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Simple Man, Simple Dream
Deacon spent his life as a single dad raising his daughter, Delaney. Now he’s retired, and his only job is taking care of his toddler granddaughter, Winter. But he’s also lonely and needs more out of life than that. Enter hot, hunky—and much younger—Ryland.
Deacon is the Daddy Dom of Ryland’s dreams, and the answer to his prayers. He honestly doesn’t care about their age difference because everything else between them is too perfect to pass up. Just one problem—Delaney isn’t happy about their age difference, and she’s bound and determined to break them up.
But when an emergency hits, risking not only Deacon’s life, but Winter’s, will Ryland step up, step in, and finally show Delaney once and for all why he deserves to be in their lives? Or will Ryland’s first real shot at true happiness be cruelly ripped from his hands before he even has a chance to enjoy it?
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Chapter One
 
“Holy fuck,” Deacon Knowles softly muttered before he took a long drag off his cigar and blew smoke rings in the air. He was currently watching as a gorgeous little blond twink got his holes filled by three equally gorgeous guys on Kent Corwin’s pool deck, not ten feet away from him. Two in his ass, and one plowing his mouth all the way to the balls with what looked like a good ten inches of meat.
Not bad at all.
He reached down and squeezed his own cock, which was happy with the view, albeit wishing for a hot mouth to be paying it some attention right now. He’d stripped down not long after the party started less than twenty minutes ago, and was now stretched out on a lounger.
Kent walked over, a grin on his face. Holy shit, was that guy hung. Not very long, but thick as a beer can, easily.
“Well?” Kent indicated the currently busy twink. “What do you think?”
“I think you’re a wonderful perv, and why the hell didn’t you invite me to one of these sooner, you rat bastard?”
Kent laughed as he settled into an empty chair next to him. This was the cigar area, with several ashtrays and chairs conveniently located for the men who enjoyed that. “Like I told you, I honestly didn’t know you were gay. I know you’ve talked about your daughter and granddaughter so much, even though I kinda got a vibe from you, I just assumed you were straight. My bad. Me of all people should know better.”
“Yeah, been single for a hell of a lot longer than I was married. Ex-wife was an alcoholic, left me when Del was only eleven months old, and drank herself to death two years later. Was too busy being a single dad and working to have much of a kinky social life before this.”
The only reason Kent knew for certain Deacon was gay now was after Deacon bumped into Kent and his two “boys” up at the Toucan in St. Pete last weekend. At the time, Deacon had been sucking face with a gorgeous young twink looking for a sugar Daddy.
Well, he wasn’t into the guy enough to give him sugar for more than just the weekend, but he’d enjoyed the hell out of giving him the Daddy part, including leaving his ass nicely imprinted with some gorgeous marks.
While Deacon was now officially retired, he’d known Kent for years via working with his company through the shipping company Deacon had been a regional manager for.
After running into each other at the Toucan, Kent had called him up on Monday and invited him to go out to lunch.
That’s when he told Deacon about his parties.
And now? Here he was.
Holy shit, all this time I’ve been wasting weekends up at the Toucan. This is waaaay better.
He took another drag off his cigar.
Kent leaned in. “I’ve actually got a guy I think would be perfect for you,” he whispered, “but he couldn’t make it this weekend. He’ll be here next Saturday, though. Can you make it? Smaller party, just a few people.”
He did a quick mental calculation to check the date. “Sure. Might not be able to stay super-late, though.” If Delaney had to work, his neighbor Ella could watch Winter for him, but he wouldn’t feel right about asking her to watch her into the early morning hours.
“Excellent. I’ll confirm with the guy. You’ll love him. Gorgeous fucking ass on him. Little more meat on him than a twink. About thirty-one, I think. Still in your target zone?”
“Oh, yeah.” Deacon squeezed his cock again as the twink getting plowed on the pool deck let out a moan when someone started jerking his cock for him.
Hey, he made no apologies that he liked younger men. As long as they were of consenting age and not douchebags. Would he love to settle down with someone? Sure, but he hadn’t yet found the right guy for him.
He’d spent the past twenty-seven years raising Delaney, and now helping raise Winter. He’d earned this retirement, and he’d damn sure enjoy it.
Someone called for Kent, and he looked, then stood, patting Deacon on the shoulder. “Duty calls. Enjoy yourself.”
“Thanks. I plan on it.” Wouldn’t be in that particular twink, who was getting plowed raw at both ends, but it would be in someone Deacon could bend over and unleash on.
Hey, he was fifty-eight, not a hundred and eight, and he’d finally hit a point he could be himself.
Well, to a certain extent.
There was only so much he could let hang out with a toddler at home.
 
* * * *
 
Deacon was still sitting there watching the twink—who now had three different guys taking a turn at him—when another guy walked up. Tall and slender, he had a willowy build to him, and blond hair that nearly touched his shoulders. Not usually the type he’d go for, but the hunger in the man’s blue eyes made Deacon’s cock twitch with interest.
The guy noticed, his gaze obviously lingering on Deacon’s cock before drifting up his body. Then he leaned in, smiling. “Helloooo, Daddy.”
Perfect.
Deacon transferred his cigar to his left hand and crooked a finger at the guy to lean in closer for a kiss. Deacon fisted his hair, not as hard as he wanted to, but firmly enough the guy gasped, his respectable cock giving a jerk of interest.
He put his lips to the guy’s ear. “Daddy likes to play rough, and Daddy doesn’t bottom. Daddy also wraps.”
The guy shivered. “Yay!”
He tugged on the guy’s hair to put him on his knees. “You can pay Daddy’s cock a little respect while I finish my cigar. Then I’ll take you inside and make you beg for me.”
The guy’s knees folded immediately as he knelt beside the lounger and leaned in, swallowing Deacon’s eight inches down to the balls in one go.
Deacon sucked in a breath and stroked the guy’s head. “Easy, there. Don’t make me pop. Just keep me hard.”
The guy moaned his assent and proceeded to do exactly that.
Deacon took another long drag off his cigar.
Now this is the life.
Twenty minutes later, he tapped the guy on the head and motioned for him to stand. Deacon stubbed out the tiny butt in an ashtray and reached down to the guy’s cock. Slender, just like he was, and about seven inches long. The guy was three inches taller than Deacon, which wouldn’t matter once he had him bent into a pretzel.
“Daddy doesn’t give orgasms without a little payout first,” he said. “Going to stripe your ass, because nothing I like better than fucking a freshly beaten ass.”
The guy shivered again, rubbing his body against Deacon. “Whatever Daddy wants, as long as there’s no cutting or watersports or stuff.”
Taking the man’s hand, Deacon led him into the house, where he spotted Kent across the room.
Deacon pointed toward the hallway, which led to the playroom, and then held a thumbs-up as a question.
Kent nodded and flashed him an okay sign.
Earlier, Kent had already shown him the entry code and covered the rules with him. Deacon led the guy down to the playroom.
“Oooh, yay!” his new toy breathlessly said.
Deacon punched in the code and let them in. “What’s your name?”
He smiled. “Whatever Daddy wants to call me.”
“Then tonight you’re Daddy’s slut.” He immediately led him over to the spanking bench and put him up on it. “Stay right there.”
Deacon walked over to the closet and picked a riding crop from the loaner toys. He didn’t want to go too crazy tonight. He’d left his own bag at home, locked in his closet, because he wasn’t sure if he’d even meet anyone that turned his crank tonight. Kent had assured him he could borrow stuff, and the man had not disappointed.
In the slightest.
He grabbed lube, a glove, and a condom, and returned to the bench. Thirty seconds later, he had three fingers on his left hand buried up to the knuckle in the guy’s ass, and the slut was happily moaning.
That’s when Deacon grabbed the riding crop and started striping the backs of his thighs, including a few well-placed shots on the seam between his ass and thighs, making the guy yelp and his ass clench around Deacon’s fingers.
Oooooh, yeah.
His own cock was throbbing, hard, screaming for relief by the time he moved the guy to the end of the bed twenty minutes later, positioned on his back. Deacon disposed of the glove, wrapped himself, shoved the man’s knees into his chest, and draped the guy’s ankles over his shoulders before sinking his cock into his ass.
“Perfect,” Deacon moaned.
He grabbed the guy’s wrists and pinned them to the bed as he slowly started fucking him. Like this, Deacon could easily grind on the guy for a good twenty minutes or so. Knowing the party was coming up, he hadn’t rubbed one out since Wednesday, wanting himself good and ready for at least one time. Might even manage a second one later on, if he found another guy he liked.
Below him, the guy whimpered and squirmed, needy, hungry for his own nut as his cock leaked pre-cum all over his abs. “Please make me come, Daddy.”
“Oh, you can come any time you want. If Daddy doesn’t fuck it out of you, I’ll jerk you off after I get mine, don’t worry.”
That led to more whimpers and whines that only made Deacon hornier and harder and made him slow down a little to savor it.
Once he found the perfect angle to draw a gasp out of the guy with every stroke, he took his time. He knew his cock was gliding over the guy’s prostate, pulling him closer to his own orgasm with every thrust.
And the guy was obviously deep in subspace. There was a deliciously glazed look in his eyes that Deacon loved seeing.
He fucked him, going hard and deep as he started closing in on that point of no return. That’s when the guy let out a moan and his ass started contracting around Deacon’s cock about the same time he started squirting cum all over himself.
“Good boy,” Deacon grunted, now really unleashing on him. He plowed him hard, his hands tightly fisted around the guy’s wrists as he pounded his cock into his ass. “Such a perfect little slut for me.” He let out a grunt as he finally came, filling the condom inside the guy’s ass. After a moment to catch his breath, he released the guy’s wrists, held the base of the condom to pull out, and headed to the bathroom to clean up.
When he returned to the bed, he stretched out on it and the guy curled up against him, a sated smile on his face.
“That was amaaaaaaazing, Daddy.” He reached up and stroked Deacon’s shaved head, then down, lower, over his neatly trimmed beard and mustache, which were mostly grey now. “This your first party at Kent’s?”
“Yeah. Not my last, either.”
The guy cuddled closer. “Feel free to ask me to play anytime.”
“You always fuck wrapped?”
He snorted. “Religiously. I rarely fuck anywhere but here. Worth it not to have to deal with d-bags. I make about one party a month. Sometimes Kent invites me to a second one, if he’s got a guy he thinks might like me. Not looking for long-term, though, only safe play. Too busy with work right now for anything more than friends-for-fucking.”
“Hmm.” The guy was becoming increasingly attractive to Deacon the more he talked.
Attractive for fucking around with and playing there at Kent’s. Not husband material, but interesting enough.
“Next time, I’ll bring my own gear,” Deacon said. “Maybe if the stars align, we can do this again.”
The guy happily sighed. “Sounds good.”
“So what is your name?”
He slyly smiled as he tipped his head back and met Deacon’s gaze. “Daddy said it’s ‘slut.’” He winked. “I prefer it that way.”
“Ah.” Excellent. “Then I guess I’m ‘Daddy.’”
“Of course you are.” He snuggled in again. “You want more with me? Or you want to go prowl around for fresh meat? Either way, I’d like at least another twenty minutes of cuddles, if that’s okay? Then I’m good to go.”
Wow. This guy was refreshingly direct.
He liked it. “You enjoy being tied up?”
“Only if you’re going to fuck me. And, FYI, I can take everything a lot harder than you were giving it to me, but you get a ten for the first time, because you were being a gentleman and not trying to burn me out.”
Deacon grabbed the guy’s hair and tipped his head back for a deep, hard kiss. “Then I guess Daddy’s just going to have to tie the slut up and see exactly how much he can take for round two.”
The man smiled. “Yay!”
 
