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            One hall pass—redeemed.

          

        

      

    

    
      In college, I made the mistake of falling in love with Ward, who was deep in the closet and terrified to come out to his conservative, religious family.

      He called me Master. Said he loved me. Said he’d be mine forever.

      I guess he lied, because he ghosted and didn’t even attend graduation. It broke my heart and fucked my head.

      Eventually, I moved on, married a great guy, and became a US senator.

      Guess who just showed up as a freshman senator? And guess who’s my hall-pass fuck?

      Did I say I moved on?

      I guess I lied.

      Ward can’t run from me now.
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            Author's Note

          

        

      

    

    
      Politics are messy, nasty, sexy, brutal, funny, impossibly complex, and a lot of fun to write about. (Mostly because they’re messy, nasty, sexy, brutal, funny, and impossibly complex.)

      Since the focus of this trilogy isn’t the politics so much as it is the people, I’ve taken certain liberties and simplified a few things here and there.

      But the kinky shit is absolutely realistic.

      In this “world” Covid 19 doesn’t exist and is not a plot point.

      

      The Devout Trilogy is a spin-off featuring characters first introduced in the Determination Trilogy and Inequitable Trilogy, and is set in the same world as the books in the Governor Trilogy and others. It is a standalone trilogy that can be read separately from those books.

      It is suggested the books in the Devout Trilogy be read in order:

      
        	Sacred

        	Profane

        	Penance

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
        This one’s for the Viking. He knows why.

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter One

          

          Now — January 1

        

      

    

    
      I know that by nearly all standards I am a lucky man leading a blessed life. Sitting in church today, listening to our minister give her sermon about blessings, helps me reflect upon that.

      Blessings.

      My biggest and brightest of blessings currently sits at my right side, his left hand resting on my thigh and my right arm draped around his shoulders.

      Glancing down, the gold wedding band on his left ring finger is also proof positive of my blessings.

      The ring I put there ten years ago, when I finally yanked my head out of my ass and realized the only person I needed stood right there in front of me, patiently waiting for me to move past my old trauma.

      No matter what the ghosts of my past chattered at me at the time, and no matter how my wounded, aching heart scolded me for not moving on sooner.

      No matter what my soul still cried out for.

      Here this man, after I confessed to him how fucked up I was, still wanted to be mine. Despite his own reservations about the institution of marriage, he willingly accepted the choice to live with me and the phantom shadows in my soul, assuring me he was strong enough to share me with those noisy ghosts.

      Which have quieted, finally, thanks in no small part to Daniel’s love and devotion. Although there were countless days I never thought they would stop tormenting me.

      One particular ghost, actually.

      I shove that thought away and focus on Reverend Ormand’s words. I like this UU church and miss it when we’re in DC and can’t make it home to Massachusetts. We’ve attended it for most of our marriage, although Daniel wasn’t certain about it, at first. He was raised in a liberal Methodist church, and Reverend Ormand frequently blends in bits and pieces from other beliefs, not just Christianity.

      Like me, it eventually grew on him, I suppose.

      When we’re in DC, we attend an Episcopal church with a very inclusive minister and congregation, although we don’t manage to make it to services every Sunday. Frequently, work interferes, or one or both of us are too tired to make it.

      We’re both members of a couple of prayer groups on the Hill, and sometimes making it to one or more of those is all we can cram in on any given week. I don’t like to attend church alone. I did enough of that before I met and married Daniel. Sometimes, it’s better for our personal well-being—and our marriage—to sleep late on a Sunday morning when we can and spend it focused on each other.

      I’m reasonably certain God won’t hold it against either of us.

      Especially since there are plenty of times Daniel’s on the road on Sundays, traveling to events with his boss, Congressman Marlowe Effings. Unlike senators such as myself, the US House reps are running for re-election every other year. Seems like they spend most of their time in campaign and fundraising mode.

      I miss Daniel when he’s not home, but at least we work in the same town and can eat lunch or dinner together on the regular. We’ve made it work all these years and I’m not complaining. He loves his job and thrives in it.

      But when he is home?

      Then he’s all mine, and my boy gives me his undivided attention.

      At least, until work calls him.

      More than once, I’ve had to hold his phone up to his ear for him because I literally had him tied up and wasn’t about to untie him and ruin our play, but he needed to deal with an issue in one of the offices.

      Daniel’s an old hat at this, though. He’s worked for Effings for years and is now his chief of staff. Started out as a campaign volunteer, which is what he was doing when we first met.

