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      “He’s so fucking hot.” Longing thickened Miller's voice and the soft pads of his slim fingers stroked along his full lower lip. He didn’t even try to suppress his low purring whimper. Salt and pepper hair curled across rounded, powerful pectorals thinning out between the deep valley of perfect six pack abs and disappearing beneath the waistband of low-slung worn jeans. Fifty shouldn’t look so lick-able—especially not Brent Canter, his best friend’s dad.

      The crush wasn’t recent, and the feelings hadn’t lessened—they were probably even stronger. Miller had met Troy over a decade ago in their junior year of high school. He’d been the new kid and worn the label gay like a flashing neon sign or a target. Even when he tried to pretend to be one of the popular ones, he hadn’t quite fit in and that had only grown worse when he’d started at his new school. Unlike him, Troy fit, the rumor had been Troy’s dad wasn’t a man to be messed with, and that included his kid. Even the jocks walked a wide circle around Troy, and by association when they’d become friends, he was off-limits for bullying as well.

      Yet, he hadn’t met the force that was Mr. Canter until he’d been friends with Troy nearly three months. He’d put off spending the night at Troy’s house so many times until Troy started catching onto the problem. When Troy had called him on it, he’d felt stupid. That didn’t change the nerves he felt. The feelings were clear just like they’d been that Friday afternoon. He had felt terrified, and when the door opened to over six-feet of Muscle Bear, he’d damn near fainted.

      “Miller,” Troy bellowed in his ear, and he turned to find his best friend glaring at him.

      “What?”

      “Could you not watch my dad like he’s an ice cream cone you want to lick?”

      He smirked, he couldn’t resist because the disgust in the other man’s voice wasn’t new.

      “But he’s so fucking hot,” was his only answer.

      Troy threw his arm across his shoulders. “And very much straight.” The man’s tone held an edge of pity.

      It wasn’t as if he didn’t try to date other men, but none of them ever made him feel like Brent did. He felt as if he belonged and wasn’t intruding—mostly he felt safe. Miller was able to be himself, all annoying quirks and flighty attitude. The older man never made him feel lesser than for what he couldn’t help.

      “We also thought Win was straight.”

      At the sound of his husband’s name, Troy’s face lit up. Even after a two-year relationship Troy and Win were sickening, and he was jealous.

      “Win is bi, and my dad isn’t, you know that.”

      He didn’t want to argue, so he kept quiet. Propping his elbows on the picnic table, Miller rested his chin in his cupped palms. “Don’t remind me,” Miller pouted. His gaze kept roaming over Brent’s large frame. Two years passed since Brent received the news that he was cancer free, and he’d packed on the muscle he’d lost during the year-long battle.

      Sweat glistened in the thick mat of Brent’s chest hair Miller longed to press his face into and rub his cheeks over the curls he knew were strangely soft. Wanting the man he knew he couldn’t have tortured him on a daily basis. Could that be his curse? To always want the one he couldn’t have and sleeping his way through the assholes of Clifton, North Carolina. He had the worst taste in men. Apparently, he couldn’t hit on one that was single either. He didn’t want to be the other man, he wanted to be the only one, but so far no one took him seriously. It wasn’t like he meant to date all the wrong ones. Unfortunately, it seemed to be his bad luck.

      He continued to stare, but the shrill familiar ring of his phone jarred him out of his contemplation of male perfection. He groaned and reached behind him with his right hand to take his phone from his back pocket.

      “Yes, Gertrude,” he answered.

      The middle-aged queen of society was never without an errand for him to run or party to help plan. As her personal assistant of seven years, he was used to the calls at all hours of the day or night.

      “Miller, my beautiful boy, I need you to come to the house.”

      He loved the older woman to distraction and could never deny her anything. “I’ll be there in thirty, do you need anything?”

      “No, just you and that creative mind of yours, this dinner party planning is slowly driving me batty.”

      Her put-out tone made him smile. She thrived on being the example for every socialite on the east coast. So, he’d learned to ignore her pitiful whining because he knew she loved every second of the parties and sitting on the boards of every charity in the city.

      “I’m on my way.” He quickly said his goodbyes and stood from the hard bench seat. “Duty calls, I’ll call you later.”

      “Text me. Win and me are meeting with the real estate agent tonight to look at a few more houses.”

      “Got’cha.” Miller kissed Troy’s cheek quickly and strode across the yard. “I’ve got to head to work, I’ll see you two later,” he said as he hugged Win and then turned to lift onto his toes to press a quick kiss to Brent’s mouth. Miller forced himself to pull away when all he wanted to do was nuzzle Brent’s rough cheeks.

      “Flirt,” Brent rumbled.

      His pants got a little tight when Brent gave him that sexy, smirk of his. The man had no idea what he did to him. Years of unrequited love was slowly driving him insane.

      “You know it, old man, men shouldn’t look so irresistible.” He raked what he hoped appeared to be a playfully hungry look up and down Brent’s body. The older man just shook his head and rolled his eyes. Miller knew what the man saw when he looked at him. A diminutive, pretty-boy flirt, and it broke his heart Brent wouldn’t ever see him as a man. He’d always be just a friend. Over the years, Troy and his friendship expanded to where he and Brent had become close.

      “Get out before that boss of yours thinks you’re slacking.”

      The sharp tap to his ass when he turned away sent a shiver up his spine. Pleasure teased along nerve-endings inflaming them with a need to climb the big man.

      He threw a flirty glance over his shoulder and made his feet keep moving to take him to emotional safety.

      Miller reached his car, and his phone chirped, he slid it once more from his pocket and checked the text message.

      Troy: I’m sorry I was an ass.

      Miller: It’s okay. He’s off-limits.

      He opened the door and slid behind the wheel. As much as he hated the reminders, they were for the best. Fantasies were safe enough—everyone had them. Unfortunately, all his were about the handsome older man. In his heart, Brent had been his forever, but he understood he couldn’t claim Brent for his own. He had his fantasies and his dates with men who didn’t do a thing for him. Shoving the thoughts aside, he started his car and headed to work, maybe a night of clubbing would distract him. Not that he held out much hope, he could wish though, right?
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      Brent turned his back to the sight of a cute, denim-covered ass and resisted the urge to growl. He sucked his lips between his teeth and tasted the sweet wine Miller favored. Miller rarely drank, and when he did, it was those lightweight fruity mixed drinks or wine, or Miller occasionally grabbed his beer for a sip.

      Reaching out, he jerked his ratty t-shirt with the cutoff sleeves off the tailgate of his work truck. He rolled his shoulders to try to ease the tension. It wasn’t as if he hadn’t noticed that Miller was an attractive man, cute and sweet. Three years ago, his forbidden attraction—he was able to ignore most of the time—changed. He’d never deny his bisexuality, but he also hadn’t announced it. He dated women and a man or two in college. But being a single dad, he hadn’t made much of an effort to date at all. One-night stands with women on his rare night out was all he allowed himself. He hadn’t thought about commitment, not until Miller.

      The change in his feelings hadn’t turned drastically but was more of a subtle shift. Brent noticed how Miller’s long lashes fanned across his high cheekbones and how soft the young man’s skin felt against his. Miller always smelled of sweet vanilla and musky sandalwood from the little man’s favorite lotion. All that could be pushed aside and explained off, attributed to mere innocent observations, but realizing how soft Miller’s lips were couldn’t be ignored.

      The kisses were always playful as was the flirting if only Brent’s body thought the same.

      “You okay, Brent?” Win, his son-in-law, asked.

      “Yeah,” Brent answered. It sounded unconvincing even to him but hoped Win would leave it alone. Luckily Win wasn’t the prying type. Brent couldn’t say the same for his son.

      “Dad, you’re lying.”

      It was his lack of luck his son would call him on his lie. There wasn't much he could hide from Troy. It had always been the two of them. Brenda, his college girlfriend, tried to keep in touch, but as a surgeon, she was always working or traveling.

      For a few months, he and Brenda had tried to make it work, pretend that they could love each other, but quickly they realized it was forced and wouldn’t be more than friends with the occasional benefit. They'd discussed adoption yet he couldn't imagine not raising his kid. So, he and Brenda decided he would take the baby when it was born. He'd never regretted his decision even though it had changed the plans he'd made for his life. His parents hadn't supported him, and they'd cut off contact not long after Troy was born.

      “Troy, I’m fine, really. I need to hire another guy or two. The boys are pulling overtime to keep up.”

      “What about Clay?”

      Win brought up an old friend of his who just moved to town with his daughter. He’d already set up the interview for the beginning of the week. Win had vouched for Clay, so mainly it would be a job offer and not an interview. Win’s friend lacked a few skills but nothing that couldn’t be learned on the job or the training he’d pay for him to take. If his guys wanted to become certified, he offered them incentives—raises.

      “Already done, he’s coming in Monday. When do you two have to meet with the real estate agent?”

      They’d been looking for the perfect house for a year since they got married. Troy wanted to live close to the school where he worked and didn’t want to live in a suburb outside the city. He’d almost offered to sell them his house. It was too big for just him, and he could do well in an apartment. Yet, for some reason, he just couldn’t give the place up. He’d worked his ass off on his house, between work and raising Troy, he’d completely redone it. He loved everything about it.

      “In an hour, we have to get going, Win has to change, and we have to pick Bella up from her playdate.”

      He smiled at the mention of his granddaughter, Win’s biological daughter, and Troy’s stepdaughter. It was past time for a Grandpa day, just him and Bella. The little girl had filled something inside him. She was smart and funny, sweet and he enjoyed his time he spent with her. She filled his weekends so they weren’t so lonely.

      Brent hid his relief during the goodbyes and the reminder of Sunday dinner. He strode towards the deck, ascended the steps and fell into one of the rockers. His cooler was next to the chair, and he grabbed a beer. Twisting off the cap, Brent let out a heavy sigh.

      Miller had been there every day after Brent’s diagnosis. They’d removed half his right lung and months of Chemotherapy and radiation preceded and followed. Through the surgery and the side effects of the treatments, the young man spent every hour he wasn’t working by Brent’s bedside. He’d complained, and sometimes he’d tried to push the younger man away, but Miller just kept coming back. He had to admit he’d lived for those hours he and Miller had spent together.

      As the days turned into months, he’d quickly fallen in love with the younger man. He’d savored every embrace and kiss—the times Miller cuddled him while watching movies. Until then he’d tried to see Miller as a kid, a party boy with a different man every month and simply his son’s friend. He’d attempted to credit his strange feelings to being grateful for the time and attention. Yet nothing had changed when he was well and back to work. He craved Miller’s affection and time. Brent couldn’t shake it, as wrong as it was to want the younger man, part of him didn’t want to ignore it.

      It was only getting harder not to touch or turn one of Miller’s playful kisses into something hotter—deeper—but taking that next step terrified him. What would the gorgeous, younger man want with a graying, middle-aged man: Nothing. He didn’t know the type of man Miller preferred, but he’d heard enough stories to figure out they were cultured. Probably didn’t understand anything blue collar. He was a simple man. He had his business, and he loved working with his hands. It gave him a sense of accomplishment even when he came home most nights exhausted. His daily workouts kept him in shape. He’d missed that simple act of taking a run or lifting weights. Spending time with his family.

      From the minute the doctor told him the results from his yearly physical, he realized everything he’d taken for granted. The things he’d missed weren’t major things. His loneliness turned out to be more than a habit he’d grown used to, and he realized he missed the little things. Kisses. The act of making love. He’d no longer felt like a man. Everyone had looked at him as a patient, his needs reduced to being treated as a disease and not a person.

      Miller had made him feel like that desirable man again. It was all just Miller being Miller, but it was amazing to be flirted with and feeling loved. He was so scared that he’d skewed friendship for something else and he was lusting after Miller—that he loved Miller in a non-friendly way and it wouldn’t be returned. His fantasies as he laid in his bed would have to sustain him. He’d tried to find a hook up when his body was back to pre-diagnosis and quickly learned no one would compare to his beautiful boy.

      Brent took a long draw off his cold beer and tipped his head to rest on the back of the rocker. Just a mid-life crisis, that’s all it was and one day soon he’d come to his senses—hopefully.
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      Miller cursed under his breath as he reread the guest list for the twentieth time and lingered on one name. Porter Dorsey, one of the few dicks he’d give his soul to forget. He hadn’t thought the wealthy and model-handsome man was even back in town. A party Miller looked forward to just turned into his worst nightmare. He’d never wanted to revisit spending time in the company of that man. Some of it was his fault, but he mainly blamed Porter.

      Porter and he dated, Miller snorted at the thought, briefly for a few months. He’d almost made the mistake of thinking it was serious until he met Mrs. Dorsey. The other man had the nerve to say his wife didn’t care, he could fuck as many men as he wanted, but women were off-limits. Porter told him nothing would change. Miller wasn’t the other man, and if he ever found out he was, he didn’t stick around. He hadn’t even told Troy about that.

      He told Troy everything, but unfortunately, that was the one mistake that he wanted to keep to himself.

      He needed a buffer, someone to go with him, but who? Other than Troy, he only had acquaintances. He groaned as Brent’s face popped into his mind. No, explaining this one to the man he was already hopelessly in love with wouldn’t paint him in a mature light. Maybe he could borrow Win, complete with neck and knuckle tattoos. Miller wasn’t snobbish, Win was a great guy, but his best friend’s husband would knock Porter’s teeth out.

      Checking the time on his phone, five-thirty, Brent was his one option to make it through the party without major embarrassment. Shutting down his laptop, straightening his papers and grabbing his phone, he pushed up from his desk chair.

      Leaving his apartment quickly, he ran to his car and hopped in to make the fifteen-minute drive to Brent’s place. His stomach knotted with nerves as he parked behind Brent’s truck. Turning off the engine, he leaned forward to rest his forehead on the steering wheel.

      You can do this. Brent won’t make fun of you. He accepts you. He gave himself a pep talk as he tried to work up the nerve to get out of his car.

      “You going to take a nap or come in the house?” Brent rumbling voice made Miller groan.

      All the older man had to do was talk, and Miller’s dick perked up. Everything the man did would make his cock take notice. All Brent had to do was smile at him, and he was ready to beg the man to take him.

      “A bed would be more comfortable.”

      The mention of beds from Brent sent his mind straight to the gutter. He didn’t need any more excuses to imagine every nasty scenario of the man fucking him.

      “I have a favor to ask, but I need a minute to steel myself for the humiliating story.”

      “Can’t be that bad, you did dance naked in a fountain singing Dancing in the Rain, and I had to bail you out of jail.”

      He groaned at Brent reminding him of one of his top most embarrassing moments in his almost thirty-one years. Although the list was longer than he wanted to admit.

      “It’s worse, much worse.”

      “Get your ass out of the car and come inside. Beer or something stronger?” Brent’s voice was warm with amusement.

      Maybe the older man wasn’t that sexy after all. Heavy steps retreated, and Miller forced himself to get out the car. Faded black cotton stretched tight across a broad back, and powerful muscles flexed. He wanted so badly to jump the older man. It wasn’t the time for his hormones to go crazy, he needed a favor, but it was going to show Brent just how much of a loser Miller was.

      He walked through the front door and closed it behind him. Brent walked around the kitchen, and he took a moment to appreciate the easy way Brent moved. Miller stopped and leaned his shoulder against the doorframe. As soon as he walked into the house, it was like all his tension just eased away. Brent’s presence had always done that for him.

      “Come here.” Brent patted the island, and Miller rolled his eyes.

      He closed the distance between them and squeaked as Brent easily lifted him onto the counter. Sitting there, eye to eye with Brent, the nerves that had disappeared came back with a vengeance in his stomach and picked up the pace like dancing butterflies with razor blade wings. Brent’s large hands spread on the butcher block surface on either side of his thighs.

      “Spill, what’s going on?” Brent asked.

      “I need you to go to one of Gertrude’s parties with me this weekend.”

      “And having me as a date would be humiliating?”

      His head shot up from studying the rough hands with the spattering of dark hairs on the back. “No,” Miller’s shouted, and Brent’s brows rose. “The reason I need you to go is the humiliating part.”

      “Okay, are you going to tell me?”

      Brent's voice was full of caring, and the man watched him with a soft smile on his handsome face. He became distracted just looking at him until he forced himself to finish what he’d come there to do.

      “A year ago, I briefly dated this guy, his name’s Porter. I thought I was falling for him.”

      He flinched as Brent stepped back and crossed his arms over his chest. His strong jaw ticked as he clenched his teeth. What was that, Miller asked himself, but pushed it aside to continue his story.

      “Turns out there was a Mrs. Porter. She didn’t care if her husband screwed around if it wasn’t with other women. Um, he wanted to continue the affair, and I told him to go to hell.”

      “He’s going to be at this party?”

      There was a sharp edge to Brent’s voice as if that simple question cut him. Did Brent think he should be able to handle his own problems? That asking for help was a cowardly move, he hated when he thought he’d disappointed Brent.

      “Yes, I ran into him six months ago at a club, and he tried to get me to go back to his hotel.”

      “You better have said no.” The menacing growl made him scoot farther back on the counter.

      “Of course, I said no, I’m not…” He turned his head away to hide the start of his tears.

      Why did Brent have to think so little of him? Calloused fingertips nudged his chin and brought his eyes back to warm hazel ones.

      “I’m sorry, baby, I am. So, tux or would a nice suit do?” Brent asked with a warm smile.

      He threw his arms around the older man’s neck and hugged him tightly. Broad hands splayed across Miller’s lower back, and he resisted the urge to bury his face in Brent’s neck. Brent’s trim hips nudged apart his knees, and his control nearly slipped. “The gray suit I bought you should do, you’ve never worn it.”

      “Not the outfit to be crawling around under houses or unclogging toilets.”

      Brent pulled back, and he had the worst urge to hang on. He wanted to wrap his arms and legs around the man while begging to—he bit the inside of his cheek and swallowed down a moan, so not appropriate.

      “Are you going to trim this up for me?” Brent scrubbed his palms over the slightly scraggly beard liberally peppered with silver.

      “I can do that.” He remembered shaving Brent when the older man was too weak to lift his arms. He had straddled withered thighs and scraped a razor over spotty patches when Brent had started to lose his hair. Tears burned Miller’s eyes, and his chin fell to his chest.

      “Hey, what’s this?”

      Brent's calloused thumbs traced his wet lashes, and he let out a shuddering breath. “Remembering the last time you let me shave you.”

      “Miller, I’m fine and healthy. I swear you and Troy are going to be old before your times worrying about my health.”

      “I know, we didn’t…” He didn’t have to finish what he was going to say.

      “You and Troy went above and beyond, especially you. You didn’t have to put your life on hold for over a year to watch me wither away.”

      “Yes, I did, you gave me a place to stay when my parents no longer wanted me. You came to my college graduation and cheered me on. Encouraged me to do what I wanted. You were there when I needed you, why wouldn’t I do the same?”

      Before the older man moved away, putting distance between them, something strange moved through Brent’s gaze. It was so quick Miller couldn’t figure out what it was.

      “You coming out, which I think was kind of pointless”—Brent rolled his eyes and waggled his brows, Miller pushed him—“was no reason for them to disown you and kick you out. Hell, you practically lived here after you and Troy became friends. You moving your stuff in was only a technicality.”

      “I wasn’t here that much at the beginning.”

      “You had your own key, Miller.”

      “Okay, but you gave it to me if I ever needed it for an emergency and then I needed it when you let me crash in the spare room for a year.” His senior year of high school he had essentially ended up homeless, and Brent helped him with the emancipation process. Even let him move in for that final year before he’d headed off to college. Brent had done more for him than any member of his blood family.

      “Feeling better?”

      “No, still embarrassed you’re going to meet my biggest mistake.”

      “We all have them, baby.”

      Miller loved when Brent called him that.

      “I have a few myself, not as many as some. Besides being a single parent kind of put a damper on the love life.”

      “Why don’t you date now?”

      He was terrified to hear Brent say he was dating—that he had a lover. Over the years he hadn’t abstained, but the thought of the older man loving—fucking someone else hurt. Intellectually he knew that he had no right, but his heart and soul screamed that he belonged to Brent and the older man was all his.

      “I haven’t been a monk, but I was discreet while Troy was growing up. Never met anyone important enough to think it would become permanent, so I didn’t see a reason for anyone to meet him. Then when I got sick.” Brent paused. “Something changed, I started rethinking my life and noticing things.”

      “What things?”