Chapter Two
 
“Do you want fries with that?” Ryland Goodwin asked the drive-thru customer through the headset’s mic. He haaaated working Saturday night closing shifts, but he was the manager, and they were down three people due to a gastrointestinal bug.
That meant his ass was working overtime this week.
“Yeah, large fries, please.”
“That’ll be $6.42. Please pull forward to the second window.” He didn’t have the manpower to split the crew tonight, which meant it took a little longer to get orders out, but overall he could process the line faster than anyone else he had on the shift. He was actually doing double duty, running the drive-thru window register and a counter register.
Triple duty if you counted getting drinks for the drive-thru customers.
Quadruple duty if you counted he was the damn manager.
This is not how I want to spend Saturday nights for the rest of my life.
Normally, he didn’t have to work Saturdays nights, because he had seniority. He was the fucking manager, for chrissakes, and when he’d received the promotion, the owner told him one of the perks was being able to take most Saturdays off, if he wanted to. He worked about one or two Saturday mornings a month, on average, usually taking Saturdays and Sundays off, alternating a Friday or Monday off for when he had to work a full Saturday.
He’d worked there for fifteen years now—which was depressing as fuck, when he thought about it. He’d started there even before he’d graduated high school. But college wasn’t in his budget, and he hadn’t had the grades to get a scholarship.
And the longer he stayed, the more promotions he earned, until he was finally the last man standing.
Good or bad, he wasn’t sure.
Now, at thirty-one, it looked like this was his career. It wasn’t the world’s best pay, but he had health insurance that wasn’t too crappy, he didn’t need a roommate to afford his small apartment, he usually could tuck a few dollars into his savings account every month, and he’d just bought a good used car last year that was paying for itself in the money it saved him on gas and repairs compared to the beater he used to own.
There were people a lot worse off than he was, and he damn well knew it.
Plus, in addition to that, he earned on average anywhere from fifty to a hundred bucks a month between his blog, “Dishing the Grill,” and his YouTube channel. That income came from Amazon affiliate fees and monetizing videos he posted of him cooking stuff at home, or demoing cooking-related items, unboxing things, those kinds of videos. Never with his face visible, and never identifying himself, or where he was from, except to say he was on the Gulf coast of Florida. On the blog, he also posted funny and true stories from work, changing enough of the details to make the stories unidentifiable to his coworkers.
And he thought about the cookbook he’d like to maybe write one day. He had hundreds of recipes he’d customized or come up with himself, but he really didn’t have time for that, or even know how to go about writing and publishing it.
In some ways, he felt guilty about griping, even if only to himself, because he had an admittedly decent life. Not exactly the kind of life that sold magazines or made the headlines, but nothing to be ashamed of, either.
What really aggravated him was tonight, for the first time in forever, he was supposed to go to a private party.
A guys-only kind of party.
An anything-goes kind of party.
A couple of guys who owned a software company around the corner from the restaurant, a married couple who ate lunch there a couple of days a week, had stopped in after the lunch rush one day, pulled him aside, and quickly sussed out he was gay.
Apparently they and their third hosted these parties on a regular basis, and they were curious if he was interested.
Hell, yes, he was interested.
It was tough finding dates, even through apps, beyond getting out that he was a manager at a fast-food restaurant.
Then he usually received radio silence from that point on when the guy ghosted him.
What’s wrong with being an honest blue-collar worker?
Shit, he made good use of his apartment complex’s workout room. It was free, meaning no gym fees to pay, so he had a decent body, if he did say so himself.
Although, in retrospect, going to a gym might have opened up another dating stream to him, but now he wasn’t going to worry about that.
He had a lot of fantasies he’d like to work his way through, including finding an experienced Top to take him for a few turns around the block. He’d wanted to join Venture, the BDSM club in Sarasota, but he hadn’t been able to make himself do that yet. So a private party seemed to be the perfect answer.
Until everyone started getting sick around him that week, and he’d had to cancel.
Figures.
There was going to be another private party next weekend, a smaller one, that they’d also invited him to.
Come hell or high water, he was going to be there. He didn’t want to get dropped from the invite list before he’d even attended his first one because they thought he was a flake.
I just want to get spanked and laid. Is that too much to ask?
 
* * * *
 
By three a.m., Ryland was standing in his own shower and groaning as the hot water soothed his aching muscles and washed the smell of fries off him.
Ugh.
The irony was he rarely ate the food there, unless he didn’t have time to make his own lunch to bring with him. His body was one of the few things he did have complete control over, and he liked the way he looked. He wasn’t massively musclebound, but he had good definition and low body fat.
And a six-pack that actually looked like one.
Wasn’t like he had a lot of hobbies, and the exercise room was, again, free.
He’d also noticed that the videos he posted where his abs were visible usually had more hits, meaning more ad revenue.
The apartment complex had even upgraded and added an extra recumbent bike and a better treadmill when he’d asked about it six months ago after taking an informal poll of some of the regular users he bumped into there.
After his shower, he thought about dragging his laptop into bed with him and beating off to some leather Daddy porn, except he was sooo tired, and his feet ached like crazy.
Time to invest in new shoes.
That was an expense he knew he needed to stop begrudging so much, because good shoes made a world of difference when he was on his feet anywhere from fifty to sixty hours a week, on average. He went through this every time he needed to buy new ones, too. It took him a good couple of weeks of increasingly sore feet and lower back pain before he finally broke down, took the money from savings, and spent close to a hundred and fifty dollars on a pair of shoes.
Then he’d spend another week calling himself stupid, after his foot and back pain disappeared, for waiting so long to break down to do it.
And the cycle repeated every few months.
He finally decided no on the porn, and that he was too tired to rub one out. So he lay there and closed his eyes, happy that he could at least sleep in tomorrow. He’d approved overtime for one of the assistant managers, who’d volunteered to cover the shift.
Maybe next Saturday I’ll meet someone.
It wasn’t very likely, but he could hope. Sure, he expected he could easily meet someone to fuck him and maybe even beat his ass, but relationship material?
Doubtful. He wasn’t that lucky.
He was never that lucky.
How sad was it that the truth of that didn’t even shock him anymore?
 
* * * *
 
“Well?” Kent asked. He’d donned shorts and sat on the edge of the hot tub. All the other guests were gone, and the clean-up had concluded.
Deacon was currently lounging in the hot tub. He was spending the night tonight, since he didn’t have to be home, and had come prepared to do just that. “That was fucking amazing, man. Not rest-of-my-life amazing, but if the guy you’re introducing me to next week is a fraction as good, then I am in your debt, my friend.”
“We’ll see. I can tell you it was a work-related issue that kept him from coming out, and he was very disappointed to miss tonight.”
“Yeah, well, can’t blame a guy for that, I suppose.”
“No. Just wanted you to know he didn’t randomly flake, or have drama.”
Deacon shrugged. “No worries.”
“Me and the boys are heading to bed. Feel free to help yourself to anything in the kitchen. We’ll have brunch at some point tomorrow morning.”
“Thanks. Can’t stay real late. Need to head for home by noon, probably.”
“Cool.”
Kent headed back inside, leaving Deacon alone on the lanai. As the lights switched off in the house, leaving the soft glow of a few lamps to light the way to the guest bedroom, Deacon stared up at the stars. He’d fucked “slut” another time after tying him up, beating him, and edging him, then got the guy off.
All in all, one of the better nights he’d spent, in an adult fashion, in years.
Damn sure better than at the Toucan, where he needed to be super-careful of who he played with, and negotiate within an inch of his life before he even touched them.
Here, everyone started out with a few basic assumptions and rules in place that cut through some of the red tape of his usual negotiations. Kent did the screening, so better than good chances everyone was neg. No worries about someone getting butt-hurt if you insisted they wrap, or that you would wrap.
Red, yellow, and green were standard safewords, regardless of the activity going on.
In short—a lot less stress and a lot less work for a far greater return on his energy investment.
And I don’t have to drive to fucking St. Pete to get my rocks off.
Tonight, he’d ridden his Harley. With lovebug season in full bloom until recently, it’d been a few weeks since he’d taken the bike out. He never rode it over the Skyway, because that was just asking for trouble, and he wasn’t a young man.
There was a local riding club he went out with a few Sundays a month, sometimes Wednesday night meet-ups at local restaurants for bike or car shows. Mostly older folks like him, a few younger ones mixed in, people who rode for fun and weren’t looking for anything except a peaceful ride and maybe a burger and fries.
Still, he’d worn his leathers tonight, and his cock had throbbed at the appreciative looks he’d received from a few guys when he’d walked in.
Yeah, he wouldn’t deny it fluffed his ego having younger guys looking at him as if they were hungry for what he was serving.
Although it was growing increasingly tough to deny he wasn’t feeling as fulfilled as he’d hoped he would by this point in his life. He loved Winter and Del, no mistaking that, but he needed to be more than PopPop and Dad.
Finally, he dragged himself out of the hot tub, switched off the outside lights that were still on, and headed inside. He showered before heading to bed, naked.
No, he wasn’t a hard body anymore, but he was still in pretty darn good shape for his age, a few minor and easily controlled medical conditions notwithstanding.
Hell, slut had left a happy camper, so he couldn’t be too horrible.
Except as he lay there and played the evening over in his mind, he couldn’t deny the one troubling thought that kept percolating to the surface time and again.
It’d be nice to have someone to wake up with, for a change.
To cook dinner with.
Someone who was an adult and not related to him by blood, thank you very much.
Still, someone who’d like to call him Daddy when they were alone.
Someone he could call his.
 
