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      If you ever had a crush on the hot dad you babysat for, this one’s for you.
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      I stood in the bathroom doorway staring at my long-time assistant, Megan, as she showered. Yes, please. Though I knew it was in poor taste to compare her to my ex-wife, Eleanor, I found I was always doing it anyway. Never out loud, that would be a dick move. But in my head, the comparisons never ceased. 

      Eleanor had wavy brown hair that fell just past her shoulders, whereas Megan had very straight, long blonde hair that went to her ass. I think it was something about the wave to Eleanor’s that made it that much more satisfying to grab and pull. Megan’s slipped a little. They were about the same height, but Megan was thinner everywhere. Eleanor had an ass that begged to be grabbed. 

      But Eleanor was living her happily ever after with her boyfriend. Which was why I was leering at my assistant as she showered. 

      Sigh. 

      Calling Megan just my assistant was inadequate and unfair. She was there before I entered a marriage of convenience with Eleanor, and she was still here now. We didn’t fuck during my brief marriage, but she was my go-to woman before it, and now after.

      Megan knew my secrets. Well, most of them. The fact some nice guy hadn’t swooped in and stolen her was incredible. She was beautiful, kind, and had her shit together. She’d make a brilliant wife for someone, someday. 

      But not me. She was a great lay, but that was where my interest ended. Apparently, my lot in life was to obsess over a woman who wanted someone else. 

      These thoughts did not stop me from kicking off my briefs to join Megan in the shower. I opened the door and slid in behind her, my hands running from her hips to her stomach before pulling her back to my front. 

      My hard cock pressed into her back. “Mason,” she rasped, leaning against me. “You’re supposed to be talking to your dad’s chief of staff.”

      “Already done,” I said, before sucking water off her neck. “I’m multi-tasking.” I slid my hand down her stomach and cupped her pussy. “Getting us dirty while we get clean.”

      “That’s not how any of this works,” she chastised. 

      I pulled my hand away. “Fine. I’ll just soap up and get ready then.”

      “No!” She reached behind herself for my hand. “Come back. You can’t just tease me like that.” 

      I chuckled, moving back into place, my fingers grazing back and forth over her slit. “But I like it when you get all needy,” I said into her ear. 

      The hot water cascaded over us as I worked her pussy with my fingers until she squirmed. Every move of her body against my hard dick made me crazier. “Do you want to come on my fingers or my cock?” I panted, hoping like hell she’d let me fuck her from behind right here in the shower. 

      But Megan could be overly cautious about shower sex. 

      “Fingers. I want you to come in my mouth,” she responded, breathless. “Please, Mason. I’m so close.”

      A blow job before work? Yes, please. I ran my free hand over her ass cheeks and then circled her back entrance. She wouldn’t let me finger her asshole, but she sure as hell liked it when I teased her it while my fingers pumped inside her pussy. She moaned with pleasure as I brought her closer and closer to climax. As her legs shook, I wrapped an arm around her waist to keep her upright before rubbing her clit. 

      “Fuck. Yes!” she panted. The sounds of her orgasm had my cock leaking, desperate for the promise of what was to happen next.

      When Megan caught her breath, she dropped to her knees in front of me. Fuck, it’s so hot when she does that. She saves blow jobs almost exclusively for when we are in the shower, and I would be lying if I said it didn’t impact how often I jumped into the shower with her. 

      She ran her tongue up the length of my cock. “Suck me,” I commanded. Never one to disobey an order, she took the head and sucked it into her mouth, hollowing out her cheeks. “Yes, just like that. Deeper,” I instructed. 

      Her mouth slid down my shaft, her tongue curling around the underside as she bobbed up and down. My fingers tightened in her hair as she took one of her hands and caressed my balls. “Oh fuck, yes.” 

      She moaned around my cock, sending vibrations up my spine. I tipped my head back against the tiled wall, letting the sensation of her mouth and hand flood my body. Tingles spread as the orgasm built. My balls tightened, and I pumped hot cum down Megan’s throat. “Shit,” I moaned. 

      Before I came back to earth, Megan was out of the shower and drying off. I washed up and met her at the sink. “I’m gonna miss waking up this way while I’m back in DC.” 

      “I could come with you,” she suggests, meeting my eyes in the mirror.

      “It would look awfully suspicious if you started coming down with me suddenly,” I answered, loading toothpaste onto my brush. 

      “Right. Suspicious,” she says. Her tone concerned me, but I didn’t have time to dwell on her thoughts about coming with me. I’d already added a toddler and a nanny to my traveling circus. 

      Megan left the bathroom to get dressed without saying another word.

      
      

      When I found her in the living room, she was gathering up her stuff. “This isn’t happening anymore, Mason,” Megan hissed angrily, but quiet enough that my three-year-old son, Wyatt, wouldn’t overhear us. 