      “Missing pieces of what hadn’t been right with the others and I won’t settle for anything else.”

      Miller didn’t like the sadness that tightened Brent’s handsome face. “Daddy,” he purred and reached out to run his fingertips down Brent’s chest. He batted his lashes. “When you picking me up for our first date?”

      “You, my cute little man, are a pain in the ass and you’ll be coming here to dress and groom me.”

      His heart kicked up a few beats at the opportunity offered to him. He touched Brent a lot, he couldn’t help himself, but he’d be put in an intimate position. Taking care of Brent’s needs even if it was just a shave. The intimacy he’d experienced when he’d cared for the older man were some of the most intensely profound moments in his life.

      “Why did you ask me? You know I’m not fit for polite company.”

      He answered truthfully, “Because you’re the only one I trusted enough to ask. Troy would just roll his eyes and figure it’s typical Miller stupidity. Win would hit first and pay the bail later while cursing my irresponsible decisions.”

      “It’s not stupid, Miller. You thought the man was single, and it turned out he lied. Not your fault and I don’t want to hear you say you’re stupid again. You’re not the first person to have someone lie to them.”

      “If I wasn’t such a flake maybe people would think more of me.”

      “You’re young,” Brent said with a smile full of caring.

      “Thirty, almost thirty-one is not young,”

      “Quit interrupting. As I was saying, we all make mistakes at some point. You’re an intelligent, caring and funny man, with more personality than your share.”

      Miller sighed as Brent cupped his jaw and stroked his thumb along his cheekbone.

      “Thanks,” he whispered.

      “You’re welcome. Now, do you want to have dinner with your favorite old man?”

      “You making your famous pesto chicken with roasted sweet potatoes mashed with brown sugar and cinnamon just like I like them?”

      “For you, I think I could manage that. I’m going to shower. Get everything together, and I’ll be back in fifteen.”

      “You got it.”

      Firm lips stroked over his cheek, and Brent patted his opposite one, then left him to stare at his lap. He reached up and tried to rub away the fluttering in his chest. Swallowing down the lump forming in his throat as he realized his future was destined to get a lot more painful and there wasn’t anything to do about it.
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      The face staring back at him in the mirror bore deeper lines at the corners of his eyes than he remembered. He was a lot grayer and silver, he was going to look more like Miller’s grandfather when they walked into the party later. He’d carefully tamed the messy waves of his salt and pepper hair. Miller would be there any minute to trim his crazy beard.

      What had he thought when he’d agreed to this pretend date?

      “Brent, you upstairs?” Miller yelled even as Brent heard him taking the stairs. “You decent?” the younger man asked playfully.

      He snorted as he looked down at the towel wrapped around his hips. Getting semi-dressed should have been a priority before the object of his unrequited affections showed up.

      “Everything is covered, how about that?” he asked as Miller’s lithe body bounced into his bathroom and froze.

      “Nice party wear. But I don’t think it’ll be appropriate, though.”

      “Ha, ha, ha.”

      Miller’s eyes roamed over him like always with his flirty smirk firmly in place. If only it was real, but it couldn’t be. For one, he was too damn old and for another, most people assumed he was straight for fifty years.

      “I’m not complaining. If I wasn’t required to attend, I would so.” Miller’s slender arms twined around his waist, and the young man pushed flush to his side.

      “Flirt, get to trimming my beard so we can go to this party and I can scare off the Porter asshole.”

      “Spoilsport, couldn’t even let me have one little grope?”

      Brent chuckled. “No, now, shave me, boy.”

      Miller hopped onto the counter. “Yes, Daddy.”

      Fuck, he loved how soft Miller’s voice got, how submissive he sounded, yet at the same time, he felt dirty when the younger man said it.

      He closed his eyes and listened to Miller setting everything up. A mental image formed of Miller splayed across his bed, Brent’s hands restraining his boy’s slender wrists as he repeatedly took Miller to the edge only to deny him until he begged for release. He hadn’t played in forever, hadn’t wanted to until now, only with—now was not the time to add to his already long list of inappropriate fantasies about Miller.

      “What are you thinking about?”

      “How old I look,” he lied.

      “You don’t look old. You’re distinguished and exceptionally handsome. Are you going to let your hair grow back?”

      “Aren’t I a little old for long hair?”

      “No, you look like a younger, burlier Sam Eliot.”

      “Thanks, I think.” He grinned when Miller laughed. “Don’t get too crazy with the trimming. I’m not going to be some GQ model when you’re done.”

      “You look better than some pretty-boy model.” Miller grabbed a towel off the counter and wrapped it around Brent’s shoulders.

      They lapsed into silence while Miller turned on the trimmer. He allowed the young man to turn his head this way and that. He observed Miller from under his lashes. The tight t-shirt showed off slim but toned lines. He was small, almost delicate, but wasn't fragile. Brent knew how light Miller felt—how easy it was to pick the smaller man up.

      Soft fingertips stroked over his neatly groomed beard, the skin of his cheeks above it. He tried to think of anything else because the light touches were causing his cock to ache. It would be so easy to push between Miller slender thighs. He leaned forward, his hands resting on the edge of the counter beside Miller’s hips. Inhaling the sweet scent of the gorgeous man and absorbing the heat radiating off him.

      He closed his eyes tight when the buzz stopped, and then gentle fingers smoothed shaving cream over his skin. Miller cupped his cheek, rested his thumb under Brent’s chin to tip his head back. Carefully, Miller finished up. He’d never considered having someone else shave him as a sensual experience but having Miller do it was just sexy—he could get used to Miller taking care of him.

      “Handsome as always.” Miller’s husky whisper made him open his eyes.

      “Will I pass muster?”

      “There wasn’t ever a doubt. All the other men will be jealous, and the women will eye fuck you all night, hell, some of the men may do that too.”

      “Very sweet of you to say so. Now, clean off the hair so I can get in that suit. Where’s your suit for the night?”

      “I put it in my old room.” Miller quickly cleaned him up. Before Brent could step away, Miller grabbed his hips and tugged him closer. “Thank you for tonight, I really appreciate it.”

      “No thanks needed and if it makes you feel better for me to be there, then I’m more than happy to do it. Go get pretty.” He lifted his right hand, pushed the shaggy, silken strands of Miller’s hair back from his forehead, and leaned in to kiss the slight furrows. “Don’t worry so much. It’ll be fine.”

      “I know, you’ll be there,” Miller said with a smile.

      He stepped aside to let Miller jump down from the counter and Brent took one last long look in the mirror.

      “You’re in so much trouble, old man.”
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      The slick-looking bastard across the room caused Brent’s hand to clench around his glass. Porter Dorsey wore a suit that cost more than all the clothes Brent had ever owned. He smiled with the confidence of a man who was never denied a thing in his life. Brent stayed close to Miller because the younger man seemed almost jumpy. For normally carefree Miller it was an unnatural reaction. He tried to do everything to ease the tension, but the more Miller ignored Porter, the more the man seemed to take the opportunity to bump into him.

      One more accidental bumping and Brent was going to lose it.

      “If looks could kill Porter would fall right out.”

      Miller leaned into his side and Brent automatically wrapped his arm around the man’s slim body. His hand rested possessively on Miller’s hip.

      “I’m about to break his hand if he touches you again.”

      “You sound possessive…it’s sexy as hell.”

      Fingertips teasingly danced down his abs, and his cock jerked. He longed for those fingertips to go lower—feel the softness as they jacked his dick.

      “Brent, you’ve been hiding in the corner all night,” Gertrude chastised.

      “Hello, Gertrude, lovely to see you again.” He reluctantly pulled away from Miller and accepted her customary hug.

      “You as well, I have to say our Miller here has the handsomest date tonight.”

      “I think that would be me. Miller is the gorgeous one.” He winked at Miller as the man blushed to the roots of his dirty blond hair.

      “We’re done with the business portion of the night, so Miller is all yours. Make sure you two say goodbye before you leave.”

      She left them alone, and Brent leaned back against the wall tugging Miller with him. The smaller man rested on his chest. The familiarity of it always took him by surprise. He couldn’t pinpoint the moment where Miller’s touches were as natural as breathing. Everything in his world felt right when he was with Miller.

      “Have you been bored out of your mind?”

      “Not at all, not exactly my kinda party, but you had to work, and I was happy people watching.”

      “You were people glaring, one person in particular.”

      “He kept making excuses to bump into you.”

      “And you saw me point out my date.”

      “Yeah, pretty-boy didn’t look too happy about that one.” He couldn’t help the smirk he felt tug at the corner of his mouth. When Porter had glared at him from across the room, he stood up straighter and let his long-hidden alpha side come to the fore. The posturing had made him feel awkward in his own skin as if he suddenly didn’t belong in his body.

      “That’s an understatement.”

      “Good.”

      “Oh look, here he comes, I can introduce you two properly.”

      Brent growled, and Miller laughed.

      “Easy there, big man.”

      The weight of Miller’s body disappeared, and the depth of the loss stunned him. He wanted to tug the slender frame back to his taller one. Purely selfish, he wanted to take advantage of the opportunity.

      “Miller.” Porter’s voice dripped with disdain.

      Brent straightened and squared his shoulders. He stood a few inches taller than the other man and had at least a good forty pounds on him, maybe more. Porter was tall and leanly muscled, someone who ran or swam every day. He didn’t possess Brent’s bulk.

      “Porter, may I introduce you to Brent Canter, Brent, this is Porter Dorsey.”

      “Oh, is this the Daddy?” Miller flinched and turned pale.

      “Dorsey.” He kept his tone polite and curled his arm protectively around Miller.

      “Seems a lot changes in a year, I heard your name screamed more than mine.”

      Brent kept the confusion to himself, but the way Miller tucked himself deeper into Brent’s side told him something was wrong. Dorsey was hitting below the belt and making shit up to hurt Miller. Not giving into bullies was the best way to deal with them.

      “We were actually getting ready to go home. I don’t share well, and he’s been away from my side long enough for the night.” He ignored Dorsey and looked down, lifting his hand he cupped the softness of Miller’s cheek. Brent dropped his gaze to the full curves of Miller’s lips.

      Just one quick kiss to put the asshole in his place, just one. He tipped Miller’s head back with his thumb under the point of his chin. As Brent lowered his head, his breath fanned Miller’s mouth for a few seconds before he pressed his lips gently to the younger man’s. The heat was instant. Slender arms twined around his neck and like some romantic cliché everything else faded. Miller’s body arched into his as Brent’s tongue teased along the relaxed seam of Miller’s lips, and with a shuddered sigh, the gorgeous man let him inside.

      He hadn’t kissed anyone besides Miller in so long, but this wasn’t those quick brushes. No, this was hotter—an unspoken promise. This was what he assumed kissing a lover before going home to their bed was like. His cock thickened, hardening painfully and he savored the bliss. This wasn’t some fantasy which played out in his mind when he laid in his lonely bed. How many times had he imagined holding his man, kissing him while he was balls deep? How many times had he thought about the heat and tightness of Miller's ass clenching down on his cock? Hearing his beautiful boy scream as he fucked him hard and brutal.

      The kiss could’ve last seconds or minutes, the tip of his tongue teased Miller’s before he retreated and tenderly nipped the swollen curves. “Miller,” Brent whispered. He didn’t care if they had an audience or if Porter glared at them, his only focal point was the small man in his arms.

      “Yeah?”

      The kiss had been an asshole alpha male move and in some ways a bit juvenile, yet he couldn’t deny he’d thought about turning their flirting into something else. He loved and savored the breathlessness of that single syllable. He wanted to hear that tone in a more intimate setting. Preferable while cradled between Miller's thighs as they gripped his hips or sides.

      “Let’s go home.”

      “Okay.”

      He plastered a smile on his face and turned to glare at Porter. “Wish I could say it was nice to meet you, Porter, but I’m not a polite man.”

      Porter seemed ready to say something yet smartened up when Brent glowered at him. Miller whispered a quick goodbye.

      He took Miller’s hand, laced their fingers and led him toward the front door. The strained silence between them was lengthening. Brent opened Miller’s door, settled him in the passenger seat. Forcing himself to not jog to the driver’s side, he pulled the handle and opened the door. He wasn’t looking forward to the talk. He felt like an ass for taking advantage.

      The thirty-minute ride felt like purgatory.

      Brent was in shock. The kiss was all part of the act, the role he’d been asked to play, yet for him, the kiss was real. Arousal burned through him, settling in his balls and his hard cock rested heavy along his thigh. He wanted more, not the show. It wouldn’t happen.

      Inside his house, they continued their silence. Brent searched for something to say, and the only thing he could think of was, “I’m sorry, Miller.”

      “For what?”

      He was surprised by the casual tone. Brent had thought there would be more.

      “The kiss, it was out of line, but Dorsey was being an ass and talking shit. I just wanted to shut him up. I shouldn’t have put you in that position.”

      “You don’t have to apologize.”

      Brent loosened his tie to ease the choking feeling. “I do, it was inappropriate on my part.”

      “We’ve known each other a long time, we’re friends, or I thought we were.”

      Brent growled.

      “I don’t think I’ll be seeing Dorsey any time soon.”

      He didn’t believe the smile curving Miller’s lips yet didn’t know how to call him on it or even if he wanted to call more attention to the kiss. He’d loved the way Miller’s soft lips gave under his, more than that, he wanted to repeat it.

      “We should hope not, you staying tonight?”

      “Thought I’d crash in my room like old times,” Miller answered.

      “You’re more than welcome. It’s still early, want to curl up for a movie and popcorn with tons of hot sauce?”

      Miller’s face lit up with joy, and he bounced on his toes.

      “I’m going to go swipe something of yours to sleep in, and I’ll be back here in five. I want gory, lots of blood and body parts.”

      “Whatever you want, baby,” he spoke to Miller’s retreating form. At least he didn’t fuck up a friendship he’d come to cherish, that would’ve killed him.
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      His chin rested in his palm and his soft fingertips tapped out an agitated rhythm on his lips. Miller couldn’t focus on work. Luckily, Gertrude was out of town visiting friends, and he could work from home. The kiss from Saturday night repeatedly played in his head. The tender passion in it felt so real–the way Brent’s tongue nudged and stroked along his. He ached remembering it, and he wanted another kiss and more.

      He’d felt embarrassed and uneasy wondering if Brent had noticed the way his body had reacted. The way he’d followed the older man’s mouth as he’d retreated. He’d wanted to whisper Brent’s name and have those firm lips on his again. His brain had short-circuited the second that Brent had pulled him close and had leaned down—it was everything he’d dreamed of since he realized he’d fallen in love.

      Their impromptu movie night after the party had bordered on torture, sitting beside Brent and Miller watched the older man more than the movie he’d chosen. Normally he’d talk to Troy about what was going on in his head, but he couldn’t call and say, oh, yeah, Brent kissed me and I wanted to get naked and sweaty. It wasn’t just the sex though, although he wanted that a lot, it was just being with Brent.

      He could talk to the older man without judgment. No matter the mistakes he’d made, Brent never condemned his actions. His phone beeped pulling him from his thoughts. Miller checked the display.

      Troy: Call me 911!

      His heart seized up because the last text containing those words was when Brent had received the diagnosis. He'd been on vacation and caught the next flight home. For hours he’d agonized, felt he wouldn’t get home in time, and Brent would already be gone. He pushed those thoughts away and called Troy.

      “Miller, is Dad with you?”

      “No, why would he be with me?”

      “Did you have a date tonight?”

      What the fuck did him having a date have to do with a 911 text? He bit back his irritation.

      “Yeah, I canceled though. We went out a few weeks ago, and the attraction just wasn’t there.” He’d actually done it because, after the kiss with Brent, he didn’t want another man’s lips on his. He was so pathetic.

      “Well, Win, Dad and I were at Flannigan’s having some beers while watching the game. Some guy was talking shit about some hot date he had, and he was being crude.”

      Flannigan’s was the only openly gay-friendly sports bar in Clifton, North Carolina. They even had a rainbow sticker next to the door. Clifton was a small city, but that didn't mean it wasn't overrun with an asshole or two.

      “Dad heard your name…there were some words exchanged and the guy threw a punch.”

      “What?” he yelled.

      “I’ve never seen Dad so pissed off before. He’s not at home or the office. I thought he’d come talk to you.”

      “I’ll take care of it and call you later.”

      He was positive he knew where Brent was. It was the first place Brent would go to let off steam. He hung up promising to call and grabbed his keys. The local college opened their batting cages to the public when a practice wasn’t going on. Brent played baseball in college and still took part in city leagues. The guys had loudly complained when Brent had set up a Center Handyman team.

      He locked the door behind him and jogged to his car. The trip didn’t take long, and he hopped out of the car before heading for the cages. He walked down the row until he spotted Brent. His focus was solely on each ball coming at him at high speed. The clang of the aluminum bat connecting with the ball was a steady rhythm. Brent’s body moved gracefully as he swung and he couldn’t ignore that Brent was in better shape than most men half his age. Brent wasn’t obsessive about his health, but he’d noticed Brent had started working out more and taking better care of himself after that first all-clear exam.

      “You know you’re embarrassing these pretty, All-American boys.”

      “How’d you find me?” Brent asked harshly.

      Miller flinched, and his fingers tightened through the chain link fence. Brent had never used that tone with him. The anger radiated off Brent in oppressive waves. “You always come here when you’re upset.”

      “How?” Brent asked harshly.

      The anger in that tone made him feel as if Brent had just slapped him. The Brent he knew never treated anyone like that, especially him, and he realized why Troy had been so upset.

      “Because I know that like I know you were pre-med before Troy came along. I know you almost killed yourself working full-time while going to school and raising him.” He moved towards the door of the cage. “You prefer to go barefoot around the house and outside. You hate sweets, but your coffee can rot your teeth with the sugar in it.” He chuckled then dropped his gaze to the ground. “I know that you absently trace the surgical scar when you’re thinking too much. You wanted to be a superhero when you were growing up, and you hid all the picture evidence.” The laugh he hoped for never came.

      “Did you have a date tonight?” Brent abruptly asked.

      Miller was taken aback by the question. “I did, but I called and canceled.”

      “Troy called you.”

      He didn’t see any reason to deny that. There wasn’t any other way he’d known to look for him. “Yeah, you weren’t at home or the office, so he thought you may be with me.”

      “If only,” Brent whispered and Miller didn’t think he’d heard him right. “Did you sleep with him?”

      “You know I don’t kiss and tell,” he quipped, hoping to lighten the mood, yet something was definitely off about Brent.

      “Cut the jokes, did you fuck him?”

      Miller chewed nervously on his lower lip. “No, I didn’t.”

      Brent hit a switch, and the machine shut down. Then he dropped the bat to his side and tapped his calf.

      “Why does it matter if I did or not?” He didn’t know what possessed him to ask.

      He stepped back when Brent exited the cage and stopped in front of him. The large man frowned down at him. Brent wasn’t a man who became angry; he was too mellow. Brent never second-guessed himself and believed mistakes were just a misstep on life’s path. He went with the flow, just like when he had to drop from pre-med to something more practical for a single father. He knew a part of Brent mourned his dream, but his son was more important.

      “It matters and it shouldn’t,” Brent angrily hissed.

      Not one time had he ever been frightened of Brent, and he wouldn’t start. His fury was new and just an addition to Brent’s personality. Miller lifted his hands to rest on Brent’s sides, and a warm, calloused palm stroked across his cheek until strong fingers twisted in his hair. The slight pain caused his body to tighten and ache, god, how he wanted those hands everywhere. Brent breathed heavily, and his eyes closed hiding from Miller, he couldn’t allow that.

      “Brent,” he called the man’s name and lifted onto his toes. He reached the man’s mouth, and their lips barely touched. “Why does it matter?”

      “Go home, Miller, I don’t want you here,” Brent growled and jerked away. Miller staggered at the man’s abrupt retreat. He stood there listening to the fading sound of Brent's steps, so focused on them that the sounds of bats connecting with balls disappeared.

      Tears burned his eyes and a sob caught in his throat. He brought his hand to his mouth and covered the miserable sound of his whimper. With no other choice, he ran.
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      “Miller, answer the damn door, don’t make me have Win knock it the fuck down.”

      Three days later, he ignored Troy’s voice just as he’d done the texts and calls before. He was an idiot. Going after Brent had been a mistake and almost kissing him was worse. What did he think was going to happen? Brent would confess his love, and they’d live happily ever after.