Chapter Three
 
Early Monday morning, Deacon was awakened by a finger poking him in the forehead.
“PopPop. Wakey up.”
He pried his eyes open to see Winter sitting there next to him on the bed, her eyes about four inches from his.
“Where’s Mommy?”
“Getting my stuff outta da car.”
“What time is it?”
“Mommy’s early.”
No shit. He rolled over and squinted at the clock on his bedside table. 5:03.
Oh, holy shit. Two hours early. No wonder he wasn’t awake yet.
He groaned. “Okay, Pumpkin. Go push the button on PopPop’s go-juice for me, and wait for me there. I’ll be right out.”
She blew a wet raspberry in the middle of his forehead. “I’m on da job!” Then she climbed off of his bed and ran out of the bedroom.
Oooh, this was going to be a looong day. He could see it already. Fortunately, he’d pulled on sleeping shorts last night before he went to bed.
After turning his alarm off, he dragged himself out of bed and into the bathroom. Then he grabbed a pair of sleep pants and pulled them on, and a T-shirt, before he emerged from the bedroom to find a very exhausted-looking Delaney carrying in Winter’s stuff for the day.
“Sorry, Dad. I got called in early. I didn’t want to call to wake you up even earlier.”
“It’s okay, honey.” She worked as a CNA at a nursing home, and it was shitty hours, but at least she had decent health insurance for her and Winter, and the pay wasn’t too bad. Eventually, Del wanted to go back to school and get a full nursing degree. For now, at least she had a job, which was the important part.
Especially since the shitty loser who’d knocked her up was doing twenty years in prison for armed robbery. Fucker would never know Winter, either, because Deacon had paid the attorney out of his own pocket to file to revoke the fucker’s parental rights.
He didn’t want the bastard in any way affiliated with his little Pumpkin. Probably a good thing the fucker was in prison, too, because it meant Deacon couldn’t kill the sonofabitch.
Which is exactly what he’d wanted to do.
Once again, he resisted the urge to tell Del to just fucking move back in with him and end this bullshit once and for all.
Except the last time they’d lived together as adults, they’d nearly killed each other. Granted, she’d been pregnant and extremely hormonal and upset at the time, because the bastard had gotten arrested and she broke up with him, but it was more than that.
He loved his daughter. He loved his granddaughter. He’d kill or die for either of them.
But he and Delaney were too damn much alike. Their relationship was much better when they lived in separate abodes, able to get away from each other. Then, they were like the best of friends. That meant it was too easy to forget about wanting to wring each other’s necks when living together.
He found Winter standing in the kitchen, bouncing up and down in front of the coffeemaker where it was now bubbling and brewing. He left a step-stool right there, in front of the cabinet, specifically so she could hit the button when she arrived.
Normally, he was already awake and just lying in bed, waiting, when Del arrived to drop Winter off. Then, Winter would run into his bedroom to greet him and announce their arrival before running back to the kitchen to hit the button. A mug’s worth of coffee would usually be ready by the time he made it out.
Everyone was a winner.
Normally.
His little granddaughter seemed to be a morning person. Probably taking after her shitty father, no doubt. At least everything else about her seemed to be more Deacon and Del, including her looks. She had their brown eyes and brown hair.
Well, his hair had been brown, before it started falling out and turning grey, which was why he now shaved his head, something else Winter loved to help him with.
Del dropped Winter’s things on the couch and hurried over to hug him and kiss him good morning. “Sorry, Dad,” she said again.
He caught her arm, waiting until she stopped and actually focused on him. “It’s okay, honey. I’ll never say no to her. I’m glad I can do this for you.”
“Did you poke yerself yet, PopPop?” Winter asked.
Del tiredly smiled as she glanced down at her. “That’s good, honey. Make sure you remind PopPop to check his blood sugar.”
“For crying out loud, I got this, honey. They put me on that new medicine. It’s leveled my blood sugar out.”
“Yeah, well, I’m still going to worry.” She pecked his cheek once more. “I’ll text you at lunch to check in.”
“Heck, we might be on the open road, taking the Harley out for a spin,” he said, dropping Winter a playful wink that made her giggle. “Then we’re thinking about going and betting on the greyhounds this afternoon.”
Del laughed and poked him in the stomach, making him laugh. “At least she’ll be able to take care of herself by the time she’s in school.”
“Hopefully I’ll have taught her how to carve a shank out of a number two pencil by kindergarten.”
Del stuck her tongue out at him, then turned to go. “Hopefully I’ll be here by seven,” she said. “Depends on how short-handed we are today. Stomach bug going ’round, through staff and patients.”
“Ick. Okay, seriously, honey, why don’t you let me keep her for a couple of days? I’ll run by your place this afternoon and grab clothes for her. Last time, we almost had to put her in the hospital when she got it.” Poor Winter had been borderline dehydrated until they’d gotten her symptoms under control.
She paused. “You sure? I was kind of worried about that.”
“Honey, it’s okay.” He looked down at Winter. “You want to spend a few days with PopPop?”
She jumped up and down. “Yay!”
“See? Problem solved. And Mommy can have a few days to herself, like a mini-vacation.”
It looked like a weight lifted off his daughter’s shoulders. She returned and hugged him, hard. “Thanks, Dad. I love you.”
“Love you, too, sweetheart. Go on, we’ve got this.”
Once she’d left, he walked over to where he kept his blood sugar meter and checked his blood. He was within acceptable ranges. His diabetes wasn’t severe. It’d finally shown up a little over a year earlier, and it wasn’t like he was obese or anything.
But he had a family history of it, through both his mother and father, which meant Del and Winter would have to be careful. So he’d been modifying his diet—the hardest part had been learning to take his coffee without sugar, because he couldn’t stand the taste of artificial sweeteners—and his doctor had tweaked his meds, putting him on a new once-a-day thing that seemed to be helping. He’d also started teaching Winter healthy eating habits, opting for teaching her how to cook at this age, instead of relying on lots of prepackaged food that was full of garbage.
“Go turn the TV on, sweetheart. It’s a little too early to eat breakfast yet.” Which was the truth. He didn’t want to screw up his schedule. A morning off here and there was fine, but now that he’d gotten his meds tweaked, he didn’t like to mess around with what was working. If he didn’t eat at the right time, his blood sugar could plummet to dangerous levels.
He poured himself a mug of coffee with milk and carried it over to the couch to sit with her. She immediately cuddled in his lap, her favorite stuffed puppy in her arms.
“I need to go grocery shopping today anyway,” he said. “We’ll stop by Mommy’s and grab your stuff before we hit the store.”
“Okay.”
He kept things there for her, but the bulk of her clothes, and shoes, and favorite toys were at Del’s apartment only fifteen minutes away. So it wasn’t like it was inconvenient.
He just hoped it was all resolved before Saturday. He didn’t mind asking Ella to babysit here and there—she and her husband loved Winter, and their grandchildren all lived out of state—but if Winter had been exposed to something, he wouldn’t do that to anyone.
But PopPop’s Pumpkin came first in his life, followed by Del. That’s the way it’d always been.
That’s the way it always would be, too.
 
* * * *
 
“You’re creaky, PopPop.” Winter poked at the arm of his leather jacket.
He smiled. “Well, we can’t ride the bike tonight, so PopPop’s going to at least wear his jacket.” There was also a cute younger guy who was usually at the Wednesday night bike show, a guy who’d been chatting him up lately. It’d be silly to show up in leathers, but he could wear the jacket.
Day three of Camp PopPop, and he was having a blast. Barring Del showing up with any symptoms by tomorrow night, she was going to pick Winter up and take her home.
Tonight, they were going to the bike show, and have dinner with some of Deacon’s friends from the riding club.
“How do I look?” Winter shook her head, where the pigtails he’d carefully brushed out and made for her bounced around.
“You look gorgeous, Pumpkin. PopPop might have to punch guys in the snoot if they look at you too hard.”
She giggled.
After packing an emergency bag—he’d long ago learned his lesson to always have at least a spare change of clothes for her when going out—he scooped her up and strapped her into her car seat. Twenty minutes later, he was carrying her around the parking lot of the restaurant and meeting up with his friends, who all adored Winter.
It was nice having a bunch of people close to his own age as friends, he supposed.
And the younger guy was there, too.
Except…
As Deacon approached with Winter in his arms, he didn’t miss the guy scowled a little.
“Hey. How you doing tonight?” Deacon asked.
The guy glanced at Winter, then back at him. “I’m fine. Babysitting?”
“She’s my granddaughter. She’s staying with me a couple of days. Her mom works at a nursing home, and they had a bug going around. We didn’t want her to risk picking it up.”
“Oh. Yeah, kids aren’t really my thing, but that’s cool, I guess.”
Annnnd, like that, Deacon felt a door slam shut inside him.
Love me, love my Pumpkin.
He spotted two of his friends from the club and waved at them, where they’d just arrived. “Gotta go chat with someone. Catch you later.”
“Yeah, later.”
The guy and his wife, who’d ridden their Harley to the event, cooed and gushed over Winter. “Hey, can you watch her for me for just a minute?” Deacon asked. “I’m going to toss my jacket in the car.”
“Sure,” the wife said, holding her arms out for Winter. They’d met her several times before and had even offered to babysit for him, if he needed them to.
Another benefit of living in a retiree-rich area, he supposed.
As Deacon walked over to his car, he slipped the jacket off. Well, guess that kills that fantasy.
In his best-case fantasy, he’d meet a hot younger guy he could have an intelligent conversation with, who Del wouldn’t hate, and who’d love Winter nearly as much as he did.
It looked like if he wanted to hit three out of four, he’d need to find someone closer to his own age who wouldn’t resent his granddaughter, and who Del wouldn’t immediately want to kill for dating her father.
The one time he’d introduced her to a younger guy he was dating, about two years ago, it hadn’t gone well.
Not because she objected to Deacon being gay. That wasn’t the problem at all. She hadn’t had problems with any man Deacon dated who was older, closer to his own age.
But any guy who was more than, oh, ten years younger than him, she was going to see him as a threat to him, someone just after him for his money—which was exactly what she’d told Deacon later.
At least Del had inherited his to-the-point bluntness. They had that going for them. No passive-aggressive dancing around the point between them.
By the time they returned home that night, with Winter in a cheeseburger coma, he’d nearly forgotten about the minor exchange with nameless hot guy.
Until he was lying alone in bed.
Maybe it would be better to miss out on Saturday. It’d suck to really connect with a guy he wanted to date, just to have to play referee between him and Del, until the guy finally said fuck this shit and rightfully boogied the fuck on out of there.
I’m lonely.
There had been something so…sweet about curling up with the guy last week and having another warm body pressed against his. Even knowing the guy wasn’t relationship material, just those few hours of being able to be himself had felt so damn good.
If only he could find a guy he wasn’t afraid to introduce to his hellion of a daughter.
 
