He needed this time out as much as I needed him to learn a lesson. Standing in the corner is one of the hardest things for a grown man to do. As humiliation goes, for me, it’s the worst, yet it is effective. Sawyer will remember this action. It acts as a perfect time for reflection, and although he’s had so much to deal with today, I know this will level him. It will stop him from overanalysing like he’s prone to do. 
 
    Spanking him afterwards will give me a clear head, and we can talk easily again. He can tell me as much or as little about the strange conversation with his brother. At least we both know we love each other. I wish we’d spoken the words under kinder circumstances, but we can say them forever from now on. 
 
    When I walk into the bedroom, the sight of him with his back to me as he’s facing the corner, makes my heart soar. He’s so beautiful, so tall, so strong. He’s perfect for me in every way, including his submission. His body is shaking, emotions pouring from him through his tears. He needs this. He needs to offload all the stress and trauma of this morning, even if he didn’t think so. I fetch a cloth from the bathroom and go back to him, ready to take control and put him back together. 
 
    His apology means everything to me but just as much to him, and now I want to make him fly. I don’t think it’ll take many swats before he’s lost in the sensation. 
 
    The colour quickly blooms over his milky-white skin as he counts, his voice strong and so fucking husky, thick with desire and need. My dick is complaining at me for being trapped inside my jeans, but if I release it, I’ll be coming before I’m inside him.  
 
    “How’re you doing, boy.” I lean over his back and kiss his shoulder and suck hard enough to bruise. 
 
    “Good, Daddy, so good. More, I need more.” He mewls, and his arse sways against the rough denim. As it chaffs on his tender skin, he lets out a hiss but doesn’t stop.  
 
    “I’ll give you everything you want.” I lick up his neck. The taste of his sweat makes me moan. “Don’t forget to count,” I whisper, then suck his earlobe between my teeth. 
 
    The need in Sawyer’s voice as he counts shows just how much he loves this. “Nine,” he grunts, rocking his body for the next one. 
 
    “You are so beautiful, boy. Your cheeks look fantastic with my handprint all over them.” Then I add three more to the same spot, and he cries out. A spurt of precum hits the duvet. 
 
    “Ten, eleven, twelve.” He drops his head onto the bed, which makes his arse stick up higher. 
 
    I continue to smack his cheeks and the top of his thighs.  
 
    “Tw-twenty.” Sawyer is sobbing now. 
 
    “Spread your legs, baby. Let me see your hole.” 
 
    His knees move apart, giving me what I want. I slide my finger down his crack and circle his pucker. Sawyer’s deep moan has my dick ready to burst through my fly. 
 
    “Nearly there, boy.” My hand lands hard. 
 
    “Thirty,” he barks out, his head hanging low now as his chest heaves. He’s close. 
 
    “You can take it, boy.” 
 
    “I’m going to come if you do any more.”  
 
    “Then come, boy. You don’t have to wait for my permission. You’ve earned to let go whenever you want.” 
 
    When I hit forty, Sawyer throws his head back and screams out his release. His back bows, and his dick erupts, spewing over the sheets. I catch him before he collapses into the mess, and hold him tight to me. 
 
    “Well done, baby. Such a good boy.” I wipe his sweat-soaked hair away from his face and kiss him gently, praising him over and over. 
 
    When he relaxes and his breathing evens, I loosen my hold on him. “How do you feel, baby?” 
 
    “Good, really fucking good.” His eyes flutter open, and the vivid green seems even brighter than usual. “Thank you.” 
 
    “Oh, Sawyer, my love. You never have to thank me for spanking you. I get as much from it as you do.” 
 
    “But you didn’t come. Do you want to fuck me now?” 
 
    “No, I’m fine, but thank you for asking. I’ll get some cream for your arse, then tuck you into bed.” I look over at him and raise my eyebrows. “After I’ve changed the sheets. That was a bountiful load.” 
 
    Sawyer’s face flushes as red as his arse, and I chuckle when he covers his face with his hands. “You have no filter,” he mutters into his hands, which only makes me laugh harder. He drags his hands down his face, then scowls at me. “I want a shower.” 
 
    As he stands and stretches, he winces with the pain. Then he turns his back to the mirror and looks over his shoulder. “Fuck, Daddy, you really went to town.” He shakes his head. 
 
    “You needed it, baby. Your mind was a clusterfuck. You feel better for it, right? Your head’s clearer.” I push myself off the bed and take the few steps toward him. “You could’ve said stop at any time, Sawyer.” 
 
    “I know, and you’re right. I do feel less stressed, but don’t expect me to sit down for a while.” He glances back in the mirror again. “Your hands are fucking huge.”  
 
    “Come on, shower. Then I’ll put some cream on you before we go to bed.” I lean in and capture his face in my palms. “You are amazing, and I love you,” I say softly. His eyes flutter shut as I brush my lips once, twice, and again over his, then pull away. 
 
    He wanders into his bathroom, and I make quick work of changing the covers, then join him. 
 
    “Shouldn’t you be back at work?” he asks as I dry him off, patting the water off his bum cheeks, careful not to make them hurt again. 
 
    “I’m not going in after what we shared today. I told Andrew I may not be back. I’ll shoot him a text to confirm it.” 
 
    “I’m okay, you know. If you need to get to work, you should go. I’ll probably just crash out and sleep for the rest of the day.” 
 
    “No, boy. I’m staying. Don’t argue with me.” 
 
    He stares at me for a few seconds, his face blank. “Okay.” 
 
    “Go and lie on your stomach. I’ll grab the cream.” I open his cabinet over the sink and take out the jar I bought for his house. The rich cream with vitamin E and calendula is easy to rub in and works quickly to soothe his skin and reduce the redness. Sawyer seems to like this part as much as the spanking. “How does it feel?” He’s sprawled on the bed, eyes closed. He slowly opens one eye. 
 
    “Good, I like the burn,” he murmurs sleepily. 
 
    Chuckling, I clamber up the bed and straddle his thighs. “I love my handprints on you.” With a sigh, I unscrew the lid off the jar. I take my time to rub the ointment in, making sure I cover every part of the tender flesh. Then I lean over and kiss down his back. “All done, baby.” All I get in response is a soft snore. 
 
    I leave him to sleep and get dressed, then go downstairs to call Andrew. He’s fine and happy to lock up. “I’ll see you tomorrow. Thanks again.” 
 
    “No worries, I’m glad he’s okay.”  
 
    Is he okay? Is his brother going to be a problem for him? His reaction when I asked him about his life when we first met has made me cautious. Will he ever share his background with me? I hope it won’t take too long. I love him and want to take the burden off him, but I won’t push. I’ll have to wait for him to be ready. 
 
    I open his fridge and check if he has anything I can use for making us dinner. But the jar of pickles and the one lonely egg won’t get us much.  A trip to the supermarket it is, then. Maybe some steaks and a bottle of red to go with them. With that decided, I go back upstairs. 
 
    “Hi.” Sawyer blinks at me sleepily, then holds his hand out for me. I get up on the bed and lie down next to him. 
 
    “How’re you feeling?” 
 
    “Are you talking about my arse or my head?” He smiles. 
 
    “Either, but preferably both.” I chuckle as I stroke my fingers through his hair, sweeping the long strands off his face. 
 
    “My arse feels good in a ‘wow, that kinda hurt’ way. My head isn’t so sure what to make of it all.” He pauses and chews on the corner of his lip. “What do you think I should do about Alex? Would you want your brother back after what has happened?”  
 
    “I don’t know. Honestly? I’d find it hard. Hell, I’m pissed off with Jake after what he did to you. It’s difficult for me to equate it in my life. Coming out wasn’t hard for me, though. I can’t imagine my father being that much of a bastard. Maybe you have to try, but he has to prove himself to you. It would show your father that you survived and have become an amazing man without your family’s support.” 
 
    “I don’t know.” His lips are pressed together in a thin tight line, as if he refuses to think about that. 
 
    “But you want your brother in your life?” 
 
    “If I can, but it has to be on my terms.” Sawyer wraps his arms around my waist, tightening his grip on me. “I’m not going to be begging to be his friend. He hurt me all over again today. Not because he was the one to tell. He was a child. How was he to know? No, it’s knowing my mother stood up for him, for my brother, while all this time, she’s never looked for me. I haven’t been hiding. It wouldn’t have been hard to get in touch, yet for the last six years, they haven’t.” 
 
    “That’s all you can do, baby. It’ll never be the relationship you would’ve had if this hadn’t happened, but it doesn’t have to be. He’s an adult now. Maybe treat him as a new friend rather than a brother you used to know.” 
 
    “I like that idea, but I don’t want to hear about his life after I left.” 
 
    “Then we won’t talk about it anymore. But I’m here for you, and I’m not going anywhere.” When he lifts his head, I kiss him, pouring all my love for him in the kiss. I want to make him forget he’s had a shock, a mentally exhausting one. And I added to that by putting him in time out. 
 
    “How do you feel about your punishment? Is that something you’d like to talk about?” 
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    I let out a dry laugh. “No, Daddy. I think we can put that behind us. I don’t like the idea of doing that again anytime soon.” 
 
    “I’m pleased to hear it, boy.” His voice has a throaty rasp to it that makes my dick twitch. Of course, he notices but shakes his head at me. 
 
    “Not going to happen, not yet. You’ve been through the wringer today. Time to relax.” He smirks.  
 
    We lie quietly, but it’s a comfortable silence. Devon’s fingers stroking through my hair, his calming presence beside me, ground me, and I keep thinking of him, not what has happened. Then I, or rather my stomach, cuts through the peace by growling loudly. 
 
    “I think that’s our cue to get something to eat.” Devon chuckles. 
 
    “I don’t think I’ve got anything in the fridge. We could go out?” I offer. 
 
    “Or”—I make a dramatic pause—“We could go to the supermarket.” 
 
    “That sounds very domestic. Are we there yet?” I laugh, making light of it, but there’s some truth in my question. 
 
    “Yes, baby. We are very much there. So get some clothes on, and we can go. I fancy a steak.” He claps his hands. 
 
    Half an hour later, we’re ambling around Waitrose. Devon keeps wandering off to grab something, instructing me to wait where I am. I’m now so bored and leaning on the trolley handle. How long does it take to pick out a few tomatoes, for chrissake!  
 
    “Why are you scowling?” He drops the bag of tomatoes and another of lettuce in the shopping trolley, then bends his head and pops a kiss on my lips. 
 
    “Do you always take so long to shop?” I moan. “Do you have to check everything before you decide?” 
 
    “Yes, baby. I like to pick the best. No whining, or you’ll be back in the corner.” I wink at him, then laugh when he rolls his eyes. “Behave, boy.” 
 
    “Yes, Daddy.” I smirk as his eyes darken. He really loves me calling him that. 
 
    “Come on, then.” He walks next to me now, only darting off every now and again. The food piles up as we finally make our way to the checkout.  
 
    “Please tell me some of this is for your place?” I nod at all the vegetables, meat, and pasta that go through the scanner. 
 
    “Nope, this is for your place. You’re low on everything.” He smiles, but it falters when I frown at him. “What? You know it’s true.” 
 
    “Fine.” I probably end up throwing a lot of this away. My shifts don’t tie in well with having a fridge full of fresh food. I pay, and we head back out to the car. 
 
    “What is it? You need food, don’t you?” We put the bags in the boot. 
 
    “I don’t need all this. I work shifts, Devon. I won’t eat it, and it’ll go to waste.” 
 
    “Then we can cook it and freeze it. Trust me, I won’t let it go to waste. Now smile, or I’ll spank you again.” 
 
    I can’t help but laugh. “You’re a bossy bastard.” 
 
    “And yet you love me.” He grins at me. 
 
    “For my sins, I do.” 
 
    Devon is a great cook, and the steaks were perfect. Together we’ve cleared up the kitchen. He made less of a mess than I expected, but I like my place tidy. Now I’m lying on the sofa with my head in Devon’s lap, his hands stroking lazily through my hair. It’s so relaxing I’m getting sleepy.  
 
    I gaze up at him. He’s watching some home-decorating show on the telly, but I don’t think he’s paying it much attention. “Are you staying tonight? I know we hadn’t planned on seeing each other, so I don’t mind if you can’t.” 
 
    He looks down at me, a tentative smile on his lips. “Maybe I should. We’ve just shared a bottle of wine, and I don’t want to drive. Otherwise, I’d have to get a cab. Is that okay?” 
 