      I’m getting ready to begin year three of my second term in the US Senate. And when we return to DC in three days, I won’t need to engage in office musical chairs. I was able to keep my current office, happy to swap my offered new assignment to larger digs with a re-elected former GOP senator from Wyoming, who’s already said this is his last term. He became a persona non grata to the GOP after switching from GOP to Independent when he filed to run for re-election for his fourth term. Due to his popularity, he still handily won re-election.

      His margin of victory only rubbed salt in the GOP’s wound. For years, he frequently crossed the aisle and voted with Democrats regarding social issues, which vexed his fellow party members.

      In exchange for trading him the larger office, I received his tiny “hideaway” office in the Capitol building. He lost his old office due to construction and has been desperate to find somewhere larger than the tiny space he’d been assigned. None of his former GOP colleagues would make a deal with him. From what I heard, incoming freshmen GOP senators were warned not to trade with him, either.

      The incoming GOP freshman who would have gotten my current office is now getting the one the senior senator would’ve been assigned, because fuck you, that’s why.

      Didn’t hurt that President-elect ShaeLynn Samuels—former Senator ShaeLynn Samuels—put in a word to let the horse-trade go through.

      Hey, I’m always willing to reach across the aisle. Especially if it’ll benefit me or my constituents. Otherwise, it’d be unheard of for a second-term senator, majority party or not, to score one of those little gems. The hideaway office is literally smaller than the walk-in closet in our master bedroom here, but it’s convenient for quick, private meetings.

      And quick, private blowjobs.

      Believe me, my hubby and I plan on making good use of it for that.

      Sometimes, I wonder if I hadn’t survived the pain and loss I endured early on if I’d be able to appreciate what and who I have now.

      Daniel.

      As if he knows I’m thinking about him, he tips his head against my shoulder. I smile and kiss the top of his head. I wouldn’t be the man I am today if not for his healing love and strength.

      Blessings.

      Something I’m smart enough to never take for granted again.
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      “Your mind was far away, Master,” Daniel teases later as we leave church and hold hands for the walk to our SUV. We each carry our Bibles in the other. His breath billows and freezes in the cold air. “Did you even hear the sermon?”

      Sometimes, he can read me too well.

      I squeeze his hand and pull him back, almost behind me, when I spot an oncoming car I think is approaching a little too fast to stop in time for the slushy road conditions. We pause, waiting for it to pass or stop before crossing the street to where I parked our SUV.

      “I was listening. She had me thinking, though.”

      “Did she, now?”

      “Yes.” The car nosedives as the driver brakes hard and comes to a stop, then waves us and a few others waiting to cross to go ahead. Only then do I step forward and lead the way across the street. I take no risks with Daniel’s safety, as corny as that might sound. Yes, he’s a grown-ass man of thirty-eight, but this is one of the few ways I can show my love for him.

      “Thinking about what?” he asks.

      We round the Mercedes SUV’s front and I click the button on the key fob to unlock the doors. I open his door for him and hold it while he climbs in. Then I wait until I’m satisfied he’s safely tucked in to close it and walk around so I can slide behind the wheel. The Mercedes is comfortable for my six-five frame. I get cranky trying to cram myself into a small car.

      Daniel prefers his tiny Honda. He won’t let me upgrade him into something better and it’s one of the few things I won’t overrule him on.

      Yet.

      It was the first new-new car he’d ever purchased. When we were dating and things grew serious between us, and we were negotiating limits and protocols, he made it a hard limit. I promised him then I’d never make him sell it.

      I try to be a man of my word. Doesn’t mean I haven’t taken him window shopping at car dealerships every chance I get. It’s over twelve years old now. It’s in good shape, though, because he takes excellent care of it, and it’s got low miles.

      Still haven’t tempted him into a larger, safer car.

      If we’re going somewhere together, we take my Mercedes regardless of who’s driving, because I don’t like having my knees jammed into my chin. That’s what it feels like, to me anyway, when riding in his car.

      When we’re in DC, we take cabs or ride-share services or walk. Having a car in DC is impractical for us. Rarely, when we actually need a car, we rent one, or drive the Mercedes down instead of taking the train.

      I adjust the heat with his question still lingering in my mind, but he’s my good boy and knows I heard him. He doesn’t have to repeat himself.

      He patiently waits me out.

      “I was thinking about blessings,” I say, meeting his gaze. “About how you’re my greatest blessing.”