Chapter Four
 
Ryland must have lived right the next week, because early that Saturday evening, he was on his way to the address in Venice for the party.
Thank you, Universe.
He’d told work he would be unavailable until Monday, but for obvious reasons didn’t say why. Normally, if there was some sort of emergency—by his employees’ standards or his own—they could call or text him for immediate guidance.
It wasn’t often he went off-the-grid, so to speak.
Hopefully they won’t burn the damn place down before Monday.
When he pulled up to the gate, he nervously punched in the four-digit code he’d been given and then breathed a sigh of relief as it swung open for him.
Holy. Shit.
He’d dressed in a casual button-up shirt and jeans, because he’d been assured that casual was fine, and naked would be the normal later, anyway.
He was actually looking forward to that part. He wasn’t being narcissistic to hope that someone seeing his body might snag him company for the night without scaring them off by telling them what he did for a living.
Obviously, he could post naked or nearly naked pics on his dating profile accounts, except he didn’t want to. His family knew he was gay, but relations were strained enough with them as it was without one of them sniffing around and coming up with pics like that.
At least his parents had moved up to Tampa, and his younger sister and her husband now lived in Orlando. That was a comfortable enough distance to make them all satisfied with the status quo. He could text with them, or chat on the phone, but neither he nor they expected drop-in visits without a lot of warning first. Add to the fact that sometimes his work schedule was irregular, and it was perfect.
They no longer bugged him about being “sure” if he was gay or not, and he didn’t bring anyone to holiday dinners.
Then again, he didn’t have anyone to bring to holiday dinners. Once he reached that point, he’d have to cross that bridge when he came to it.
The scattered aunts and uncles and cousins really weren’t close enough to him relationship-wise to be anything other than annoyingly nosy from time-to-time.
So he tended to ignore them. He didn’t give a shit what anyone saw him do on Facebook, so they could feel free to stalk him all they wanted on there.
There wasn’t any dirt to dish from that pile.
When he drove up, he spotted a couple of cars already parked in front of the house. And when he walked up to the front door, it was already opening, and Tim stood there, smiling.
“You made it.” Tim shook with him.
“Yeah, sorry again about last week. We had people out sick, and were short-handed, and it’s our busiest night of the week.”
“No worries, we understand. Come on in and we’ll introduce you around.” He led him inside, where Ryland nervously followed him deeper into the house.
These guys obviously had money, just from the size of the property and looking at the house. But Tim and Paul had specifically told him when talking to him about the party that income didn’t matter, to them. They had guys from all walks of life, age groups, and income status. They were more interested in nice guys who liked to have a good time, and who weren’t dicks.
And he finally got to meet Kent, who was Tim and Paul’s third.
“Pleasure to meet you,” Kent said, draping an arm around his shoulders and leading him outside, presumably to show him the pool.
But then he softly spoke. “The guy we want to introduce you to will be here soon. Just like I’ve told him, there’s no pressure. If you don’t feel it, no worries, and you’re free to do whatever. I kind of want to give you two first crack at each other, heh, right?”
“Sure, no problem.”
“Great!”
They returned to the house, where he was introduced to the other guys. Apparently they’d been to previous parties and knew the rules, so Kent went through them with Ryland.
Then they heard a chime.
“Ah, that’s probably him,” Kent said. He left to go meet him at the door.
A moment later, they heard a motorcycle.
“Oh, that’s definitely him,” Tim said, smiling. He leaned in. “You like older guys, right?”
“Yeah. I definitely have a type.”
“This guy is hot,” Paul said. “If I wasn’t taken, I’d do him in a heartbeat.”
When Kent returned with the guy, Ryland’s mouth went dry. Tim and Paul hadn’t been lying—the guy was hot. Shaved head, grey beard and mustache, and intense brown eyes that seemed to bore right through him as Kent led him over. He was dressed in bike leathers and carried a duffel bag in one hand.
Do me, Daddy!
Apparently, not only had he lived right that week, he’d lived very right.
Thank you, Universe!
 
* * * *
 
By the time Saturday evening arrived, Deacon was relieved Winter was not only healthy, but Del didn’t have to work that night, meaning he was free to not just go out, but to spend the night, something Kent had already offered again.
He was looking forward to meeting the guy Kent had lined up for him. According to Tim and Paul, Kent had a spookily good success rating when matching guys up for more than just a hot night.
He packed a bag with a few implements and stuff he’d need for overnight, including his medication and blood sugar meter, bungeed the bag to the bitch seat, donned his helmet, and headed to Kent’s.
During the ride, he did his best not to get his hopes up. It wasn’t like he wouldn’t get his rocks off one way or another tonight, even if he didn’t hit it off with the guy. There would be plenty of willing asses and mouths he’d no doubt find attractive enough to help him out.
That was kind of the point of Kent’s parties.
Still, he was hopeful, since slut had been a lucky meet-up last week.
Tonight’s party would be smaller, about half the size of last week, still meaning about twenty or so guys. Those were pretty damn good odds.
Kent met him at the door when he walked up after leaving his helmet on his seat. It wasn’t supposed to rain tonight, and if it wasn’t safe in Kent’s yard, then it damn sure wouldn’t be safe anywhere.
Kent was already grinning when Deacon walked up. “He’s heeeere. And he’s fucking adorable.”
“You talking about me, or the guy?” He grinned.
Kent laughed and slapped his shoulder. “Asshole. Come on, let me introduce you. The other guys are eyeing him like fresh meat. Which, of course, he is.”
Kent led the way, and—oh, fuck!
Deacon’s eyes widened as he got a look at the guy. Maybe an inch taller than his own five-eleven, he was exactly as Kent had described him, and hotter than fuck.
“Gentlemen,” Kent said. “Ryland, this is Deacon. Deacon, Ryland.” Kent dropped his voice. “The playroom and spare bedroom are yours, and if you feel so inclined, you’re welcomed to spend the night. No pressure or obligation implied, either.” Kent patted them both on the shoulder. “Enjoy.” The three of them left them alone, Paul going to answer the door while Kent and Tim joined the other guests.
Ryland smiled and stuck out his hand. “Nice to meet you. Sorry I had to miss last week.”
Deacon shook with him, glad he had a firm but not assholish grip. “No problem. Work is work, man. Let me go set my stuff down, and we can talk.”
“Sure.”
Deacon’s cock was throbbing, and after he set his things in the spare bedroom, he had to reach down and adjust himself in his jeans. He left his leathers on, but unzipped his jacket and grabbed a cigar from his bag.
He walked back out to the living room and tipped his head toward the lanai. He didn’t want to get naked with the guy yet, because zero talking would happen from that point on if he did.
He settled in a chair in the cigar section, clipped the ends, and lit it. “How much experience you have?”
“Not much with BDSM, but I want to.”
“Any idea what you like?”
“I’d like to try spanking and bondage, for sure.” Deacon watched Ryland watching him smoke, the way he held his cigar, the way he blew smoke rings.
He never smoked around Winter—ever—and not around Del, either. Mostly because Del would chew him a new asshole. But he’d never been a huge smoker, and usually never had more than a couple of cigars a month, if that. It wasn’t like he had a pack-a-day habit. He hated cigarettes, and the cigars were more tied into the fetish aspect of his life, anyway.
Not like he could explain that to Del, either.
He leaned back in his chair and spread his legs as he took another puff on the cigar. “How old are you?”
“Thirty-one.”
“Does it bother you I’m fifty-eight?”
Ryland’s eyes widened. “No way!”
He smiled. “Don’t bullshit me, kid.”
“No, seriously. I figured you were maybe fifty-one, fifty-two. You don’t have the lines around your eyes. Yeah, I mean, the grey throws some people, but some guys go grey early.”
Deacon nodded appreciatively. “Nice, kid. I like that. Didn’t answer my question, though.”
“Doesn’t bother me.”
Deacon nodded again, slowly dropping into Dom mode. “Here’s my thing—Daddy plays rough. And I’m a Top, not a bottom. I also play wrapped for fucking. Any problems so far?”
“Define rough?”
“If you want to play with me, I’m going to beat your ass, pretty hard, probably, before I fuck you and make your eyes roll back in your head.”
Ryland shivered, and it wasn’t exactly cold out. “Okay.”
“Proper answer would be, ‘Yes, Sir,’ or ‘Yes, Daddy.’ I’ll accept either one.”
“Yes, Daddy.”
Fuck.
His cock throbbed, screaming for a piece of the guy now. He changed hands with his cigar and made no secret about reaching down to adjust his cock. “You can safeword, obviously. Scared yet?”
Ryland nervously smiled. “Not yet, Daddy.”
Deacon sucked in a breath. “Oooh, you keep saying that, I’m going to have you bent over the edge of the hot tub in a minute. Unbutton your shirt for me.”
Ryland did, without hesitation, and Deacon hoped he didn’t let out a moan when he saw the guy’s six-pack appear.
Jesus wept.
“Okay, yeah, you can go ahead take that all the way off,” Deacon said, cupping his bulge through his jeans. “Fuck, boy. You are hot.”
 
* * * *
 
Ryland hoped his hands weren’t shaking too badly as he pulled his shirt off. Everything about this guy was like something out of a fantasy, and it’d been too damn long since he’d last been laid, anyway.
At least he could take care of that issue tonight.
Deacon squeezed his cock through his jeans with one hand and motioned with the cigar with the other. “Turn around for me, baby.”
He did, earning a low, appreciative whistle by the time he finished. “How come you’re single?”
“You want the truth?”
“Duh.” Deacon took another puff off the cigar.
“I work. A lot. I don’t get out much to date, and online, when I tell guys what I do for a living, it turns them off because they’re shallow.”
“What do you do for a living?”
“I’m the manager of a fast-food restaurant. Been there fifteen years now.”
“And?”
“What do you mean?”
“That’s all that turns them off? Seriously?”
Ryland nodded. “Yeah. I mean, I make a little money on the side blogging about food stuff, but I don’t talk to guys about that. I keep that quiet. That’s why I had to miss last week, though. We had people out sick, and I’m the restaurant manager.”
“You live with your parents or something?”
“Nope. On my own. Have been for years.”
“Ever been arrested?”
“Nope. I’m just a simple man with a simple dream—to be happy. I know I’m luckier than a lot of people. I do hard, honest work and go home at the end of each day knowing I did my best.”
Deacon slowly nodded, then leaned forward. “You’re telling me the only reason some lucky bastard hasn’t snatched you up is they’re a job snob?”
“Basically, yeah. Like I said, online, guys tend to ghost on me when I tell them what I do. So I’m guessing there’s a connection.”
Deacon stood, stubbed out the cigar, and held out his hand. “Come on.”
Ryland took his hand and followed him. “Where are we going?”
“I’m going to show you how a real Daddy treats a boy.”
 
Chapter Five
 
Deacon hoped it wasn’t rude that he was heading to the playroom with Ryland this soon. On his way through the living room, where some of the guys were half-naked, he pointed at the hallway and made the thumbs-up gesture to Kent, who grinned and flashed him a thumbs-up in return.
They grabbed their shit from the spare bedroom on the way, then Deacon punched in the code at the door.
Once that swung shut behind them, Deacon pointed at a framed set of rules on the wall by the door. “Read that, then we’ll talk some more. If you have to go out, flip that lever on the lock so you can get back in, or else you’ll need the passcode.” He set his bag on the bed, dug what he needed out of it, then set it aside on the floor, where it’d be out of their way.
Once Ryland finished reading the rules, he walked over. “What next, Daddy?”
“Fuck me,” he said. He grabbed Ryland’s hand and placed it over his crotch, squeezing his fingers around the outline of his aching dick through the denim. “You feel that, kid? That’s for you.”
Ryland smiled. “Oooh, Daddy.”
Deacon squeezed his hand around his cock again. “That’s going in you tonight. Definitely in your ass. Maybe after I recover and we clean up, I’ll see how sweet that mouth of yours is, too. Can you stay all night?”
“I sure can.”
“Good.” With his free hand, he grabbed Ryland by the back of the head and pulled him in for a kiss. Fuck, the boy could even kiss good, too.
“Here’s how this works tonight,” Deacon told him. “Unless you safeword, I’m going to keep going. I need you to safeword if you don’t want to do something, or it’s too intense. It won’t piss me off, I swear. Doesn’t even mean I’ll necessarily stop what we’re doing, if you call red, tell me oh, it’s a leg cramp, we fix it, and then you want to keep going. So don’t be afraid to tell me red if you need to. I ask you how you’re doing, if you don’t tell me one of those three things, I will stop. Even if you’re loving what I’m doing. Okay?”
Ryland nodded. “Yes, Daddy.”
He let out a growl and kissed him again. “Fuck, that’s hot. Get naked. Now.” He released him and stepped back to watch him strip.
The boy toed his sneakers off, his socks, then unfastened his jeans.
His legs and ass were just as gorgeous as the rest of him.
Holy hell, his cock was nice, too.
Yes, he was a little beefier than Deacon was usually attracted to, but this worked for him. Maybe it was how new the guy was, he didn’t know, but Deacon was already trying to work out a schedule in his head so he could take the guy out to eat this week and spend some time with him in a public setting where they’d both be forced to keep their clothes on.
 