    “Of course, it is.” I reach up to him and graze my fingers over his beard, then trace the shape of his mouth. As I let a finger slide over his full bottom lip, his lips part, and the tip of his tongue flicks over the single digit. We tease each other, me sliding over his lip, he giving little licks. With a growl, he sucks my finger into his mouth. His tongue swirls around it, drawing it deeper. Then his teeth bite down. “Shit.” I hiss at the pain resonating through my body. I shiver as he continues fellating my finger, his eyes locked on mine. Then it’s over. He releases his hold, and I pull my finger free. 
 
    “I love the way you react, boy. The sting of pain has your body aching for more.” 
 
    “I’m not sure about that. I don’t think I’m going to be asking to be flogged anytime soon.” I grin. “Your hand does enough for me.” 
 
    “Don’t knock it till you’ve tried it.” He winks, but I shake my head. 
 
    “No, thanks. I’ll pass.” I fidget and sit up. “Have you done it?” I’m curious about the extent of his kink. 
 
    “Once or twice, both giving and receiving. It’s good, but I won’t miss it if it’s never something you want to try. You give me everything I need.” 
 
    “That’s good to hear. I’ve no objections to being tied up, though. Those cuffs you have are damn good. For me, it’s more about the expectation. I love how you can keep me on the brink. That’s the kind of things I like.” 
 
    “I like that too. Edging you is amazing. I could do it all night long.” Devon’s eyes are sparkling. His teasing is incredibly arousing. 
 
    “Then what are we waiting for?” I rise to my feet, holding my hand out for him. 
 
    Devon stands up too and cups my jaw, then slides his hand through my hair and grips it tightly at my nape. He pulls my head back, exposing my neck and throat. His tongue licks up from my collarbone and over my Adam’s apple, then laps over my jaw. I groan, loving the way his beard feels over my stubble, the tingle it sends through my skin as he rubs it over me. “Go upstairs, boy. Strip and lie on your front.” 
 
    “Yes, Daddy.” I pant as his hand tightens in my hair for a second. The sting of pain has my body singing. 
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    When I walk into the bar, my arse is still sore, and I ache in muscles I didn’t know I had. Last night was more than I could ever have imagined. We didn’t manage the entire night, but conceding to sleep well after midnight was more than long enough. With every step I take, my skin burns where he’s scraped his beard over my inner thighs and bum. The bruises he’s left are, thankfully, out of sight and private. 
 
    “Hi, Sawyer, did everything get sorted?” Gus gives me a wave as I walk through to the staff room. 
 
    “Yeah, sorry for making you have to come in. I can take one of your shifts if you want me to.” 
 
    “You don’t need to do that. It was better than having to study all day. I needed the break before my brain fried.” He shrugs. We all know he’s insanely clever and probably doesn’t need to work as hard as he does, but he’s now doing a master’s in physics. Max is incredibly proud of him and tells everyone. Gus hates it but loves Max so much he puts up with it.  
 
    I push open the door and stroll down the corridor to the staff room at the end. As I pass the office, I greet Jonas with a wave, then stop and take a few steps back. “You okay?”  
 
    Jonas looks dreadful, tired and pale, his eyes red and dull. “Huh, oh sorry, Sawyer, hi. Is everything okay?” 
 
    “I could ask you the same thing. You look beat. When did you last have a day off?” Jonas and Max are my bosses, but they’re more than that. I’ve always had a good relationship with them, and I hate to see Jonas so exhausted. 
 
    “You sound like Max. I’m fine, and I don’t need to take a day off.” He sighs wearily. 
 
    “You’re the boss, but stay back here. You don’t want to be scaring off the customers!” I grin. 
 
    “Fuck off.” He chuckles. “We can’t all look like a movie star.” 
 
    “Yeah, whatever. But seriously, mate. You need to get away from here for a few days.” 
 
    Just then, footsteps walk towards us—Max, his expression fixed in a scowl. “Jonas, I wasn’t kidding. Go fucking home and get some sleep. You’re knackered. I don’t want you back here tomorrow either.” He turns to me. “What do you think, Sawyer? Does he look well to you?” 
 
    “I just said the same thing.” 
 
    “See? Go on, Jo. I’ll call round to see you later. But please, go home.” Max softens his voice now, laced with concern. They are brothers but great friends too. Having had to look after each other for so many years, they know each other inside out.  
 
    The tender way Max looks at his brother makes me think of Alex and if there’s ever any chance of us being close again. I let them carry on with their conversation and go to the break room. After hanging up my jacket, I grab a clean black apron and tie it around my waist, then check my phone. A text has come through. 
 
    Alex: I’m so pleased to have seen you again. I’m so sorry for the pain I caused. I’d like us to meet up again, but if you don’t want to, I understand 
 
    Crap! I can’t reply now. I make sure my phone’s on silent and push it into my back pocket. Time to serve alcohol for the next eight hours. Fun times. 
 
    “You and Devon seem good. He was worried about you yesterday. You met his dad this week, right? Did it go okay? Does he know about you and Voldemort?” Gus decided that Danny didn’t deserve to have his name mentioned, so he became he who must not be named. 
 
    “Yeah, he was, but it’s all sorted now. And I think it went well with his dad. He knows about what happened and isn’t happy about Jake being with him. At least it seemed like it. He invited me for Sunday lunch and said he’d make sure Voldemort isn’t there. I don’t know how I feel about it, though. I mean, Devon is fucking amazing, but to be there, with Jake, it’s weird, don’t you think?” 
 
    “I don’t know what I’d do. I’d want to be with the gorgeous hunk of a man you have, but sitting at a table with Jake? I’m not so sure.” 
 
    Just then Max walks up behind Gus and growls, “Less thinking about Sawyer’s man, please, babe. Or I’ll be spanking your arse later.” 
 
    “Yeah, yeah. You’re all talk, big man.” Gus blows him a kiss.  
 
    It gets busier, and we have less chance to talk. At seven, Leo comes in to take over from Gus, and he and Max walk out, holding hands. They’re such a striking couple. Gus is the epitome of geek chic. His nerdy hipster look is so effortless for him. Max is tall and buff, with “a don’t fuck with me” air. He carries himself with ease and confidence. So many pairs of eyes follow them as they leave, and they don’t care. In the beginning, I was so envious of them, but not now. Now I have exactly who I want and need. Then, as if I summoned him, Devon walks through the door. Max says a few words to him, and Gus blushes as Devon laughs. He flicks his eyes past the two men and catches me watching him. He gives me a wink and turns his attention to Max and Gus. When they stroll off, Max’s arm around Gus’s shoulders, Devon walks to me. Or rather he strides like a predator stalking his prey, his eyes fixed on me. 
 
    Just like with Max and Gus, the guests stare after him. The fact that he’s huge helps him get through the crowd to the bar quickly. 
 
    “I wasn’t expecting you tonight?” Grinning, I lean over the bar. He meets me halfway and presses his lips to mine. 
 
    “I wanted one of those.” His eyes roam over my face, lust shimmering in his gaze. It’s as if he hasn’t seen me for days, not ten hours. 
 
    “Okay, would you like a beer to go with it?” I smirk. 
 
    “Nope, I’m not staying. I’m here to extend an invite from my dad for lunch this Sunday. What do you think?” I don’t know what he sees in my face, but he frowns. “No? I thought you liked him. He really likes you. Please, baby.” 
 
    “Can I think about it? Don’t get me wrong. I do like him, but I’m not entirely comfortable yet. I’m not sure if it’s a bit too soon to be around Jake.” I hate the hurt look on his face and the way he stiffens. Before I can say anything else, someone calls for my attention. “Don’t go anywhere. I’ll be back in a sec.” I reach out and stroke my fingers down the back of his hand. He relaxes a little and gives me a tiny smile, but it doesn’t reach his eyes. 
 
    I move down the bar and take the order from the couple waiting. It doesn’t take me long to serve them, but all the while, I flicker my eyes over to Devon, conscious of his glare right down to my bones. My heart is beating as fast as a hummingbird’s wings as I walk up to him, wishing the bar wasn’t between us. His expression has mellowed a bit, but it’s still tenser than I’d like. As I wait for him to speak, I square my shoulders. I’m not going to be guilt-tripped into going.  
 
    “We can’t talk about this here, baby,” Devon says, his voice softer than I expected, and I sigh, relaxing, and nod. 
 
    “Okay, will you wait?” I know the answer before he says the words. 
 
    “No, I’m sorry, but I can’t. I only popped in quickly. I didn’t expect a simple invite to turn into a discussion. Can you come to me after?” 
 
    “It’ll be too late. I’d have to go home and get my car, plus I’ll be knackered. Can I see you tomorrow?” 
 
    “Look, don’t worry about it. I’ll tell him no for this weekend. We can talk about when we see each other again.” He taps his knuckles on the polished wood. “I catch you later.” 
 
    “Devon, please. Don’t be like this. It’s a big deal to me. Jake and Danny hurt me. A lot. They broke everything I knew apart. The thought of sitting opposite Jake and having to make small talk is weird. You can see that, right? He knows stuff about me. Danny will have told him all kinds of shit. I’m embarrassed to be the dumb ex who had no idea.” Devon doesn’t seem to be seeing my side of this. “I love you, Devon. Please don’t be cross with me.” Damn it, why do I have a late shift? I hate we’re having this conversation at the bar. He’s pissed off with me, and I can’t do anything here to make it right again. Can I ask someone…? No, Gus already filled in for me too many times. I can’t ask him again. “Please don’t go. We can talk about it some more. Don’t leave like this.” What’s happening here? He wants me to say yes, without listening to my reason why I’m apprehensive. That’s not how we work. He told me always to talk things through. We’re a partnership. 
 
    “I said it’s fine, Sawyer.” Devon leans over and kisses me, only a soft brush over my lips. I want to deepen it, but he draws back, turns on his heel, and heads out, without looking back. 
 
    “Hey, Sawyer, are you okay?” Leo’s hand rests on my shoulder. I shrug, my gaze on Devon’s retreating back. 
 
    “I have no idea what the hell just happened. I’m not sure if I have a boyfriend anymore.” I shake my head. It’ll have to wait. I move over to serve another customer. And that’s what I do for the rest of the night. 
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    I storm into work, my head still aching from the large quantity of JD I drank after I got home last night. Fucking Sawyer, why couldn’t he simply say yes. It’s only lunch, for fuck’s sake. I’m not asking him too much. All the shit with Danny was over a year ago. Why can’t he let it go? 
 
    “What’s crawled up your arse?” Andrew switches the kettle on. 
 
    “Fuck off!” I growl, but he just laughs at me. 
 
    “What the fuck did you do to your gorgeous boy?” He leans back against the counter and crosses his arms over his chest. His overalls are half on, the arms tied around his waist. His tattooed muscles flex under the black vest and the full sleeves he has down both arms. 
 
    “Why do you think it’s something I’ve done? And anyway, you’re wrong. It’s not me this time.” I glower at him when his only reaction is to raise one eyebrow at me.  
 
    I throw my jacket onto my chair and my phone—my silent, “hasn’t made a fucking sound at me for eight hours” phone—onto the desk. Andrew stays quiet, eyeballing me, then turns his back and makes the tea. 
 
    “A couple of days ago you rushed off to see him and didn’t come back. Yesterday you were floating on a sickening loved-up high. Now you’ve got a face like a smacked arse and a mood to match. I’m pretty sure you did something to upset him.” 
 
    “I asked him to come to lunch with my family on Sunday, and he said no. So you see it was nothing I did,” I shoot back at him. 
 
    “Nothing, apart from expecting him to be okay with sitting with the guy who was fucking his boyfriend for six months. The one who broke up a, what did you say, two-year relationship. Yeah, not your fault at all.” He plonks the cup of tea in front of me, sloshing some of the hot liquid over my desk, and walks out, shaking his head and muttering about dumb Doms and insensitivity. 
 
    I mop up the spilt tea, then rummage around in my desk for some paracetamol. I need to get rid of this headache before I can do anything else. After half an hour, I’m feeling better and spend the rest of the morning elbow deep in the blasting cabinet, removing layers of badly applied paint to a fuel tank. It’s rather tedious, mind-numbing work, and I have all the time to think over what I did wrong and how to make it right.  
 
    A tap on my shoulder startles me, and I pull my hands out of the gloves attached to the cabinet and glance back. Andrew nods to the open garage door, where Sawyer stands in the entrance, shuffling his feet. Not at all like the man he was before I was an idiot.  
 
    “I have a feeling that’s your boy.” Andrew smirks at me. 
 
    I nod and stride past him towards my boy. The pain of hurt all over him is a stab to the chest. He has his arms wrapped around his waist as if he’s holding himself together. As I get closer, I notice that his eyes are a troubled, dark forest-green rather than the vibrant emerald they usually are. 
 