      “I know you’re home, dammit, Miller, talk to me. Please.” The plea was followed by heavy knocks, ones that couldn’t be Troy.

      “Daddy, you said a bad word.” Bella’s voice made him smile, but it was short-lived.

      “I’m sorry, honey.” The apology didn’t sound sincere. “I warned you, Win, take it down.”

      “No,” Miller shouted and ran through his apartment. A new door wasn’t something he wanted to explain to his landlady. He threw it open and glared at Troy and Win but smiled at Bella.

      “You’re going to explain what’s going on and you’ll do it now.”

      His friend crossed his arms over his slim chest—he really didn’t pull off the intimidating look. Miller couldn’t say the same for Win though. Win was almost obsessive about his husband’s happiness, and anything that made Troy sad infuriated Win, and he didn’t make a secret of that.

      “There’s nothing to say.”

      Troy mouthed bullshit, and Miller snorted. His three unwanted guests, well, two, Bella could visit any time she wanted, pushed passed him. “Sure, come right on in, I have nothing better to do.”

      “Cut the jokes.”

      He jumped at the repeat of Brent’s words coming from his best friend, and it brought back that night.

      “Win, could you give us a minute, please?”

      “Sure, come on, baby girl, let’s raid Miller’s fridge.”

      He turned to briefly watch the big man and tiny girl leave. He’d thought he’d know what unconditional love was until the first time he’d looked into beautiful blue eyes and a tiny voice said I love you, Papa.

      “Her snacks are in the cabinet beside the fridge, and her coloring books are in the pantry,” he called out trying to stall.

      “I’ll show him, Papa.”

      Why Bella called him Papa he hadn’t figured out, but he didn’t mind.

      “What the fuck is going on between you and Dad? He’s been a dick for days. I had to talk some of the boys out of quitting.”

      “Nothing. Why would something be going on?” he asked.

      He was genuinely confused. Nothing was going on between him and Brent. They had a disagreement, and since the party, things hadn't seemed the same, but it was nothing that wouldn't work itself out. Or at least he hoped it would work out.

      Brent had changed over the last few years, and he wasn't surprised. When someone was faced with death at such an early age, of course it was going to make them reassess. He didn't expect Brent to stay the same, and they were just going to have to adjust to the new version of Brent.

      “Well, let’s see, my dad punched the shit out of a man talking about sleeping with you, and then you go off to find him. By the way, you never called. Then Dad hasn’t left his house. Except to work the last three days. What happened, Miller?”

      “You know your dad is protective of the two of us, always has been.”

      He attempted to explain it away, and the frustration in Troy’s gaze easily broadcasted that he thought Miller was full of shit.

      “No, this is different, Miller. It was almost like he was jealous. So, cut the shit and tell me.”

      “I invited him to go to one of Gertrude’s parties with me because an ex would be there. The guy didn’t tell me he was married when we dated.” Troy rolled his eyes. “See that’s why I didn’t ask you to go, Brent doesn’t judge me.”

      “I’m not judging, but you do seem to get in trouble without even trying. Continue the story.”

      “I may or may not have whimpered a certain name during a personal, solo intimate moment.”

      He had left from an afternoon of hanging out with Brent, and he’d gone on a date with Porter. The horror was still fresh. He’d sent Porter home because he hadn’t been in the mood for a quickie, but Porter had used his spare key to return to attempt to change his mind. As soon as Miller had laid down in bed, Brent had popped into his head. He’d stroked his cock, and he faintly remembered that he’d whined Brent’s name and then screamed Daddy as he’d reached his orgasm. Porter had yelled his name and the ridicule had begun. The end of their relationship had quickly arrived, and learning of Porter’s wife had made the break up easy.

      “Oh my god, Miller, can we not talk about you fantasizing about screwing my dad while with another man.”

      “I wasn’t having sex, it just happened, and I'd had a lot to drink that night. Porter just entered my bedroom at the worst time. You want the story or not?” He tore at his hair and started pacing.

      “Sorry, continue,” Troy huffed.

      “I introduced them. Porter said some things and Brent kissed me, pretended to kiss me. It wasn’t real or anything, just part of the act.”

      For Brent it was part of an act, but not for him. He’d savored that single act as the beginning of something, and then he’d come to his senses.

      “My dad, Brent, tall, distinguished guy kissed you?”

      “Yeah, I think I’d remember if the man of my dreams kissed me or not.”

      “Wow, and what happened?”

      Troy sounded interested, and he was thankful that they’d moved away from his jerk-off story.

      “Nothing, we went home, and since it was early, we watched a movie and ate popcorn. Everything was normal.”

      “Not everything is normal. I get my dad giving you a friendly peck—”

      Miller blushed, and Troy gave a scandalized gasp.

      “Tell me there wasn’t tongue,” Troy demanded.

      “Maybe a little brief flirting of those appendages during said peck.”

      “I’m dreaming right now, that’s what going on, just a weird nightmare.”

      He was getting pissed at Troy’s dramatic gesturing. He’d loved everything about his best friend, but he was getting tired of his actions being questioned.

      “Shut up, Troy, it wasn’t anything, it did its job of making Porter back off.”

      “It’s a big thing, my dad…” Troy paused and took a deep breath. “Put his tongue in your mouth.”

      “It was just to show I was off-limits. It was just tongue. It’s not like I dropped to my knees and sucked—” Miller stopped when Troy screamed.

      “No, shut up, never say that ever again.”

      His irritation morphed into amusement at his best friend having a tantrum. “You’re having a nervous breakdown, aren’t you, that’s what this craziness is about, right?”

      “No, you sucking anything of my dad’s…” Troy gagged and shook himself changing the subject. “Then what was the other night at Flannigan’s about, huh? That was jealousy pure and simple.”

      “You’re seeing things. He was protective and nothing else.”

      “I’ve known my dad for thirty years, that stressed, angry man isn’t my laidback and go with the flow Dad. Something is going on, and it has to do with you.”

      “So, just another thing that’s my fault,” Miller shouted.

      The energy in the room changed as Win’s overwhelming presence barreled into his living room. “Hey, you two knock it off, you’re upsetting Bella. Have a seat, Troy.”

      It amazed him when Troy sat down, and it hurt when his best friend wouldn’t look at him.

      “Okay, shut up and let me talk…when I’m done, then you can speak.”

      They nodded. Win might be abrasive, but he was one of those intensely silent men who was eyed warily when he did show emotion, especially anger.

      “Brent’s been through a lot in the last three years. He was on the verge of death. Miller here was by his side every minute he could be, when you couldn’t be. He proved something to Brent, and maybe Brent realized that Miller could be someone he wanted. No.”

      He started to protest but shut up when Win pointed first at him then at Troy and glared.

      “What’s the big damn deal? So what there’s a twenty-year age difference? And why the hell does gender have to play a part? Race and gender shouldn’t matter when it comes to whom you fall for. Miller was there just as much as you. Do you want Brent to spend the next fifty years alone?”

      “But it’s my dad and Miller…it’s creepy.”

      “Why? I care about him. It’s not going to happen, I know that. I’ve accepted it, and that breaks my heart, but I can deal with it.”

      “No, you’re my best friend, you’ll be my stepdad, and you know all my embarrassing secrets.”

      “Like the way you lost your toy virginity to images of…” A hand slapped over his mouth.

      “I hate you,” Troy hissed.

      Miller snorted. “Yeah, but Win probably heard his name all the way across town.”

      “What?” Win croaked the question.

      “I hate you, and I’m going to kill you.”

      “It would be worth it.”

      Troy flopped down beside him on the couch and let out a heavy sigh. “We’re off topic here. Miller and my dad kissed, and now Dad’s being all jealous alpha male. We have to do something about this bullshit before it goes any further.”

      “What do we do? Apparently, Brent has a thing for Miller, and he returns the feelings. It’s mutual and Miller’s well over eighteen. He can do what he wants.”

      “What he wants is to sleep with my dad.”

      “I want more than sleeping.” Miller glared at Troy until Troy closed his mouth with a click of his teeth. “I don’t just want sex, Troy. It was never about that. He makes me feel safe and wanted…that he’d never throw me away for being stupid or not being what he wants me to be.”

      “You’re not stupid, Miller, never were, you just have horrible taste in men.”

      Win gruffly laughed. “He dates ones that he’ll never have an emotional interest in since his heart is set on a certain hot Daddy.” Win offered his wisdom, and it made Troy cringe.

      “Don’t call him Daddy. It’s bad enough Miller does it,” Troy protested and shuddered.

      “Brent likes when I call him Daddy.”

      “I’m going to shove ice picks in my ears and pray to forget this moment. We still haven’t figured out what to do.”

      “Yes, we have. Miller is going to get on big boy clothes.”

      Win shot a look at Miller’s extra baggy t-shirt and pajama bottoms—both stolen from Brent.

      “And he’s going to go to Brent’s house, fix all this shit and make sure I have crews left to work. One more day of Brent growling, and I’m going to have no employees.”

      Brent was sexy when he growled, but Miller kept quiet. “I’ll go straighten things out. All this is just speculation. Brent doesn’t want me, and he’ll be back to normal any day now.”

      “I’m going to grab Bella. You two make up.” Win left the room to disappear back into the kitchen and left them alone.

      “I’m sorry, Troy.”

      They shared a quick hug and then leaned into each other. He’d noticed a change in their friendship when Troy married, and he hated it, but he’d have to get used to the dynamic.

      “Me too, you’ve been my best friend since high school. We’ve done everything together, but you’ve seemed to pull away from me the past few years. I have to admit it hurt.”

      “I was an asshole and jealous.”

      “Jealous?”

      “Yeah, you and Win, the two of you are so happy, and you have Bella. I didn’t feel like you needed me anymore. Except for the kid thing, I love Bella, but I prefer to be Papa.”

      “I wonder why she calls you that?” Troy asked.

      “She thinks Brent and him are her grandfathers. We talked about it before.” Win casually announced as he entered the room with Bella holding his hand.

      “What?” Miller croaked.

      “Bella thinks you and Brent are married like Troy and me.”

      “Why didn’t you ever say anything?” Troy demanded

      “I didn’t know how to explain it to her, so I just let it be.”

      “That’s a pretty big thing to let be,” he said.

      Win just shrugged.

      “Okay, get out so I can go make up with Brent.”

      The goodbyes were quick, and he changed into jeans and a t-shirt to head to Brent’s house.

      Twenty minutes later, he stood on Brent’s porch, and he’d raised his hand to knock multiple times, but he chickened out each one. Miller had no idea what to say. Taking a deep breath, he pushed his fingers roughly through his hair and knocked before he lost his nerve. He could’ve used his key, but this wasn’t a just walk in conversation. Especially not after what happened at the batting cages between them.

      The door opened, a disheveled Brent answered with sweatpants low on his hips. He swallowed hard as he took in the deep V leading down to an area he wanted to get up close and personal with. Miller cleared his throat and opened his mouth.

      Brent cut him off so quickly his teeth clicked. “What are you doing here, Miller?” Brent asked.

      “I wanted to talk to—” A feminine giggle and a woman with a tousled head of dark blonde curls appeared from the living room. She wore one of Brent’s shirts around her and was headed for the kitchen. All he could see was her back.

      “Oh, I’m sorry.” Miller stepped back quickly and started to pivot on his toes.

      “Miller, baby, what…” Brent reached out, and Miller jerked away before he could get his hand on him. Miller didn’t want to be touched.

      “I’ll come back. I didn’t realize you were busy, I’m…” He bit back a sob. “I’m sorry.” Miller ran until he reached his car and hopped in. Brent called his name, and he caught sight of the big man coming toward him. He pulled away and didn’t bother looking back.
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      “Brent, who was that?” Brenda asked.

      He turned to shake his head at Brenda who was walking down the hall with a cup of coffee. Well, that would explain it. Fuck, Miller thought he had some woman there for sex. Really, that was far from the truth. He dragged his fingers through his hair and threw his head back.

      “Was that Miller?”

      “Yes,” he answered.

      “Oh shit. Should you go after him?”

      “He won’t go home. He knows all my hiding places, yet hasn’t ever told me his.”

      There was a lot Miller hadn't told him over the years. As open as the man was with him, the little man kept secrets, maybe more than him. He thought back to the night at the batting cages when Miller had lifted onto his toes, and those perfect, soft bow lips almost touched his and all he could think about was grabbing him. The strength of his need had made him harsh because all he'd wanted was to lift Miller off his feet and slam that trim body against the fence.

      “If I can be honest, he’s adorable.”

      He stared at the now empty space at the end of the driveway and slowly closed the door. “Yes, he is.”

      “Didn’t you tell anyone I was coming to visit?”

      “No, I didn’t think about it. It’s been kinda weird around here, and it slipped my mind until you showed up today.”

      “Honey, that Miller more than likes you, you know that, right?”

      “He sees me as a father figure, nothing more.”

      He tasted the bitterness of his lie. In his gut, he'd always sensed that Miller's naturally flirtatious nature was more. He’d denied it so long he believed there was nothing between them.

      “Bullshit, Brent, that was a man whose heart was breaking, and I barely saw him. To be honest, he fits you. Exactly the type of person I could see you settle down with. Delicate, cute, and definitely your type. He's the forever kind of guy. After all the stories I've heard, he hasn't made his attention secret.”

      “Why did I ever date you if the delicate and cute thing was my type?”

      Brenda was tall and slender, plus she had an overbearing personality and was always ready to take charge.

      “We were both driven and understood that it wouldn’t last beyond college. Classic friends with benefits, we were never going to love each other romantically. You needed someone more domestic, free-spirited and who could handle being taken care of.”

      “So you’re saying I needed a househusband?” He absently combed his fingers through his hair and enjoyed the odd warmth of thinking of Miller in the role as his lover, maybe husband.

      “Definitely.” She grinned mischievously, an impish smile matching Troy’s.

      He saw a lot of Brenda in their son.

      “After this”—Brent motioned between them—“it’s not going to happen.”

      “If you explain what I’m doing here and why, it might go a long way to soothing his feelings.”

      “I don’t know. Maybe it’s best to just let it be…let him think…” He couldn't even finish that statement.

      “Don’t be an asshole, Brent, you’re going to explain because that gorgeous man wants you, not the successful businessman or doting father, you, the man. You’ve always taken care of everyone, put yourself last, it’s about damn time you put yourself first. Go after what Brent Canter wants.”

      “I don’t know how to date Miller. He's young and have we forgotten, Troy's best friend?”

      “Um, I think it’s pretty much like dating anyone. You ask them to dinner or whatever. Food, conversation, kiss at the door, maybe more if you’re so inclined.”

      “Is that how you got Linda?”

      “Leave my wife out of this.” She glared.

      Brenda and Linda married three years ago. They’d met at some medical conference, both successful surgeons.

      “I have to go get ready for my meetings. I’ll be back late, and I better hear good news or loud moaning from your bedroom.”

      “You’re a sick woman.”

      “I have my moments.”

      He sighed as he watched his ex-girlfriend head for the stairs. She was only there to consult on a case at the hospital and spend some time with Troy and Bella. Speaking of Bella, he was supposed to spend the weekend with her to give Win and Troy a mini-vacation, also a meal with Brenda while she was in town.

      Miller would never talk to him again. He’d been an ass and then the whole Brenda thing. He was screwed. Padding barefoot to the living room, he fell back onto the couch and stared up at the ceiling. Closing his eyes, the stricken look on Miller’s face taunted him. He’d never seen that amount of misery on Miller’s face, not even when his parents kicked him out; Miller had put up a good front.

      How was he supposed to fix it? Was there anything even to fix? Maybe he’d fucked up too badly this time. He’d ruined his chance with Miller—he’d seen that the night at the cages. Miller’s lips had been so close to his, the beautiful man’s breath fanned his lips and his jealousy and need made him push Miller away.

      After his weekend with Bella, he’d call Miller, they needed to talk, and Brent needed to repair whatever damage he’d done. He wanted the man who’d become his friend back—he needed that more than anything, even more than the kiss he was dying to repeat.
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      The next night, Brent sat at the coffee table and colored with Bella. Her dark hair was a curtain around her pretty face as she carefully filled in the spaces between the lines. “Are you and Papa broke up?”

      “What?” he asked confused.

      She thought they were broken up? When did she start thinking they were together? Oh, now the whole Papa thing made sense. How did he explain that there wasn’t anything to be broken up? Not that he didn’t wish that there was. Having two dads made it easier to think she’d have two grandfathers too, not to mention the two grandmothers. He smiled to himself, but his smile fell as she asked him again.

      “Are you and Papa broken up? He’s not here.” She pushed her hair back from her face and watched him with her huge blue eyes. “He’s not here to read me my story.”

      “Oh, baby girl, it’s just the two of us, Grandpa and Bella time, remember? And Grandma Brenda will be here tomorrow when you wake up.”

      “But he always reads me my story.” Her eyes were getting teary.

      Oh shit, he hated when she cried.

      “Why don’t I call Papa and see if he can come over? He might be working or something.”

      Crayons and coloring book went flying when she jumped to her feet. “I’ll call,” she shouted, and as she ran through the house to the kitchen, he heard her tiny feet pounding on the hardwood floor. Then she reappeared with his phone in her hand.

      Bella plopped down on the floor beside him, and he rolled his eyes as she swiped the screen, pulled up the number pad and hit speed dial two for Miller. For emergencies, he’d taught her 911 and the speed dial for Miller and also Miller’s number. They’d practiced until she remembered it. He put the phone on speaker. He hoped Miller would answer and not ignore the call. Brent hated to see his granddaughter unhappy.

      “Hello,” a quiet voice, barely a whisper, answered.

      “Papa,” she squealed.

      “Oh, Baby Bella, how is my girl?”

      Miller sounded relieved that it was Bella and not him, wasn’t that a punch in the nuts.

      “You’re not here to read my story.”

      “Are you spending the weekend at Grandpa’s house?”

      “Yep and you’re not here.”

      “I’m sorry. Do you want me to come over and read to you?”

      Miller spoiled Bella as much as Brent and rarely told her no, especially when it was something as simple as a story or a cuddle session. He’d put aside whatever uncomfortable business there was between them to make her happy. That worked in his favor.

      “Please, Grandpa doesn’t do the voices right.” Miller chuckled, and the beautiful sound preceded the rustling of sheets.

      “We can’t have that now, can we? Tell Grandpa I’ll be there shortly.” Miller’s voice was hyper-cheerful, yet he could hear the edge of sadness in it. The younger man was putting on a good show for Bella.

      “Grandpa, Papa’s coming, I have to get in my jamas. Come on,” she ordered. Brent barely disconnected the call before she jerked on his hand.

      Bella got tired of waiting for him and took off for the steps. She loved Miller and spent as many weekends at Miller’s house as his. By the time he made it to his room, she’d already stripped and was pulling her pink gown over her head. “Brush your teeth, and I’ll brush your hair,” he suggested.

      “No, Papa brushes it, don’t you ‘member. He reads and brushes my hair.”

      “Okay, okay.” He smiled at her tiny eye roll and let her finish getting ready for bed. Brent observed as she laid her book and brush on the edge of the bed, climbed up to arrange the pillows just so. She was just leaning back against the pillows when Brent heard Miller’s soft footsteps on the stairs.

      Brent frowned at the picture Miller made. He had heavy, dark circles under his eyes and the clothes he wore hung on him. He nearly smiled as he realized Miller wore a pair of his pajama bottoms and an old t-shirt. He’d wondered where they’d disappeared to.

      “Miller,” he whispered the man's name.

      “I just came because she wanted me.”

      Brent reached out to stroke Miller’s soft hair only to stop when Miller flinched. Out of everything Miller could’ve done, a punch to the dick would’ve been less painful. The little man never shied away from his affection.

      “How’s my Baby Bella?”

      “Papa, I’m ready for bed.”

      “I can see that and look at your hair, Grandpa didn’t brush it.”

      “You’re ‘pose to do it.” Another eye roll and he’d have to say something to Troy. The little girl was picking up her daddy’s bad habits.

      “Oh, that’s right I am, book and hair.” Miller laughed.

      Brent held his breath as the man slipped into his bed to sit behind Bella. As if they did it every night, she opened her book, and Miller began to read—funny voices and all. He slowly brushed Bella’s hair. He belonged there in Brent’s bed brushing his—their granddaughter’s hair.

      It was weird that Bella thought they were together. He tried to search his memory for instances where they may have acted like a couple. He couldn’t think of any. Although, five-year-olds got weird ideas all the time and his granddaughter had a colorful imagination.