* * * *
 
Ryland had never had someone look at him with the level of pure, deep, hungry lust currently boiling in Deacon’s dark gaze right that moment.
He didn’t even feel the slightest bit self-conscious about how hard his own cock was, because, damn.
Deacon slowly circled him. “I’ve changed my mind.” He pointed at the floor, snapping his fingers. “Knees, now. I want to feel your mouth on me. Don’t make Daddy come, but I’ve got to get a sample of that.”
He started unfastening his jeans as Ryland sank to his knees, his mouth already falling open for the man.
As Deacon stepped in, he freed his cock, and Ryland once again felt his mouth watering.
This was going to be a night to remember in damn good ways, even if nothing else came of it other than this, right now.
Deacon kept one hand circled around the base of his cock as he started tracing Ryland’s lips with the head. Ryland flicked his tongue out, chasing him, trying to taste his pre-cum.
“Mmm-hmm. Daddy like.”
Ryland reached out and wrapped his hands around Deacon’s legs, marveling at the muscles he felt beneath the leather and denim.
Deacon’s jacket and leathers creaked as he slowly slipped his cock between Ryland’s lips. “Fuuuck, boy. That’s it. Suck Daddy’s cock.”
A sweet, low hum started filling Ryland’s mind, and he wondered if that was subspace. It felt like he could kneel here all night in front of him, doing this. The warm, salty tang of his pre-cum filled Ryland’s mouth as he licked and sucked on his prick.
“Ohh, we are going to have us some fun tonight,” Deacon said as he slowly fucked Ryland’s mouth. “A lot of fun.”
After a couple of minutes, Deacon finally pulled away and backed up until he was sitting on the bed. He lifted one foot. “Come over here and get my boots off me, boy. Let’s start this party.” Five minutes later, they were both naked, and he had Ryland face down over the spanking bench.
And Deacon definitely didn’t have anything to feel ashamed of in the body department, either.
“Not going to restrain or blindfold you tonight,” Deacon told him. “Want to see you hold still for me on your own. And I want you to know you can stop this, if you need to. Once we’ve been together for a while, though, I’ll tighten the rules as I see what you can take. But not tonight. Tonight, I want to make you cry, make you come, and make you want to do it all again with me.”
Ryland moaned at the feel of Deacon’s hands hot against his flesh. They roamed his body, kneading his muscles, pinching his nipples, stroking his cock—everywhere at once, it felt like, making him moan and whine and curse and even laugh when Deacon found a ticklish spot under his left arm.
He felt explored, like Deacon wanted to map out every inch of the territory before conquering him and staking his claim.
Damned if he wasn’t going to let him do just that. Ryland already sensed it, felt it. The energy this man possessed felt so drastically different than anyone else he’d ever been with or played with. Like Ryland wanted to be absorbed, dissolved by him, his atoms reformed within him, shaped by him, in his image.
Deacon leaned in and kissed him again, his tongue plunging between Ryland’s lips and possessing him the way his cock had possessed his mouth earlier. “You’re not going to want anyone but me by the time I get done with you, baby,” Deacon promised.
He shivered with lust, already knowing the man was absolutely right.
 
* * * *
 
If it wasn’t such a stupid and reckless idea, Deacon would have packed the guy up and had him follow him home right then.
But it was too soon for that.
Except everything he did to the guy, from the way Ryland responded to his touch, to how he stuck his ass out for every impact from a paddle or riding crop or his bare hand, and asked for more, started twisting Deacon’s heart around this gorgeous fucking man.
This perfect man.
This simple man, who was simply beautiful.
Normally, he wouldn’t be thinking like this, but there was a little bit of that extra security-blanket factor, that Kent and his guys had set this up. No, he didn’t expect they’d done a complete background check on him or anything, but he’d known Kent enough years to know the guy had a good head on his shoulders.
Why would this be any different?
It allowed Deacon to hope that tonight was only the beginning of something magical and meant to be, even if he never believed in that kind of stuff before.
Maybe it’d just taken the right man.
No, he honestly hadn’t seriously dated much while Del was growing up. He hadn’t had time.
Now he had the time.
Right man, right time?
Maybe.
Deacon licked a path from the crease between Rylands ass cheeks, all the way up his spine, to the nape of his neck, where he gently bit down, softly growling.
A ripple of gooseflesh immediately rose all over Ryland’s body, making Deacon smile. “My boy likes being bit, hmm?”
“Yes, Daddy.”
Oooh, Ryland sounded like he was already in subspace, and Deacon had barely laid a hand on him yet. Just a few test swats with a couple of implements to gauge his experience. He really hadn’t gotten started. He was just having fun with the foreplay, right now.
But Deacon started nipping and biting, Ryland’s back, his sides, his ass—especially his ass.
The boy was leaking pre-cum, and Deacon slicked it along Ryland’s cock as he reached under him and gave him a couple of pumps with his fist, making Ryland moan.
Even that was perfect, drilling deep into his soul and making his own cock twitch in response.
It was tempting to simply drag him to bed and fuck his brains out, to have fun with him like that. Except the guy wanted a scene, and dammit, he wanted one, too.
Plus the guy deserved to know what life would be like with him, if he hung around. Not merely the fun and playful sexytime Daddy, but the dark and dominant Daddy who’d make him cry in pain and then kiss the tracks of his tears away after.
That Daddy was the one this boy really needed to meet.
Because he’d be seeing a lot of him if he hung around.
Starting with his belt.
He grabbed his jeans from where they’d ended up and stood at Ryland’s head, where he could watch him slowly pull the belt through the loops until it was completely free of them. “Daddy likes to use a belt on his boy, because sometimes that’s the only thing available, besides my hand.” He snapped it before he held the buckle in his right hand and slowly coiled it around his fist.
“Daddy likes the thought of you going somewhere with me after watching me put my belt on and knowing it’s been used on your ass before. It’s one of my favorite things to use. Show it a little love.”
He held it out in front of Ryland, just far enough away he had to stretch a little to reach it with his lips. Ryland’s gaze lifted for a moment before he lovingly began to kiss every inch of the belt presented to him.
Holy fuck.
Deacon’s cock throbbed as he watched those gorgeous fucking lips and that sweet tongue lave across the leather’s smooth sheen. All the way down to the tail end and back up again, where Deacon even uncoiled it from around his fist so Ryland could work his way all around the buckle, too.
Actually, Deacon kind of lost track of time just watching Ryland make love to it, like it was an extension of Deacon’s body and not the evil implement he was about to stripe Ryland’s ass with.
Sexy.
As.
Fuck.
Reaching out with his left hand, Deacon stroked Ryland’s hair. “Good boy,” he hoarsely said before stepping around to his ass. “Very good.”
He stroked his hands up and down that very fucking perfect ass of Ryland’s a few times before he took the first stroke. The way Ryland flinched and moaned but didn’t try to get away turned Deacon on even more than the red stripe he left in the man’s flesh.
“Very good,” Deacon said. “Settle in, boy.”
He started slow, but not holding back. Maybe not the hardest he could go, but if Ryland couldn’t handle this, he wouldn’t be able to handle a lot of other things. Better to find that out now and back up a few steps.
Endurance and tolerance could be trained into a boy, but the desire to take it couldn’t.
And it was that desire on full, gorgeous display for Deacon right now.
Every stroke Deacon took with his belt across that ass, those thighs, carried Deacon a little bit closer to a dangerous line he knew he shouldn’t cross, not this damn soon.
Not on the first night they just freaking met.
But how perfect was Ryland?
Pretty damn perfect.
After a dozen or so strikes with the belt, Deacon walked around Ryland and leaned in close. “How’s my boy?”
Full-on subspace had been achieved. Ryland looked up with desperation and need in his eyes. “Please don’t stop, Daddy.”
Deacon fisted his hair and kissed him, hard, tongue-fucking him and trying to hold back his own urges. “Don’t worry,” he said. “Daddy’s only getting started.”
Returning to his ass, Deacon set about striping him up and down, even the backs of his calves, his upper arms, until he knew he needed to move on.
But there was something damned sexy knowing that he’d be wearing that belt, and being able to remember exactly how sexy Ryland looked wearing the marks it drew from him.
Next, Deacon started working over Ryland’s ass and upper thighs with a riding crop, loving the red welts that immediately rose in his flesh. He took his time, kissing along every mark he made, soothing it with his tongue, alternately making Ryland moan in pain and in pleasure. He stopped himself from thinking about the future, about playing with him again.
About playing with Ryland in his bed.
About waking up next to him.
These were thoughts he knew he shouldn’t be having yet, but he couldn’t help it.
There they were, front and center.
His fingers traced one welt that had come close to drawing blood. “How’s my boy?”
“Good, Daddy!”
Goddamn. “Do you want more, boy?”
“I need more, please!”
For over an hour Deacon played with him, with the crop, a cane, a paddle, a strap.
By the time Deacon couldn’t stand it any longer and needed to fuck him, he thought his own cock might explode from a stiff breeze.
Deacon grabbed a glove and lube and first eased one finger into Ryland’s ass, making sure he could take it without trouble before working him up to a second.
“Tell Daddy what you want, boy,” he asked as he finger-fucked him.
“Daddy’s cock. I want Daddy’s cock in there.”
“Good boy,” he cooed. “And that’s exactly what you’re going to get. Daddy needs to make sure you can take him, though.” He loved the moans he drew from Ryland as he loosened him up, building up to three fingers.
For that one, he slowly stroked Ryland’s cock as he worked the third finger in, and soon had the man humping himself back and forth between the hand circling his cock and the one in his ass.
Finally, only once he was sure the man could take him, did he withdraw his hand and dispose of the glove.
“Let’s get you onto the bed, boy,” he said. “I want to fuck you properly this first time.”
 