      He blushes, an adorable reaction I don’t get to see enough of because he’s damned hard to rattle. He reaches over and squeezes my wrist. “You’re my greatest blessing, too, Master.”

      I lean in and kiss him but quickly disengage when my cock thickens in my slacks.

      A decade married or not, it’d be bad form for a US senator to get caught fucking his husband in their car just outside their church.
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      Our ride home is companionably quiet. We hold hands as I drive, accompanied by only the sound of the radio playing a jazz station. One of the many things I love so much about Daniel is there’s no need to fill silences with him. I don’t nervously chatter, I don’t feel anxious. His peaceful energy flows through me and settles my soul.

      I revel in the quiet and soak in his calm. As if just being in his presence helps soothe me and dampens the noisy chatter in my brain. No matter how crazy the world around him, Daniel is always safely within the center of the storm, the calm and peaceful eye of the hurricane.

      The anchor that prevents everyone else from breaking loose from their moorings, going adrift, and crashing into the rocky shoals.

      Especially me. I didn’t realize how emotionally untethered I was until he reached out and pulled me to safety.

      My soul has healed in infinite ways I never dreamed possible with his love. Just because I’m his Master doesn’t mean he doesn’t own me, too.

      At home, I park in the garage and my good boy waits for me to get out and walk around to open his door. It’s a protocol I insisted on from day one, and it’s one I treasure because I don’t get to do it enough with him.

      Catching his hand as he steps out, we pause, staring into each other’s eyes. My heart makes that clichéd little skip all the romance books and Hallmark movies are so fond of.

      But it’s true.

      He’s only the second person in my life to make that happen. It’s a miracle I can even feel it after what I endured.

      I count it as another blessing.

      His lips part as I lean in, but I only nuzzle my nose against his. “Don’t strip,” I whisper.

      He smiles. “Yes, Master.”

      Instead, I lift his hand to my lips and kiss it, then send him inside with a hard swat to his ass.

      He knows what I want and wastes no time hurrying on ahead.

      When I follow, after hanging up my coat next to his in the hall, I find him exactly where and how I want him—upstairs and kneeling on the floor of our bedroom, fully dressed, forehead against the tops of his hands, which are flat on the floor in front of him.

      Ass toward the bedroom door.

      I can see him naked any night we’re in bed together. But there’s something about the sight of him in a suit that fills me with a lustful pride of ownership I cannot fully explain.

      Unless you want to boil it down to something as simple as a suit fetish.

      Maybe that’s it.

      Or, maybe it’s the memory of two guys standing in an upscale men’s clothing shop, while the one watches with barely constrained lust in his eyes as the other gets fitted for his very first custom-tailored suit.

      I shove those memories away. Today’s not the day to let the ghost have its way with me.

      Unfastening and removing my cufflinks as I walk around Daniel, I suck in a sharp breath at how his suit jacket bunches up in that familiar way, how his shirt cuffs peek out past the sleeves.

      How the cufflinks I gave him for Christmas and fastened on him this morning twinkle in the dim light.

      Another subtle day collar for him to wear every day.

      I remember the first suits I bought for him—

      I have to shove that memory away, too, for now, because it’s too close to the ghost who’s tapping at my soul and demanding attention.

      I’ve been good lately. At least a year since I’ve written an e-mail I won’t send, and at least two years since I Googled my ghost, or scanned social media to see if he got divorced.

      Or had kids.

      Despite my years of intense emotional and psychological work, there’s still a lot of old and painful baggage left to unpack. Maybe, one day, I’ll do that.

      Today is not that day.

      Today is the day I focus on my husband and love him, because we’ll return to DC in three days and life will get crazy.

      We will once again have a Democrat in the White House when President-elect ShaeLynn Samuels is inaugurated later this month. I’ve worked closely with her in the Senate over the past several years. While I’ll miss her there, she’s definitely the best choice for president. I’m hopeful her VP, Congressman Elliot Woodley, will go on to run for the office, too, after Shae’s two terms end.

      Sixteen continual years of Democrat control of the Oval Office—if we can hold on to the Senate and House—will help us rebuild so many critical policies, infrastructure systems, and social safety nets our country desperately needs.

      I reach over and drop my cufflinks on the dresser before I start to slide my jacket off. From the quickening of the rise and fall of Daniel’s chest, I know he’s listening to every sound.

      His hearing is spooky-good.

      I use that to my advantage.

      I know he’s listening to the rustle of fabric, the way the air shifts and moves and makes every sound change. Draping my jacket over the nearby chair, I slowly roll my cuffs up to my elbows as I watch him.