    “Hi, baby.” I greet him and move into his space. I halt when he takes a step back. Crap, this isn’t good. Is he going to call it off, break up with me? No, I can’t let that happen, won’t let that happen. Before I can speak, he loosens his arms, and they flop down at his side. 
 
    “Is there somewhere we can talk?” His voice is crackly as if it hurts to speak. 
 
    “Of course. Come through.” I lead him through to my office and close the door behind him. “I’m so, so sorry, Sawyer. I was a prick last night.” 
 
    “Yeah, you were. Maybe we should ease back a little bit. It’s only been a month, and it’s become so intense.” Sawyer has been looking at the ground, but when he lifts his head, his eyes are full of pain, dark, and deeply sad. 
 
    “No.” I lean back on my desk and grip the edge tightly, shaking my head. “Don’t do this, Sawyer. I’m sorry I pushed you last night. I shouldn’t have dropped that on you at work. You have every right to be pissed at me, but don’t run from me. I love you, and you love me too. Please, I don’t want this to end. What we have is real, and it’s everything I’ve ever wanted. You are everything I’ve ever wanted.” 
 
    “I know, but I’m scared, Devon. I’m scared of how much it’s going to hurt when it ends, when you find someone better. Someone who’ll be happy to be with your family, who doesn’t have so much baggage.” 
 
    I push away from the desk and stalk toward him. “Never.” I clasp his biceps. “There will never be anyone other than you. I don’t give a fuck if we never go to lunch with my family. I love you. You are so brave, so strong and resilient. You don’t put up with any shit, and you’ve embraced a new side of yourself so beautifully. I can’t be without you.” My forehead bumps gently on his. He’s shaking, his whole body trembling. “I love you, and I’m not letting you go. Do you understand me, boy?” 
 
    “Y…yes,” he whispers. 
 
    “Look at me and answer me properly.”  
 
    “Yes, Daddy.” He lifts his head slowly. A single tear slips down his cheek. I wipe it away with a kiss. 
 
    “Good boy.” I lead him to my chair and sit down with him on my lap. “No more tears and no more doubts.” 
 
    “Okay, I’ll try.”  
 
    “He really did a number on you, didn’t he? Even more than I realised. When you told me, you were so calm about it, or rather you seemed so calm. But I was wrong, and I’m sorry.” 
 
    “Which one?” 
 
    “Danny.” Has he ever really talked about it? He’s so private. Even with his friends, he keeps a lot of his life to himself. Will he talk to me about it? 
 
    “Yeah, he did. They both did.” He shrugs. “I’d better go. You’ve got work to do. I’ll call you later.” 
 
    “Not so fast, boy,” I squeeze him around his waist. “Do you really want us to slow down, to see less of each other? Have I pushed you too much?” I think of all the times we’ve played, how he begged and pleaded for more. The way he gives everything he has to me is real. I can’t be mistaken about that. Sawyer shakes his head and mumbles something I don’t catch. “Words, baby.” 
 
    “No, not really, but it was horrible watching you walk away without a backward glance. You did it so easily. The moment you didn’t get what you wanted, you disregarded me, cast me aside. I can’t keep getting rejected. I won’t go through that again.” Sawyer closes his eyes; he seems exhausted. Guilt races through me like venom. I did this to him. 
 
    “So deciding to be on your own again was easier. To protect yourself from being hurt.” I groan at my ignorance and behaviour. “I’m so sorry, baby. Please believe me. I won’t do it again, I promise.” 
 
    He nods and leans into me. I hold him close, one hand around his waist, the other on his jaw, my thumb stroking over his cheek. “You look exhausted, baby.” 
 
    “I didn’t get much sleep,” he mumbles into my chest. Then he yawns a huge jaw-splitting yawn and closes his eyes. 
 
    “Come on, baby. I’ll take you home.”  
 
    “I’ve got my car here. It’s okay.” 
 
    If he thinks he’s in any way getting behind the wheel, he’s got another shock coming his way. “Not happening, boy. There’s one thing I need to do first before I drive you home.” 
 
    “What?” He opens his eyes. 
 
    “This.” I lower my mouth to his and press our lips together, taking my time to nibble along his full, firm bottom lip, then pulling it between my teeth and biting. I lick the sting away and slip my tongue inside the wet heat of his mouth, moaning softly. I taste the mint from his toothpaste, but headier is the unique flavour of him. We stroke and tangle our tongues together as Sawyer fists my T-shirt. 
 
    “Daddy.” He pants as we break apart, his eyes brighter, the green more vivid. 
 
    “Yes, boy, I know.”  
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    I hardly remember Devon driving me home. When I told him I hadn’t had much sleep, it implied I’d had some. I was up all night, pacing through the downstairs of my little house as I tried to understand what had happened. The memory of how easily Danny walked away from me paled to nothing after Devon’s cast-off kiss. The sight of his back as he left the bar hurt so much more. The things we’d done together, the intimacy that meant so much, the fun and the laughter we’d shared played on a constant loop in my head. Silly moments when we shared a bath and were covered in bubbles and the simple pleasures of cooking together or watching the TV curled up in his lap were gone. He turned his back on them as well as me. I had to make sure it was final before he did. I wanted, no, I needed the upper hand. To be the one who walked away this time. 
 
    What I hadn’t expected was his impassioned refusal to let me go, to let us go. 
 
    Now, I stretch in my bed after a deep and peaceful sleep. The day is closing, and without looking at the time, I know it’s late enough for Devon to have finished work. He’ll be here soon, back with me. Where I want him to be. I want to be a part of Devon’s family, and because of that, I must accept that Jake is with Danny. Adam said he’ll make sure Danny isn’t at my first lunch. Then I’m sure I can get through it.  
 
    The key scrapes in my front door. My Daddy is here, and he’s used the key I gave him earlier. I wriggle down in the bed as I wait for him to come upstairs, a smile already huge on my face when his footsteps sound on the stairs, muted by the carpet, but he’s a big man. Stealth isn’t ever going to be easy for him in this creaky, old house. And there might be a little cat around somewhere. Flora took an immediate liking to Devon, just like me, and she’s now chirping away. No doubt trying to get Devon to give her some more biscuits. Which he will do soon enough, I’m sure of it. 
 
    I stretch out, cat-like, with my arms above my head. My feet kick out, and the duvet slides down my chest, exposing enough of my skin to make his eyes darken as they roam over me. “Hello, Daddy.” I purr. 
 
    “Hello to you too, boy. Did you sleep?” He toes off his shoes and reaches for the button on his jeans. 
 
    “I did. I feel much better. Thank you for looking after me.” I push up so I’m sitting up now. 
 
    Devon halts the removal of his clothes and gives me a sweet smile. “I’ll always look after you. You seem to think I’m only your Daddy when we’re in bed. It’s not all about submission and spankings. It’s letting yourself go, allowing me to make the decisions for us, giving you the chance to simply be and enjoy our time together.”  
 
    “I never thought of it that way. I only thought of it as sex, as something you liked me calling you in bed or wherever we happened to be.” Heat rises in my cheeks when I recall being bent over the kitchen table with my jeans around my ankles. 
 
    “I fucking love it when you blush, boy.” He whips his T-shirt over his head, then walks into the bathroom. With only the button on his jeans undone, they hang from his hips, showing the two dimples at the base of his spine. 
 
    The noise of the shower being turned on is loud enough to halt any further discussion, so I flop back onto the pillow and close my eyes again. 
 
    “Sawyer, baby.” Devon’s voice is much closer than it should be. Startled, I open my eyes. He’s leaning over the bed, his face almost touching mine. “My back won’t wash itself, you know that, right?” He grins and taps my nose with his finger. 
 
    I push the covers down, shove the tangle away with my feet, and jump out of bed. “Sorry, Daddy.” I scuttle towards the bathroom but not before a hard smack hits my left butt cheek, making me yelp and laugh. Something that this morning I didn’t think would be happening anytime soon. 
 
    Once we are both under the hot spray, Devon captures my face in his hands. “Thank you,” he murmurs, his mouth only a whisper away from mine. Then his mouth is on mine, firm, unyielding as he keeps his lips pressed to mine. There’s no tongue involved, but this is one of the most, if not the most, heartfelt, intense kisses I’ve ever had. 
 
    “I love you,” I say when he breaks the kiss. His eyes, a deep sapphire blue, darker than I’ve seen before, stare into mine as if he can see into my soul. 
 
    “I’ll never make you doubt it again.” Then he releases me and winks. “Now, wash my back, boy, and don’t skimp on the soap.” 
 
    I laugh and get to it. It’s a fun shower. All the tension from this afternoon has dissipated. We take our time washing each other, but that’s as far as it goes, and for once, I appreciate it. We’ve fucked each other plenty of times, and I love it. I also love the softer, playful side of this huge man. 
 
    “Are you up for going out tonight?” He produces a bag I haven’t seen earlier and pulls out some clean clothes. 
 
    “Where?”  
 
    “I’d like to take you to one of my favourite clubs.”  
 
    “A kink club?” I’m not sure if I’m intrigued or terrified. 
 
    “No, baby. Well, not really. A lot of my friends go there. They’re into the scene, but it’s not a full-on BDSM club.” He smirks, and his eyes are full of mischief and laughter. 
 
    My immediate answer is to say no, but why? It’s part of my life now, of who we are as a couple, and I have so much to learn. It will be good to meet his friends, to see him outside of our self-contained bubble. I match his smug look. “Maybe this is something a Daddy should decide.” I wink and turn to my dresser. Before I can even pull the top drawer open, he cages me against the dresser. His front presses against my back. The hair covering his chest prickles on my skin. I instinctively push my arse back against his groin. His dick, trapped between our bodies, swells. I sway my hips gently from side to side as he thickens and groans. 
 
    “Bad boys don’t get treats, baby,” he growls low in my ear. 
 
    “But, Daddy, I’ve been so good.” I moan as he slides his dick between my arse cheeks. Up and down, over and over, the glide easing as his precum lubricates his shaft. 
 
    “Not yet, boy. When we get home tonight. I have a feeling you’ll need it more then.” He chuckles into my nape as I curse him. “I like you needy.” His voice is deep and husky, making me shudder. Then he steps back. 
 
    I spin around. My mouth waters at how hard he is. Without giving him a chance to move, I’m on my knees and take him into my mouth. 
 
    “Fuck!” he barks out as I swallow around him, my throat tight, constricting around the head. “You asked for it, boy.” I do something I’ve never done before. I place my hands behind my back and clasp them together, then look up at him. 
 
    His hands tangle in my long hair, not pulling enough to hurt but hard enough to keep my head in place as he plunges with long, deep strokes. When my nose hits his pubic hair, he holds me still, keeping his dick in my throat. When I try to move away, he shushes me. “A couple more seconds, boy.” 
 
    I steady myself, relaxing my throat again. Then he pulls back, and I draw deep breaths down into my lungs. Saliva drips from his cock to my mouth and down my chin. “Beautiful, boy. You look so good. Ready to finish the job?” 
 
    I nod and let him slide inside me again. I suck as much as I can, keeping my tongue flat under his length. The thick veins rubs over my taste buds. Then he’s back in my mouth, pumping slowly this time, allowing me to breathe between a couple of long strokes. I can tell when he’s getting close, and I suck again, hollowing my cheeks. My eyes are watering as he picks up speed. His hands are gentle now as his thumbs stroke down my cheeks. Then the first pulse of his release hits my tongue, and my nose is back in his short dark hair above his cock as he fires down my throat. I swallow and swallow, my lungs burning, but I know he’s watching me, checking on me. Then he pulls back, and I get the last taste of his salty load on my tongue. 
 
    I sit back on my haunches and wipe my mouth with my hand. My lips are swollen. No way I’ll be able to hide how they got that way. I like that idea. 
 
    Devon extends his hand out for me and hauls me to my feet. I stumble into his body as his arms wrap around me. “Jesus, boy. You’re fucking amazing. Thank you for letting me do that.” 
 
    I cough a little, and there’s a definite rasp to my voice. “I don’t think I gave you much choice, Daddy.” 
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    “Shall we eat here?” I look in the window of the bar and grill restaurant. The food is good, the service quick. I don’t want it to be too late before we get to the club. 
 
    “Yeah, the burgers are good here.” He nods and pulls the door open and waits for me to go inside. 
 
    “What do you want to drink?” I ask as we sit down and take the menus from the waiter. 
 
    “I thought you were making the decisions tonight.” He smirks. “I’ll have a beer.” 
 