Chapter Six
 
Ryland was so deep down the rabbit hole that he would have done anything Deacon asked of him in that moment. Desire and pleasure and promises of more made him want to take it all for this man.
He watched as Deacon sheathed his erection in a condom before he climbed up on the bed. He grabbed Ryland’s legs behind his knees and pushed them up, back, into his chest, exposing his prepared hole and making Deacon smile.
“Daddy’s going to fuck you so good now, baby. You’re going to know you’ve been fucked by the time I finish with you.” Deacon pulled Ryland’s legs over his shoulders and then pressed the head of his cock against his rim. “Beg Daddy for his cock.”
“Please, Daddy! Please fuck me with your cock.” Yes, it was twisted and fucked up and felt so much more delicious for it. Ryland didn’t know where his craving had originated, but it was always these kinds of videos that had him shooting hardest when he jerked off—the leather Daddies, the ones who knew what they wanted and took it while taking care of their boy in the process.
He hadn’t been abused growing up. He hadn’t been abandoned. He hadn’t even been molested.
He just…wanted it.
Needed it.
Needed this.
Needed Daddy.
“Good boy,” Deacon rumbled, pressing forward and making Ryland gasp at the intrusion.
Oh, thank god the man had prepped him, or he’d be in serious trouble right now. The man’s thick cock truly did possess him, pressing in deep, over his sweet spot, and finally bottoming out inside him when he felt the man’s body against his tenderized ass and thighs.
Deacon shifted his position so he could grab Ryland’s wrists and pin them down on the bed.
Another of those delicious shivers rippled through him. And when had he ever enjoyed just plain sex this much?
Never.
The answer to that was never.
Once Deacon was settled, he slowly withdrew, his gaze boring into Ryland’s. “Daddy wants you to come like this, if you can, baby. You ever come just from being fucked? Without someone touching your cock at the same time?”
Ryland swallowed hard and shook his head. “No, Daddy.”
A slow, evil smile filled Deacon’s face. “Then Daddy’s going to have to try to make this special for you, baby.”
He felt Deacon press forward again, slowly, not all the way, like he was feeling around for something with his cock. A few more slow test thrusts like that, and Deacon nudged forward, forcing Ryland’s hips up even more, and that’s when Ryland gasped.
Deacon grinned. “Oooh, Daddy’s got your number now, baby.” He took short, slow strokes, the head of his cock gliding perfectly over a sweet spot deep inside Ryland. “That’s what I wanted. I got you like this, I can go for a while. It’d make Daddy really happy if you’d try to come for me like this.”
Ryland felt himself falling as he looked into Deacon’s eyes, like he’d dropped into an alternate universe that centered around this man and what he was doing to him.
Deacon studied him, watching him, never taking his focus off Ryland as he steadily short-stroked him like that.
And, before long, Ryland started to feel something different. His cock had been hard and leaking this whole time, but now there was something new, something more.
A smile curled the edges of Deacon’s mouth. “That’s it, baby. I feel you tensing up. You’re getting close. Come for Daddy and be my good boy. Once I make you come like this, baby, you’re going to want to beg Daddy to do it again.”
Ryland was pretty sure Deacon was absolutely right about that, too. Because like it’d suddenly snuck up on him, pleasure exploded, from deeper inside him than he was used to feeling. His balls tightened before he climaxed, ropes of cum shooting all over his abs, all the way up to his chest even, leaving him moaning and gasping and shuddering, pinned and helpless and unable to move.
“That’s Daddy’s good boy,” Deacon said as he started fucking him, pounding him, hard, ball-slapping strokes that shook the entire bed, until he was soon coming. “Holy shit,” Deacon gasped. “Don’t move.” He pulled out and disappeared into the bathroom to clean up, returning a moment later.
Ryland couldn’t have moved if he wanted to. He felt…drained, but in a good way. Like he’d just been shook by an earthquake that had totally realigned him to the way he should be.
Like maybe his entire life before this moment was virtually meaningless.
Deacon returned, bringing a damp washcloth and a towel so Ryland could clean up. Then he climbed into bed with him, folding Ryland into his arms.
“Holy shit,” Ryland mumbled against him.
Deacon chuckled, rubbing that gorgeously trimmed beard against the top of his head. “Good, I hope?”
“Holy shit,” he repeated, stunned. He finally tipped his head back, pulling the man in for a kiss. “That was, no shit, Daddy, the best fucking I’ve ever had in my life.”
He grinned. “Told you.”
Ryland stroked his beard, playing with it, fascinated. “I hope you still want to spend the night with me.”
“Oh, you bet I do.”
“I’m going to say something at the risk of sounding really fucking lame right now.”
“Go for it. No judgment here.”
He lightly raked his fingers through Deacon’s beard. “You’re single, right?”
“Yep.”
“Any chance you’re…looking?”
Deacon turned his head to lightly suck on Ryland’s fingers. “As a matter of fact, yep.”
“Seriously? How are you still available?”
“Simple man, simple dream.” He smiled, but it faded. “And a daughter who I raised as a single father, who is now a single mother to a three-year-old little girl. That’s apparently my kryptonite.”
“I love kids.”
He arched an eyebrow at him.
“No, seriously, I do. I’ve babysat for friends before. I figure I’m not having any of my own, at least I can vicariously enjoy them. Do you get to see her much?”
 
* * * *
 
Deacon tensed, wondering if Ryland was pulling his leg or not. “I watch her while my daughter’s working. My daughter’s a CNA at a nursing home. Usually has weekends off, but not always. Mostly Monday through Friday. Delaney wanted to find a daycare for her, and I put my foot down and said no. I’d rather take care of her. Less chance of her getting sick every time she turns around. I don’t even want her in a VPK. I’ll take care of her until she’s ready for kindergarten, and then do before- and after-school care for her once she is.”
Ryland held up his hand to him, and Deacon laid his palm against Ryland’s.
The other man laced fingers with him. “If you want to talk about getting together after tonight,” Ryland said, “maybe having dinner or catching a movie or something, to spend time together, I’d like that.”
“You would?”
“Yeah.”
He studied Ryland for a moment. “I’ll warn you now, my daughter’s a hard sell. The age difference will definitely throw her, but I don’t care. If you can put up with her, you can probably put up with anything.”
Ryland laughed. “Daddy, I run a fast-food restaurant. I can already put up with anything.”
Deacon honestly couldn’t remember when he’d had a better time with a guy, felt so at ease this soon. “I guess you’re right.” He loved how Ryland touched him, his beard, stroking his arms, like he couldn’t get enough of him.
They snuggled and talked and, finally, after about twenty minutes, Deacon rolled Ryland onto his back. “Daddy wants to play some more.” He bent his head to Ryland’s cock, which had already halfway stiffened while they were talking. “Just because Daddy’s not a bottom doesn’t mean I don’t like to do things like this.”
He leaned in and sucked on the head of Ryland’s cock, the younger man’s moans helping stiffen things already for Deacon, too, much to his pleasant surprise.
Between his age and the diabetes, he still had the urge, but sometimes his body didn’t want to cooperate.
Seemed like Ryland had an effect on him, too, thankfully.
It didn’t take long before he had Ryland fully erect again, and begging for relief.
Even slut last weekend hadn’t had this kind of effect on Deacon, and Deacon had been more than satisfied with that man’s attentions.
I’ll have to ask Kent not to invite us to the same parties as that guy for a while, if this works out between us.
What was he saying? Hell, if this worked out between them, he wouldn’t be looking for action outside of Ryland.
Which brought him to another point he realized needed addressing. He lifted his head from Ryland’s cock. “I know it’s kind of mean to negotiate in the middle of giving head, but we need to settle something else right now.”
Ryland lifted his head to look at him, gorgeous desperation painted across his features. “What, Daddy?”
“When I’m with a guy, like, as in a relationship, I don’t do casual sex—or any sex—with anyone else. No playing around, no blow jobs, nothing. I’m monogamous. Nothing against swingers, and that’s fun when I’m single, but I don’t cheat. That’s a deal breaker for me.”
“Sounds good to me, Daddy. I wouldn’t want anyone but you anyway. Seriously, please don’t stop!”
Deacon smiled. “To clarify—”
“No sex or play with anyone but Daddy. Got it. Good with it. Please?”
He chuckled. “You are seriously screwed if I’ve got you hooked in this soon, baby.” He swiped his tongue around the head of Ryland’s cock. “I haven’t even started breaking out the big guns yet.”
“Oh. My. God!” Ryland made another of those delicious shivers. “Then you’d better get busy, Daddy, because you’ve got a boy who has a lot of catching up to do.”
“Mmm. Pushy boys get Daddy’s belt. Again.”
“Was that a threat or a promise? Because I’m good with it either way.”
Laughter rolled from Deacon. He climbed back up Ryland’s body so he could kiss him, loving how the guy was clinging to him and needy, eagerly humping against him. “I can see someone’s going to get regular spankings.”
“Oooh, pick me, Daddy! Please?”
 
* * * *
 
Yes, it was crazy and borderline scary-obsessive to already be thinking of a future with this guy, but if Deacon was good with it, so was Ry.
He wanted to go home with him, try to charm his daughter into liking him, teach his granddaughter how to bake cookies and cupcakes.
Couldn’t stop thinking about curling up on the couch together to watch TV, or snuggling in bed with him.
Yeah, the sex was crazy-hot. Best of his life, no lie there.
It was his presence, though.
Not just Deacon’s body, but his soul. It felt like the man was anchored there with him and wasn’t going anywhere. Like his mind was fully focused on what they were doing, and Ry wasn’t trying to compete with a Facebook feed, or texts from friends, or anything else.
Like this was meant to be.
Their bodies fit perfectly together, too. He was just a hair taller than Deacon, but Deacon probably had a good fifty pounds on him, was built stockier.
“How do you feel about motorcycles?” Deacon asked.
“Never rode one, but I’m willing to ride behind you.”
“Oooh, you can ride bitch with Daddy.”
Ryland hooked a leg around Deacon’s and ground against him. “I’ll be Daddy’s little bitch.”
Next thing he knew, Deacon had pounced on him, rolling him onto his back and crushing his lips in a soul-melting kiss that had him whimpering for relief for his throbbing cock.
“Fuck, that’s so goddamned hot,” Deacon gasped. “You are fucking hot.”
“Then I guess it’s a good thing I agreed to be yours.”
Deacon froze, and for a moment, Ryland wondered if he’d said the wrong thing. Then Deacon nuzzled noses with him. “I definitely want more than tonight with you,” Deacon said. “I want to see where this might go for us. I’m not bullshitting you when I say this feels…different. Good different.”
“So it’s not just me?”
Deacon slowly shook his head. “No. It’s not just you.”
They stared into each other’s eyes for a long moment. “What comes next then?” Ryland asked.
Deacon cupped Ryland’s cheek with his hand. “I’m going to see if I can fuck another one out of you tonight. That’d be a personal best for me.”
He grinned, and Ryland turned his face so he could suck Deacon’s fingers into his mouth.
“Then let’s get busy, Daddy. This boy is desperately overdue for a good dose of Daddy’s cock.”
 