      He smiled at a particularly high and very feminine princess voice, and Bella giggled. Moving around the room, he removed his t-shirt and threw it towards the hamper. Brent noticed Miller’s words stuttered then resumed, and he couldn’t help his smug grin. He grabbed a pair of pajama bottoms and went into the bathroom to get ready for bed. The lack of sleep was catching up with him, and Bella would get up early—something about six a.m. made her hyperactive. She never failed to hit the floor running before the sun came up.

      Quickly getting ready for bed, changed into the cotton sleep pants and teeth brushed, he walked out of the bathroom. Bella’s hair was neatly plaited into two braids over each shoulder, the book abandoned and she curled up on Miller’s lap. Their heads together as they spoke quietly. He paused to listen in.

      “I’m not mad at Grandpa, and no we’re not broken up.” Miller laughed softly and hugged her tight.

      “But you weren’t here for our night.”

      “I can’t be here all the time, but I promise I’ll be here next time. You ready to go to sleep?”

      “You’re gonna stay, right?”

      “I’ll stay until you fall asleep.”

      “Okay.” Bella slid down the bed to lie down, and Miller followed suit. She easily curled up next to him and tucked her head beneath his chin. They looked cute together.

      “Let’s make room for Grandpa.” Miller started to move to the side.

      “No, stay right there.”

      Brent was taking a huge chance, but really it was now or never. He walked around to the opposite side of the bed, lifted the covers and laid down beside Miller. Pushing flush to the younger man’s back, Brent felt him tense yet ignored it. Instead, he rested his arm across Miller and Bella. “Go to sleep, Miller, we’ll talk in the morning.” When Brent said good night to Bella, she jumped up to kiss his cheek then took her place tucked up against Miller. Something about this felt right. He may have never considered that he’d fall for anyone because he was so stuck in his ways, yet Miller was everything he wanted. Now, he needed to convince the younger man to take the chance—hopefully, a chance Brent hadn’t ruined by being a dick. He closed his eyes, moved closer to the slim body in front of his and waited until he felt both Bella and Miller slip to sleep before he allowed himself to drift off.
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      “Papa, Grandpa, wake up.” Forty pounds of hyped-up little girl jumped on the bed, and Miller groaned pulling the covers back over his head. How could he forget the six a.m. wake-up call named Isabella? She took off toward the steps and Miller hoped Brent remembered the juice boxes or he was going to be cleaning up the floor shortly.

      “You know she’s not going to let us sleep in.” Brent’s voice rumbled, and Miller’s eyes flew open. A bristly cheek rubbed the side of his throat then the back of his neck, and a huge hand stroked along his hip and thigh.

      “I can’t believe I didn’t go home,” Miller moaned.

      His plan was to get up after Bella fell asleep and head home because he didn’t want to have the talk with Brent. Yet, there he was with Brent pushed flush to his back, his muscled body warm and comfortable. Wow, this was going to be a monumental mistake, a painful one at that. Now that Miller was awake, he found himself painfully aware of the thick ridge between his cheeks and the tender stroke of fingertips across his stomach.

      “You needed sleep, and we wanted you here.”

      “Brent, I should—” The kiss behind his ear shut him up.

      “You’re going to stay. We have to talk and get a few things straight.” When firm lips pressed to his ear, Miller shivered. “I’ve been a cranky bastard. Let me make it up to you.”

      Oh, that sounded too good.

      “Please look at me.”

      Miller couldn’t resist the plea in the older man’s voice, and when he turned over, Brent’s mouth came down on his. “What—” The question was muffled by Brent’s lips. Fuck, Brent’s tongue traced over his lips, and his dick went from uncertain to extremely happy.

      “You don’t know how long I’ve thought of this.” The rumble in Brent’s voice and the calloused hand curving around the back of his thigh froze the question in his throat.

      “Grandma, Grandpa and Papa aren’t getting up.” Bella’s disgusted tone broke the moment and Miller laid his forehead to Brent’s in an attempt to catch his breath.

      “Leave them alone, and we’ll go make breakfast. I’m sure they’ll be up soon.” The last sentence was pitched louder in warning, and then he listened to the heavy steps disappearing downstairs.

      Now they were all alone, and he needed to get up. Escape was vital because he wasn't strong enough to resist the sexy, older man.

      “Good morning,” Brent growled out the words.

      Brent's big hand was beneath the leg of his pants and stroking upward. Brent thrust a monstrous cock against his belly as the man's big hand completely cupped his naked ass cheek.

      “What are you doing?”

      “I thought I was playing with my boy. The sight of you in my clothes is too fucking sexy. I want to see you out of them. Now.”

      “Wait, wait, wait.” He barely resisted letting Brent have whatever he wanted. With more willpower than he thought he possessed, he rolled to the other side of the bed, but the older man's hand circled his ankle. He was trapped.

      “Wait, what?”

      Brent surged across the bed. Brent shoved his shirt out of the way and licked up his stomach, then bit at his nipple. All he wanted to do was spread his thighs and let the big man have whatever he wanted.

      “Brent, what are you—” He moaned loudly as Brent tortured his other nipple. “Stop, stop.” He covered his face and tried to ignore the rough chuckling that preceded a sharp nip beneath his belly button. When Brent rubbed his face over his hard-on through his pajama bottoms, he nearly came in his fucking pants.

      “This is so unfair.”

      “Me wanting to get you off is unfair? I haven't been out of the dating game long enough to think getting your partner off before breakfast was unfair.”

      Brent rested his weight on top of him and his thighs spread wide to accommodate Brent's bulk.

      “That was Brenda here the other day?”

      “Yep, and if you hadn't run from me, you would've known that.”

      He felt stupid now that he'd gotten all hurt about Brent's college girlfriend visiting. He knew the woman was married to a very nice lady. Troy had told him that, but all he'd seen was the back of the woman. What was he supposed to think?

      “All I saw was a half-naked woman in your house.”

      “Jealous, I like that.”

      “Quit being an asshole.”

      “Aw, does my boy want to be loved on? I can take care of that.”

      “Are you high?”

      His voice was nearly a screech, and he wasn’t appreciating Brent’s obvious amusement.

      “If you'd let me get up, we could have a quickie and then shower together. Don't tell me the thought of being on my cock doesn't make you want to say yes.”

      “Yes, no, no.” He let his head hang off the bed and realized his mistake too soon when the bed dipped then he heard the door slam. Brent was back and stripping him. His shirt was around his neck, and his pants were trapped around his ankles. Brent's mouth and hands seemed to be everywhere. “You're torturing me on purpose.”

      “I do like a bit of pain, but it needs a nice edge of pleasure too.”

      He couldn't even come up with some smart comment because suddenly his clothes were gone, Brent's shirt was nowhere in sight, and warm, hairy skin was pressed down on him. The man was kissing him and then moving downward, nipping at his skin. He couldn't seem to get his thighs wide enough. He was spread across the bed and unable to catch his breath, then he forgot that he needed oxygen at all when Brent started sucking his cock.

      Brent was growling and bobbing along his dick while pinching his overly-sensitive nipples. The man he'd loved for more than half his life was loving on him so good. He fisted his hands in Brent's coarse hair, and all he could think about was coming. He didn't even have time to warn Brent before his body was arching and he was coming down the man's throat. He moaned as Brent was kissing him and he tasted himself on the man's tongue. It was so much better than the kiss they shared at the party—more intense.

      At the corner of his mind he heard a drawer opening, and suddenly he was manhandled to his hands and knees. Brent's cock was long and thick, curved just a bit in an upward angle. The tip dripping copious amounts of pre-cum, and he made a choked sound in his throat as Brent painted his lips with his cock.

      “Now, open those pretty plump lips and show Daddy how much you like sucking his cock.”

      He obeyed without hesitation, and Brent thrust shallowing between his lips. He squeaked around Brent's dick as cold lube trickled down his crack and the big man was playing with his hole. As he sucked Brent's fat dick, Brent finger-fucked him with two thick fingers. He'd always hated being small. It set him up as a target, but Brent fucking his mouth and ass at the same time was amazing.

      It was burning pressure with just the right bite of pain. He moaned and repeatedly swallowed around Brent's flared head.

      “Fuck, Daddy's good boy.”

      Brent rewarded him with a tangy burst of pre-cum and hard smacks to his ass cheeks. When he opened wider for the older man, Brent started to fuck his face in short, hard snaps. He was fucking himself between the fingers and cock, suspended in pleasure he'd never reached before. Before Brent nothing existed—no one else had owned him. His Daddy was it.

      A harsh sound made him freeze, and he heard the sexiest words ever. “Daddy's going to come, boy.”

      He let Daddy do what he wanted. His cock hardening again and then he choked on cum hitting the back of his throat. He barely controlled himself before Brent was hugging his head to his groin and shooting in spurts. Brent's big hand was massaging his stretched and aching hole.

      He was pulled to a kneeling position, and the claiming of his mouth was rough and sweet. Strong hands stroked his back, gentle compared to the way the big man had fucked his mouth moments earlier.

      “I've waited so long, been good for years. Let me take you on a date.”

      “We just fucked, isn't asking me on a date sort of backwards?”

      “Your Daddy couldn't resist.”

      He shivered at the words. He hadn't admitted to anyone he'd wanted a Daddy or that Brent was the only one that would fit. He'd always called Brent Daddy and hoped it came across as a joke, but had Brent known?

      “Do you want to be my boy?”

      “Uh huh.”

      “Then fucking say it.”

      “Yes, Daddy, I want to be your boy.” Brent's sudden grip on his hair stung his scalp.

      “Then I'm taking my boy on a date.”

      “Yes, Daddy.”

      “Keep saying it in that sweet way, and you're gonna find yourself on my dick in the shower.”

      “But, Daddy.” All tension left his body, happiness and contentment made him cuddle closer to Brent.

      Brent knee walked off the bed and then scooped him into strong, thick arms. He accepted more kisses as Brent placed him on the counter and started the shower.

      Brent's body was all hair-roughened, bulky muscles and he loved looking at his muscled ass. He imagined what it would look like flexing as the big man fucked him. He laughed as Brent picked him back up and stepped under the hot spray and he tipped his head back.

      “Don't tease Daddy. We can play more when we have the house to ourselves.”

      The only answer he could give was a quick nod as Brent started washing his hair, then every inch of his body. Then played briefly around his hole with soapy fingers. He was painfully hard but knew they didn't have time to take care of that. For the time being, he let Brent wash his body and then he reciprocated. Once they were clean and ready for socializing, he was turned on again and couldn't wait to be alone with his Daddy.
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      He had second, third, hell, fifth thoughts about what had happened between him and Miller. It wasn't regret because he loved his little man, but the time hadn't come for him to confess it yet. They had their first date that night, and he was checking his reflection. His beard was trimmed and oiled, his wavy hair neatly combed.

      His little man was beautiful and outgoing, fancy restaurants and he was a homebody, happy with a cold beer. The twenty-year age difference apparent and he wondered if he could hold his boy's attention. He straightened his tie and turned away from the mirror. On the way to his bedroom door, he snagged his leather jacket.

      Brenda had left the day before, and she'd made sure to tell him to keep his head out of his ass. He snorted as her disgusted expression flashed in his head. When him and Miller had entered the kitchen, his old friend had given him a knowing and approving look.

      He was worried about his son's reaction. Troy and Miller had been friends since high school. At the halfway point of his life, he didn't anticipate finding love and claiming a man a lot younger than himself.

      He made sure the house was locked up, and everything was turned off, then exited. Jogging to his truck, excitement at seeing Miller took over. They'd exchanged texts and bedtime phone calls but hadn't seen each other. During their talks, the strong urge to invite Miller back to his bed became almost too much. He couldn't do it because he needed his boy to know this was more than sex

      The drive to Miller's place didn't take long, and within half an hour, he was knocking on the man's door. His little man was all bright smiles and twinkling blue eyes.

      “Hey, baby.” He slipped his arm around Miller's trim waist and gave him a quick kiss.

      “You're early. Come on in.”

      The man stepped back to allow him inside. It had been years since he'd visited Miller's home. The apartment was neat and homey—a place you could just relax. He closed the door behind him.

      Miller's nervousness was unmistakable. He let his gaze move over his boy, taking in the pink dress shirt and navy slacks that hugged Miller's lean legs. “You look gorgeous.”

      “Thanks. You're not too bad yourself.”

      “So glad you approve.”

      “Where are we going?”

      “That Irish Pub you mentioned you wanted to try out a few months back.”

      “Great, I haven't made it there yet. Let me grab my jacket, and we can get going.”

      His hand shot out to circle Miller's wrist and stopped his boy from disappearing. “Boy?” He couldn't allow his boy's nervousness to take over and ruin the start of their night. He felt the tug at the corner of his lips as he smiled when his boy seemed to relax.

      “Yes, Daddy?”

      He pulled his boy to his side then kissed Miller's soft hair. “Tell me what's wrong? I can't make it better if you're not honest with me.”

      “Nothing is wrong. This is just our first date, and I've thought about this a lot.”

      “How long?”

      He wanted to know how long they'd thought about a relationship between them and if it was the same for Miller. He didn't want to think he'd suffered alone with the attraction for each other. It was almost embarrassing how long he'd wanted Miller as his own. All the months he'd suffered through treatment and the sleepless nights fighting sleep unsure if he'd awaken. He'd savored every touch his boy gave him. The soft stroke of Miller's fingertips always soothed him when his insides felt like they were on fire. Miller had been there through the sickness caring for him without complaint. Every apology he'd whispered to Miller and the man's only answer a beautiful smile and a soft kiss to his brow. How the fuck could he resist falling in love with a man who gave him so much while expecting nothing in return?

      “Since I discovered my best friend's dad was sexy as fuck and drove my best friend crazy with my crush.”

      “Troy knows?”

      Miller tipped his head back and wore his brattiest grin.

      “How much have you traumatized my poor son?”

      “So, so, so much.”

      He cupped Miller's adorable face in his hands and kissed him, his boy's hands came to rest on his biceps. That was all it took, he turned Miller and backed him to the nearest wall.

      “Years, I've thought about turning those flirty kisses of yours into something else.”

      “You did?” Miller's question was breathy, and his voice trembled a bit.

      He could see the need in his boy's eyes, also a hint of insecurity. He didn't like that it was there and he took Miller's waist in his hands, lifting him off the ground. The groan that slipped from between Miller’s lips was unrestrained and filled with need. Lean yet strong legs twined around his waist. He loved the feel of his boy's body writhing against his. His tongue teased Miller's lips and when his boy opened for him, he took advantage.

      He loved his little man's body—the delicateness of it against his harder and bulkier frame. He still remembered the smoothness of Miller's skin. It was so soft under the calloused planes of his hands. His boy was absolute perfection.

      “Is this a mid-life crisis?”

      “Why the fuck would you ask that?”

      “I've never seen you with…you've never dated men before.”

      “I haven't dated all that many women either. Does it bother you I never came out as bisexual? I never felt I needed to. Settling down didn't interest me either way.”

      “Are you—”

      “Boy, I've never known you to be shy.”

      “Would I be someone you might want to settle down with?”

      “No way would I have taken you to my bed if I didn't. This isn't about some mid-life crisis or experimenting. I want to take you on dates, prove to you that even though I find you sexy as fuck, this isn't only about sex. You're worth way more than that. And if I didn't think this would go anywhere, I would never have touched you. Is that understood?”

      “Yes, Daddy.”

      “Good boy, now, let's go have food. You're coming home with me tonight for a movie, and then you're sleeping next to me. Is that acceptable, boy?”

      “Uh huh.”

      He gave Miller one more kiss and resisted taking it further. He lowered Miller slowly to his feet just to savor that trim, little body sliding along his. He'd waited years, denied his feelings, well, didn't deny it, he hadn't confessed because he refused to have his boy mourn him beyond being a friend and maybe father figure. The fear of getting sick again was still there, and they'd have to discuss it at some point, but not tonight. It was time for them to learn about each other as partners or boyfriends, instead of the friendship they'd had going the last few years.

      His gaze didn't leave Miller as his boy put on his jacket, then came back to him and he shook his head as Miller slipped his phone and keys into Brent's inside pocket. Miller hated carrying shit around. He'd forgotten how many times he was in charge of his boy's phone. Unless he was on call, he forgot his cell in his truck.

      He twisted to open the door, placed his free hand on Miller's lower back and led him out of the apartment. He didn't think he'd ever get tired of the freedom of showing his boy how he felt about him.

      When they reached his truck, he helped Miller inside, then made sure he was all buckled in and safe. He jogged around to the driver's side and hopped onto the seat. The drive to the pub didn't take long, but he kept his hand rested on Miller's thigh, his fingers tucked between his legs.

      He found an empty spot in a back row. In the time it took for them to go inside, wait, then be seated, he refused to let his boy get away from him. They ordered drinks, and the server walked away.

      “First date in a while?”

      “Well, first date really.”

      “Come on, you've dated—”

      “Not really. In college, before Troy, I was so busy with classes and Brenda was a friend, someone I studied with. We mainly hung out. Brenda and me saw other people…it wasn't love. She went out with women and me men. Then after Troy came and everything changed, it was all work and Troy. When he was older and had sleepovers, I'd hit the bars. It was a fun, but not fulfilling life. With that said, I don't have complaints.”

      “You shouldn't.”

      “What about you? Porter your last date?”

      “A few blind dates. Porter was my last, I guess, relationship. It wasn't a good one, so, it shouldn't count.”

      “Did he hurt you?” He reached across the table and took Miller's hand, stroked his thumb over his boy's knuckles.

      “Don't take this the wrong way…I thought I may have found the one to help me get over you, ya know?”

      “Did you want to get over me?”

      “No, you were always the constant. You never judged me and always wanted me happy. Yet, when you were diagnosed, it killed me to know I was losing you and I never took the chance. A few years would've been so much better than none. I opened my mouth to tell you so many times and it—nothing.”

      He was thankful when the server came back, and because they weren’t both particular about food, it was easy enough to order. He didn't want the mood taken down.

      “Maybe it wasn't the time, baby. I don't want you sad.”

      “I know, but it's a real concern.”

      “I've never been healthier.”

      Miller chuckled. “Yeah, I know. I always get the first update.”

      “You do, never tell Troy that.”

      “I don't have a death wish, Daddy. I pretend it's all news to me when he calls to tell me what you said. Can I ask you something about the batting cages?”

      “You want to know why I was so mad that night.” It wasn't a question, but Miller nodded at him. “There's no excuse for how I treated you. I was sitting at that bar on the way to drowning my feelings in beer, and that bastard was sitting beside me. Never once have you introduced me to someone you're dating, hell, I don't think you mentioned dating, Troy was always the one to say you were out.” He paused and took a draw on his pint. “Then he was talking about you, bragging and all I wanted to do was take his head off. I was so pissed at myself for losing control, and I took it out on you.”

      “After the kiss at the party, I couldn't imagine letting anyone else touch me.”

      “I wanted to repeat that kiss when we'd gotten home, but I was scared as fuck that I'd ruined our friendship.”

      “Not a chance.”

      The conversation continued through food and more drinks, and he cut himself off after his second pint. He had to make sure his boy made it home safe. When they got home, he'd gotten the goriest movie for Miller. A night of cuddling on the couch and then his boy would sleep in his bed, right where Miller belonged. He smiled at the thought and caught Miller's shy smile as their gazes met. He finally had his little man right where he wanted him, and he was going to make sure he kept him.
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      Gertrude rambled on, and he was only catching every other word. He felt like he was that teenage boy with a crush on the hot quarterback. His phone was unlocked on his desk, and the wallpaper was a selfie he'd taken when he'd woken up the morning after their first date. Brent was spooned around him, the older man's face buried against his throat and strong arms like a steel band around his chest. As soon as he'd clicked the picture, he'd noticed Brent's eyes were open, and he was grinning.

      They'd had a heavy make-out session, and his Daddy got him off, then kissed him hard before going to make breakfast. Sunday Brent had an emergency call in, and they hadn't seen each other since. That didn't mean they didn't talk or text several times a day. He was quite fond of bedtime calls. His man was an expert at phone sex.

      His Daddy was one sexy bastard. When talking to Troy, he hadn’t joked about Brent liking when he called the older man Daddy. He was a little nervous about what his best friend would say about the change in Brent and his relationship. Troy had been his first and last best friend until he’d gotten older and became friends with Brent. He didn’t want to lose Troy.