    I order the same, and we’re quiet as we look over the menu. Sawyer is frowning when he puts the sheet down. 
 
    “What’s up? Don’t you see anything you want?” 
 
    “No, I know what I want to eat.” He pours some water from the carafe on the table and takes a gulp. “I want to say I’m sorry and that I’ll go to lunch on Sunday with you. If the invitation is still open.” 
 
    I look at him in surprise. “Really? I thought you were dead against it.” 
 
    “I was, and now I’m not. I have to get over what happened. I love you, and I’m not going to let Danny ruin what we have. I should’ve put you first. I’m sorry.”  
 
    “You had every right to be pissed off with how I reacted. I didn’t take your feelings and thoughts into proper consideration, and again, I’m sorry. I’d like to think we’ve dealt with that now, don’t you?” I keep my eyes on Sawyer, who nods and lays his hand on mine. I turn it over and link our fingers. “I’ll let my dad know. He’ll give Jake the option to be present or not. Danny won’t be invited. He assured you of that.” I look down at my menu as the waiter approaches. He smiles, not caring about our joined hands. 
 
    “Can I get you something to drink?”  
 
    We both ask for a beer. “And I’ll have the steak, please.” Sawyer shoots the waiter a bewitching smile. I hide my grin and order the same. 
 
    “Do you think they’ll get married? Danny and Jake?” Sawyer asks when we’re alone again. 
 
    “My stepmother seems to think so. She’s made them commit to a date, but I don’t think they’ll follow through. Danny says the right words, and Jake hangs off them, but their relationship isn’t genuine. Not from where I’m standing. I have a feeling it’s going to end badly. My brother doesn’t deserve to be hurt like that.” 
 
    “He always said he’d never marry. Or maybe he simply meant he would never marry me.” Sawyer shrugs.  
 
    “I can’t say I mind. I rather like you being my boyfriend.” I give him a wink. 
 
    “I rather like being your boyfriend too.” His eyes sparkle joyfully. “I think I’ll keep you.” 
 
    The waiter arrives with our drinks and places them in front of us. He gives Sawyer a saucy look, then leaves us alone. “I think he likes you, boy,” I whisper. 
 
    “Too bad I’m already taken, isn’t it?” Sawyer picks up his glass, then almost drops it as he peeks over my shoulder. “Talk of the devil.” He sneers.  
 
    I twist around in the direction Sawyer is staring. Danny is with a man who most definitely isn’t my brother. They’re shown to a table on the other side of the room.  
 
    “It could be nothing. Have you eaten here with friends before?” I try to sound nonchalant as I turn back to Sawyer. 
 
    “Not my circus, not my monkeys.” He shrugs, then smiles as the waiter arrives with our meals. 
 
    I’m not feeling quite so blasé, and every scenario is running through my head. 
 
    “Why don’t you say hi. There’s no reason why you shouldn’t. You had enough interaction with him since he and Jake got together.” Sawyer bites into his burger and chews. 
 
    “Maybe after we’ve eaten.” I pluck a chip with my fingers and bite into it because it really isn’t my problem. Sawyer picks up the conversation and soon has me laughing, and by the time we’ve finished, I’ve stopped thinking about Danny. I scowl at Sawyer when he nabs the bill before I can, then laugh as he sticks his tongue out at me. 
 
    “I’ll settle this. You say hello to your future brother-in-law.” He grins and nods in the direction of his table. 
 
    I stand up, dropping my napkin on my plate, and slide out of the bench seat. I wend my way through the busy restaurant until I reach Danny’s table. 
 
    “Hi, Danny. Good to see you again.” I clap my hand on his shoulder.  
 
    “Devon, hi!” He squeaks as he swallows hard, then coughs. His friend hands him one of the drinks on the table. 
 
    “Here you go, babe.” This only seems to make Danny cough even more. 
 
    I turn to the poor guy who doesn’t have a bloody clue what he’s just done. “Hi, I’m Jake’s brother. It’s nice to meet you.” 
 
    “Oh, um, hi. I’m Chris. I don’t think I know Jake. I’ve only been with Dan a couple of weeks. I haven’t met all his friends yet.”  
 
    The guy is too cute to be hurt by Danny, so I do the kindest thing. “You look good together. Have a great evening.” With the fakest smile I can manage, I turn to Danny. “I’ll be sure to tell him I saw you. Have a great evening.” 
 
    I saunter back to Sawyer, who’s frowning at me. I give him a smile, a genuine one. That fuckwit Danny is not going to ruin our night. And he’d better have broken up with my brother by Sunday lunch, or I’ll be telling him. 
 
    “Well?” He gnaws on his lip.  
 
    “I think they’re just friends.” I take his hand and drop a kiss on his lips.  
 
    “Liar.” He scowls. “You can’t lie for shit to me. I know you too well now. But it’s not me you need to be telling about this,” he points out. 
 
    “I have a feeling he’ll do it himself. Come on, we’ve got better places to be.” I throw my arm over his shoulder and kiss his temple. He glances over his shoulder, but I don’t bother to ask whether Danny saw him.  
 
    Excitement is vibrating through Sawyer’s hand as we walk into the club. From the outside, it’s an unobtrusive building, nestled in a quiet street just a few roads back from the bustling bars and clubs, including Bar 28. The door is a heavily tinted black glass, with the name Evoke written in an elegant font in the middle of the glass. I press the button on the intercom and give my name to the voice that answers. 
 
    “I’ve lived here for nine years. How do I not know about this place? I thought I knew all the pubs and clubs.” Sawyer turns to me in surprise. 
 
    “I suppose because you’ve never looked hard enough.” I lean in closer. “I think you’ll like it.”  
 
    We greet the doorman as we pass, and I push another door into the bar. Sawyer glances around, and I try to see it through fresh eyes. The lighting is subdued, allowing privacy in darker areas, but light enough to let you see who you’re conversing with. The room is set out with sofas and chairs situated around low tables. Cushions are placed on the floor next to the furniture. Some areas are already occupied. Its black-and-grey design is elegant and expensive, while the walls are papered with rich, dark burgundy rose blooms. It’s timeless and beautiful. I love it here. The members here are all into the scene. Some have subs; some have littles or pups. But it’s not full of naked twinks or leather-clad harnessed Doms. That’s more for the club upstairs, and we won’t be going there today. 
 
    Sawyer’s gaze is fixed on a man kneeling in front of a chair, his head resting on the occupant’s knee. His master is running his fingers through the boy’s hair as he speaks to his companion. It’s such an intimate gesture. My boy’s cheeks redden as he licks over his bottom lip. “I like that.” 
 
    “I thought you didn’t see yourself kneeling for me?” What has made him change his stand? Not that I mind. I’d love to see my boy on his knees. 
 
    “I can see me doing that here. The place is inviting. The whole room has a calming presence. I love it.” His smile tells me more than his words. The shine in his eyes as I bend and kiss him makes my heart swell. 
 
    “Then maybe we should say hi. Those men are my friends, the ones I wanted us to meet up with.” I make a move towards the corner, but his firm grip on my hand halts me. 
 
    “What do I do?” His eyes are like saucers, unease flashing. He’s worried about doing the wrong thing. 
 
    I stroke down his cheek with my free hand. “Whatever you want. You can sit next to me or on my lap, or you can kneel. This is new to you, Sawyer. Do you want to be my boy or my boyfriend?” 
 
    “Boy.” His reply is instant and excited. “I want to be your boy.” 
 
    “Okay, boy. In here, when you address me, you will call me Daddy.” He thinks about that, a cute little frown appearing on his forehead. “If you’re my boyfriend, you’d call me Devon. Which do you prefer?” 
 
    “I want to call you Daddy. It feels right in here.” He nods. 
 
    Hand in hand, we stroll to the corner where the two men are sitting. “Devon, how wonderful to see you. It’s been a while. I thought you’d given up on us.” The Dom stands, and we shake hands. His sub tilts his head and smiles but stays silent. 
 
    “Hi, Matthew, it’s good to see you too.” Matthew looks to James, his master, who gives him a nod. “Hello, Master Devon.” 
 
    I turn to the other couple, Peter and his boy, Simon. These are the two I wanted Sawyer to meet. Simon has been Peter’s boy for about three years now. Simon is an accountant in the day and a boy at home. He is also older than Peter. There are no rules to this lifestyle. Sawyer thought he could never be who he wanted to be because of his height and size. Men like him should be the top and the dominant one in a relationship. I want to assuage his fears. 
 
    “Guys.” I grin and wrap my arm around Sawyer’s waist. “I’d like you to meet my boy, Sawyer.” 
 
    He blushes when they greet him, then start to take the piss out of me for hiding him away. I try to make things easier for Sawyer and sit down on a sofa. It’s big enough for him to sit next to me, but a cushion lies on the floor by my feet as well. When he still hesitates, I take his hand and pull him down to sit on my knee.  
 
    “Everything okay, boy?” I ask, not lowering my voice. 
 
    He lets out a contented sigh and leans into me. “Yes, Daddy.”  
 
    I’m not surprised when he doesn’t add much to the conversation to begin with. Then he relaxes and answers Peter’s question. 
 
    “I came here for uni and never left. I’ve been here nine years now.”  
 
    “That’s the same as me, isn’t it, Daddy?” Simon beams at Peter. 
 
    “That’s right.” Peter nods. “Do you work, Sawyer?” 
 
    “Yeah, at Bar 28. I like it there.” 
 
    “We met about five or six weeks ago, when Sawyer was working. I took one look and was hooked.” I laugh, stroking up and down his back. 
 
    “I knew I’d seen you somewhere before. Bar 28 has a great atmosphere and let’s not forget some gorgeous men working there,” Matthew says, then slaps his hand over his mouth. “Oops, sorry, Daddy. I mean, uh…” 
 
    “I know exactly what you mean, boy. The men are beautiful and friendly.” James smiles indulgently at his sub and runs his hand through his hair. “Devon hasn’t stopped talking about you, Sawyer. I’m thrilled to finally meet the man who has captured his heart.” 
 
    The waiter brings over a tray of drinks and places them on the table in the middle. I hand Sawyer his glass, then settle back as more members come to our corner. He fits in well and has them laughing over some of the wild stories from his work. James eyes him. I know he’s trying to get a read on him. But he doesn’t say anything, and when he notices me perusing him, he winks at me, almost like he’s worked something out. On the other hand, he’s a very talented Dom, and he’s probably just watching how Sawyer interacts with the other submissives here. 
 
    After another hour, Sawyer is stifling a yawn. It’s time to take my boy home. “Come on, baby,” I whisper in his ear. “Time to go home.” 
 
    We say our goodbyes, with a promise to catch up again soon. When we get outside, Sawyer is glowing. “Thank you, Daddy, that was fun. I like your friends. They are nice people.” 
 
    “I’m glad you enjoyed it. I loved having you on my knee as my boy.” 
 
    “It was good to just be us, with no judgement. And Matthew is funny. He must be quite a handful.” 
 
    “He is, but James wouldn’t have it any other way.” 
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    Sunday morning arrives, the day of the family lunch. I stretch out in Devon’s incredibly comfortable bed. I moan a little at the pull in my arse and the heat of my still tender skin. Apparently trying to get out of the gathering today was enough to warrant a punishment spanking. I hope they have well-padded chairs at his parents’ house. 
 
    I roll over to Devon and startle as I meet his intense gaze. The quirky half smile he has when he finds something amusing is already present on his handsome face. “What has you smiling this early in the morning.”  
 
    “I love watching you remember the night before as your body wakes up. Your lips part and your skin pinkens. It’s so fucking sexy.” 
 
    “Yeah? Well, you took my arse out of commission for any shenanigans this morning.” I grin as his smile fades. 
 
    “Was it too much? Have I hurt you?” He props himself up and looks down at me. His concern makes my heart swell, beating faster for him. His obvious love for me is in the tender touch of his palm as he cups my face. 
 
    I shift and place a kiss in the centre, then shake my head. “No, Daddy. It was everything I needed. Thank you for taking care of me.” I pull him down to me. Our mouths connect, and I part my lips for him. He dips into my mouth, and I suck gently on his tongue, making him moan. I part my legs, loving the weight of him on me as he lies between my thighs. Our bodies match in strength and size. It’s another reason we’re so perfect together. 
 
    “Just how sore are you, boy?” Groaning, he punches up his hips, rubbing his cock against mine. 
 
    “Not sore enough to want you to stop. As long as you don’t go all caveman on me, that is,” I tell him honestly. 
 
    “You should be able to walk and sit down this afternoon.” He moves his hand between us and grabs both our shafts in his big fist. With long, firm strokes, he soon has me begging for release. “Not yet, boy. Hold it.” 
 