      “What are you talking about, Megan?” I ran my hand down her arm, but she flinched and pulled away.

      “I’m not going to be your piece of ass when you come to town anymore.” There are tears in her eyes. Shit. 

      “Megan, I live in two places. I can’t just move here; I work in the Senate. I come home to Boston to take care of local things and see Wyatt, and that’s complicated enough now that he’s coming with me to DC.”

      “Too complicated for a relationship with me?” Her eyes pierced mine.

      “Are we seriously having this discussion right now? I just became the full-time caregiver to the son I didn't have any custody of until six months ago. Things with Catherine are up in the air. Can we just wait and talk about this when things have settled?”

      “Settled? Settled?” Her blue eyes narrowed, and she poked me in the chest. “Mason, this isn’t about Wyatt. Or Catherine. I’m not asking you to marry me, I’m asking you to stop hiding me. We’ve been doing this off and on for seven years and I’m sick of being second fiddle to every other damn thing in your life.”

      My hand dragged through my hair. “It’s been a crazy year. Eleanor and I just got divorced! Can we please just get through the holidays before we decide?”

      “No.” She tipped her chin up defiantly. 

      “No?”

      “Mason. I’ve been kidding myself for years. I thought when you and Elle split up it was going to be you and me. And I know things have been coming at a quick clip here, but I’m sick of waiting for you to decide I’m worth more time than a casual fuck.”

      “Megan, I’m sorry that you feel that way, but you knew all along that I planned to marry Elle. You were one of five people who knew that we were arranged to be married since we were kids.”

      “But you aren’t married anymore, Mase. She left you for love. I’ve been here picking up the pieces, both as your assistant and your secret-girlfriend for months. All I want is for you to tell me that this is going somewhere. Now that you don’t have an arranged marriage hanging over your head, would you even consider being with me?” A tear fell down her cheek.

      “Megan. Don’t cry.” I wiped at the tear with my thumb. “I may be divorced on paper, but I’m still processing it. Elle didn’t love me, but I loved her. She was my best friend and now I have a weird non-relationship with her.”

      “You loved her?” Uh-oh. “So, all those years of just reminding me it was all for show was a lie? What about me, Mason? Do you love me?” Fire burned in her eyes.

      Fuck. “Megan, please.”

      She gathered her stuff into her hands. “That’s what I thought. I can’t do this anymore. I’m done.”

      “Okay, yeah. I get that.” I ran a hand through my hair as Wyatt ran into the room, crashing into my leg. 

      “Senator! I found my train!”

      “That’s awesome, buddy.” I patted his head. 

      Megan crouched down to Wyatt’s level. “Have so much fun working with dad, Wy. I have to go now, okay?”

      He nodded and threw his arms around her neck for a hug. “Will you come to work with us?” Wyatt was coming to DC with me for the time being and just referred to the entire city as ‘work.’ He wasn’t exactly wrong. 

      “No, buddy. I’m afraid dad and I won’t be working together anymore.”

      “Okay.” 

      I grabbed her hand and pulled her back up. “What do you mean we won’t be working together anymore?” I panicked. 

      Megan straightened to her full height and plastered on a business-like expression of indifference. “I can’t work for you anymore, Senator Davis. I quit. Effective immediately.” 

      I threw my hands into the air. “You can’t quit, Megan!”

      “Oh my god, you’re unbelievable! You are more upset at losing me as an employee than—” she looked down at Wyatt and chose her next words carefully, “as a friend. Thank you for making this such a simple decision.”

      She stormed out of my apartment without looking back. Fuck. I texted my Chief of Staff, Ben.

      
        
          
            
              
        Meg just quit

      

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
              
        Ben:

      

      
        Told you she wanted more

      

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
              
        This is the worst timing

      

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
              
        Ben:

      

      
        I have Mallory ready to take over and a lead on a nanny

      

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
              
        Great. Now I just have to let Y say bye to C so we can come back down

      

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
              
        Ben:

      

      
        Good luck with that. 

      

      

      

      

      

      “Come on buddy, let’s go see mom.” 

      “And Eli?”

      I sighed heavily. “No buddy, remember? We talked about this. Eli isn’t there anymore.”

      “Because him died?” His big brown eyes looked at me with confusion. Explaining death to a three-year-old had been damn near impossible. I felt so bad for the little guy. Eli was a father figure to him but had died of cancer the week before. His mother, Catherine, was understandably beside herself with grief, so I had been trying to be the one to explain the concept of death on his level. 

      “Yes, Wy. Eli died. And we won’t get to see him anymore. But,” I tried to seem upbeat, “we get to go see mama. Let’s get our stuff together, okay?”

      “Will auntie Elle be there?”