      “Miller, are you even listening to me?”

      “Sorry.”

      “What are you looking at?”

      He almost hid his phone so she couldn’t see, but she was spry and looked at his screen.

      “Wow, no wonder you’re distracted. I didn’t know you had finally gotten the balls to claim your man.”

      He rested his chin on his upraised hand and smirked at her. “We’re dating.”

      “Miller, Miller, Miller, did you make it out on a date?”

      “Barely.”

      Gertrude wasn’t just his boss but his friend. She’d listened to him talk about Brent a lot over the seven years he’d worked for her. He enjoyed his job as her personal assistant. He was a Jack of all Trades. Planned parties, vetted her appointments, and whatever else she needed him to do. He couldn’t even complain about the salary. When she took her trips, he housesat for her. Some would say he should find a real job, but he was good at what he did.

      “That’s the Miller I know and love. How long have you been keeping this a secret?”

      “Not long, barely a week. It’s still new, and I’m, well, I’m nervous.”

      She grabbed one of the uncomfortable chairs that people only bought for decoration and sat it beside him. She folded her elegant form onto it. Gertrude had the grace of a dancer and her bearing announced to everyone who looked at her that she was a lady. Although, he knew she could destroy someone with a mere look and he wouldn’t want to be on her bad side.

      “Talk it out, honey.”

      “He’s my best friend’s dad. And I don’t want to lose Troy over this or make things strained between Brent and his son. I don’t want to lose either of them and not being able to see Bella would kill me inside. Do you know she calls me Papa because she’s always thought Brent and I were together?”

      “I saw that kiss y’all shared at the party and the chemistry between you two couldn’t be mistaken by anyone in sight of y’all. The two of you just gravitate toward each other. I saw your devastation when Brent became ill. You nearly ran yourself into the ground.”

      “Did I ever tell you how much I appreciate all the personal time you let me take? I wasn’t really doing a great job that year.”

      He’d barely kept it together existing on little to no sleep day in and day out. The only times he slept well were when he’d curl up against Brent’s side and listen to his heart. Counting beats and the breaths that ruffled his hair. He’d nearly quit to take care of Brent twenty-four, seven. One time on an exceptionally stressful day, he had given Gertrude his two-week notice, but she’d told him not to be stupid and ordered him to take a few days off.

      “Honey, your man was sick. Hell, even if it was just a friend, I would’ve given you all the time in the world. But it was Brent, and I knew how much you cared...how much you loved him.”

      “All those months I prepared for the moment I’d have to say goodbye, just grateful when he was alive when I woke up. All I thought about was maybe he’d be gone by the time I got off work. You had every right to fire me.”

      “Never happen. You’re amazing at your job, and I don’t have to supervise you every minute of the day. Have you talked to Brent about any of your concerns?”

      “Not really, but I’m sure he has them too. It wasn’t like I didn’t hint all over the place. Troy always knew I had a thing for Brent, but…”

      “Yes, but reality is different. Are you scared of him being diagnosed again?”

      “I’ve thought about it. The more time that passes I’m sure the tension will ease somewhat, but the only thing I can do is be there a second time. I’d rather have limited time with him than not have spent my life with him at all.”

      “I know. Have you thought about surprising your man at work?”

      “Thought about it, but they’re short-staffed, and Brent is really hands-on with the business. He won’t tell his guys to do something he wouldn’t.”

      He knew Brent was normally on calls most of the morning and spent afternoons in the office, but he didn’t know what people would say about him just showing up. Win would leak it back to Troy. He hadn’t made it a habit of visiting Brent at work.

      “You do have a good man, and”—she tapped his screen—“definitely sexy. Now if I could find a man half that good-looking, I might give up a bit of freedom.”

      She’d never been married but had been on just about every eligible bachelors’ arm over the years. At almost sixty, she could pass for her forties. She ate right. Worked out daily. She’d always been obsessive about her appearance, but not in that narcissistic way some people carried themselves. Both her parents died young, and she didn’t want to repeat that.

      “Like you’ll give up the freedom to play with all those pretty boys you like.”

      “Okay, there is that. Ready to get back to work? Focus a few more hours, and I’ll set you free. We have to get this fundraiser all planned out for the LGBT center.”

      “Yes, ma’am. My attention is all yours.”

      He made it through the next three hours with only a few glances at his phone even when he received text notifications. Brent wouldn’t get cranky over waiting. The older man knew he was working. The only other person who would text him would be Troy. They hadn’t spoken since the night his friend showed up at his apartment. He hated that there seemed to be a distance between them lately. Most of it was his fault.

      Jealousy wasn’t an emotion he was used to, and he hadn’t handled it well. He hadn’t lied to Troy when he said that he was envious of the relationship he had with Win. The family they’d created. Since they’d met, him and Troy never went a day without talking or seeing each other. Lately, sometimes a week went by, and he didn’t like it. He needed to fix it and soon.

      He tilted his head to the side to allow Gertrude to kiss his cheek and he packed up his things. As soon he was outside and walking to his car, he called Brent.

      “Hey, baby.”

      “Hi. I was working and didn’t get your messages.”

      “I knew you were working. Did you read them?”

      Brent’s voice went all low and husky, the one the man used when he was talking dirty to him while they got ready for bed.

      “Were they dirty?”

      “Unfortunately, no. I didn’t want to deal with a hard cock while trying to talk with customers.”

      He laughed as he tossed his backpack on the hood and turned around to lean back on the driver’s door. The more they talked like that, the quicker he was becoming addicted to his Daddy. He knew Brent dealt with customers and he wouldn’t blame some of them for having a look at his man. Brent was sexy in his toolbelt low on his hips and jeans that molded to his muscular thighs and ass. Brent still ran and worked out every day in his basement gym.

      “Maybe get you some good tips. It’s rather impressive.”

      “That’s only for you, boy.”

      “I like the sound of that, Daddy.”

      “Behave, I’m still working.”

      “If I must, if you didn’t send me texts about all the dirty things you want to do to your boy what was on your mind?”

      “I invited Troy and Win to the house tonight for dinner.”

      “Oh.” It was like Brent had read his thoughts, but did he want to deal with it tonight? He didn’t want his life to go ass up and not in that fun getting pounded way.

      “Baby, don’t sound like that. I don’t want to sneak around with you. It isn’t fair to you or me. We’re not fucking around. We’re also adults. I’d like for my son to know I’m happy.”

      He liked knowing he made Brent happy and he didn’t want to hide Miller. He was flighty and snarky, didn’t always make the best decisions in life, but Brent wanted him, annoying quirks and all.

      “I’m just worried about losing him.”

      “I promise you it will be fine. Just remember we get to see our beautiful granddaughter in a few hours.”

      “It seems like forever and not a few days since we’ve seen her.”

      “I knew that would get you. You going to be at home when I get there?”

      And he knew exactly where his man meant—Brent’s place had always been home. The first night he’d walked through the door it was a sense of calm and belonging, never once had he felt out of place.

      “Yeah, I’ll start prep so my Daddy can make me dinner.”

      “See you then, baby.”

      He said goodbye and disconnected the call. He’d head home, shower and change, prepare for tonight and pack an overnight bag so he could leave for work from Brent’s house. He had no illusions his man would let him go back to his apartment once he was there. He wasn’t going to complain because he’d already gotten used to sleeping in his Daddy’s bed.
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      He might have played a good game when he’d called Miller earlier, but he was terrified of how his son would take the news. Miller had told him Troy had known Miller had a crush on him. He couldn’t move forward without his son knowing and if it was up to him, Miller would move in soon. How could three nights completely ruin him for sleeping alone? He’d lost count of the times he’d reached out for his boy when he’d woken up in the middle of the night.

      Falling in love with Miller had been easy. It seemed the natural progression of their friendship. Miller never hesitated to come to him for comfort or just a cuddle and horror-fest. He’d never denied his boy anything. He thought he’d fallen long before he’d gotten sick, but that year of hell just made him admit it to himself.

      Other than his son and granddaughter, Miller was everything to him. He wouldn’t take his boy without acknowledging him and announcing they were together. That wouldn’t be fair to his boy. He snorted as he put the finishing touches on dinner and listened to Miller and Troy arguing behind him. Win was gruffly chuckling, used to the chaos that was Troy and Miller’s friendship.

      “Do I need to start answering the phone Miller’s Shoulder to Weep Upon again?” Miller asked.

      “Ha, ha. Why are we friends again?”

      “Because no one else wants to put up with you and, well, I see it as my civic duty. I might need good Karma…my halo disintegrated into dust.”

      “You had a halo?”

      “It went with my sexy wings I wear at Pride.”

      Brent snorted remembering the last Pride they went to and then a picture of Miller in his wings and halo with nothing else almost caused his mind to wander.

      “You’re a one-man Pride Parade twenty-four, seven,” Troy said.

      “Thank you. I do what I can.”

      He darted a look over his shoulder to catch his pretty, blond boy batting his lashes. He nearly groaned at that innocent look, and again the wings popped into his head. To keep his mind out of the gutter until him and Miller were alone, he finished filling the serving dishes. Slim arms came around him from behind, and he barely controlled the rumble in his chest as teasing fingers danced over his semi-hard dick.

      “Behave, or you’ll only get punished and not played with tonight.”

      “Don’t be mean, Daddy.”

      Before he could answer, two serving dishes were lifted from the counter and Miller was moving away from him. The Brat was asking to be put over his knee. He had to admit the thought had merit. It wasn’t the first time he’d thought about spanking that cute ass, and he didn’t have to hold back anymore. He placed Miller’s favorite pesto chicken in a large ceramic bowl and picked it up.

      As he turned to the table, he smiled at Miller. “Baby, go get Bella.”

      “On it, Daddy.”

      “I swear I’m going to puncture my eardrums one of these days.”

      Miller just giggled and left the room to get Bella.

      “You’re looking good, Dad.”

      “Thanks. It’s been a rough few weeks, but everything is working itself out.”

      “I’m glad. And while I’m not complaining about free food or the fact I didn’t have to cook it, we don’t normally get weeknight invites.”

      “Everything will be revealed in time.” It was all he said when Miller returned with Bella on his hip.

      Miller got Bella settled in her booster seat at the head of the table and started making her a plate. He really loved seeing those two together. Miller doted on the girl, and the love his little man had for their granddaughter was clear. He made Miller’s plate while his boy tended to Bella. Then he made his own when Miller sat down beside him. Miller’s thigh was pressed to his, and he told himself to behave, to not reach under the table to squeeze his boy’s thigh.

      They ate while Bella talked a mile a minute between bites.

      “You need to cook us dinner every night,” Troy pouted.

      His son made a great breakfast, but anything more complicated than a casserole Troy couldn’t handle. That’s the one thing he’d failed at teaching Troy growing up—cooking.

      He didn’t even think twice when Miller was finished with his favorite thing—mashed sweet potatoes—he added more to his boy’s plate. He grinned as Bella asked for more.

      “You have to eat your chicken too. I made it just the way you like it.” He’d made her chicken with barbecue sauce. She wasn’t a fan of the pesto. It was too green.

      “So, you ready to talk?”

      He snorted at Troy and listened to Win choke. In his gut, he had feeling Win knew what was up. He continued eating a few minutes longer then pushed his plate away.

      “Since all my family is here, I thought it was a good time to tell you that I’ve been dating someone.”

      Miller tensed beside him, and he took his boy’s hand, turned his head and winked at Miller earning the smile he’d hoped to see.

      “Whoa, wait, wait, dating, who are you…aw hell naw.”

      “Troy.” Win’s voice had an edge of warning.

      “You used a bad word,” Bella announced without looking up from her plate.

      “Sorry, honey. Miller, we talked about this.”

      “Um, well, but, Troy, he’s so hot. Have you seen him on his runs? In his toolbelt? Oh, man, what about…”

      “I get the idea.”

      He didn’t think it was appropriate to find such amusement in his only child’s horror, but Troy did have the market cornered on being dramatic. Miller relaxed into his side, and that’s all he wanted. The little man didn’t have to be on edge. That’s why he hadn’t wanted to wait to tell Troy.

      “How long?” Troy asked.

      “Since Bella stayed here last. We had our first date Friday, but it’s been coming for a long time.”

      “Why didn’t you ever tell me you were bi?”

      “I didn’t think being bi would be a big deal with you.”

      “Shut up, it’s not, but you never told me. We never kept secrets from each other.”

      The pain was clear in Troy’s voice, and that was the one thing he wanted to avoid, but how did he explain that he hadn’t planned to have a relationship with anyone. “I was never bringing anyone home. While I was sick, I didn’t want to think about the future or if I had one. Then when I got the all-clear, I saw Miller differently. He didn’t have to deal with my puking or take me to my appointments, but he did. He didn’t treat me different. Even when I was nothing but skin and bones, he still flirted, and I was still a man. And while I was grateful for that, I can’t deny I was attracted before I was diagnosed. Whether you like it or not, Miller isn’t going anywhere.”

      “Brent,” Miller whispered and squeezed his hand.

      “Baby, I’m not giving you up. I can’t. Hiding you isn’t an option for me either.”

      “Fine, but I’m knocking from now on when I come over. There’s just stuff you can never un-see and…” Troy shuddered and went back to his dinner.

      “See, it wasn’t as bad as you thought.”

      “Maybe he’s in shock, or he’ll murder me when we’re alone.”

      He laughed and then kissed his boy, pulling him close to his side. He threw a roll at Troy as his son started gagging.

      “Daddy,” Miller whispered.

      He couldn’t miss the impish grin as his boy darted a look at Troy.

      Troy leaned in and whispered so Bella wouldn’t hear. “I will kill you.”

      “I told you, Daddy, tell the police when my body is found.”

      “Behave, boy, remember what I said.”

      Miller shrugged his shoulders. “It might be worth it.” His boy started laughing. “Dude, really? You have short legs, you can’t reach to kick me.”

      “Win, kick Miller,” Troy ordered.

      “I like my job.”

      Win’s obvious amusement showed in his tone and Troy gave his scary looking husband a death glare. The man was perfect for his son. The love clear when they were together or spoke of each other. He couldn't have picked a better husband for Troy.

      “I’m so feeling the love from my adoring husband.”

      “We have a mortgage coming up, and I’m a felon. Jobs are pretty limited for me.”

      “Of course, I had to fall for the bad boy. Why didn’t you warn me?” Troy aimed the question at Miller.

      “Um, I believe I told you a time or two to find a nice white-collar boyfriend, but no, you went all swoony over knuckle tattoos and a motorcycle.”

      “Quit lying. You told me on a daily basis to jump him.”

      “I don’t know what you’re talking about.”

      He shook his head at Miller and Troy, how he’d remained sane having these two in his house all these years he didn’t know. The tension had eased in the room from moments before. He’d known he was nervous about telling Troy, but he hadn’t realized the degree until he’d spoken the words. They hadn’t confessed their feelings, but he knew he loved Miller, and he felt his feelings were reciprocated. That stage of their relationship hadn’t come yet. All of this was new, and they needed to spend more time together as lovers than friends.

      First though, he was going to spend the evening with his family and worry about everything else in the future.
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      An hour ago, he'd let himself in and started dinner. Brent had texted him to say it was a rough day and he wanted to do something nice for the man. The man was always taking care of everyone but himself. Brent always went out of his way to make sure his employees and family were always happy. That was one of the first things he'd noticed when he'd met Brent. He'd knocked on the door, teenage him had spent so many years with a target, and Brent had opened the door with a smile. When he'd introduced himself and asked for Troy, the big man had given him a hug and pulled him in the house, yelling for Troy. It was teenage love at first sight, but nothing had changed in the last fifteen years.

      He was happy things were back to normal between him and Troy. Being away from his best friend and not talking daily hadn't set right with him. The dinner announcement had gone better than he'd hoped. If he'd lost Troy, he didn't know how he would've handled it.

      “Baby, I'm home.”

      A shiver worked down Miller's spine at the sound of Brent's voice. He didn't even hesitate to run out of the kitchen and jump his man. Brent's gruff laughter made him happy as the man caught him and hugged him tightly.

      “Happy to see me, boy?”

      “Always. You smell like body wash, you cheating on me?” He leaned back to give Brent a fierce look.

      “No, sexy times are all for you, but you'll be happy I showered at the office. There was a very nasty job today.”

      He really wanted sexy times with his Daddy, but Brent seemed to be taking it slow. That didn't mean that Brent didn't show him how much he wanted him. Whatever Brent wanted to do to him he was more than happy to submit, but he was dying to know what his Daddy felt like inside him.

      “For that, I will thank you.”

      “Something smells good.”

      He was about to announce he made pasta and meat sauce, but Brent buried his face against the side of his throat. He moaned at the sharp bite to his neck.

      “Did you bring clothes?”

      “Of course, I think the rule is if I'm here for dinner, I'm also here for bedtime.”

      “Damn right. You making me dinner?”

      “Yes, you said you had a rough day.”

      Brent lowered his feet to the floor, and he took the big man's hand leading him to the kitchen. The table was set, and the pasta should be just about done. He hadn't taken the time to make fresh like he normally would've, and he knew Brent preferred it.

      “I used box pasta, but I'll make fresh next time.” He released Brent's hand and returned to the stove to turn everything off, and he picked up a plate for Brent. A groan escaped, and he nearly dropped it when Brent's hands slipped beneath his t-shirt. The thick callouses felt like heaven. He tipped his head back onto Brent's chest.

      “Dinner looks good.”

      “Th-thank you.”

      “Make Daddy a plate, boy.”

      Did the man expect him to function? Brent's thumbs roughly stroked over his nipples. His Daddy's thick cock pushed into the indent of his spine. He barely got the food on the plate.

      “Now yours,” Brent growled and popped the button on his pants.

      “You're not playing fair.”

      “I'm not playing at all. Now, do as I say.”

      He felt Brent kneel behind him, his shoes, pants, and underwear disappeared. His cock was hard, and he couldn't catch his breath. When Brent stood and stepped away, he darted a panicked look over his shoulder.

      “Those plates ready?”

      “Yes.”

      “Yes, what?”

      “Yes, Daddy.” He picked up the plates. “I just have to get the bread out of the oven.”

      “I'll take those.”

      He picked up a potholder and turned, but before he could open the oven Brent's face was buried between his cheeks. Brent's beard was rough against his skin. He nearly went to the ground when Brent gave his dick one hard stroke while eating his ass. He was embarrassingly close to coming on the kitchen floor and then Brent was gone.

      “What the fuck?”

      He yelped as he got two hard smacks on his ass.

      “Daddy doesn't want to hear that come out of your mouth, boy.”

      He repeatedly cursed in his head as he finished getting dinner ready. He turned to find Brent seated at the table with the plates in their spots. He placed the garlic bread in a basket and made his way to the table.

      “Now, take off your shirt.”

      He grumbled to himself as he did what Brent ordered. When he sat down, the wood of the chair was cold under his bare ass.

      “How was your day?”

      “Are you really going to make me eat dinner naked?”

      “Yes, I am. You're naked the rest of the night.”

      “Brent, come on, don't…”

      He squeaked as his chair was pulled up to the table and Brent started eating as if everything was normal.

      “How was your day?”

      “It was fine until my Daddy decided to play with me and not finish.”

      “You'll learn patience, boy. You're mine. And do you know what that means?”

      “You can torture me whenever you want.”

      “Exactly. I bought you a few presents yesterday. You don't behave…I don't give them to you. Bad boys don't get rewards.”

      He forced himself to eat every bite on his plate and carry on a conversation. Nervousness made his appetite go away. No one ever made him feel so exposed and excited at the same time. He'd had countless fantasies about Brent over the years, but none had him being naked during dinner. Brent kept touching him, brief caresses to his thighs, cock, a pinch to his nipple and he was a trembling mess by the time he finished his food. His cock and balls ached.

      “I'll wash the dishes. Go upstairs. Take a shower and get ready for me. By the time I get there, I want you on my bed waiting.”

      Brent didn't kiss him or touch him after the order. The big man just picked up the dishes and went to the sink. He watched his broad back for a few minutes then stood to make his way up to the bedroom. A wrapped box with condom and lube beside it were placed on the end of the bed.

      He quickened his steps and made his way to the bathroom. His favorite soap and lotion were on the counter, resting on a thick, fluffy towel. He smiled as he started the shower and did as Brent told him. His things beside Brent's made him happy. He was also terrified. His relationships in the past were brief—most were just the occasional one-night stand. He liked sex well enough, but it never felt altogether right.