    My back arches, and I grit my teeth as my orgasm races through me. My balls contract and burn with the need to erupt. “God, please, Daddy. I need to come.” 
 
    Devon’s hand picks up speed as he leans over me and whispers in my ear, “Come for me, boy.” 
 
    I cry out as I fire into his fist at the same time he shouts my name and spills, his cock pulsing in time with my own. I sag down onto the mattress as he loosens his grip and brings his hand up to my mouth, then lowers his own. Between us, we clean the sticky mess, our tongues stroking each other. 
 
    We lie quietly together as our heart rates regulate. It’s a peaceful calm that I enjoy almost as much as our conversations. Then he sighs and shifts. It’s time to get up and out of bed. I swing my legs over the side of the bed and stand up, stretching my arms above my head. “You made the right decision. I don’t think I’d be walking with any ease if you’d fucked me again.” 
 
    Laughing, he clambers out and joins me as I head for his bathroom and the shower. “As much as I’d like to see that, I don’t think Valerie would be very impressed, and Jake would know for sure.”  
 
    “Is there any news there? Haven’t they said anything about Danny?” I hoped Devon would know if Danny had been in touch and fessed up and done the decent thing and ended the relationship. How did Jake feel after he found out about me? Did he ever spare my feelings a thought? Devon said he’s a nice guy, works hard, and has a good circle of friends, and that he chose to keep Danny after everything had happened was unusual.  
 
    Jake had always been very vocal about cheating and what it would do to him, and that he’d never have been a part of it. Danny must have really laid it on thick to make him come out looking like the good guy and that I was the unreasonable one, that I misunderstood him. It doesn’t matter to me anymore, but if Danny is cheating again, Jake will be devastated. I was hurt enough at the time, and we weren’t even engaged or had made wedding plans. 
 
    I guess I’ll find out in about three hours. I’ve been thinking more about facing Jake again than I have about whether or not they’ll like me. His dad is cool, but his stepmother seems to be a bit Stepford Wives-esque. She could make today extremely uncomfortable for all of us. What if Danny shows up? 
 
    “Calm down, Sawyer. I can see the thoughts running through your head. It’s lunch, probably all provided courtesy of Waitrose, and in this weather, Valerie will have it set up in the garden.” Devon steps under the spray, then tugs me in alongside him. “If it gets awkward, I can deflect the conversation. I’m not going to let anyone push you or make you feel uncomfortable.” 
 
    “I know, but I’ve never had to do this before. Families and me don’t seem to go to well together.” I groan as Devon massages shampoo into my hair. “Jesus, Daddy, your hands should be illegal.” I go rigid and gasp. “What if I call you that? If I say Daddy? Oh god, this is getting worse.”  
 
    Devon chuckles, his fingers still in my hair. I shove my arm back, elbowing his ribs. “Oof,” he grunts. 
 
    “It’s not funny. I’d want to die.” My face heats, and I cringe at the thought. 
 
    “I’m sure you won’t say anything. It’s not like you drop it during a conversation with others. You only call me Daddy when we’re alone. You didn’t say it when we had dinner with my father.” He carries on washing my hair. “Turn around and tip your head back, baby.” 
 
    I obey and rinse out the suds, then wash my body as Devon washes his own hair. I finish first, get out, grab a towel, and scrub myself dry. I wipe the towel over the mirror, cleaning off the steam so that I can see myself. I run my fingers through my short beard. I love Devon’s fuller one but don’t know how he deals in this weather. It’s hot as Hades this summer.  
 
    “You’re not thinking of shaving, are you?” Devon steps up behind me, drying himself. 
 
    “No, I like it. I was debating trimming it, but I can leave it another day or two.” 
 
    “Good. I love it.” He kisses my shoulder. “I’m hoping I don’t call you boy either, Sawyer.” 
 
    I grin at him in the mirror. “Thank you. That makes me feel better.” 
 
    The next couple of hours we’re pottering around. Devon does the laundry, including the clothes I had on yesterday. I smile to myself, loving that he does that. I do the same for him at my house, but we spend more time there because of my princess of a cat. What would we do if we decided to live together? We’re not there yet, but we probably spend at least four nights a week together. On the nights apart, we message back and forth, chatting yet still allowing us some space. My bed seems so large without Devon in it. I no longer sprawl across it, as we now have designated sides. Not that it lasts long. We usually fall asleep wrapped around each other. 
 
    “Sawyer?”  
 
    I startle at my softly spoken name. “Sorry, I was miles away.”  
 
    “Time to go, boy. I want to pick up a couple of bottles of wine to take.” 
 
    “We should’ve done that yesterday, when we were in the supermarket. Should I buy some flowers? That seems like the right sort of thing to do.” I rub my hands together nervously, then shake them out. 
 
    “Come here, boy,” Devon commands. The rasp in his voice stirs the submissive inside me. 
 
    I obey immediately and close the distance in half a dozen steps. “Yes, Daddy?” 
 
    “You’ll be fine. No one is going to demand anything from you. It’s lunch and a couple of glasses of wine. Do you believe me? Do you trust me to know that you’ll be okay?” 
 
    I bite on my lip, thoughts of everything that could go wrong swirling in my mind. I know Devon’s telling the truth, that he’s going to look after me, but it’s Jake, and he hurt me. 
 
    “Do you need to spend five minutes facing the corner to think about this?”  
 
    My head snaps up. His face is stern. He means it. He’ll put me in the corner. I shake my head. “No, Daddy. I believe you, and I trust you.” 
 
    “Good boy.” He wraps me up in his arms and kisses me. God, he’s so good at this, knows what’s best for me. His mouth moves over mine, claiming me over and over until I melt against him. 
 
    When he pulls away, we’re both hard and panting, wanting more. “We don’t have time.” He croons softly as he tucks a strand of my hair behind my ear. “I love you, Sawyer.” 
 
    His words wash over me, soothing me, strengthening me. “I love you too. Let’s go.” 
 
    Devon drives, and after we’ve picked up the wine and chosen some flowers, we begin the twenty-minute drive to his family home. The road takes us just outside the city into the countryside, rural enough to be desirable but close enough to still have a good internet connection. 
 
    We pass a large willow tree, with its floor-length foliage, which has been providing a curtain hiding the building from the long driveway, and a large sprawling house comes into view. 
 
    “Nice place.” 
 
    “Yeah, the outside is gorgeous. The inside is a bit too Homes & Gardens photo shoot for me. Valerie is rather house proud, even if she’s never dusted or hoovered a thing since she moved here.” 
 
    “Oh trust me, I’m more familiar with that than you’d think.” I take in more of the facade and the gardens as Devon drives up in front of the house. The gravel crunches under the tyres as he brakes harder than he probably needed to. The front door opens, and Devon’s stepmother stands in the entranceway with a scowl on her face.  
 
    I bring my fist up to my mouth to hide the laugh that’s trying to break free. “Good way to make an entrance, Daddy.” I scoff as he grins at me. 
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    I switch off the engine and unclick my seat belt, then glance at Sawyer. He’s chewing his lip as my stepmother glares at us. I stroke my thumb over his lip and tug it gently from between his teeth. “Come on, baby. It’s only lunch. I love you, and it’s all going to be okay.”  
 
    He lets out a huge sigh as if he’s been holding his breath. “I’m okay. At least I’m hungry. If I don’t know what to say, I’ll just keep on eating.”  
 
    “That’s my boy.” I press a kiss to his lips, then straighten and open my door. Sawyer copies my action and meets me at the front of the car. I take his large and slightly clammy hand into my own and give it a squeeze. “Valerie,” I greet her cheerfully, and she gives me a smile in return. We come to a halt at the doorway, waiting for her to let us enter. “Please tell me we’re eating outside.”  
 
    “Of course, we are.” She darts her gaze between me and Sawyer, her smile fixed on her face but not reaching her eyes. “You must be Sawyer. It’s nice to meet you.” She offers her hand to him, and he lets go of my hand to shake hers. 
 
    “It’s nice to meet you too. You have a lovely home,” he says politely.  
 
    The awkwardness is shattered when my dad comes up to the door. “Why are you standing out here? Come on, I’ve made Pimms.”  
 
    “Oh, the wine!” Sawyer cries out and dashes back to the car. He opens the back door and grabs the bag with the booze and the flowers. “These are for you.” He hands them to Valerie, who actually looks genuine in her surprise and pleasure. 
 
    “Thank you, Sawyer. They’re lovely. Come in, then. Don’t stand around.” The chill surrounding her has disappeared. 
 
    Dad steps forward and gives Sawyer a hug. “Good to see you again. I’m glad you could make it.” 
 
    After a hug for me, Dad walks inside. We follow him straight through the large hallway into the pristine white kitchen. The counters are tidy. And empty. It looks like she’s catered in again. I wink at Sawyer, and he smiles back, a more relaxed smile now. “It’s spotless,” he whispers, and I chuckle. 
 
    “Told you.” I smirk. We continue through to the garden. A bright red-and-white-striped awning covers the large patio area, keeping the bright sunlight and scorching heat from us. We take our seats at the table set for five. “Where’s Jake?”  
 
    “He’ll be down in a moment. He was on his phone. Danny called,” Valerie says with a gleam in her eye. “It’ll be more wedding talk, I imagine. They’ve set a date now, did you know?” 
 
    “I knew they had, but you never told me.” I glare at her, already pissed off. How long has it taken to mention the cheating bastard’s name? 
 
    My dad speaks before she can carry on. “Sawyer, what can I get you to drink? You’re not working later, are you?”  
 
    “No, I have the day off today. I usually work every other Sunday. We rotate the weekends. It’s better that way. Everyone gets at least one full weekend off a month. I’d love a Pimms, thank you.” Sawyer is adorable, even if he’s rambling a bit, doing his best to appear calm. 
 
    “Devon, what about you?” 
 
    By the time we’ve all got something to drink, Jake still hasn’t made an appearance. It’s obvious my stepmother wants to get him. She keeps looking at the house, then fussing with the food already laid out. As I thought, it’s cold salmon with about ten side dishes to choose from. It does all look good, though. 
 
    “Perhaps we should start without him, Valerie. He knows where we are,” Dad says as she comes back out from pacing the kitchen. 
 
    “It’s something bad. I know it is.” She wrings her hands. “He’s been very quiet lately.” 
 
    “Valerie, stop clucking and sit down. The boy is fine.” 
 
    We take our places, and I give Sawyer’s hand a squeeze. “You okay?” He nods, but his eyes stay troubled. 
 
    Finally, Jake comes through the door, looking like he wants to be anywhere else than here. But like a dutiful son, he sits down and greets us all. “Sorry I’m late.” He offers no further explanation. “Hello, Sawyer. It’s good to see my brother so smitten.”  
 
    “Hi, Jake. The feeling is mutual.” Sawyer gives me a beaming smile, then picks up his fork and begins to eat.  
 
    After a few awkward seconds, the tension dissipates, and the conversations pick up again. Valerie is watching Jake as if waiting for him to explode, but Dad is relaxed and has us laughing with stories of my childhood antics. 
 
    Sawyer surprises me when he talks a little about his childhood and his younger brother. What’s more astounding is that he’s saying he’s lost contact with him—without going into details, though—but that he’s met him again recently. 
 
    “When did you last see him, Sawyer? It must’ve been a shock for both of you.” Dad doesn’t give away he already knew that Sawyer’s parents had kicked him out. 
 
    “Um, at my grandmother’s funeral, about four, maybe five years ago. He’s finished university and was celebrating at the bar. And shock doesn’t really cover it.” 
 
    “What happened to stop you from seeing him?” Jake asks. 
 
    “My father found out I was gay, and that was it. They showed me the door. I finished my A levels in boarding school, then came here to uni and stayed.” He shrugs, but it’s not a shrug of resignation, more matter-of-fact. I know he’s made peace with his past and is now content with his life. 
 
    “I’m sorry to hear that, Sawyer. It must’ve been terribly hard for you.” Valerie speaks up for the first time, and her words sound genuine and kind. “I couldn’t imagine doing that to either of my boys.” 
 
    The table is silent as we all stare at her. Wow. I’d never have thought she include me, and my heart squeezes tightly. “Thank you, Valerie.” 
 
    “Yeah, Mum, thank you. You’ve both been amazing,” Jake says. “I wasn’t as worried because Devon had already come out, but it was still nerve-racking. But you made it easy for me.”  
 