      God, I hope not. Seeing my ex-wife—sister of my baby mama, was not high on my to-do list this morning. It shocked me that she agreed Wyatt needed to stay with me while Catherine processed her loss.

      Hence the need for a nanny.

      Immediately.
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      “I’m taking Wyatt back to DC with me,” I told Catherine. She sat on her couch, wrapped in a blanket. It looked like she tried to look somewhat normal for Wyatt, but she wasn’t fooling anyone else. Not that she needed to, what she was going through had to be brutal. Elle and I were divorced, but if something happened to her, I’d be inconsolable for weeks. 

      Oh, the fucked-up life I live. 

      “When will you be back?” she asked, wiping a tear from her eye with the blanket.

      I ran a hand through my hair. “Well, Thanksgiving for a couple of days, but then we go back down until just before Christmas break.”

      She flinched. “Just leave him here. We’ll be fine.” 

      “Catherine…”

      “Mason,” she mimicked. 

      “Just take the time to heal. Wyatt needs stability and right now, understandably, you can’t provide that.”

      “And taking him back and forth to DC is providing that?” she whispered harshly.

      “I’ve hired a nanny. She will make sure he has a routine or whatever.” I really don't know how to raise this kid.

      “You aren’t keeping him until Christmas. You can take him until you come up for Thanksgiving. By then everything will be fine.” A fresh wave of tears streaked her cheeks. She didn’t bother to wipe these away.

      I took a fortifying breath, “I mean this in the most supportive way possible, but I don’t know if that’s true. In fact, I’m expecting to keep him with me longer than Christmas.”

      She shot daggers at me with her eyes. “The fuck you will.” 

      I ran a hand through my hair—a habit Eleanor loathed. “You’ve had him his whole life, Catherine. Let me take care of him so you can take care of yourself.” 

      “Bullshit. You abandoned him. That’s on you, not me.” The dig went straight to my chest. She’s not wrong. 

      “Nevertheless, I think it’s for the best he stays with me.”

      “I’ll get an attorney,” she countered.

      “Do not waste your trust fund on that. I’m not asking for permanent custody here, I just want to make sure both of you make it through this. I promise, I’m not trying to steal him.” 

      “Get the fuck out of here right now, Mason. Get out!” she yelled. 

      Wyatt was in the backyard with her friend Michelle. I turned and walked outside to go get him. 

      “Hey,” she said. “That went about as expected, eh?” 

      “She didn’t stab me, so that’s a plus. Can you pack some things for Wyatt? I’ll bring him by tomorrow to say goodbye before we head down for a few weeks.”

      “Yeah.” She nodded. “This really sucks.” She wiped a tear from her eye. 

      “I know. If I didn’t have to go, I wouldn’t, but the citizens of this commonwealth elected me to be their senator. I can’t just abandon my job. I’ve already been away longer than I should.”

      “Call me every day with updates,” she demanded.

      I agreed and coerced Wyatt back to the car. 

      
      

      The next day I walked right into Catherine’s house without a knock. I was hoping she was out of bed and looking somewhat human. Yesterday, she’d held it together pretty well until our argument, but I was here to take her kid away from her for weeks at a time. 

      Her looking like everything was normal was probably asking too much at this point. I just didn’t want Wyatt to see his mother so distressed. 

      Catherine plastered on a brave face as we walked through the door, but her smile turned genuine when Wyatt ran into her arms. Standing beside her was a guy she works with, Sergio. He was the drummer of an up-and-coming band—okay he was also the drummer for a multi-platinum band before this one—and she worked as the band’s assistant. 

      “How’s my boy?” Catherine asked, rubbing her hands up and down his arms as she looked him over to ensure he was still in one piece.

      “The Senator is taking me to work!” Wyatt chirped. Catherine and Sergio chuckled.

      I ran a frustrated hand through my hair. “Buddy, call me anything but The Senator. We’re family; you can use a more familiar name,” I urged. I wasn’t stuck on dad just yet — the kid had only known I was his father for a matter of months at this point. But the fact he referred to me the same way my staff did made me feel like he didn’t accept my place in his life. Which was ridiculous. He was three. He was literally just calling me what he heard others call me all damn day. 

      Still, it hurt. At least before he referred to me as Uncle Mason.

      “The Senator is gwumpy vis mornin’ a’cause Megan quit,” Wyatt explained to his mother. 

      One thing I was learning about this kid was he heard everything, and he repeated it. On the drive over, I was talking to Ben on speaker about Megan’s replacement and he called me grumpy. 

      “Shit. Megs quit? She’s been working for you for years. That sucks.” Catherine looked up at me with a bit of sympathy. All I could do was nod as I watched Wyatt run to his room for his toys. “So… she wanted more now that you’re divorced or what?”

      “What are you talking about?” I snapped. Is it that obvious?