      This dance we do never gets old. In this moment, my cock’s as hard as it was ten years ago on our wedding night. The only difference now is that sometimes my forty-six-year-old body doesn’t want to fully cooperate—especially if we try for more than once—whereas in our early days we fucked several times a day like horny teenagers.

      Sometimes, we still do, if the stars align.

      I leave my tie on, my collar buttoned. He prefers that, and I can’t resist giving my boy every- and anything he desires. Call me old-fashioned, but I like spoiling him and keeping him happy.

      Doesn’t mean I won’t redden his ass when I want to, or when he feels he’s failed me and he needs it.

      What he considers failures rarely cross my radar as infractions, but just as it’s in my nature to need to dominate and subdue him, it’s in his nature to atone and submit.

      Everyone’s a winner.

      I stand directly in front of him, the tips of my loafers barely touching his hands, and gently nudge.

      Faster than I can follow the movement, he cups his hands around the backs of my ankles and kisses the tops of my shoes. From there, he slips off my left shoe and sock, then the right, sets them aside, and scoots forward a little so he can press his forehead against the tops of my feet, his hands once again cupping my ankles.

      We both deeply inhale, hold it, and slowly breathe out. This little ritual developed accidentally and organically and is one we both love. It helps connect and center us, grounding us to each other and the moment, shutting out all other intrusive thoughts and distractions.

      Well, mostly. Sometimes, my mind can’t help reaching for old memories.

      Which I then viciously squash to preserve my sanity and peace of mind.

      In my briefs, my cock’s aching and probably already leaving a wet spot. My boy does that to me, even this many years later.

      Only one other man has ever had this effect on me. Even though Daniel told me in all seriousness that my ghost can be my hall-pass fuck, I could never imagine being with anyone else now.

      Besides, how do you even try to fuck a ghost? Especially when you have a beautiful, perfect man such as this bowing at your feet?

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter Two

          

          Then — Before

        

      

    

    
      Not going to lie—the day I arrive at NYU as an incoming freshman, I feel nervous as hell. Even at nineteen, confidence is an act I wear like a finely tailored suit, one I’m forced to shed from time to time or risk it being ruined or destroyed from constant use.

      First days suuuuck. I’ve always hated them. I’m horrible at remembering names and I’m always worried about being judged. I’m certain I have legit anxiety, not just first-day jitters, but I’ve never been able to reach out and ask for help for it.

      My parents can’t make the trip into the city with me from Massachusetts, because they’re both working and, honestly?

      I’m kind of glad I’m alone right now. I need the time to focus and try to calm myself. I’m damned lucky I landed the scholarship in the first place. This means here I am, arriving in a cab from the train station, with a couple of suitcases and the bare necessities, whereas other kids are bringing fridges and microwaves and fancy coffeemakers and stuff.

      Not me.

      I am simply grateful to be here at all. I worked my ass off in high school, always struggling and feeling like I was barely scraping by, to land a scholarship.

      Depending on how you want to look at it, fortunately, my parents were on the lower end of the income scale. With my grades, it meant I was able to snag financial aid in the way of scholarships and grants to cover my tuition, books, dorm, and meal plan.

      Mom finished college and teaches high school science, but Dad had to drop out during his second year of college when his mom was diagnosed with cancer and died. Dad was the oldest of five kids, and he had to help Grandpa take care of Dad’s four younger brothers and sisters. Dad’s made an okay living at a local paper mill, working his way up through the ranks over the years to a management position on the floor. While it provided benefits and helped keep the bills paid, it was never going to make my parents rich.

      My younger brother, Sam, still has four years before he’ll graduate from high school. If he gets his way, he’ll go straight to vo-tech to learn how to be a mechanic. That’s what he really wants to do.

      Mom and Dad want him to go to college, but that battle’s not my problem.

      My focus is keeping my grades up so I don’t lose my financial aid. I’m fortunate enough I don’t have to get a part-time job. My parents are paying for my cell phone and sending me a small weekly allowance to cover what few incidentals my financial aid package doesn’t pick up.

      I’ll eat nearly every meal in a dining hall, because that’s paid for as part of my meal plan.

      I’ll spend every spare moment studying and working my ass off.

      I want to attend NYU’s law school after I get my four-year, so I can make a good living, stack some paper, and finally give my parents the kind of life they deserve. They’ve worked their asses off for us. We’re far from being the richest family in our town, but my little brother and I have never lacked for love or basic necessities.