    “I’m going to try to be friends with Alex. I don’t know if it’ll be like a brother, but I want to start anew with a clean slate. I’m sure I won’t be seeing my parents again.” Sawyer shakes his head. “It turns out my brother is also gay, but he didn’t get cast aside. My mother stood up for him. That’s something I can’t forgive her for. Why him and not me?”  
 
    “How? What was different for him?” Dad asks, concern written all over his face. 
 
    Sawyer swallows hard and glances over to me, a silent plea in his eyes. I take his hand and give him a small nod. “She said she’d already lost one son and wasn’t prepared to lose another,” I say for him. “She threatened to divorce his father.” 
 
    “But she never looked for me. At least not that I’m aware of. Even though I’m not on any social media, I’m not difficult to find. There aren’t many Sawyer Chandrys around.” 
 
    No one speaks, not even me. How had it not clicked? Jocelyn Chandry. The Chancellor of the Exchequer. 
 
    “You’re Jocelyn Chandry’s son?” Valerie squeaks. 
 
    “No. I was once, but not for a long time. I don’t want to be connected to him. Ever. I’ve kept this a secret for a very long time, and I want it to stay that way.”  
 
    “Of course, we’ll respect your privacy, Sawyer.”  
 
    Sawyer’s eyes glisten with unshed tears as he turns to me. “I’m sorry.” 
 
    “For what, baby. You’ve done nothing wrong.” I cup his chin with my palm. 
 
    “I didn’t tell you.” 
 
    “That doesn’t matter. Like you said, you’re not his child. You’re your own person, and I love that person very much.” I place a soft kiss on his forehead. 
 
    “Well, I think that trumps me dumping Danny, don’t you think?” Jake pipes up with a grin on his face. 
 
    Another silence descends around the table until we all burst out laughing. Except for Valerie, who looks like she’s going to cry. 
 
    “Thank fuck for that!” my dad says as he wipes the tears from his eyes. “He was a horrible person.” 
 
    “I know. I wish I’d done it months ago.” Jake lets out a long sigh. “He’s a cheating, lying prick.” 
 
    “I know.” Sawyer laughs drily. 
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    “Touché.” Jake raises his glass in salute. 
 
    I pick up my glass in reply. “Cheers.” 
 
    “This deserves something a bit better than Pimm’s.” Adam stands up and strides off to the kitchen. 
 
    As Jake speaks quietly to his mother, Devon leans into me. “You’re a fucking star, boy. I’m so proud of you.” 
 
    “Why? I haven’t done anything, except hiding who I am to you.” His hand lands on my nape. The last of my tension slips away. My Daddy is here now. 
 
    “You haven’t hidden who you are. You’ve been nothing but honest with me. With your mind, with your body, with your beautiful submission. You’re amazing.” He speaks quietly in my ear, his breath warm, even on this summer day. 
 
    “Thank you, Daddy,” I whisper back. “I love you.” I turn my head and press a kiss on the corner of his mouth. I wish I could give him more, but that’ll have to wait until later. 
 
    “Here we go.” Adam comes out with a magnum of champagne under his arm and five crystal flutes hanging down from his hands, the stems between his fingers. 
 
    With a flourish, revealing years of practice, he eases the cork from the bottle without a pop and not a single drop wasted. He quickly fills the glasses and hands them out. “I would like to toast my two sons for finally using their brains. Devon, you’ve found an exceptional man to share your life with. Jake, you’ve had the sense to not share your life with a man who doesn’t deserve you. So to new beginnings for all of us.” 
 
    “New beginnings,” we say in chorus as our glasses touch. 
 
    From then on, the afternoon becomes so much better. The alcohol flows freely as we devour the delicious food. I find myself liking Jake. He’s funny and clever, but under his cheerful behaviour, he must still be hurting, even if it was him who ended the relationship. He’d been with Danny for nearly as long as I was. Every now and again, I feel his eyes on me. It seems he’s got something to say. But when I look at him, he turns to talk to his father. 
 
    “Is he okay?” I murmur to Devon. 
 
    “No, I don’t think so, but he will be.” 
 
    “Did you say anything to him? About us seeing him the other night.” 
 
    “No, I thought I’d wait to see if the arsehole would fess up. Maybe he did. I doubt he’ll tell me anyway. I do feel bad for Jake. Even though I never expected it to last, breakups are still horrible and messy.” 
 
    “Is that what happened with you and your ex, the guy in the photographs?” A gorgeous guy with a huge smile and his arms around Devon. 
 
    Devon runs a fingertip over the shell of my ear as he tucks my hair back again. “Not cheating, no. But not a good breakup. I’ll tell you about it another time.” 
 
    I shiver at his gentle touch. “You don’t need to do that and rehash a painful experience. I hope you’re okay about it now. That it doesn’t still hurt.” 
 
    “Thanks, baby. I’m happier now than I’ve ever been, and no, it doesn’t hurt anymore.” He kisses my temple and rests his arm over the back of my chair. His fingers stroke my nape, then travel higher and run through my hair. It’s a casual touch, unobtrusive but possessive, and I love it. 
 
    Adam smiles at us as he tops up our glasses again. “Do you two want to stay the night here? You shouldn’t drive tonight.” The evening is drawing in, and the sky is darkening. The bright blue sky is turning lilac as the sun slowly sinks into the horizon. 
 
    “No, but thank you, we’ll get a cab back. I need to be at the garage at eight tomorrow. We’ll probably take off soon.” Devon glances at me. “Are you okay with that?” 
 
    “Sure, whenever you’re ready. Thanks for the offer, Adam.” He pats my shoulder and takes his seat next to Valerie. 
 
    Devon organises our ride home, and thirty minutes later, we’re saying our goodbyes. 
 
    “Thank you for a lovely afternoon. I’ve really enjoyed it,” I say to Adam and Valerie. 
 
    “You’re welcome here anytime, Sawyer. My son is an incredibly lucky man,” Adam replies. 
 
    “I’m the lucky one.” I look over at Devon, who’s waiting patiently for me. “I hope Jake is okay. For what it’s worth, I think he’s done the right thing. Better now than after the extravagance of a wedding.” 
 
    “I’m sure he had his reasons, and yes, you’re right.” He gives me a final hug. 
 
    I slide into the car next to Devon, and the driver pulls away. Leaning my head on Devon’s shoulder, I let out a deep sigh. “You were right, Devon. That was good for me. I enjoyed it. Thank you for bringing me here today.” 
 
    “You were perfect, baby. I’m sorry your secret came out, but I know they won’t say anything.” His lips touch my forehead in a feather-light kiss. 
 
    “And you’re okay about it? You can tell me if you’re pissed off.” A smirk curls around his gorgeous mouth. 
 
    “I don’t think I need to punish you for it, boy. You’ve kept it private for a reason, to protect yourself. I understand that and respect you for it.” 
 
    “We can talk some more when we get back. I need to go to my place, though. I have a princess waiting for her dinner. I can drop you off at yours in the morning.” 
 
    “Sounds perfect.” We sit in comfortable silence during the journey back into the city, and it’s not long before we pull up outside my little cottage. 
 
    As predicted, a disgruntled cat is waiting on the doorstep, but she stretches and chirrups as I open the door for her. “Yes, yes, Miss Flora, I know how neglected you are!” I chuckle as I scoop her up. She has the cat flap to let herself in or out when I’m not here, but she likes to play the abandoned-cat routine as often as she can. 
 
    “You spoil that cat far too much. Lord only knows what you’ll be like with your children.” Devon chides me, his voice rich with humour. 
 
    I lower her to the floor. “I’m not sure I’ll ever have children. I’ve never imagined a future with them in it.” I frown at the possibility. Would I like children? “Do you want them?” 
 
    “I would, yes, but not a baby who has a long line of would-be parents waiting for it. I’ve always thought of adopting a child, a kid who needs a home because he’s been kicked out or orphaned or whatever other reason. I’d like to think I can give them a stable and loving home.” He shrugs nonchalantly, as if it’s nothing. 
 
    “Wow, Devon, that’s huge. I mean that in a good way. I don’t know why I’m surprised, though. You have the most caring nature of anyone I’ve ever met. You’ll make an excellent father.” 
 
    He looks at me wistfully, his eyes boring deep inside my soul. “Who knows what will happen in the future, Sawyer.” 
 
    “I’m hoping to stay in your life for a long time to come, Devon. That’s the future I want.” I close the distance and wrap my arms around his waist. “If you’ll have me.” 
 
    “I’m never letting you go, boy.” He kisses me, a soft kiss that awakens the butterflies inside me and makes me swoon a little. His hands clasp my arse as the kiss deepens, and his tongue flicks over my lip, seeking entrance. I part my lips, and our tongues touch. Even though it’s only hours since I last tasted him, it feels like forever. 
 
    When oxygen becomes an issue, we break apart, and I pant as he devours me with his eyes. “Let me feed the cat. Then we can go to bed.” 
 
    “I’ll go and start the shower,” Devon says, his voice husky with desire and need. He turns around and heads up the stairs. The bathroom door opens. Then the water is turned on. 
 
    I refill the food bowl with one of the ridiculously expensive tins of cat food she adores. “Daddy is right, Flora. You’re a spoilt little girl.” She doesn’t even look up from the delicacy as I give her a scratch on her head. 
 
    Much to my disappointment, the shower is a perfunctory one, and he’s already turned off the water. I want kisses and hand jobs, but he won’t give them. 
 
    “You’re a meanie,” I mock-pout when he stands before me, towelling off. 
 
    “I want to sink slowly inside you, boy. I want to take my time and have you screaming by the time I let you come,” he growls in my ear.  
 
    “Yes, Daddy.” I’m happy to be using his name freely again. 
 
    Together, we walk to my room and climb into bed, where I immediately tuck myself against his body as his arm wraps around me. I tip my head up and kiss him, a long, slow, and sweet kiss. Without taking his lips from mine, he rolls me onto my back and lies on top of me. We touch from head to toe, and I love his weight on me, pressing down on me like a warm blanket. I feel loved, cherished, seen. I fumble toward the drawer for the lube and a condom, but he beats me to it. As he preps me, stretching me to take him, we keep on kissing. Whether it’s me brushing my lips over his neck or him licking and nipping across my shoulder, our mouths never leave each other’s skin. As he slowly enters me, I gasp and cry out my pleasure. He knows my body so well now that he can give me more pleasure than I’ve ever had before. Maybe it’s because I’ve never loved another lover. I know now what I felt for Danny wasn’t love. I’m not even sure it was while we were still together. Now I know better. I love Devon, and I’ll never willingly leave him.  
 
    Devon does as he promised. He’s taking his time, making love to me, with his mouth, his hands, his whole body. After long, long minutes of climbing higher and higher, we fall over the edge and climax together, without all the shouting out and begging, yet as intense as ever, maybe more so. As we come, our gazes are locked on each other, the depth of his love for me radiating from his brilliant blue eyes as much as I’m sure my love for him is shining from mine.  
 
    After cleaning up, we snuggle into bed. I rest my head on his chest, the hairs soft on my cheek as I nuzzle him. He takes a breath in, and I know he wants to ask me something. 
 
    “Ask me, Daddy. I don’t mind.”  
 
    “You know me too well, boy.” He chuckles, then clears his throat. “I understand now why your brother said he wouldn’t want the publicity. Do you ever feel like exposing your father for what he is?” 
 
    I let out a humourless laugh. “So many times, especially at the beginning, when I was so angry and hurt. I don’t think of them anymore. It’ll be harder now that I’ve seen Alex. I’d like to see if we could be friends. It might be too late, though. We might not have enough in common, or it might put my anonymity at risk.” 
 
    Devon’s fingers, softly carding through my hair, is a comfort. I nudge my head against his hand, much like Flora does. 
 
    “I’m taking it one step at a time. I don’t care if Alex has told my mother. I don’t want to meet her again anyway as I’m not interested in anything she has to say. I won’t let her try to appease her guilt with an apology. It’s not enough. It’ll never be enough.” 
 
    “Good for you, Sawyer. I love how proud you are of yourself, of the life you’ve made for yourself.” 
 
    “It’s hardly anything epic, but working at BAR 28 keeps my life simple. Applying for a job that has anything to do with my degree would mean declaring who I am. Maybe one day I’ll want more, start my own business. I don’t know, but if I do, it’ll be something that allows me to carry on only answering to myself.” 
 
    “Am I still in your future now that I know?” 
 
    “Devon, you are my future.” 
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    I’m wiping down the tables after the lunchtime crowd have left when someone calls my name. I glance over my shoulder. Leo stands with his arms across his chest, glaring at Jake. What’s he doing here? I hadn’t told Leo about yesterday. We’d had a busier than usual Monday and hadn’t got a chance to have a chat. I signal to Leo it’s okay. He uncrosses his arms and stops glowering. 
 