      When it was with someone he didn't love, it felt empty. He dried off and headed to the bedroom, and just as he laid down, he heard Brent's footsteps on the stairs. He was stiff as he waited—unsure of what to do. He wasn't big and muscular. His body hair was naturally light and sparse. He'd grown to accept his body and Brent had seen him naked, but it felt different. Tonight, he felt more exposed and vulnerable.

      He swallowed around the lump in his throat as the door closed behind Brent, the lock clicking into place.

      “Boy, do you know how many times over the years I thought about you in my bed? I stroked one out every night to visions of you screaming as you came.”

      He didn't know what to say. His cock started to harden again knowing that Brent had fantasized about him too. He silently observed Brent removing the top of the box, and soft looking rope appeared. Brent moved to the side of the bed and lifted one knee onto the mattress.

      “Grab the headboard. Daddy wants to play with his boy, and then I'll let you come around Daddy's cock.”

      He choked out a moan as he grabbed the horizontal bars and rope caressed over his skin, tightening around his wrists. Looping around several times, before it was drawn up between his forearms and secured. He studied Brent's face, his strong jaw clenching and relaxing. It seemed to take forever before Brent stood and removed his clothes, exposing tan, hairy skin. His gaze briefly focused on the scar then moved lower before Brent could notice. His Daddy's cock was hard and standing out from his body.

      “Daddy?”

      “What's wrong, baby?” Brent asked as he stretched out.

      Warm skin pushed flush to his side. He momentarily forgot his hands were secured above his head and tried to reach out to touch him. He arched as Brent drew his fingers down the center of his body stopping just at his trimmed, blond pubes.

      “I'm nervous, and I don't know why.”

      “Because you love me and this is so much more than just getting off. I want to love on you for hours. Learn every inch of you. This bed is lonely without you.”

      “What about—”

      “No one but you has ever been in my bed or ever will be.”

      Brent's touch was so gentle as the big man stroked his cheek and lowered his head to brush a kiss to his mouth. His Daddy tortured him with featherlight touches. Fleeting kisses. He arched into every caress. Daddy touched him everywhere but where he ached the most. His cock was hard and leaking pre-cum onto his lower stomach. He whimpered when Brent sat up to grab something from the box, along with the slick. He heard the condom box tear.

      “Now, I'm going to get you nice and ready for me. I don't want to hurt my boy.”

      There was a harshness to Brent's voice, and his big body was misted with sweat. He dropped his gaze to his Daddy's dick, and it looked harder and bigger, flushed with blood and the tip shiny. A faint tremor caught his attention, and he loved that he did that to the older man. He fisted his hands and pulled at the rope, but it didn't give.

      His eyes widened as he noticed what Brent was doing—the big man was lubing a plug. The thickest part only as thick as Brent's cock. Brent was once against stretched out beside him. The big man tenderly parted his legs, placing the left one over his thigh opening him wider.

      “Tilt your hips up for me.”

      He obeyed without question and waited for Brent just to shove it inside. He didn't have the best experience with someone using toys on him, but that wasn't what his Daddy did. Brent placed the tapered tip to his hole and gently fucked him with just that, then easing it deeper, and the pressure and burn were perfect. Brent kissed him deeply, nipping and sucking at his lips.

      Brent was loving on him as he'd promised. Every arch earned him a deep growl and Brent's cock was rubbing against his hip. He wasn't alone. He wasn't just a body to get off with.

      “Fuck, I love making my boy give me all those sweet, needy sounds.”

      He gasped as the widest part slipped passed the tight muscles. He clenched around it as Brent shallowly thrust it in and out.

      His moans grew louder and higher, then Brent's heavy body was on his. While he hated not being able to touch his Daddy, being restrained turned him on more than anything in the past. The kisses stopped, and he tried to chase Brent's mouth, but he opened his eyes to find Brent staring down at him. His hole was stretched tight around the plug, his Daddy's cock would be so much better.

      “Fuck, my boy is so sexy tied up and at my mercy.”

      “Daddy, please.”

      “Please what, baby?” Brent asked as he started stroking him again.

      He arched his hips as Brent's rough hands reached his pelvic bones. The base of the plug brushed Brent's nuts, and when their bodies pushed together, the plug was pushed deeper. His thighs were rested over Brent's, the man's thick cock laid beside his and he wanted Brent inside him.

      “Fuck me.”

      “Baby, is this what you want?” Brent's voice broke.

      He watched as Brent stroked his thick cock and the big man shifted away to remove the plug. He whined at the emptiness, but the ripping of a condom wrapper made him tense. His excitement grew until he couldn't stop himself from writhing on the bed. Then everything went still as the fat head pushed to his stretched hole and slowly slid in until Brent's lower body was flush with his. He clenched down as his Daddy started to retreat and screamed as Brent slammed forward. The force was pushing him up the bed. His Daddy's strong hands curled around the front of his thighs, and he was at the man's mercy.

      Slow retreats, then brutal piston hard snaps, pain and pleasure, his Daddy used him roughly. He felt tears leak from the corners of his eyes, slipping down his temples into his hair and then Brent was on top of him. Daddy's hands curved around his shoulders from underneath. Rough turned to lovemaking. Slow and easy, soft shared kisses, and he opened his eyes to watch. Brent was smiling at him, his eyes bright and full of an emotion he didn't want to dare to name.

      “Boy, Daddy loves you so much. So long.”

      “Daddy.”

      “Always meant to be in my bed.”

      Brent's big body moved sensuously in slow arches, loving him tenderly.

      “Do you love me, baby?”

      “Yes, always.”

      Brent's fingers sunk into his hair and cupping the back of his skull.

      “Miller, god, baby.” Brent's mouth slammed down on his as his pace slowly increased.

      Brent's hard abs were rubbing his cock, and his balls drew up tight, his orgasm so close and his scream turned into a squeak as he shot his release between them. Brent rutted against him, and then the big man was growling, shaking on top of him as Brent came.

      The hug he received nearly pushed all the air from his lungs and then his hands were free. He embraced Brent as they kissed, whispering to each other until their bodies calmed.

      “Never letting you go, baby. Stay with me.”

      He couldn't form words he just pressed his mouth to Brent's again and nodded.
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      Brent woke up an hour ago, but couldn't leave the bed. His boy looked so comfortable tucked against him, and he hardened thinking about loving on Miller. He hadn't meant to confess his love being balls deep in his little man, but he'd seen it in Miller's gaze. The easiness in which he'd gone from friend love to something more intense should've scared him. As much as he'd dreamed of making Miller his over the years, he'd always told himself he was too old, too sick, but in the end, his man was made for him.

      Miller's hair was a mess where they'd gone back to bed after he'd taken his boy to the shower to clean him up. Miller's hand was resting over his heart, and he took it in his to bring it to his mouth, brushing a kiss across his man's knuckles.

      “Is it time to get up already?” Miller's voice was soft and husky from sleep.

      “For me it is, you can sleep in.”

      “Call in sick or late. I don't care which.” His boy pushed him onto his back and laid on him like a blanket.

      “Baby, as much as I'd love to stay home, short-staffed remember. We need a receptionist. The last one fucked her way through all my straight and bi guys.” He stroked his hands up and down Miller's back, then rearranged the sheet across his boy's waist. Miller's skin was cool, and he hated when his little man was uncomfortable.

      Miller lifted his head, and he nearly laughed at the pissed off look on his boy's adorable face.

      “What did I say? My cock belongs to you.”

      “It better.”

      “You're sexy when you're jealous.”

      He kissed Miller's cute pug nose and chuckled at his boy's adorable growl.

      “Don't make a habit of it. Why don't you put up an advertisement at the college?”

      “Good idea.”

      He'd worked for a handyman service back in college to take care of himself and Troy. Lots of places didn't give college kids a chance because most of them just wanted temp jobs during Summers or just while they were in school. He laid his head back on his pillow and stared up at the ceiling as he just savored the freedom to touch and hold Miller. He'd denied himself so long, and he had years to make up for. He'd never get tired of being with Miller.

      “Brent?”

      “What, baby?”

      “Did you mean it last night when you said you loved me?”

      He tensed his abs and sat up so quickly Miller yelped.

      “I didn't mean to tell you during sex. I think that's the worse time to say it.”

      “So, you didn't—”

      “No, baby, look at me.” He didn't wait for Miller to obey before he cupped his boy's face in his hands. “I do, so much. When I first noticed you as more than a friend, you'd just turned twenty-one. I got that call from the cops to come bail you out. And when you told me that story, all drunken and adorable, I wanted to kiss you.”

      “So, naked me dancing in a fountain does it for you?”

      He knew what Miller was trying to do. His man joked when he was insecure or uncomfortable about something, any other time he'd let his boy get away with it, but not when he came to his feelings for Miller.

      “No, your joy did it for me, but I quickly pushed it down. Part of me thought it was wrong because of your age and who you were. I buried it so deep that I could pretend that it didn't exist.”

      “What made you think about it again?”

      “The first time you kissed the top of my bald head and hugged me as I cried because I didn't want to go through another treatment. You told me all the reasons I had to go on. I'd never experienced jealousy until then, the night I sent you off with Troy to get him out of the house. The next morning, Troy mentioned you hooked up with someone and I was so angry.”

      “Why didn’t you ever say anything?”

      “I didn't know if I'd live. Mourning me as a friend is one thing, but as a partner, lover or whatever…that's different.”

      “No, it's not, I loved you. I would've mourned you as so much more than a friend.”

      “Why didn't you ever say anything? Take the lead?”

      “Daddy, have you seen you?”

      “That's not an answer.”

      “I always saw myself as a fuck up. I went through men who never really got me. Always a poor substitute for the man I wanted. The moments I got to tease you. The playful kisses and all, they sustained me but also made it so much worse. You didn't shy away when I kissed you.”

      Miller always seemed so confident. He sometimes forgot how Miller grew up—the family he'd been a part of before he came to stay with them.

      “Even if we were just friends, I wouldn't deny you affection. You do know I remember all those stories of how your parents never hugged you or told you all the amazing things you did. You were beautiful and loving. You deserved everything.”

      He kissed the top of Miller's soft blond hair as the man lowered his head to rest on his chest.

      “Now, I want you to curl back up and get some more sleep.”

      “Brent, last night…thank you.”

      “Why are you thanking me?”

      “You loved me. Went through all the trouble of making it special. I know we've been sleeping in the same bed, handjobs and blowjobs, but last night seemed like you thought I was special.”

      “You are special, Miller. And I didn't do anything extraordinary. When people care or love each other, showing them that is never trouble. I just want you to know how much you mean to me, okay?”

      Miller nodded, and Brent rolled him onto his back to kiss him but backed off before he let it go too far. As much as he'd love to spend all day in bed with Miller, he had to go to work.

      “Now, if you feel the need to get off before you get up, make sure you call so I can hear you scream my name.”

      “Perv.”

      “But you sound so sexy when you get off for me. Especially last night. I'm gonna be hard most of the day thinking about it.”

      Miller giggled, and he forced himself to get out of bed. He glanced over his shoulder in time to find his boy curling around his pillow and closing his eyes. The sun wasn't even up yet, and Miller needed more sleep. He went to the bathroom and then grabbed a towel. He turned on the shower and stepped under the spray before it was warm–he needed the blast of cold.

      Every morning was a nightmare for him. His cock was always hard and aching from dreaming about his boy, but it was so much worse when Miller was in his bed. It was on the tip of his tongue to ask Miller to move in, and as much as he wanted his man here every night, they needed a bit more time. Maybe he was being more cautious than he should, but he still had doubts. Not about his feelings or Miller's. No, he was still worried about pushing them both too soon.

      His little man was independent and used to doing things his own way, same with him. He shook his head and quickly finished his shower. His brain would start doing funky shit if he let it. He loved his boy. Wanted him to move in, and more than that, he wanted his ring on Miller's hand.

      At the thought of a proposal, his chest tightened. Did Miller want to get married? Commitment didn't automatically come with rings exchanged and vows spoken. Miller was his even if they never went through the whole process. He still wanted a ring on his boy's finger though. Something to let everyone know he was taken. His boy was special and deserved to be treated as such.

      He finished rinsing off and turned off the water, and then he stepped out to dry off as he walked into the bedroom. Miller was softly snoring, and he laughed as he got dressed, sat on the side of the bed to lace up his boots. He turned to gently kiss his boy's cheek so as not to wake him up and stood to head off to work.
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      He groaned as he stretched his back and stood up from his desk. Gertrude was off on a holiday with friends, and he was trying to catch up on her list of things left to do before the fundraiser dinner. They had to do a last-minute caterer change. Sloan Issacs and his mom were kind enough to pencil in the job. They ran Isaacs's Diner but also had a side catering business. Haley was a magician in the kitchen. Him and Troy had known Sloan since high school, and Sloan had just moved back to the states after traveling a few years.

      “Papa,” Bella called his name.

      He hadn't spent enough time with the little girl lately, but it was Friday, and she was coming to stay the weekend with him and Brent.

      “You okay, baby girl?”

      “Yeah, are you done with work yet?”

      “Actually, I can finish whatever on Monday. You ready to go grocery shopping?”

      Her only answer was jumping up to shove her coloring books and crayons into her backpack. Miller went back to the desk to do the same and made sure he had the list he'd made that morning before he'd left Brent's place.

      He rarely spent nights at his apartment anymore, and if he did, Brent normally showed up at bedtime complaining he couldn’t sleep without him in bed. A month had passed since they said they loved each other and everything was going along great. Brent respected his need for space and alone time, so he'd gone out a few nights with Troy to a club they liked. He stumbled out of the cab to find Brent watching him with a look nothing less than indulgent and then carrying him to bed.

      They hadn't had another jealousy episode. He'd learned more about Brent than he had before. They talked about hopes and dreams. Brent had even talked about asking him to move in, but he wasn't going to force him into answering until Miller was ready. He'd love to live with Brent. They practically already were, but he wondered if their relationship would change with being in each other's space and trying to combine their lives. They'd never lived with a partner before.

      He slung his bag over his shoulder and took Bella's hand to lead her out to the car. He got her buckled into her booster seat, all safe and sound, then got in the driver's seat, pulling off and glanced in the rearview mirror.

      “Since it's still early, what do you say to mani and pedi? We haven't gotten our nails done in a while. Then we can go grocery shopping?”

      “Yay, I want flowers.”

      “And flowers you shall have.”

      It was only early afternoon, plenty of time to have a Papa and Bella date before going to the store. He carried on a conversation with her all the way through town toward the salon. He loved Bella. Had from the moment he'd met the girl. He smiled to himself as he remembered why she called him Papa. It had just become a thing he hadn't questioned.

      He parked in the grocery store parking lot because it was down the block from the salon. He got her out of the car and took her hand.

      “Why don't you and Grandpa live together?”

      “Well…” He tried to figure out how to explain. “We're not married.”

      “But you love each other. Dad and Daddy lived together before they got married.”

      He was the fun one—he wasn't supposed to explain how the world worked. “Me and Grandpa just haven't talked about moving in together yet.”

      “But you're supposed to live together if you love someone.”

      Everything was so easy when you were a kid. It was all black and white without the gray muddying up the landscape.

      “Sometimes when people love each other they like to take their time.”

      “But you're going to be there the whole weekend.”

      “Yes, I'm going to be there the whole weekend. I'll read your books and do your hair.”

      “Okay.”

      He breathed a sigh of relief that the conversation seemed to be over with and he opened the door. She ran inside to go say hi to the lady that normally did her nails. He went to see how long of a wait they had.

      “My granddaughter wants flowers today.”

      “And whatever the little miss wants she gets.” The reception said with a chuckle as she checked the book.

      “Of course. I get to spoil her and send her home to her dads.”

      Then he thought about Clay, Brent's newest employee and a friend of Win's. The man just moved to town and had a daughter younger than Bella. Maybe he could get them together for a playdate. He could give the big, ginger man a break since he was a single dad.

      “Mindy should be done in a few. You have time to wait?”

      “Yeah, we have some time to kill before Brent gets home and we still need to grocery shop.”

      “You want in on the action?”

      “No, just Bella today. It's been a while, and we can't make her nails all pretty like Mindy. Bella complains a lot about our amateur skills.”

      He went to take a seat, and Bella bounced over to take her place on his lap. She laid her head back against his shoulder, and he awkwardly dug his phone out as it started ringing.

      “Hey.”

      “Hi, baby. You still working?”

      “Nope, Bella and I are at the salon getting ready to make her fingers and toes all pretty.”

      “Will you two be okay until I get home, I had a last-minute call. It sounds like a simple job, but you know how that works out.”

      “We'll be fine. I'll make dinner for us, then put a plate in the microwave for you.”

      “Sounds good. I love you.”

      “Love you too. Text or call me before you head home.”

      “I promise. Our granddaughter sleeping in her own bed tonight or do I have to share Papa?”

      “Probably share, but we can move her to her bed when you get home.”

      “Sounds like a plan. Tell Bella I love her and explain I might not be home before bedtime.”

      “I will.”

      They said their goodbyes, and he explained Brent had to work late. She wasn't happy, but when Mindy called her, Bella forgot all about it. At Bella's age, she was easily distracted. He got comfortable to watch her talk steadily about anything and everything while Mindy kept up with it all.

      He had to admit he liked his life recently—his job was amazing, he had Brent and was still best friends with Troy, and he got to spend time with Bella. Six months ago, he wouldn't have thought he'd be there. He wouldn't change a thing. Well, Bella's question did suddenly make him think about living with Brent. Wasn't that the natural progression, date, fall in love, but they'd done that a bit backwards, and move in, maybe get married. His stomach swam with nerves at the marriage part. Not because he didn't want that, but because he did. He liked the sound of being Miller Canter.

      In high school, he'd lost count of the times he’d wanted to belong to Troy's family. Then he'd been a lovesick teenager doodling his and Brent's name in hearts. He felt his face heat at the memory. That's one of the things that had outed him to his parents. Fortunately, they'd thought Brent was a boy at school and not the father of his best friend. That wouldn't have gone over well when he'd gone through the whole emancipation process and moved in with Brent and Troy his last year of high school.

      His parents hadn't spoken to him since. That still hurt. He'd learned what a parent was supposed to be from watching Brent. Troy hadn't known anything other than unconditional love. Maybe he'd received some as well when Brent became a surrogate parent through college. Brent had been there for the better part of sixteen years for most of the milestones and the hard times too.

      Bella called his name. He smiled at her as she showed off the first finished hand and her joy at the flowers made him happy.

      Did he want to wait around until everything felt perfect? Nothing was ever perfect. He had the family he'd always wanted. The man of his dreams loved him. He had a boss and job he absolutely adored. Was his life going to get more perfect than that? He had no doubts he wanted to spend the rest of his life with Brent. Be there for the good and the bad. He'd even be there to kiss his man's brow if they ever had to go through the sickness part again.

      After the weekend, he'd talk with his man about maybe moving in together. He felt lighter imagining waking up beside his man every morning. And when his man was deep inside him hearing Brent tell him Daddy loved him. Okay, he loved the man all the time, but he loved having his Daddy and boy moments too. Especially when his Daddy was loving on him. He wanted that for however long they had, a year or fifty, every second with Brent was worth any price.
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      He was exhausted as he sipped his coffee and leaned back against his truck, and Win didn't look any better than him. They'd shown up for a simple electrical issue and realized they had to rewire the whole damn breaker box. He was too old for this shit.

      “Why didn't we send one of the grunts? Maybe Clay? He's the newbie.” Win groaned as he stretched out his back.

      “Because we're the bosses and need to set examples. Besides, Clay doesn't know shit around electrical. He would've had to call me or you anyway.”

      He’d always been the lead by example boss. Making his guys do something he wouldn't, like being on call wasn't his way. His guys worked their asses off for him, especially when he was sick. Win and all of them had kept his business going, if not for them putting in extra hours and being on call twenty-four seven, he wouldn't have had a business to come back to after he was well.

      “I'm just glad my husband is understanding.” Win spun around and leaned against the vehicle beside him.

      “Troy is probably liking having the house to himself.”

      Win snorted and chuckled. “True, he doesn't get a lot of personal time. I should take him away for a weekend or week of vacation.”

      “You should, just the two of you and you know Bella can come stay with me and Miller.”

      “How's that going? He seems to be at your house more than his apartment. Or that's the way it sounds from what Troy’s been saying.”