      Plus, when I came out to them at fifteen, they embraced me and assured me they didn’t care.

      Many people aren’t as lucky as I am. I not only had my family’s support, but that of my teachers and friends, and even our church. Thank goodness my parents are Episcopalian, and there are plenty of openly gay members, single and partnered, at the church we’ve attended my entire life.

      Don’t get me wrong. Making money isn’t the only reason I want to be a lawyer, but it is one of the best professions if you want to be a politician. I want to make a difference in the world. I want to help people. Not to sound narcissistic, but I’ve heard all my life how handsome I am—not that I honestly believe it—and that I have the looks to do something like acting, or running for president.

      Not sure the latter is ever in my future. I have my sights set far lower, with hopes of maybe one day being a US Senator. I want to contribute to our world, not just take from it.

      Acting definitely isn’t in my future. I tried drama in high school and haaaated it. I guess when you spend your entire life feeling like you’re acting already—pretending you’ve got your shit together when you don’t—trying to stand in front of an auditorium full of strangers and pretend to be yet another person just…

      Isn’t appealing. Maybe it is to some people, but not to me.

      I’d rather learn how to be comfortable in my own skin first. I’ve had two boyfriends and I already know that I want to be in charge in a relationship.

      Yeah, I know, how’s that going to play out with my anxiety?

      Well, I’ve learned some things about myself lately. The Internet’s a great research source. I thought something was wrong with me when I wanted to try spanking my boyfriends, and they were not into that.

      Turns out no, nothing’s wrong with me. I just need to find someone who wants to be spanked.

      And who will let me do other things to them. Although finding a boyfriend is not high on my list of priorities right now.

      As in, at all.

      My biggest worry is that my roommate, one Ward Mason Callahan, hopefully isn’t a fricking tool. He’s from Georgia, so I already worry he’ll turn out to be some cracker peckerhead who’ll give me a hard time about being gay.

      If so?

      Well, I’m tall, and took several years of jiu jitsu with my dad’s brother, Ed. I can handle myself.

      But Ward will be one miserable sonofabitch if he thinks he’s going to hassle me about being gay. I applied to dozens of universities that also had law programs, and was accepted at several, including some in the South. One of the things that made NYU my first choice is because it’s located here, in New York City, and I know me being gay won’t be a problem for most people I’ll deal with on a daily basis. Plus, I can go to the same university for law school. And it’s not so far from Massachusetts that I can’t easily travel home for holidays or long weekends if I get homesick.

      Ward and I exchanged a couple of brief e-mails, and cell numbers, but he doesn’t have Facebook or Twitter, apparently. Or any other social media account I could locate. I know he’s arriving sometime today, but I’m not sure when, because he didn’t volunteer that info and I didn’t feel like trying to pull it from him. Other than a brief exchange of texts to confirm I had his correct number…crickets.

      Whatever.

      Arriving first means I get my choice of beds, so that’s what I focus on. I take the side farthest from the door. I won’t be out late partying and stumbling in at all hours to awaken my roommate. He can be closer to the door. I spend a few minutes moving my desk and bookshelf and dresser to sort of give me a little more privacy, and then unpack.

      Once that’s finished, I head downstairs to explore the residence hall and find my way around the area. My freshman orientation is tomorrow morning. I’m eager to get out and roam Manhattan, because I’ve only been here twice before. Both times were with my parents, once when I was barely old enough to remember watching the Macy’s Thanksgiving Day parade from my perch atop Dad’s shoulders, and again when I was twelve, to attend a cousin’s wedding.

      I was raised in north central Massachusetts, in a rural area, closer to Vermont and New Hampshire than Boston. I definitely don’t sound like a Bostonian. Dad grew up outside Albany, New York, and Mom was raised in rural Pennsylvania.

      The other thing I want to do is investigate a few churches in the area. I’m no idiot and fully realize there is a larger world out there. Over the years, I’ve attended worship services at different churches, and even services of other faiths with friends of mine in high school. My parents always encouraged me and my brother to be independent thinkers, and that the true value in religion isn’t blindly following because you feel you have to, but to still have faith even when you have legitimate questions and doubts. That, and the feeling of family and belonging that the right congregation can instill within you.

      There are several houses of worship in the immediate area I want to explore over the next several months. I know I don’t have to be inside any particular building to pray, and I’m no evangelical trying to convert anyone else to my way of thinking.

      While my parents told me it was admirable I want to continue attending church on Sundays, they strongly emphasized I shouldn’t feel guilty if I don’t. That my studies come first because this is the opportunity of a lifetime, one that can set my future success in motion.