    “Jake, what’s up?” He seems nervous. I stride to him and clasp his shoulder. “Are you okay?” 
 
    He nods and gives me a nervous smile. Where’s the fun guy I met at lunch? “Can you spare me a couple of minutes?”  
 
    “Sure. Do you want to sit down?” I don’t give him a chance to answer but guide him to one of the corner tables. “What’s going on?” 
 
    “I want to apologise, for everything. For being the reason you and Danny broke up. He swore it had been over, that you were the one who cheated on him. He said he’d dumped you because you broke his trust. I was stupid enough to believe him. Even when you showed up at the door, I knew something wasn’t right, but he still made you out as the bad guy, the one who wouldn’t take no for an answer. I should have known better, so I’m sorry for hurting you.” His words come out in a nervous rush. 
 
    “Jake, steady, slow down. It’s okay. I can honestly say I’m so much happier without him, even before I met Devon. Danny is a vile man, who likes men with money, and if he finds someone with more, then he moves on. The bad part is he doesn’t end one before starting another.”  
 
    “Yeah. He’s despicable, and I want to beat myself up for seeing it too late.  
 
    “Can I ask why you broke it off yesterday?” 
 
    “Of course, you can ask. We’re family now.” He beams. He’s really cute with the sparkle in his eyes. “He called about seeing me. He wanted to come over and lie by the pool all day. I couldn’t let him because Dad had asked me not to invite Danny for lunch. Devon was bringing you. I was happy with that as I knew he was totally in love with you. Anyway, Danny got really edgy about Devon coming over and asked if I’d spoken to him this week, if he’d mentioned him. All really weird shit, right?”  
 
    I keep quiet, and obviously that’s enough for Jake to work it out.  
 
    “You knew?” He blushes, and his eyes swim with tears. 
 
    “No, I didn’t. Yes, we saw him when we had dinner, and he turned up with another man. I gave him the benefit of the doubt. Devon spoke to them, but he never told me what they said. I promise you.” I lay my hand on his on the table and still his tapping fingers. 
 
    “Oh. Okay, thank you. Anyway, he started talking about hanging out with someone I’d never heard of. It was when he told me he had to work late.” I can’t hold back my frown, and Jake winces. “He used to say that to you when he was seeing me, didn’t he?” 
 
    “Yeah.” I check if Leo is okay without me. Only a couple of new customers stand in front of the bar, and he can take care of them easily. “Look, Jake, the best thing to do is to realise you dodged a very nasty bullet. You had your reasons to dump him, and I applaud you for it, but here’s a piece of advice. Do whatever you want with it. I won’t hold it against you. Forget him, ignore him. Don’t answer his texts or calls. Find someone else or don’t, but be you, the one he wouldn’t let you be. Don’t ever doubt yourself again. You have no reason to.” 
 
    “Are you yourself now, Sawyer?”  
 
    “I am, and I wouldn’t be if it weren’t for your brother. Hang in there, Jake. You’re going to be okay.” 
 
    He lets out a huge sigh and smiles, a genuine one this time. It’s like he hasn’t done that for a long time. “Thank you, Sawyer. You’re pretty awesome, you know that?” 
 
    “So my boyfriend tells me.” I grin. 
 
    We stand up, and I draw him close and give him a hug. “You get any trouble from Danny, you tell me. I can deal with him for you. In fact, I’d like nothing more.” I laugh and let him go. He waves goodbye and walks to the exit with a definite bounce in his step. I return to the bar, but Leo doesn’t bombard me with questions as I expected him to. No, he’s staring at a man, a fucking gorgeous man who shoots him the same shy smile Leo gives him. Hmm, what’s going on there?  
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    By four o’clock, the bike is ready, and the customer is due any minute now. I’m glad I got here early this morning. It was touch and go by lunchtime whether it would be done in time. I have to admit I’ll be sorry to see this one go, a Triumph T6 Trophy, the Steve McQueen bike. It’s a beauty, and I managed to retrieve the old splendour. I retreat to the office to get all the documents together for the buyer. 
 
    Andrew is talking to someone, probably the owner of the bike. I push my chair back and gather all the papers, then head out to the workshop. The owner is thrilled, gushing over the purr of the engine, the paintwork, and the gleaming chrome. It’s a smooth, easy transaction that will give my bank balance a nice boost of over twelve grand. I love my job.  
 
    “You did a great job, Dev,” Andrew says after we’ve loaded the bike onto the owner’s trailer, and he’s driven away.  
 
    “Thanks, I was pleased with this one.” We walk back into the garage. “Are you all done?” His workstation is clear, and he nods. “Let’s call it a day, then.” 
 
    “Sweet, I’ve got a date night with Sir.” He waggles his eyebrows. He’s going to be sore all over tomorrow, but his head will be flying. 
 
    “You have fun with that.” I grin. 
 
    “Oh, I guarantee you that.”  
 
    In the break room, we both strip out of our oily overalls and throw them into the washer. I change my T-shirt, but my jeans are good enough to stay on. 
 
    Andrew says goodnight and starts his bike. After a few revs, he’s gone too. I pull out my phone and fire off a WhatsApp message to Sawyer that I’m going to his place. I promised to cook for us tonight. I don’t expect a reply when he’s at work, but he’ll have been able to read it. 
 
    At the steps of Sawyer’s house, Flora greets me like a long-lost friend. I scratch her under her chin, then open the door. She darts inside, straight to the kitchen. Laughing, I follow her in, fill her water bowl, and give her some biscuits—not that she thanks me. Little princess.  
 
    I’m preparing dinner, when Sawyer walks in, his hair tied back. He looks tired. I put down the wooden spoon I’d been using to stir the shepherd’s pie with and go up to him and wrap my arms around him. He leans in, tilting his head up for a kiss, which I, obviously, willingly provide. 
 
    “I had a visitor at work today.” He chuckles when I release him. 
 
    “Yeah?” I raise my eyebrows. “Who was it?” 
 
    “Your brother.” He walks to the stove and inhales appreciatively. “Oh, this smells good. What is it?” 
 
    “Shepherd’s— Never mind that. Jake came to see you? Was my brother pestering you?” 
 
    “Not at all. He wanted to apologise. He looked terrified to face me, but it was good. We cleared the air and talked easily. He’s a good guy, Devon, and has seen who Danny really is. Danny is always going to cheat and lie his way through any relationship he has, and that’s on him. Jake is going to be okay. I think we could be friends.”  
 
    “That would be good for him. He’s not got many. But enough about him.” I press my lips to his, and he melts against me. I don’t take it any further, and he moans when I break the kiss. 
 
    “More, Daddy.” He mewls greedily, his hands snaking up my body and wrapping around my neck. 
 
    “Not now, boy.” I catch his hands and bring them down. “I’m cooking for you, as promised. Why don’t you find a film for us to watch?”  
 
    “I’m too tired for a film. I need an early night.” He stretches his arms up over his head as a huge yawn escapes him. My eyes immediately travel down his lean, muscled body to the thin line of hair that starts below his navel and disappears under the waistband of his black jeans. 
 
    “Dinner will be ready in about fifteen minutes. Can you stay awake long enough to eat?” 
 
    “Yeah. I’ll grab a shower. That’ll perk me up.” He wanders back out of the kitchen and up the stairs. 
 
    The shower starts up, just as the doorbell rings. I turn down the heat on the hob, then answer the door. 
 
    Alex is standing on the steps, his hands in his pockets, shoulders hunched. He looks out of place here, with his expensive clothes and neat and tidy appearance. Although he’s dressed very differently from the last time I saw him, he still looks uncomfortable, his eyes darting past me into the house. 
 
    “Alex? How are you?”  
 
    “Um, is Sawyer here?” He chews his bottom lip, just like Sawyer does when he’s nervous. 
 
    “He is, but he has just got in the shower. What’s this about? Is he expecting you?” I step back, allowing him to enter. 
 
    “No, I thought I’d call around on the off chance of catching him.” His voice is stronger now, more determined. 
 
    “A phone call would’ve been a good start, Alex. Why don’t you go into the living room? I’ll let him know you’re here.” 
 
    “Actually, now would be a good time for me to talk to you. About Sawyer. How much do you know about him, about us, our family?” 
 
    “Hold on, Alex. I’m not sure where you’re heading with this. Sawyer has told me everything he needs to. You should be talking to him, not to me without his knowledge. What are you trying to do here?” I glare at him. What the hell is he expecting from me? 
 
    “If you know, then you should be worried about his past getting out.” He crosses his arms petulantly. Does he think he’s got one up on me? 
 
    “Alex, the only one who could expose Sawyer is you. No one has ever questioned or second-guessed him. So why are you so worried? What does this have to do with you?” I narrow my eyes as he squirms under my scrutiny. “You’ve told your parents,” I remark flatly. “You did the one thing you know he doesn’t want. Why? What do you gain from it?” 
 
    “My mother would like to see him. I thought it best to speak to him. It would be good for them. They need to wipe the slate clean.” 
 
    “Why?” I cross my arms over my chest, my eyes not leaving his for a moment. 
 
    “Because it’s been too long.” He sighs as he opens up his arms and shrugs. “She’d like to say sorry.” 
 
    “No.” I stare him down. 
 
    “No what?” He frowns, confused at my monosyllabic answer. 
 
    “No, you won’t do this. Sawyer is happy, Alex. He has great friends, a job he loves, and a house he adores, not to forget his cat. Why on earth would he want to change that? Certainly not to appease a woman who stood back and stayed silent. Not only when he was seventeen, but for the last ten years.” I scrub my hand down my face. “Look, Alex, I’m going to give you a word of advice. I don’t give a shit what you do with it, but here goes. Be your brother’s friend, find out about the amazing man he is, but do it because you want to. You wanted to get to know him, asked to be friends, so be that. Quit all the hidden agenda. Let your mother fight her own demons because Sawyer won’t stand for any of your family’s crap. He doesn’t need you or them. Be in his life if you want to be, but you’ll have to work fucking hard to prove that you’re worth it. Bringing your mother to his door will end any chance you ever have.” 
 
    “What’s going on?” Sawyer’s words startle both of us. I notice the wariness in Alex’s expression, and by the narrowing of his eyes, so does Sawyer. “What are you doing here, Alex?” 
 
    “I came to see you, wanted to know how you are.” His eyes dart between me and Sawyer while deception is written all over him. 
 
    “Really?” Sawyer crosses his arms over his broad chest. His T-shirt strains over his pecs and around his biceps. Alex is big, but not as much as my boy. “A phone call would’ve had the same result. Instead, you’ve driven over an hour on the off chance I was here. No way is that true. What’s the real reason?” He turns to me. “Devon?” 
 
    “He’s told your parents he’s seen you.” I can’t keep the anger from my voice—not anger at him but his bloody brother. 
 
    “Mum wants to see you,” Alex chips back in now. “She wants to say sorry.” 
 
    “No.” Sawyer unfolds his arms and steps closer to me. I wrap my arm around his waist. “You’ve had a wasted journey.” 
 
    “Oh, come on, Sawyer, don’t be stubborn. It’s one conversation over coffee. Are you really saying that you’re not the slightest bit interested in what she wants to say?”  
 
    I want to step in and stop this conversation from going any further, but Sawyer beats me to it. 
 
    “I’m not being stubborn. I’m being true to myself. I don’t want to see her. I’m not interested. Not because I’m acting out, but because I really don’t care.” He shrugs. “I don’t ever think of her anymore. Ten years is a long time to get over something, and I am so over it. I don’t feel like I ever had anything to do with your family. It’s so unimportant to me.” 
 
    “I don’t believe you.” His anger is now becoming more apparent, “How can you not think of us. Dad is all over the news every day.” 
 
    “It’s easy, Alex. I turn it off or walk away.” Then Sawyer’s eyes narrow. “He’s going for party leader, isn’t he? He wants Number Ten. And for that, he needs his kids visible. Did he tell everybody I have been working overseas for ten years or something like that, Alex? Is this what it’s about?” 
 
    Alex pales, then seems to wilt as he nods. “Yeah, that’s about it. The arsehole has a chance of getting it too. Look, I didn’t think you’d go for it, but Mum wanted me to try. I’m sorry, Sawyer.” He shakes his head and takes a step toward the door. 
 
    “Alex, I’m sorry. But that’s not me or my life. To be honest, I’m surprised it’s yours.” Sawyer touches his brother’s forearm, then pulls back quickly. 
 