Chapter Seven
 
The next morning, Ryland awakened tightly snuggled in Deacon’s arms, exactly where he’d been when he’d collapsed from exhaustion at some point early in the dark morning hours after midnight.
Not only had Deacon hit a personal best, he’d rooted through the assortment of provided loaner toys, found a prostate massager, and had proceeded to milk a third one out of Ryland like that.
I think I just found a new addiction.
Nothing had ever felt as good or as intense as that. He’d seen it done in porn videos, sure, but he’d thought the guy’s reactions were hammed up to a certain extent for the camera.
He never imagined it really did feel that much better than just stroking one out or fucking someone.
It wasn’t only the pleasure he felt when Deacon did it, it was seeing the sheer, giddy joy in the man’s features as he watched Ryland come. Like Deacon wasn’t happy unless he was making Ry feel good in the process.
First time Ryland had ever had a partner that personally vested in his pleasure. Sure, he’d had conscientious partners before, but never to this level.
There was the Dom, and the Daddy. And the Dom was also Daddy, but with a steel edge under the leather and denim, a soothing hand that eased the pain away immediately after arrival.
A sensual sadist, but a sadist nonetheless.
They hadn’t even made it into the guest bedroom, instead falling asleep right there in the playroom on that bed.
Ryland hoped they hadn’t pissed anyone off by hogging the space all night. He supposed if they needed to move someone certainly would have come and told them before now.
Next to him, Deacon stirred, stretching, then hooking his arm around him and snuggling in close. “Daddy needs go-juice,” he mumbled.
Ryland actually didn’t want to move. The man was fucking adorable, and he wished he could freeze this moment in time forever. “By that I guess you mean coffee, Daddy?”
“Yeah. Must. Have. Go-juice.”
“How do you take it? I believe I smell some brewing.”
“Milk only. No sweetener or sugar. I’m a diabetic.”
Ryland sat up. “Whoa. Do you need to check your sugar?”
Deacon cracked an eye open and stared at him. “You just channeled my daughter. Thank you, boner-killer.”
“No, you don’t understand. One of our cashiers is a severe diabetic. She’s crashed her blood sugar three different times now on shifts. Scared the crap out of us the first time it happened. Now we know the signs to look for and make her test her sugar before and during shifts.”
He grumbled. “It’s in my bag. Small black zipper case. Just bring the whole thing.”
“Do you need insulin or something?”
“I take a once-a-day at night. Took it last night before our final round, while you were in the bathroom.”
Ryland got out of bed, found the kit, and brought it back to Deacon. He watched while he stuck his left pinky, and a moment later, the results displayed.
“There. One-fifteen. That’s fine, for now. Coffee, please.”
Ry leaned in and kissed Deacon, but when he tried to get up, Deacon caught his arm and pulled him in for another kiss. “And thank you for caring,” Deacon added.
“Well, that’s kind of important to know, man. Anything else I need to know? Allergies or medications or anything like that?”
“No, just that. Haven’t had it long. Not to this extent. Finally needing to be medicated for it, I mean. I have a family history of it. I was lucky it didn’t present sooner. You?”
“Nope. I’m just…me. No allergies that I’m aware of, no medications. My blood pressure sometimes gets a little high at the doctor’s office, but any time I check it at the grocery store, it’s always normal, so they said I probably have that thing where you get nervous at the doctor.”
“White-coat syndrome.”
“Yeah, that. If they wait and take my blood pressure again at the end of the appointment, it’s almost always normal, or at least lower than it was before.”
After hitting the bathroom, Ryland found a pair of shorts in his bag and pulled them on. Remembering to flip the lever on the playroom lock, he headed out in search of coffee, just milk.
Tim and Paul were in the kitchen and broadly smiled when they spotted him. “I take it the evening was a stunning success?” Tim asked.
Ry grinned. “I don’t know, we’re still technically working on the evening, I think. And so far, I’d say it’s going damned good. Daddy asked for coffee, though.”
“Oooh,” both men said, teasing. Paul added, “Calling him Daddy already. That’s a good start.”
“I sure hope so.”
“We’re going to have breakfast soon,” Tim said. “You’re welcome to join us.”
“I’ll have to ask Daddy.”
The men grinned again. “Ooooh!” they said in unison, making Ry laugh.
He fixed Deacon’s coffee, and his own while he was at it, then headed back, careful not to spill any on his way. Deacon was sitting up in bed and scrolling through his cell phone when Ry rejoined him.
“They said breakfast is soon, and we’re invited to join them.”
“Excellent.” He sipped his coffee. “Thank you, boy.” He leaned in for a kiss.
“You’re welcome, Daddy.”
Deacon froze, and Ry had another of those brief panics where he wondered if he’d said the wrong thing.
“Don’t get me wrong,” Deacon said. “I love it when you call me that. But if outside the bedroom you want to call me by my name, or Sir, that’s okay, too. You can’t call me that in front of Del or Winter, because that’d be weird for Del and confusing for Winter.”
“What if I want to call you Daddy when we’re alone?”
Deacon set his mug down on the side table and took Ry’s from him. Then he swept him into his arms and kissed him again, this time slow and simmering, but every bit as sexy as the snogs they’d shared last night.
“Then I guess you’d better get used to calling me ‘Daddy’,” he said, his voice sounding a little choked up. “Because I sure as hell love hearing you say it.”
 
* * * *
 
Deacon didn’t know what it was about the guy, except that he seemed to fit perfectly into his life, like he was made to be there.
He’d never had such a close rapport with anyone like this before, not even after dating them for several weeks.
He’d never had hotter sex in his life, either, and he’d had some pretty damn hot sex in his time.
“You have your cell phone with you?” Deacon asked.
“Yeah? Why?”
“I want to exchange information right now, so we have it. Numbers and e-mails. Go get it, please.”
Ryland did, retrieving his cell from his bag and bringing it over. With that done, Deacon kissed him. “Guess the next thing is deciding when to see each other again.”
“I’m available any evening this week,” Ryland said. “Or tonight.”
“How about this afternoon?”
Ryland smiled. “Follow me home, Daddy?”
Deacon grinned. “You read my mind, baby.”
By late Sunday night, when Deacon finally returned home, he was exhausted—more exhausted than he’d felt in a while—but he also felt lighter than he had in…ever.
They were going to go out together tomorrow night after Ry got off work and Del retrieved Winter. Deacon was going to pick him up—and probably end up staying late after.
If he was lucky.
Very lucky.
 
* * * *
 
Over the next couple of weeks, Ryland was starting to think maybe he lived a charmed life after all. He and Deacon were seeing each other nearly every day now, and he finally got to meet Winter yesterday. Deacon had Winter for an overnight, because Del was working late last night just to turn around again and go in early today.
Thus he’d invited Ry over for dinner, and to spend time with them.
Winter was fucking adorable, with her grandfather’s eyes and the hint of the same stubborn ways running through her brain. She was going to be a handful.
As the weeks ticked by, Deacon had Ry over more often, and Ry started coming up with recipes for Winter to cook with them. A new ritual they’d started was Ry reading to her after dinner, or helping her with a game or puzzle, something fun like that, while Deacon sat back and smiled as he watched them together.
Ry was no dummy. He knew exactly what the man was doing—making sure the most important woman in his life was going to get along with him.
Although Del, who was now the second-most important woman to Deacon, after Winter, wasn’t going to thaw out anytime soon. She acted coolly polite to him at best, and pretty much ignored him, at worst.
Ry knew Deacon was hoping she’d come around, but Ry wasn’t so sure. Not that it’d stop him from being with Deacon, but it’d make all their lives easier if she’d stop trying to see him in whatever jaded light she was using.
Deacon was going to have a talk with her, but was hoping she’d ease up first, on her own, without intervention.
As far as Ry could see, that wasn’t going to happen.
Meanwhile, the three of them—Deacon, Winter, and him—did more and more things together. Trips to Mote Marine, or the movies, or the beach. He found cookie recipes that were Deacon-friendly, and enjoyed teaching Winter how to make them. Ry was deep into investigating keto recipes right now, researching to find dishes that would be easy to make, tasty to a little girl of not-quite-four, and wouldn’t mess with Deacon’s blood sugar too much. All while not being full of chemical sweeteners that none of them were fond of.
And when the men were alone, they definitely didn’t waste any time.
“Ten weeks ago tonight, boy.” Deacon stepped behind Ry, where he stood at his stove and was preparing a keto version of biscuits and gravy for them for dinner, along with scrambled eggs. He wrapped his arms around Ry’s waist.
Tonight Ry cooked wearing only an apron.
Well, and a butt plug.
They didn’t have to worry about Del and Winter stopping by unexpectedly, because she didn’t know his address.
And, since Ry didn’t have to work tomorrow, Deacon was spending the night.
“Ten weeks tonight, Daddy.” He tipped his head back onto Deacon’s shoulder. “Tired of me yet?”
“Fuck no. You’re hot, you cook, and you haven’t told me to go fuck myself yet over Del’s shitty attitude. Like hell am I letting you get away from me.”
Yeah, there was that. “She’s worried about you. At least she cares.”
“You, my sweet boy, are being generous in the extreme. I know she’s a bitch—you don’t have to sugar-coat it for me.”
Once dinner was ready, Ryland ditched the apron and they ate out on the couch in front of the TV. Deacon had spent the morning sending Ryland texts, trying to get him worked up.
It worked.
He’d eagerly anticipated tonight for days now, knowing that he wouldn’t need to be home for Winter, and Ryland wouldn’t need to work tomorrow. They planned on spending all day tomorrow together, too.
Probably in bed.
This felt…real.
Permanent.
Ryland hoped he wasn’t setting himself up for heartbreak, but he didn’t care. He loved Deacon. He honestly didn’t give a shit about the age difference.
With dinner out of the way, and the kitchen cleaned up, Deacon sat on the couch and patted his lap. He hadn’t stripped yet, and was still wearing his jeans and that belt.
The one Deacon had used on his ass that first night they spent together at Kent’s. And countless times since.
Deacon’s hand stroked Ryland’s ass, which still bore faint bruises from a quick play session they’d had on Tuesday evening after Del had picked up Winter.
“How’s my boy?”
Ryland sighed as bliss started flowing into his brain at Deacon’s rumbly tone. “Better with Daddy here.”
Deacon raked his nails up and down Ryland’s back and thighs, sending him even deeper into subspace. When the flat of Deacon’s right hand settled over Ryland’s ass, and with his left he gathered Ryland’s wrists to hold them securely, Ryland took a deep breath and waited.
Smack.
And another, yet another as Deacon settled into a slow and steady rhythm, working back and forth, from one ass cheek to the other. The stinging burn sweetly sucked Ryland into the depths of subspace as he breathed through each impact and tried not to rub his cock against Deacon’s jean-clad thigh.
He’d explode if he did that.
Because he had accidentally done just that a few weeks ago.
Deacon had laughed and made him lick it off his jeans and then spanked him until he was hard and horny again as “punishment.”
Although, to be honest, Ryland had found himself quickly addicted to the man’s darker side.
The thrill mixed with the safety. Knowing that the man making him beg and cry had only an hour earlier been goofing around and making Winter giggle like crazy.
He could completely let go to Deacon, trusting him to not go too far.
Every bit of trust he placed in the man was repaid tenfold, and Ryland hoped this never ended.
The more trust he gave, the more he submitted to Deacon, and the freer Ryland felt.
He wasn’t looking to leech off Deacon financially, either. This was totally a mental and emotional kind of connection he felt.
As he writhed in Deacon’s grasp and savored the spanking, he allowed conscious thought to slip away. His world started and ended with Deacon, his beefy, strong hands, his callused fingers, the quiet and certain power behind every deliberate stroke.
Thissss…
All of this.
This was Daddy and Dom and deep, dark need, for Ryland.
Every few smacks, Deacon would pause and play with the base of the butt plug a little. Eventually, Deacon reached between Ryland’s thighs and started stroking his sac.
“How’s my boy doing, hmm?”
“Horny, Daddy.”
“I can tell. Bet you’ve left a wet spot all over my jeans.”
“Sorry, Daddy.”
He chuckled, a low, sweet sound that always sent Ryland’s mind into a deliciously dark place. “Didn’t mean I didn’t like it.” His fingers crept lower, cradling his balls and slowly exploring Ry’s hard cock. “I love that I get you so hot for me.”
Ryland whined, beyond any point of sanity.
“Time for you to pay Daddy’s cock a little attention.” He released Ryland’s wrists and helped him melt onto his knees between Deacon’s spread thighs.
Helping him out by unfastening his belt and jeans for Ryland, Deacon fished out his cock for him. “Here you go, baby. Don’t make me come. Oh, and hump yourself on Daddy’s boot while you do.”
Ryland straddled Deacon’s right foot, his cock leaving a trail of pre-cum along the smooth black leather of his Durango harness boot. All the while, he worshipped Deacon’s cock, licking and sucking and exploring him from head to base and back again. He loved it when Deacon made him do this, the sweet bite of playful humiliation made everything that much better.
After about twenty minutes of this, Deacon fisted Ryland’s hair and made him bend over and scoot back, so he could lick his pre-cum off Deacon’s boot.
“Does my boy need a good fucking from Daddy’s cock?”
“Yes, Daddy. Please!”
Still with a firm grip in Ryland’s hair, he pulled him to his feet and put him on his back on the couch, his legs spread wide and his knees against his shoulders.
Deacon wrapped his cock, pulled the butt plug out of Ryland’s ass, dropped that on a towel he’d staged earlier, and then easily shoved home all the way to the root.
“Fuck!” Deacon gasped. “Baby, you’re so fucking perfect!”
They were both tired, so tonight’s play didn’t last too long. But by the time Deacon finished fucking him, while jerking Ryland off at the same time, Ryland felt ready to melt into bed.
Their next step was a quick shower, and then cuddling.
Deacon held Ryland, nuzzling his head. “How was that, boy?”
“Amazing, Daddy.” He snuggled in close. “Absolutely amazing.”
The more time that passed, and as they headed into month three, there was one thing that Ry knew for sure—he was deeply in love with Deacon and wanted to spend the rest of his life with him.
The next step would be trying to get Del to approve of it.
If not?
Well, they’d cross that bridge when they came to it. Meanwhile, for the night of their third-month anniversary, Deacon planned to come over to Ry’s apartment after he got home from work, so they could play and have fun.
It touched him that Deacon was as eagerly marking off time as he was, keeping track of the dates.
It meant he didn’t feel quite so silly about it.
And he loved the fire in Deacon’s eyes every time he called the man Daddy. That never got old.
More twisted, yes, as they started doing even more things together, but old?
Never.
One thing Ry knew for certain, his simple life had grown richer than he ever could have imagined it.
And he knew it was for life.
 