      “Oh, come on. Everyone knows you’ve been screwing your assistant for years.” She waved a hand in front of her face. “I’m guessing you got divorced and she thought you’d commit to her, but you won’t, so she quit.”

      You hit the nail on the head with that one. “I’m not discussing this with you.” I wondered who ‘everyone’ was and how long they knew I was hooking up with Megan. Not that it mattered anymore since she quit and blocked my phone number. 

      Catherine shrugged and went to play with Wyatt in his room. I turned to Sergio. “What’s your deal?” I asked gruffly.

      “My deal? Not sure what you’re getting at,” he responded, standing taller. 

      “Eli died thirty seconds ago and you’re already circling.” I didn’t like how often this guy was here. 

      Sergio wasn’t a huge guy, but from the looks of him, he could probably give me a run for my money in a fight. “I’m her friend. Her boyfriend died. I’m being supportive. Unlike you, taking her kid hundreds of miles away.”

      His dig pissed me off. “I need to go back to work. She’s in no shape to take care of him and we both know that.”

      “This won’t help.”

      “Who the fuck do you think you are? You realize you’re just the guy she’s fucking to get through the day, right?” I assumed they were fucking. I’d known Catherine her whole life. In fact, I’d been one of the guys she made herself feel better with, and that’s how we ended up with Wyatt. But this felt like it should be different. Maybe it was.

      “Told you. Just a friend.” He looked away. Guilty.

      “If you hurt her, I’ll fucking ruin you,” I warned.

      “Are you threatening me? For what? You got a thing for her? Want to get with the baby mama for your image? That’s how you roll, right? It’s all about your image?”

      “Fuck off.” I flat-out refused this very idea when my father suggested it. There would be no more marrying women for my career. Or at all. 

      “Just saying, maybe I’m not the one circling here.” He glared at me before knocking twice on the counter and walking away to join Catherine and Wyatt in the other room.
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      “What do you mean, you found me a job?” I asked my mother angrily.

      “You’ll be nannying for a senator's family for the next couple of months. He’s in a bind and you aren’t exactly doing anything, Candi,” my mother tutted. 

      “I’m between jobs while I write my novel!” I stomped my foot. Probably not the best way to demonstrate maturity.

      She finished emptying the dishwasher and gave me a pointed look. “Well, you can write it while you stay with them instead of me.”

      “Stay with them?”

      “It’s a live-in position. You know how life is on the Hill. You’ll travel with them back and forth.”

      I pushed off the counter. “Mom, this is insanity. You already agreed to this?”

      “You start tomorrow. Pack your things.”

      “Tomorrow!” It was too late. My mother had already walked out of the room. 

      

      
        
          
            
              
        Apparently I have a job now

      

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
              
        Elyse:

      

      
        I thought you were finishing your book? November was supposed to wrap the first draft

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
        My mother voluntold me I have a nanny gig starting tomorrow. 

      

      

      

      
        
          
        Live in!

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
        Elyse:

      

      
        How many kids? Who is the family?

      

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
              
        No idea. She left the room before I could get any actual answers. 

      

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
              
        Elyse:

      

      
        Personally I can’t wait to see how this unfolds. Hopefully, the kids won’t be shit heads.

      

      

      

      

      

      Of course, my best friend would find amusement in this situation. I went in search of my mother. I needed the details here. “Mom?” I yelled into the house. “Mom!”

      “What is it, Candace?” My mother poked her head out of her room exasperated. She had her long, dark hair pulled back in her typical bun to match the conservative pantsuit she had put on since leaving the kitchen. 

      I will never wear a pantsuit. 

      I huffed, “I need information, mom. You said I’m going to live with these people tomorrow and I have no names, no idea if I’m looking after one kid or twenty, or if this family is a bunch of psychos. You know I was planning on staying home for a while.”

      “Why, so you can hook up with that heathen, Derek?” Mom rolled her eyes.

      Well, I hadn’t ruled it out. “Mom. Who. Is. The. Family?”

      “Don’t be so dramatic,” she said on a sigh as she walked back into her room leaving me to follow. “The Vice President’s son.” 

      Vice President Davis was in his sixties. His son was a grown adult. “Isn’t he in his thirties?”

      “I guess he would be,” she pondered out loud.

      “He needs a nanny?” I was confused. He’s fucking hot though. Wouldn’t mind taking care of him.

      “Yes. Seems he has custody of his son, at least temporarily, and he needs someone to look after him while he works.”

      “Oh,” I said. “I thought you meant… nevermind.” I felt stupid. 

      
        
          
            
              
        The dad is Mason Davis!

      

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
              
        Elyse:

      

      
        Oh girl he’s hot. Didn’t he just get divorced?

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
        Yeah. Some weird shit happening there. Has a kid with his ex-wife’s sister. 
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