      He loved that his son wasn't making a big deal over Miller and him anymore. The first week or so had been a little rough on Miller until Troy had made that first phone call to go have coffee at Issacs’s Diner. His heart had broken for Miller thinking he'd lost his friend. Troy had been the constant in Miller's life since they'd met. They'd been together through boyfriends, breakups, and all the successes. Brenda had been his best friend for years, but when she'd moved on after college and they'd just gotten together so Troy and her could have some kind of relationship, he'd lost that. He'd developed friendships, but nothing close until with Miller. His boy was definitely his best friend.

      “I let him go home. I want him to still have his space, but I always end up at his apartment just to sleep. Being away from him kills me. Like tonight, all I can think is what him and Bella are doing, and that I should be there with my man and our granddaughter.”

      “He makes you happy, Brent.”

      “He does.”

      “I always knew he loved you. Especially since me and Troy got together. He'd call and complain about date after date. I don't know how my husband didn't see it.”

      “See what?”

      “That Miller always hooked up with men he'd never get emotionally attached to. I don't even know if Miller realized what he was doing. They were also the opposite of you.”

      “How'd you get so clued in?”

      “When you're on the outside a lot, you start noticing shit.”

      “But you didn't notice my son was in love with you?”

      “I didn't say I noticed shit that involved me. I love him. Never thought I'd find someone who got me, sharp edges and all.”

      “Well, you did good, if I say so myself. Okay, I'm headed home, it's way later than I wanted to be.”

      “Him and Bella are probably asleep.”

      “Yeah, but still, it was supposed to be our weekend.”

      “Then get home. Clay and Cash are on call. There isn't anything Cash can't do. I'll make sure Clay knows that so we can both get a weekend.”

      “Thanks.”

      It didn't take long to drive his work truck back to the lot, retrieve his personal one and head home. He was sweaty, hungry and tired, but once he got home, he didn't bother heading for the kitchen. He eased up the stairs so he wouldn't wake anyone. When he approached his open bedroom door, he froze and fell against the door frame. Miller and Bella were curled up in the middle of the bed, the book they had been reading still open as if it had fallen from Miller's hand.

      For years this is what he’d dreamed of, maybe he'd omitted Miller because that seemed like the impossible, but this was what he'd wanted. Someone waiting in bed for him to come home. A smile. A hello. Something to prove he wasn't alone. His life was lonely, as much as he loved his son, it was different.

      He'd wanted someone all his own, someone who he could share everything with, good and bad. Someone he could love on. Someone to share his life. Miller was everything to him.

      Miller shifted in his sleep, and he stayed still hoping Miller stayed asleep. He'd entertained Bella all day and evening. He was sure his boy was sleepy.

      But what he hoped didn't happen—Miller's eyes opened, and his man's gaze went straight to him.

      “You're home. Get the box fixed?”

      He approached the bed and leaned down to give Miller's cheek a kiss. “Yes, the simple job turned into a two-man one, I had to call in Win.”

      “I'm sure Troy enjoyed his alone time.”

      “That's what I told Win. I need a shower.”

      “Go shower. I'll move Bella to her bed and go—”

      “Baby, no, stay in bed. I'll move Bella, and you just go back to sleep. I'll be back as soon as I shower and eat something. You had Bella all day.”

      “I don't mind.”

      “Boy, stay in bed. Daddy said so.”

      He nuzzled Miller's cheek and watched his boy roll his eyes. He straightened and walked around to Bella's side of the bed, and then he eased her from under the covers. Bella barely acknowledged being moved, but when six in the morning came, which was only a few hours away, she'd bounce up without the help of an alarm. That's why he wanted Miller to go back to sleep–he wasn't going to be in any shape to take care of Bella and Miller would have to do that.

      He tucked her in, turned on her nightlight and exited the room, headed downstairs to grab food before he showered. When he walked into the kitchen, he removed his hoodie, and when he tossed it to the side, he groaned as he found Miller in front of the microwave.

      “Baby, I told you to stay in bed.” Even though he complained, he came up behind Miller and wrapped his arms around his boy. He laid his cheek on the top of Miller's head and inhaled the lemony scent of his shampoo.

      “You're falling asleep on your feet. Sit at the counter. You want a beer?”

      “No, bottle of water would be great.” He let Miller push him to one of the stools at the island.

      He didn't take his attention from Miller as the man grabbed him water and removed his food from the microwave. Miller placed both in front of him.

      His boy placed his forearms on the surface and leaned in to watch him. “Eat. You want some company or to be left alone for a few?”

      “I want the company, but I don't like you're losing sleep because of me.”

      “Daddy, as sweet as that is, a half hour of lost sleep is worth it.”

      He was a selfish bastard, so he didn't insist Miller go back upstairs.

      “So, what did you and Bella do?”

      “Well, you know she got her fingers and toes done, tiny little flowers this time, but just pale pink polish on her toes. Then we spent way too much at the grocery store on snacks.”

      He listened as Miller outlined their day and evening trip by trip, funny story after funny story, and he could listen to his boy talk all night. When he finished eating, Miller started to take the plate. “No, leave it we can get it later. Come on.” He twined his arms around Miller's waist as he stood and walked his boy out of the kitchen, up the stairs and back to their bedroom. He dropped his left arm from around Miller, eased the door closed and locked it just to be safe.

      He spun Miller around to face the mirror above his dresser and stepped up behind him. He stripped Miller's shirt over his head. Whatever good intentions he had ended as he'd seen the loving look in his boy’s eyes. It was so fucking clear.

      “Stay right there,” he ordered as he went to his nightstand to pull out supplies and headed back to where Miller watched him in the mirror. He roughly pushed Miller between his shoulder blades then ripped his pajama bottoms over his soft, rounded ass. He got his pants undone and pushed down to mid-thigh, tore his shirt over his head, and sheathed his hard cock.

      He slicked his fingers, pressed two to Miller's hole and started stretching him. Blanketing his boy's back, he took his mouth in a hard kiss, biting at the curves. Miller gasped as he shoved both fingers past the slight resistance. Once he worked a third one in beside the two, Miller was softly begging.

      “Look at us.”

      Miller met his stare in the mirror, and then he grabbed his cock, lined up and slammed home. Miller's lids went heavy, and his mouth fell open on a choked cry. He wasn't gentle—he didn't love on his boy—he just fucked him and showed his boy how much Daddy needed him. He glanced down to watch his length working Miller's tight hole. Every time his hips slammed forward, Miller's ass jiggled from the force.

      He placed his hands on the dresser top and found Miller's to lace their fingers. His boy's face was flushed, and his body arched as Miller took whatever he wanted to give him. He was too close to the edge. The tightness and heat, it was always the same—the clasp of his boy's hole, his sweet little sounds, and the pleasure-tortured expression.

      “Jack that pretty dick,” he ordered in Miller's ear, then nipped at the perfect whorl. He released Miller's right hand, and then he watched in the mirror, every stroke. Miller called his name. Begged him for harder and he gave it to his boy.

      As he came, sealed his hips to Miller's ass, and he bit at Miller's shoulder to muffle his shout as he emptied into the condom. Miller's back arched upward and ground against him as Miller shot hard onto the dresser drawers. He held the base of the condom and pulled out, and gently picked his boy up to tuck his satisfied boy under the covers.

      “Now, go to sleep.” He took Miller's mouth, kissing him lazily.

      “Yes, Daddy.”

      He walked away from the bed, used a dirty towel he found on top of the hamper to clean up the mess and went to take a shower so he could join his little man in bed. Miller needed to move in. This was how he wanted to end every day, and he was going to have that.

      After his shower, he returned to bed.

      “Baby?”

      “Uh huh.”

      “You're moving in.”

      “Okay, Daddy.”

      He didn't know if Miller knew what he agreed to, but he said yes, and that was the only answer he was taking.
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      He grumbled as he moved in the last box and placed it on top of a stack. Brent had taken advantage of his sex-fried brain and announced the next morning that he'd agreed to move in. His Daddy looked all smug—the arrogant look wasn't Brent's, that was all his Daddy side. He'd argued for almost a week just on principle but had given his notice that he would be moving out at the end of the month. His landlord was a sweetheart, so he hadn't complained just congratulated him on finding someone.

      His landlord had been with the same man for fifty years since college. And the times he'd seen them together, even the most cold-hearted bastard would go all soft at the obvious love between them.

      He'd made Brent and Win move the furniture downstairs. The basement was finished so it would be fine down there, and he might make it into his Avoid His Daddy cave. His bedroom furniture had made it up to the third bedroom which had emptied out when Troy had taken the contents to Win's apartment. With that last box, he was officially moved in, and he was hating the thought of unpacking the boxes.

      “What goes to the bedroom besides the suitcases, baby?”

      “The box that says toys.”

      “Do we need to empty out an entire drawer for your toys?”

      “We might need to buy a trunk.”

      “I got all you need, baby.”

      “That might be true, but a man of your age, you might need—”

      “There's a child entering the room,” Troy yelled from outside.

      “I think you're way passed the age of consent unless you like to call Win Dad—”

      He laughed as he was hit with a shoe that flew through the opened front door. “Daddy, Troy is throwing things at me. See how he treats his soon-to-be stepfather.” He ducked a second shoe and barely stayed on his feet as he laughed at Troy mouthing I will kill you from the top step of the porch.

      “Daddy, your son is extremely violent.”

      “I think you just bring it out in him.”

      He huffed as Brent carried boxes and suitcases upstairs. His man was sexy as fuck with his muscles bunching under his t-shirt.

      “I can't even tell you not to look anymore.”

      “I know, isn't it great?”

      “You're tiny, I could so hide your body, and the hole wouldn't have to be that deep, well except for your ass.”

      “My ass is amazing. Even Da—”

      “Don't even finish that.”

      He laughed as Troy collected his shoes he'd used as weapons. They finished carrying the boxes to their assigned rooms. Most of them heading downstairs until he could go through them later. He hadn't lived with anyone since college, and that was a dorm roommate who he barely saw. What if Brent found him annoying being around him all the time?

      He stretched his sore back as he strode to the kitchen to grab a water. He groaned as strong fingers started massaging along his spine.

      “You're going to need a long soak after today.”

      “I won't argue. Is there anything else that needs moved?” He handed the opened bottle to Brent and turned to look up at the big man. Brent leaned down, and he tilted his chin, kissing his man's gorgeous smile. Enjoying the roughness of Brent's four-day stubble.

      “No, all your stuff is downstairs for your Miller Cave. We'll have to share. I can't move my gym elsewhere.”

      “I think I can deal with that. You know I love watching you work out.”

      “I'll never get tired of my boy telling me he loves looking at me.”

      He stroked his palms over Brent's powerful chest and felt the muscles flex under his touch. “Sexiest man I've ever met.”

      “Perks of having a younger boyfriend, he can stroke my middle-aged ego.”

      “At least I give good benefits.” He lowered his chin and batted his lashes as he stroked his fingertips down Brent's growing bulge. Brent's hips jerked a bit into his touch, and his big body shifted to block what they were doing from the doorway.

      “Oh, the benefits are amazing. And now that you're in our house, I can take advantage of them even more.” Brent wrapped his huge hand around the side of his neck and used his thumb to tip his head back. Firm lips stroked across his, and the kiss turned hotter for a moment.

      “I do like your rope skills.”

      “We get rid of the kids, and I'll keep you tied to my bed for the next two days.”

      “Sounds a bit kidnapper-ish.”

      “Why do I love you again?”

      “Because I am beyond adorable, and I'm so hilarious.”

      “Very true, but be honest with me, are you okay with the move?”

      “I like that you're worried, and I'm a little nervous. I've never lived with anyone before. Right before the sneak attack, I was going to talk to you about moving in, but you took advantage of me when I was weak from sex.”

      “Well, I need to find the things to use to my advantage.”

      “You nervous about living with me?”

      “Baby, I wouldn't want you anywhere else, but we've been kinda going at lightspeed. I just don't want you to regret being with me.”

      “Never, Brent. I'm just worried about you getting sick of me and my annoying ways.”

      He'd thought his man would laugh, but instead, Brent roughly pinched his chin, forcing him to stare right into Brent's gaze. “Miller, there is one thing you will learn, I will never get sick of you. I love every quirk. You're an amazing man. Independent and strong. You'd give up everything for the ones you love. If it's up to me, you'll be here for the rest of our lives together. Never think I love you less for being you. Do you understand me?”

      The fierceness of Brent's tone took his breath away. His man's expression and eyes showed him Brent meant every word and that he was it for Brent. His experience made him cautious, and he hated that it had upset Brent.

      “Y-yes. I'm sorry.”

      Brent gave him the sweetest kiss, and his eyes burned at how much he felt loved.

      “Baby, don't apologize. I'm not like those other men. I appreciate everything about you. You're it for me, and I'm hoping you feel the same.”

      He was too choked up to reply, so he simply nodded and melted into Brent when the big man embraced him. He pressed his face to Brent's chest, inhaled the man’s scent, and found comfort in that. Every day he was amazed by the way Brent loved him—treated him. All of it was so different from what he was used to, and he still didn't know how to react sometimes.

      “Can we have a new house rule…no public displays of obscene affection?”

      “Come in a minute later ya might have really seen something obscene,” he answered.

      Troy did that growling thing Win was so good at but wasn't quite able to pull off. He laughed as Brent stepped to the side and he lost it more at the murderous look on his best friend's face. Driving Troy crazy was one of his favorite pastimes.

      “Dad's going to be a widower before the wedding.”

      “Tad violent, aren't we?” he joked, but the thought of saying I do was one of his long-buried Brent dreams.

      “Just wait until we're alone, it's on, Miller, it's on.”

      “Troy, I'm with your father, maybe you should've said something before, we might have—”

      As Troy lifted his foot to remove his shoe again and a chuckling Win was grabbing Troy around the waist, he darted to hide behind Brent and peeked around him. Bella shoved her tiny body around her dads and huffed like she was completely put out. Brent bent down to pick up their granddaughter and cuddled her to his chest.

      “It's sad when my granddaughter has more sense than my grown child.”

      He couldn’t help giggling as Brent moved around the kitchen, gathering stuff to make dinner one-armed as he carried on a conversation with Bella. He crossed his arms and leaned back against the island. Win and Troy cuddled sharing a kiss and a quiet conversation. Even as much as he was included, he'd always felt on the outside, but Brent was his, and he had the family he’d always wanted.

      The corner of his mouth tugged upward as Brent darted a look over his broad shoulder and held out his free arm. He didn't hesitate to join his man and Bella. It was all so natural, and he couldn't imagine being happier than he was at that moment.
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      He finished going through showing Frankie the scheduling, invoice, and payroll systems. Frankie Hauser was only one of ten people who'd applied through the ad he'd placed in the local college paper. He'd taken Miller's advice, one kid had come in still reeking of weed, another was a young woman who had come in looking like she was on the set of a naughty secretary porn set, and from there they'd all went downhill.

      They typically closed on weekends, but that didn't mean weekends weren't required on rare occasions and no one wanted to work weekends. He'd nearly hired Frankie as soon as the kid walked in because the application said he'd work seven days a week. Frankie had limited experience but did know about working in offices.

      He just couldn't handle a repeat of the Janet debacle. He'd had to fire her and one of his best guys when the office hookup resulted in a divorce, not to mention several breakups. He didn't want to deal with that shit again. Pissed off wives and girlfriends, also a boyfriend or two hadn't been his idea of a fun time. Frankie seemed to be a hardworking kid with a single-minded goal of becoming a doctor, but he needed a job to help with tuition, not to mention rent and bills.

      “Frankie, don't be so nervous, you'll do great.” Brent tried to reassure his newest employee. The kid was almost painfully thin, and the dark circles under the kid's eyes were a dead giveaway that the young man wasn't sleeping. He saw a lot of himself in Frankie. He was on his own trying to make it and was a few years away from medical school.

      “I know, I know, I'll be fine.”

      He didn't believe a word the kid said. Frankie looked overwhelmed.

      “Listen, I showed you everything, payroll and invoicing is easy, just fill in the information. Someone is always around, and most of the guys know how to run the system. Just learn the process that works for you, and it'll all run smoothly.”

      “Thank you, Mr. Canter.”

      “Call me Brent. We don't stand on ceremony around here.” It was the fifth time that morning he'd told Frankie to knock off the Mr. Canter bullshit.

      “I don't want to overstep or disappoint you.”

      “Frankie, I'm not expecting you to know everything from day one. I was you a long time ago. College and job full-time, also a baby.”

      “A baby?”

      “You'll meet Troy. He's married to Win. You met Win briefly on his way out.”

      “He's gay?”

      The shock on Frankie's face was almost amusing. Over six-feet of tattooed, bad attitude that was Win always drew some shocked expressions, but he didn't understand why. The way a person looked or acted didn't guarantee whether they were straight, gay or whatever.

      “Along with most of the men who work for me. We're a no discrimination work environment. Feel free to be yourself.”

      He heard the door open behind him, and he glanced over his shoulder. Miller approached with a smile on his cute face. Miller wore a t-shirt and jeans; his usual Gertrude is out of town office wear. The pants molded to slim legs and trim hips. He had already headed off to work before Miller had rolled out of bed. He grinned remembering their early morning call so he could listen to his boy get off. Those were the highlight of his day besides going home to Miller every night.

      “Hey, baby.”

      “Hi, Daddy.”

      He shook his head at Miller and his little man's flirty grin. He loved Miller more every day. Living with Miller felt completely right as if Miller had always belonged in his house and bed.

      “Is that Troy?” Frankie asked.

      He groaned at Frankie's question, but he didn't have a chance to answer as Miller tucked himself under his arm. Miller tipped his chin, and he gave his little man a quick kiss. He burst out laughing as he saw Frankie's face.

      “Baby, meet Frankie, our new receptionist, and Frankie, this is my little man, Miller.”

      “Otherwise known as the better half,” Miller quipped.

      “Oh…ohhhhh.”

      “Um, am I missing something?” Miller asked.

      “He asked if you were Troy.”

      Miller's loud snort made him laugh again then he noticed the bright red of Frankie's face.

      “Don't be embarrassed. I've been teasing Brent by calling him Daddy so long it just kinda stuck like a term of endearment. Most of the guys just roll their eyes and move on.”

      He was so glad his little man didn't go into more detail. Frankie was nervous enough, and he'd like to keep a receptionist longer than one day. Boss, receptionist, and handyman were starting to wear him down. He hated paperwork with a passion.

      “So, why am I so lucky today?”

      “I wanted to take my man to lunch, if he has time.”

      “For you, always. I just have to send a few emails, and there's a renovation job I want Clay to look at.”

      “How's Clay doing?”

      “Great, I'm going to have to buy Win a lot of beer to thank him for sending him my way.”

      “We have to watch Bella and Red one night. I'm sure Clay would like a night to himself.”

      Clay was a single dad. From the story Win had told him, the big ginger’s best friend had acted as a surrogate. He had a feeling Miller was trying to adopt another granddaughter for them. Miller loved his time with Bella so much, and Bella loved her Papa.

      “Frankie, you can take lunch or hang out to familiarize yourself with the office.”

      “Thank you, Mr…Brent.”

      “It was nice meeting you, Frankie, you'll have to give me your number so we can invite you over to the house for dinner.”

      “That's very…um, nice.”

      He frowned. He had a feeling Frankie didn't get treated nicely. His curiosity wanted him to dig for more information, yet he knew people liked their privacy. Although, he told himself he'd keep an eye on the younger man. Frankie's thinness could be natural, but the exhaustion that made the younger man's face pale and gaunt wasn't. When people worked for him, they weren't just employees but family.

      “We're a big family around here, and now that includes you.”

      He smiled at Miller for voicing his thoughts. He loved how easily Miller used we, and he smiled as he took Miller's hand and led him to his office. As soon as he had the door closed behind them, he turned and pushed Miller back against the door.

      “Hi, baby.”

      Miller raised his arms and wrapped them around his neck, playing with the hair at his nape.

      “Hi, Daddy, did you miss me?”

      “Always,” he whispered. He lowered his head until he met Miller's mouth, his little man's soft lips conforming to his. His groan was involuntary, and he crushed his boy to his body. He broke the soft kiss and rested his forehead to Miller's. A month of living together and every day seemed like a dream come true. “How did I get so lucky?”

      “Daddy, I'm the lucky one. You're happy and healthy, and all mine.”