    “It’s not. I’m not a part of it. All I did was tell Mum I’d try, and if you were in any way interested in meeting her, then it could be okay. You’re not, and that gives me the strength to not be either. I want to come out, to shame him. But I’m not like you, Sawyer. I’m not brave enough to stand on my own.” 
 
    “Look, Alex.” Sawyer sighs. My big loveable man is going to do what he always does—making people feel better. “If you decide to leave them, even if you don’t come out, I’m here. I’m not going to turn my back on you as long as you’re not going to be holding a knife to it. Keep me out of all of it, and we can be friends.” 
 
    Alex nods as Sawyer gives him a small smile. “I’m sorry to barge in on your evening. I’ll wait to hear from you, or not if you don’t want to see me again.” 
 
    “Come here, Fidget.” Sawyer pulls him into a hug. “You’re stronger than you think. Stand up tall and be proud of who you are, not who they want you to be.” When he releases him, he ruffles Alex’s hair. “I’ll call you soon.” 
 
    We walk to the front door and watch as Alex marches down the path to his car. With a quick wave at the gate, he’s gone. 
 
    With the door shut, I push Sawyer against it, then cup his cheeks in my hands. “You are fucking awesome, Sawyer Chandry. I’m so proud of you.” 
 
    “My parents are dicks. That doesn’t mean Alex has to be one. I guess time will tell what he does with his life.” 
 
    I lean in and run my nose up the length of his and back down again, then capture his lips in a deep, fiery kiss. I push my tongue into his mouth and stroke along his, letting them tangle together, dancing in and out of each other’s mouths. Giving him everything he needs to put his head back in order. Then I pull away slowly and press kisses over his cheekbones, his eyelids, and forehead. Finally, I step back. 
 
    “More, Daddy.” He whimpers, his hands snaking up my body to wrap around my neck. 
 
    “Not now, boy. It’s time to eat.” I saunter back into the kitchen, knowing that he’s staring at my arse the whole way. 
 
    “You’re an arsehole, Daddy,” he grumbles as he follows me. 
 
    “Don’t make me have to punish you, boy.” I try to give him a stern look, but I’m not sure I pulled it off. If the gleam in his eyes is anything to go by, I didn’t. 
 
    “Really?” His eyebrows rise. “So you don’t want to put your handprints all over my arse, to watch the skin turn bright red?” 
 
    It’s my turn to growl at him. “Sit down, boy. And if you’re good, really good, I’ll spank you so hard you won’t be able to sit down tomorrow.” 
 
    “Oh god, Daddy, yes, please.” 
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    “That’s the last of it,” I say with relief. We’ve been packing and unpacking for what feels like days. 
 
    “Thank god.” Alex flops down onto the sofa and scrubs his hands down his face. “Why did I volunteer for this?” he laments as he closes his eyes. 
 
    “You’ve hardly done anything,” Devon shouts out from the kitchen.  
 
    “Please tell me you have beer,” I yell back to him. 
 
    I join Alex on the sofa in Devon’s living room, although I should be saying our living room. It took Devon six months to ask me to move in with him, and even then, he managed to make it the most unromantic request. 
 
    “Bloody hell, boy, there’s more of your clothes and shit here than there is in your place. I don’t know why you don’t just move in.” He stands before me, his hands on his hips, framing the gorgeous V that trails down below the waistband of his low-slung jeans. 
 
    “Stop moaning. I’ll sort it all out,” I retort and pick up the pile of clean clothes he’s just folded for me. 
 
    Devon stares at me, his eyebrows raised as if he’s waiting for more. 
 
    “What? Why are you looking me like that?” 
 
    “Because I meant it. I want you to move in with me. What do you say?” 
 
    “I say you need to work on your proposal, sweetheart.” I smirk at him as his face blanches. 
 
    “That wasn’t… I mean, I don’t want to… Fuck!” He turns on his heel and flees from the room. 
 
    I can’t stop the guffaw from bursting out. I’m laughing so hard I have to clutch my stomach. He comes storming back in, his face all red and full of indignation. I stop and try to look contrite, but he shakes his head at me. 
 
    “So if I’d said, ‘Sawyer Chandry, will you please do me the honour of moving into my humble abode?’ Would that have been better?” He keeps his face straight as I school my features. Then I realise he does actually mean it. 
 
    “You’re serious. You want me to move in?” I stare at him, lost for words for a moment. Do I want to live here? Do I want to give up my little cottage? Devon’s eyes drop to the floor. He looks kind of hurt. God, I need to say something before he withdraws the offer. I want him more than I’ve wanted anything else. He’s more my home than the bricks and mortar of my little house. “Yes.” The word comes out scratchy. “Yes,” I say louder now. 
 
    “Shit, boy, you had me worried there.” Then the smile that turns my insides to jelly spreads over his face, and he launches himself at me. “I fucking love you.” 
 
    “I love you too, Daddy.” 
 
    Devon thrusts a beer bottle at me, breaking my reverie. “Here you go, boy.” He looks so bloody happy. He keeps glancing at all the boxes that have cluttered up his usually pristine house, and grins. He hands a bottle to my brother with a “cheers, mate.” 
 
    Life with Alex in it has had its ups and downs. It took him a while to distance himself from our father. His relationship with our mother has also taken a bashing, but it’s getting better now. I haven’t and don’t intend on ever meeting her, not because I feel any anger or animosity anymore but because I don’t need her in my life. His relationship with Ty ended, and it was me he came to when it happened.  
 
    Devon’s father has become more a father to me than my own ever was. Even Valerie has lightened up. She’s friendlier to me, but that’s probably more to do with my friendship with Jake. The little twink is too cute to ignore. He’s funny and flirty and drives Devon crazy. He’s going to rent my house from me as well as take care of Flora McFlimsy. She’s lived her entire life in that house. Moving her here would’ve been too upsetting for her. Jake is already spoiling her with expensive food and diamanté collars, and he hasn’t even moved in yet. 
 
    The door opens, and speak of the devil. “Helloooo!” Jake calls out from the entrance. “I come bearing gifts! Well, not so much gifts but pizza.” He springs into the living room like he’s on Dancing with the Stars. I notice Alex looking Jake up and down. He’s only met him a couple of times and has never expressed any interest in him. Yet the way he’s watching him now is hugely different. I turn to Devon and get a subtle nod. Yep, he’s seen it too, but he shrugs, not caring either way. “Aren’t I just the best brother in the world?” 
 
    “Thank you, Jake, and yes, you win the best-brother award today,” Devon tells him drily. 
 
    “Hey! No way. I didn’t know there was an award.” Alex laughs. “I’ve worked way harder than the princess. I should get the reward.” 
 
    “Watch yourself, beefcake. No dissing the bearer of food.” Jake holds the pizza boxes over his head. “No pizza for you.” 
 
    Alex stands up to his full height of six foot one and towers over Jake, but instead of taking the boxes from him, he picks Jake up and walks to the open doors to the garden. Devon snatches the pizza as Jake hollers and shrieks, kicking his legs as he’s shifted into a fireman’s lift. My brother laughs as he continues into the garden. Maybe there is even a hand coming down on an ass involved. I chuckle and follow Devon as he takes the boxes out to the kitchen, the only room without too much clutter. I left everything in my house for Jake.  
 
    “How are you feeling?” Devon puts the boxes down and pulls me into a firm embrace. 
 
    “Really good. I’m tired but happy.” I press a quick kiss on his neck and glance into the garden. Jake is still berating Alex, but he’s smiling as he speaks, then goes rigid as Alex yanks on his hands, pulls him close, and kisses him. “Whoa!” I gasp. “I wasn’t expecting that!” 
 
    “And I’m not getting involved. They’re both adults.” Devon shakes his head, but a smile lifts the corners of his mouth. 
 
    When they come back in, they’re both flushed, with kiss-swollen lips and a happy smile on their faces. “Are you both going to behave now?” Devon jokes. “I’m not having any funny business here.” 
 
    “Oh, please, big brother.” Jake rolls his eyes. “Are you telling that you’re not going to have Sawyer red arsed and shouting out ‘Daddy’ as soon as we’re gone?” 
 
    Alex chokes on a piece of pizza and coughs out a strangled “Fuck! That’s way too much information.”  
 
    “Hey, it’s true. Ask him.” Jake grins and selects a big slice of pizza. 
 
    “Don’t knock it till you’ve tried it.” I shrug and kiss Devon’s cheek as he wraps his arm around me.  
 
    I study the three men who are my family, and smile. I could get used to this. Devon squeezes my waist, and I tilt my head. 
 
    “You okay, boy?” he whispers in my ear. 
 
    “Yes, Daddy. I’ve got everything I could ever wish for. 
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    I look over at the man lying next to me. His face has matured over the last five years. He’s now my husband and everything I ever wished for. Life has gone from strength to strength for us. He quit working at the bar and decided to go back to school to train as a teacher. He works at the secondary school, teaching politics and maths, which makes me immensely proud of him. I still have my garage. It has grown, and I had to hire another mechanic besides Andrew, and business has never been better. 
 
    Footsteps go down the stairs, and I check the clock. Yep, it’s time to get out of bed. I’ll need to supervise breakfast, or the house could burn down.  
 
    “Hey, baby, time to wake up.” I kiss his shoulder as Sawyer blinks his eyes open a couple of times. 
 
    “What time is it?” he mumbles. 
 
    “Seven thirty and there’s movement in the kitchen. I’ll meet you down there.” I kiss him again and climb out of bed. I pull on a pair of sleep shorts and a T-shirt and walk out of our bedroom and down the stairs. 
 
    The kitchen isn’t looking too bad, but there’s still time. “Morning,” I announce.” The two boys stop their bickering. 
 
    “Noel started it,” Miles says first. 
 
    “No, I didn’t. It was you,” Noel counterattacks, then mumbles “arsehole” under his breath. 
 
    The choice to foster was Sawyer’s idea. He knew I’d wanted kids, but he also knew I didn’t want babies. We got lucky two years ago and had Noel first. He was fourteen and had come out to his parents, only to be rejected by them, thrown out to fend for himself. He’d been nervous, permanently grateful for anything we did for him. Not quite believing he would be with two gay men, that it wasn’t some kind of joke. It took us both a long time to persuade him that he was safe here. Now he’s sixteen and officially ours. His parents were only too happy to be emancipated from him. Miles is fifteen and has only been with us for ten months. He was a runaway that fought the system from the moment he entered it. We all had a ton of meetings and headbutting before he trusted us.  
 
    “Okay, both of you back off and sit down. I’ll sort out breakfast while you both apologise and clear the air.” They both grumble out a half-hearted sorry, then sit down. I fill up the kettle and put bread in the toaster. 
 
    “Morning, guys,” Sawyer walks in, looking half-asleep still. “Which of you do I have to beat this morning?” He grins. 
 
    “Him!” they both say and point to each other, but they chuckle, and any squabble is forgotten. 
 
    “Good.” He ruffles their hair as he makes his way to me. “Morning, my love,” he says and kisses me softly. 
 
    When we have enough toast for the four of us and the teas and coffees are poured, we sit down together. The conversation is easy and light-hearted as the boys tease us and each other. The room is full of love and laughter, something I treasure, but no more than the amazing man next to me. He still calls me Daddy, and he’ll always be my boy. Some things will never change. 
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    You will normally find her in the living room—typing away—with her dogs, Maud and now the daft puppy, Siddiqi. As a hopeless romantic, JJ dives into her stories, always falling in love with her men, making sure they get the happy ever after they deserves, even if they do have to work hard for it. 
 
    As a bona fide bookaholic, coffee-addicted, wine-drinking and swear-like-a-sailor type of girl, she has yet to work out how to act her age and has no intentions of growing up or growing old gracefully. 
 
    JJ lives in a small, very quiet, village in Lincolnshire, UK, with her husband and dogs, and spends all daydreaming up stories full of really hot men. 
 
    If you like the book, please leave a short review. It really makes a difference to indie authors and it makes JJ smile. 
 
    You can get more information about upcoming releases from JJ on her website: 
 
    www.jjharper-author.com  
 
    or sign up for her newsletter 
 
    and in her reader group 
 
    Follow 
 
    Twitter: https://twitter.com/jessjhoney  
 
    Pinterest: https://www.pinterest.co.uk/jjhoneywrites/  
 
    Instagram: https://www.instagram.com/jessjharper/  
 
    BookBub: https://www.bookbub.com/profile/jj-harper 
 
    And 
 
    Sign up to here Newsletter: http://eepurl.com/bSKDrL 
 
    Join her reader group: https://www.facebook.com/groups/HarpersHoneys/ 
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