      I totally agree. But I like to have everything mapped out ahead of time so I can keep my plans flexible.

      It’s close to six p.m. when I return to my room to find I am no longer alone.

      Technically.

      There are suitcases and other personal items stowed in my roommate’s side of the room, but no roommate.

      I debate whether or not to text Ward, since it would have been obvious for him to shoot me a text when he arrived and saw that I’d already unpacked.

      Then again, who knows what I’ll be dealing with when he arrives?

      He brought a small refrigerator and microwave with him. Not sure if he’ll let me use them or not. That’s fine if he doesn’t, but it would be convenient to have access to them.

      I already have my books and reading lists for my classes, so I pop in my earbuds, crank up my music, and start getting a jump on the material. I’m not paying much attention when the door opens some time later, and it’s the way the guy hesitates when he spots me that catches my eye.

      Pausing my music, I remove an earbud. He’s freaking gorgeous. Sandy brown hair and blue eyes, and he’s a couple of inches shorter than my six-five.

      I finally find my voice. “Hi. Ward?” I set my things aside and stand.

      His eyes widen in fear. “Y-yeah?”

      Okay, so maybe he at least won’t be an asshole. He looks terrified of me. I cross the room, my hand extended. “Hey, there. Nice to finally meet you. Liam Davis.”

      He nervously swallows and takes my hand with a decent but not assholish grip. He hasn’t said enough for me to catch if he has a Southern drawl or not. “Ward Callahan.” His soft, tentative tone already makes me rethink my earlier suspicions about the guy.

      I don’t release his hand yet and he’s not trying to pull away. “Did you need any help with your things?” I ask.

      He nervously shakes his head. “No, that’s okay.” He glances around and seems to actually see my side of the room for the first time. “You don’t have a fridge or microwave?”

      I finally release his hand and shrug. “Not in the budget.” Might as well put it all out there. “Grants and scholarships got me here. Don’t expect me to be a party animal, either.”

      His eyes widen. “Oh! You can share with me. I don’t mind. And I-I’m not much on parties, either. Pre-law, right?”

      “Thanks, I appreciate it. And, yeah. Pre-law.” I make another mid-thought shift in judgment about the guy and decide to roll back my irritation at him not being more social. He sounds like maybe he’s as anxious as I feel. “First days suck, right? Don’t know anyone, never been here before. I already explored the neighborhood a little, but I’m not from a big city.”

      Finally, the hint of a smile. “Yeah, first days suck. I’m from outside Atlanta, but it’s not anything like this…”

      That’s how, twenty minutes later, we’re still standing there talking. He’s relaxing, I’m relaxing. And when he eventually lets out his first natural, deep laugh, a keening thought smacks me in the face while my pulse skips a beat over his smile—I’m already crushing hard on the guy, and I have no idea if he’s straight or not.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter Three

          

          Now

        

      

    

    
      “No chance of me talking you into quitting, hmm?” I tease as I stare down at Daniel, where he beautifully kneels before me. “New year, new you? Can’t I tempt you, baby?”

      He chuckles and shakes his head a little, where it’s pressed against the tops of my bare feet. His warm breath brushes against my toes. Thinking about him sucking on them makes my cock eagerly surge and twitch.

      “No, Master. Not yet.”

      This is another familiar routine between us. We could easily afford for him to quit work and stay home, or he could go back to school, but he loves what he does.

      Another promise I made to him back then—I would never force him to quit working.

      Damn my integrity, anyway.

      I wiggle my toes, stroking his cheeks with them. “I’m sure I could find plenty of things to keep you busy and fulfilled, boy.”

      “The full and filled part I’m sure of, Master.”

      He finally looks up, a playful smile quirking his handsome lips. The years have been kind to him due in no small part to genetics. Everyone in his family, especially his mother’s side, looks younger than they are. Dark blond hair and light blue eyes that melt my heart and soul into a puddle. Right now, he’s trying out a slightly scruffy beard and mustache that I haven’t decided if I like or not. He keeps his hair just long enough I can get good fistfuls of it when I fuck his mouth. With his build on the slim side, he looks barely thirty, much less nearly forty.

      Damned if I can find a grey hair anywhere on him, either.

      Lucky bastard. I’m silver at the temples, and it’s slowly spreading. At least I still have my hair, as my boy playfully reminds me when I start to kvetch too much about it. I’m fortunate baldness doesn’t run in my family.
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