      “What happens if I'm not healthy one of these days?” He hated to ask but the all-clear might not be there next year or the year after, and he was older than Miller.

      “Well, I'll do the same thing as I did before. We're not guaranteed days, Brent. I loved you through sickness, and if one day we must move another hospital bed into the living room, I'll be there to hold you. I'll wash your face with a cool rag and kiss your chapped lips. Wouldn't you do the same for me?”

      Miller left him in a state of awe. The young man who'd only been his son's best friend had grown into an amazing, loving and kind man. “Yes.” He raised his hand and stroked his fingertips across Miller's soft cheek.

      “Then don't worry about tomorrow or the next doctor visit. My love doesn't come with conditions. A receding hairline, a belly, the big C, I love you for all you've done and who you are. I'm not always going to be so adorable. You've seen me in the mornings.”

      “Oh, I've seen you, all curled up on me like a blanket. Drooling on my chest and snoring, so sexy.”

      “I'm being nice, and you're just being an asshole.” Miller shoved at his chest.

      “Miller, you're perfect to me, always have been.”

      “Then why didn't we get our shit together sooner?”

      “Because I'm a stubborn bastard who thought I was nowhere near good enough for you.” He gave Miller another quick kiss and stepped away to go to his desk.

      “That's such bullshit.”

      He sat down and watched the unconsciously seductive movements of Miller's body as his boy approached. Then Miller flopped into the chair placed in front of his desk. He opened his email program and started his reply to a supplier's bid for materials they needed.

      “Why is it bullshit?” He turned to stare at Miller.

      “I'm far from perfect.”

      “Baby, I don't require you to be perfect, I sure as fuck ain't. You ready to move out yet?”

      “No, you're not getting rid of me that easy. I waited a long time to say I got the man of my dreams. Now, finish work so we can go have lunch and maybe stop by home for a quickie.”

      “Or we can christen my desk.”

      “Finish your work, and we can do just that.”

      He turned back to his computer and wrote his emails quicker than he ever had. Every minute he was able to spend with Miller was precious to him. He loved the moments they loved on each other and the times he could just walk down the street holding Miller's hand. He hadn't realized how miserable he'd been without his little man. Contentment had turned into a trap, pretending that he didn't need or want more had made it easier to forget the dreams he'd put aside.

      Miller had made everything better, and he had no intention of losing his man. He'd loved the man far too long to let him go.
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      The house was quiet except for the sounds of thunderstorms coming from Bella's room. Brent and the rest of the guys were behind schedule on a renovation job, so, they were pulling extra hours to finish it. He moved around the house picking up toys and stowing coloring books and crayons in Bella's drawer in the kitchen.

      He removed his phone from the charger and leaned against the counter. He pressed the speed dial for Troy and listened to the rings.

      Troy's amusement was clear as he answered, “Ready for me to pick her up already?”

      “No, my granddaughter is just fine. She's asleep with her thunderstorms playing, and I just finished picking up the house.” He turned around and started to make a pot of coffee. Brent would be home soon, and he didn't want to be asleep when his man got there. He hated missing dinner with Brent.

      “Aw, don't you just sound so domestic.”

      “Bite my ass.” He growled, but he couldn't contain his smile. Since he'd moved in three months before, he loved doing all the couple things. Watching a TV show or a movie, having dinner, talking in bed until they fell asleep. And the sex was amazing.

      “Not in this lifetime. So, what's going on?”

      “We're good right?” They'd gotten past the distance between them the last few months, but he still felt there was a bit of a divide there. Both their lives had changed in the last few years. Troy had married and had a family. Yet, he missed the lunches and the phone calls, the nights they just went out for drinks.

      “We're fine, Miller. It's not like I haven't seen you lusting after my dad for years and years.”

      “I love him, ya know.” He hit the Brew switch on the coffeemaker, then traced the grout line on the marble countertop.

      Troy's laugh was loud in his ear. “No one who saw you around him wouldn't think you weren't hopelessly in love. Win was right, though.”

      “Right about what?”

      “You were there, every day. I watched the two of you more than once. Dad was always the happiest when you showed up. I was a little jealous of that.”

      He snorted. “No, you weren't.”

      “I so was. Things weren't easy for him. Dad was always capable and strong, and then he got to the point he couldn't even care for himself. Felt less of a man when I treated him differently, but the way you did…it was the same as always. You flirted and showed him affection.”

      “He was still Brent.”

      “Yeah, but people see the sickness and not the person, and they treat them accordingly. I was guilty of it. I wanted him to live for me because I wasn't ready to let him go.”

      “I was selfish too, Troy. But he didn't take me seriously because it's what I always did. Every day I showed up, I savored his warmth and the freedom to curl up with him even if it was just for him to sleep with his head on my chest.”

      “If he didn't take you seriously, do you think he would've fallen in love with you? Maybe while he was sick his guard was down and he let himself see more than he was willing to admit. You're good for Dad, and yeah, I'm a little weirded out that my best friend is dating my dad. Yet if I'm honest, it was going to happen sooner or later. And you can't tell me you're not happier than you've ever been.”

      “No, I won't lie and deny that I'm right where I've always wanted to be. I just wanted to make sure we're okay.”

      “We're good. How about next weekend? Win can be on Bella duty, and we can go to the club like we used to.”

      “I'd love that.”

      “Win just text me to say he was on his way home.”

      “I'll let you go, that means Daddy”—Troy groaned—“will be home soon too.”

      “I hate you.”

      “Aw, no you don't.”

      They talked a few more minutes before he disconnected the call and made himself a cup of coffee. He headed to the living room to curl up on the couch and wait for Brent to come home. He felt better after having talked to Troy. He sipped his coffee and flipped through channels, nothing on interested him, but he stopped on a gory movie he'd watched a hundred times.

      An hour later he listened to the door open, he set his mug on the end table and tipped his head back to smile up at an exhausted-looking Brent. Brent leaned down to kiss him, and he raised his arm, then ran his fingers through the hair at Brent's nape. He massaged the tight muscles.

      “You look like shit.”

      “I love you too.” Brent straightened and walked around to lie down on the couch, his head on Miller's thigh.

      He tenderly scratched Brent's scalp. Just the way Brent liked and would relax him. “You want me to heat up your dinner?”

      Brent shook his head. “No, we got takeout delivered to the site.”

      “Did you finish?”

      “We did. That custom molding the clients wanted fucked us up. Especially since the company was a week behind schedule.”

      “But it's done now, and you can relax.”

      “Yeah, I'm going to be lazy with you all day tomorrow. I'd say we'd stay in bed all day, but Bella ain't gonna let that happen. Did you two do okay without me?”

      “Well, we went shopping for new shoes. I took her to get her hair trimmed. Troy had made the appointment without realizing it was your weekend. Then we made dinner, cuddled and watched cartoons, and then it was bath, story, and bedtime.”

      “I told Clay we'd take Red when we get Bella next time, is that okay?”

      “That will be great.”

      “You okay, baby?”

      “I'm perfect, now that you're home. Have I told you how much I love you lately?”

      Brent acted like he was thinking hard and he chuckled as he tugged at Miller’s hair. “Baby, you show me every day. Telling you to move in was the best decision I ever made.”

      “So, you're not sick of me yet?”

      “Baby, we could live together fifty years, and I'd never regret making you mine.”

      He bit his bottom lip, and he knew he probably looked sappy as fuck with his eyes getting teary. Brent had always made him feel good about himself—accepted.

      “You ready for bed?” he asked.

      “So ready, but I need a shower first. Want to join me?”

      “I thought that was a given.”

      Brent quickly got to his feet, and he squeaked as the big man pulled him off the couch. He giggled as he was thrown over Brent's shoulder and the big man jogged toward the stairs, and then to the bedroom. He kept quiet when Brent paused to check on Bella on the way. Brent didn't put him down until the door was closed and locked. When they were ready to sleep, they'd unlock it in case Bella needed them.

      They didn't say anything as he stripped off Brent's hoodie and threw it on top of the hamper. He grabbed the fabric over Brent's abs and tugged him toward the bathroom. Then Brent started to undress.

      “No, let me.”

      Brent nodded, and he felt his man's gaze on him as he slowly removed Brent's clothes, knelt to untie Brent's boots. He leaned in and nuzzled the hard bulge. He inhaled the scent of sweat and man. He finished undressing Brent and stood. He raised his hand to trace the thick scar that started on Brent's side and around to his back. He'd lost count of the times he'd cleaned and redressed it.

      “People always appreciate the person or thing they lost when it was too late. I wanted you to know before you left me.”

      Brent's hand cupped his face and forced his gaze up. “You're one of the reasons I wanted to live. Leaving my family wasn't an option even when it was too much to go on.”

      Emotion choked him, but he didn't have to say a word because Brent kissed him softly when he stripped him bare. When Brent turned away, he pressed himself to the bigger man's back. He caressed his lips to the indent of Brent's spine. Savored the warmth and strength as Brent started the shower, then took his hand to move him toward the stall.

      He was pulled into the steamy interior of the shower and held close to Brent. They shared kisses as they washed each other’s hair and bodies. They were both turned on, but he loved how they ignored that. He felt loved and there was no hurry to get off. He moaned and whimpered, each sound he made was echoed by one of Brent's. It was frustrating yet perfect—it wasn't all about the fuck.

      “Brent?”

      “Yes, baby?” Brent drew his fingertips down the shallow valley of his spine.

      “I love you.”

      “I know, I knew even before you said the words. It was there in every touch, kiss, every time you held me. You've always left me in awe of how much you cared. I love you, too.”

      No more words were exchanged as they got out of the shower, dried each other off and then slipped into bed. They loved each other until they were too exhausted to move. It was slow and intense, words unnecessary to convey what they felt. It was in every caress and kiss, the sharpness of a gasp and the gruffness of moans. He loved and was loved, every dream wrapped into a perfectly imperfect package. It was everything.
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      What the fuck was he doing? He'd taken the day off to clean the house, make Miller his favorite foods and picked him up those fancy truffles he loved. They were going to celebrate their six-month anniversary. Yeah, he knew typically it was yearly anniversaries, but he'd been planning this since his boy moved into their house. Miller's touches were everywhere. He even had his Avoid the Daddy Cave sign on the basement door that had a flip sign to tell him if he was allowed in or not.

      He loved how he woke up most mornings with Miller completely draped over his body. The scent of Miller's shampoo and lotion infused every corner of his house. He didn't even mind the thousands of candles set around that he was supposed to never light. Even the things that his boy thought would drive him crazy he loved. He needed Miller to feel at home and comfortable to spread out—to make the place his as well.

      After he arranged blankets and pillows in front of the fireplace, lit the candles he'd bought so he could burn them, he surveyed his work. His mind started to wander, and it was bittersweet.

      Three years ago, a hospital bed stood in the middle of the room. One particularly hard night, when he’d laid there trying to come up with the way to tell his son he couldn’t fight anymore, Miller had shown up, and his world had been made right.

      

      The door slammed, and he didn't want to see anyone. He'd discussed his options with his doctor earlier, and it was time to stop fighting. Tears burned his eyes, and he turned away to pretend he was asleep.

      “Hey, Daddy. Looking exceptionally sexy this evening.”

      The mattress of the hospital bed dipped, and he had a lapful of adorable man. Miller's soft fingertips stroked over his bald scalp. He was tired of it all. The fighting and sickness, all he wanted was for it to end.

      “Hey, Brent, what's wrong?”

      Miller's soft, lush lips met the gauntness of his cheek where it was sunken from his weight loss. The man's touch was so gentle as Miller turned him to look at him. He'd never seen someone more beautiful. He felt so pathetic how much comfort he found in being touched outside his medical needs.

      “I didn't wake you, did I? How about a cuddle and a movie? It's just us tonight. I have Daddy all to myself.”

      He shuddered and hoped the man thought it was because he was chilled. His body hadn't responded to anyone in months, except with Miller. He felt the ache, but he didn't get hard. It had been so long since he felt like a man. Another kiss brushed his cheek, then the corner of his eye to catch the tear that slipped free.

      “You don't have to talk. You don't even have to acknowledge I'm here, but I'm going nowhere. One day, this bed will be gone, and you'll be up and about. You'll be making me my favorite food. I'll get to look at all the sexiness.”

      He felt the corner of his mouth twitch.

      “Oh, yeah. You'll be all sexy in those low-slung jeans and that toolbelt.”

      He was in a weird limbo between amused and turned on. He rolled his head on the pillow.

      “Ah, there's my man.”

      “What if I can't do this?”

      “You can. You're not alone. Troy is here. More importantly, you need to survive to make sure my fantasy of the hot handyman taking advantage of me comes true.”

      “It hurts so much. I'm so fucking tired.”

      “Well, Daddy, you know what you need?”

      He didn't have a chance to answer as the head of the bed started to lower, and Miller carefully laid down, helping him turn onto his side. He placed his head on Miller's chest. His eyes closed at the strong beat under his ear. Tender kisses were brushed over the top of his head.

      “Daddy, you just sleep, and I'll be right here when you wake up, and if you don't, you'll know you weren't alone.”

      

      “Daddy, what are you doing home?” Miller's voice broke into the past.

      He was stuck there for a minute until slim arms hugged his waist. It took him a bit to come back to himself and shake off the memory. Miller had given him a choice—live or die—the man would be there no matter his decision.

      “Hey, where are you?”

      The concern in Miller's voice was clear, and he hated making his little man worry. He shook off the past and turned to embrace him. He lifted Miller until slim legs wrapped tightly around him.

      “Just remembering. You're home too early. I wasn't done yet.”

      He smiled down at his boy's cute face. Then he noticed the moment Miller noticed the setup.

      “What are you doing?”

      “Well, it's our six-month anniversary since you moved in and I made you dinner, got you truffles.” He didn't think, just lowered them both to the ground, and he rested heavily between his boy's thighs. Even after months, he still got the same thrill at being able to love on Miller like he'd wanted. He stroked the curves of Miller's face, brushed kisses to his mouth and his cock started hardening.

      “Truffles.” Miller's voice was almost obscene as he moaned that single word.

      “Wow, decimate a man's ego that you moan louder for chocolate than you do for his cock.”

      “But, Daddy, it's chocolate.” Miller's fingers played through his hair.

      “Why do I try?” He rolled away to lie on his back.

      “Aw, come on, you're so romantic.”

      Just like time hadn't gone by, he had a lapful of adorable man straddling his thighs. He had it all planned. Wanted his proposal to be perfect because that's what Miller deserved.

      “I just want you to know how much I appreciate you being here, for every time you were here.”

      “Where else would I want to be?”

      He reached into his pocket and pulled out the simple gold rings. Miller's eyes widened, and Miller stared from him to the rings and back.

      “Miller, there were so many times I wanted to give up. You treated me like I was still a man. I thought it was just you trying to make me smile, but, fuck, even at my worst, you made me feel wanted. The night at that party when I kissed you, my entire life changed. I couldn't deny what you were to me. When you moved in, I thought that was enough to make me happy, but it wasn't.”

      “Brent.”

      He shook his head. “I want you to be Miller Canter. Want to watch you walk toward me looking all beautiful and hear you say I do. Miller, please say yes, marry me. Live with me for the rest of our lives, however long that is.”

      He waited as Miller just stared and he patiently waited for his man to process.

      “You want to marry me?”

      “More than anything. I want to curl up with you every night. Spend weekends with our granddaughter. Grow old together. Celebrate every milestone. So, you going to answer me.”

      “Yes.”

      “Yes, you're going to answer me, or yes you're going—”

      “Don't be difficult, Daddy! Do it, now.” Miller held out his hand.

      He sat up quickly and handed Miller the larger ring, then slipped the band onto his man’s slim finger. It was as if every tense muscle in his body eased, and when Miller gasped as the ring was all the way on, he smiled. He held out his left hand, and his man was shaking so badly it took him twice to get the matching band onto his finger. He grabbed Miller's hand and brought it to his mouth.

      “You'll never regret this. I'll do everything to make you happy.”

      “Brent, there's not a minute in my life since I've known you that I haven't been happy just being with you, even when you broke my heart.”

      “I love you, boy.”

      “Not as much as I love you, Daddy.”

      The kiss they shared went from a sharing of happiness to something hotter, until they were both naked on the blankets. The pain of the past disappeared and it was just two men sharing the love they had for each other. Sealing the start of their lives together. Their groans melded into one as he slid into his boy and everything came into focus. He'd only dwelled on the impossibility of loving Miller. As they came together, pleasure intensifying until neither of them could hold on, and he realized love wasn't impossible because he'd taken his chance. And all his dreams had come true.
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      The voices were loud from the backyard. The scent of the grill wafted through the opened door to the patio. He moved around the kitchen making sure all the sides were done. Brent oversaw the grill. For some reason that was the big man's area. He picked up a big bowl and squeaked as Bella and Clay's daughter, Red, barreled through the kitchen and circled his legs.

      “You two go outside and play, please.”

      Bright ginger curls bounced as Red ran out the door with Bella right on her heels. He laughed as he picked up another bowl and followed them. The picnic table on the patio was pushed to the side, and he started to set up everything.

      “Daddy, how much longer?” he yelled to be heard over the music and voices. Gruff laugher joined an indignant yell from Troy at the question.

      “Fifteen minutes. Come here. You haven't kissed your husband in a whole hour. I'm feeling very middle-aged needy.”

      “Aw, my poor old man.” He jogged to Brent, lifted onto his toes and kissed him quickly. “I have to get the rest of the stuff.”

      “I'll help.” Frankie ascended the steps with Clay behind him.

      “Thanks, Frankie.” The boy was way too thin, but he was one of those naturally thin people who could eat anything they wanted and never gain a pound. He missed his early twenties metabolism.

      “I'll help, too. You put up with Red all night.”

      “Bella wanted her to spend the night…it wasn't a problem.” He shook his head at Clay then turned away to go back inside. He handed a tray of plates and utensils to Frankie and smiled up at the young man and sent him back outside.

      Frankie hadn't settled into their little Canter extended family yet, but he was trying. Brent joked that he'd taken over adopting all the employees. Rarely a weekend went by where he wasn't inviting them over for a barbecue or a beer, maybe cards. Most of these men had kept Brent's business going while he was unable and he knew Brent appreciated each one. The Canter Handyman crew was more than just boss and co-workers, a lot of them didn't have family. So he made sure they were always welcome, especially Clay and Red.

      The big ginger man was a bit on the shy side, and he was an odd contrast beside Win. They were almost exact opposites of each other, and he wondered how they remained friends over the years. Where Win was a bit loud and abrasive on occasion, Clay was laidback and quiet. Seemed to study everything around him, and the single dad made sure everyone knew Red came first.

      “How's Elsa settling in?”

      “She likes her place, but she doesn't know too many people but me and Red. She’s starting to make friends at work. I really want to thank you and Brent for letting Red come and play with Bella. I'm sure she has more fun with her than me.”

      “I'm sure that's not true.”

      “I really do appreciate it. Grandpa and Papa are her favorite topics, especially you taking her with you for nails and all. That's just—”

      “Don't thank me. We're family around here. Just take those two, and I think that's it. Y'all better be hungry.”

      “You have twenty men and their partners and kids outside.”

      “If not, I'll send leftovers home.”

      He smiled as Clay easily picked up the massive serving bowls and he disappeared outside. He returned to the patio, picked up Brent's beer and took a sip. He wasn't much of a drinker, so he only ever took a sip or two from whatever Brent had or had a glass of wine. Being drunk didn’t work out for him. He always ended up making a fool of himself.

      “Thank you for this.”

      “Thanks for what, baby?”

      “These men mean a lot to you and I know you might think I'm insane taking over, but a lot of them don't have places to go.”

      Brent closed the lid on the grill and turned to him. “Miller, I've told you, you'd give up your life for the ones you love and care about, it's what I love. These men and their partners gave up a lot of personal time and never once complained. Thank you.”

      “And I do kinda like having a second granddaughter. Red is so adorable!”

      “Of course you do, and she is.”

      “But really, thank you for all this, I'd always felt on the outside, and when I got you, I got gifted with a massive extended family.”

      “Baby, whatever you want or need, I'd do whatever I had to do to make sure you got it. Your happiness is everything to me.”

      He cuddled to Brent's side and looked out over the yard—men huddled in circles talking, some men were cuddled up with their husband or wives, or partners. There was laughter and kids running around. He didn't realize how much this was something he wanted. They might find him annoying with his mother-hen qualities, but each of the people in this yard were special, and they were his.
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