Chapter Eight
 
“Wakey up, PopPop.”
Deacon startled awake to find Winter sitting next to him on the bed.
“Oh, man. What time is it, Pumpkin?”
“It’s seven.”
Shit. He’d forgotten to set his alarm last night when he returned home from Ryland’s. He’d eaten an early dinner before going over there after Ry got off work, but forgot to take his medicine on time. They’d had a rough and tumble fun kind of evening before he’d finally remembered it, then came home and crashed.
They were three months into this, and Delaney was still being as stubborn as ever despite Deacon even taking them all out to dinner at a restaurant in an attempt to have neutral-territory time together in hopes it’d soften his stubborn daughter’s position.
It hadn’t.
But, here was the thing—they were three months into this, and Deacon knew it was for life.
So did Ry.
They’d already talked about this quite a bit, and Deacon’s last hesitation at taking the final step and marrying Ryland was wanting Delaney to be okay with it first.
Except it looked like that would happen about the same time they finally held the winter Olympics in Florida.
In July.
At some point, Deacon knew he was going to have to have a sit-down with Delaney and lay down the law to her. He wanted Ryland in his life, Ry made him happy, and Ry loved the hell out of Winter.
Not to mention, Winter loved Ry.
“Oh, don’t hit the button on my go-juice. I forgot to preset it. Let me get up and I’ll do that and then you can push the button.”
She scowled at him. “PopPop okay?”
“Just really tired, honey. I got home late last night. I’ll be right there.”
“Okay.”
That was like a cardinal sin, though, messing with her morning routine.
He climbed out of bed, used the bathroom, and made his way out to the kitchen. Del walked in with Winter’s stuff. “You okay, Dad?”
“PopPop forgot de go-juice.” Winter stepped up onto the stool to watch him prep everything.
Del pulled up short and arched an eyebrow at him.
“I was out late. Do not ask me unless you want to know,” he said. “And you don’t get to lecture me for it, either.”
She scowled. “We’ll talk later.”
Meaning she wanted to chew him out for it.
He finished putting the coffee together and filling the reservoir. “There you go, Pumpkin.”
Winter punched the button and nodded at the machine, as if that made everything right with her world again.
Then he crooked a finger at Del and led her down the hall, to his room, where he stepped inside with her.
“Listen, I love you, but I love Ryland. He’s not after anything that I’m not after, too.”
“Dad! He’s only four years older than me!”
“So what? I like what I like. You don’t see me giving you shit over that fuck, do you?”
She clamped her mouth shut over whatever she’d been about to say, knowing exactly who he meant—Winter’s father.
Until he’d been arrested and tossed in jail, she’d steadfastly tried to defend him to Deacon and get Deacon to like him.
Deacon pressed on. “He’s employed, he’s a sweetheart, and I wish you’d give him a chance.”
“What are people going to say, Dad?”
“What people? Like I give a shit what people think about me. I never have before. Is that the only thing you have against him, that he’s younger than me?”
“I…” She glared at him. “I don’t understand what you two have in common.”
He lowered his voice. “He likes the way I fuck him and beat his ass. There. Happy? He’s got a Daddy fetish, and I think he’s hot. We’re both attracted to each other for reasons besides that, though. And if you’d give him half a chance, you’d see how much he loves Winter, and how much she loves him. He cooks with her. He sits with her and reads to her. She’s never been this infatuated with any guy you’ve dated. So can’t you just give him a fucking chance? Please? I raised you. And I love Winter, you know I do, but this is also my time, now. I’m not getting any younger, Del.”
“You can’t find any guy close to your own age? You have to find a guy like…him?”
“Like what?” His gaze narrowed as the thought hit him. “You think he’s hot, too, don’t you?”
“Ew, Dad! I—”
“No, that’s the whole problem, isn’t it?”
She glared at him again. “I did, until you told me he calls you Daddy and you spank him.”
He burst out laughing. “Well, okay, then. Here’s how this is going to go—suck it up, honey. He’s going to become a part of our lives. I’d think you’d be happy that gives you another person who loves Winter and who can help take care of her. Someone we can trust with her. I want to marry him, Del. I love him. So she’s going to have to get used to it, and so will you. The funny thing is, I think she’s not going to have any problems with it. I wouldn’t give you grief if you brought an older man home.”
“I call bullshit on that, Dad. He was ten years older than me, and you hated him.”
“I hated him because he was an asshole, and, FYI, I was right. If you brought home a guy my age who was of quality—of character, I mean—and who loved Winter as much as we do, I’d really be okay with that.”
She stared up at the ceiling for a moment. “I…I just worry about you, okay?” She finally met his gaze. “I’m worried about you getting hurt, Dad. I’m worried about what happens in ten years, or twenty, if he decides he’s had enough and leaves you? What if he breaks your heart?”
“You don’t think I’ve thought about that? If I thought he was that kind of guy, we wouldn’t even be having this conversation right now, because I never would have let things get to this point with him. If he does, he does. But this time, I’m going to marry for the right reasons instead of the wrong ones. I’m marrying him because I love him.”
“You’ve already proposed to him?”
“No, but we’ve been having some serious discussions. He’s been worried about how you’d react.”
“No shit,” she muttered.
“And he wanted to try to give you as much time as possible to come to peace with this.”
“I can’t promise you I can do that, Dad.”
“You don’t have a choice, honey. I won’t force you to spend time with him, but when you’re in my home, or in front of Winter, you will respect him and at least be courteous to him.” He opened his arms to her, and, eventually, she stepped in for a hug.
“I reserve the right to hunt him down and castrate him if he hurts you.”
He chuckled, kissing the top of her head. “Love you, too, Del.”
They returned to the kitchen, where Winter was intently focused on watching the coffee brew. “I think your go-juice is ready, PopPop.”
“Thanks, sweetheart. Kiss Mommy good-bye. She needs to leave for work.”
Del hugged her and kissed her, then gave him one last peck on the cheek. “Just…make sure first, huh?”
He nodded. “I will. And I am.”
Once Del was safely gone, he poured his mug of coffee. “Can I ask you a question, Pumpkin?”
“Sure, PopPop.”
“Do you like Ryland?”
She nodded. “Can I call him Grampa?”
He smiled. “If I marry him, you can.”
She gasped. “Are you gonna marry him?”
He slowly nodded. “I think so. We’ve been talking about it a lot.” He picked her up. “But do you like him?”
She nodded. “I love him like I love you.”
The irony was that, with Ry, she’d also get a pseudo-father figure, and Del was having trouble seeing that. They’d told Winter a child-appropriate version of the truth when she first asked about her father—that he was a bad man who tried to hurt people, so he was in jail and would never see or hurt her.
But unless or until Del met someone, that left a void in Winter’s life. No, he didn’t have the energy Ry did. And in ten years, he’d be sixty-eight and probably less able to chase after her.
But Ry would only be forty-one. And if Winter was a fraction as headstrong as her mother was at that age, he’d welcome all the fucking help he could get keeping tabs on that girl.
“Mommy’s still having trouble liking Ryland because she doesn’t know him like we do. I’m probably going to ask Ryland to start spending nights here with me, okay? So don’t be surprised if you come in one morning and he’s in bed with me.” Meaning a new rule would go into effect for his boy that they had to at least put on boxers before falling asleep.
She frowned. “Is he gonna let me wake you up?”
“Nothing will change about that. But just wake me up if he’s sleeping, okay?”
“What about go-juice?”
He smiled. “You’re still my go-juice girl.”
She thought about it, then nodded. “Okay.”
He felt so tired that, after fixing her breakfast, and after sending Ry a good-morning text, he stretched out on the couch with Winter to watch her morning shows.
He was dozing when Winter poked him in the forehead. “PopPop?”
“Yeah, honey?”
“Can I play the bubble game on your phone?”
“Sure.” He punched in his lock code and opened the game for her. “There, sweetheart.”
He felt sooo fucking tired.
I need to have Ry come over here just so it doesn’t kick my ass the next morning when I have to watch her.
He also felt a headache coming on, so he closed his eyes to listen to the TV, and the sound of her playing the game on his phone.
 
* * * *
 
Ryland awoke that morning feeling…
Fucking great.
He felt a little guilty that it’d been so late by the time Deacon left last night, but it’d been damn good having the man there.
He did his laundry that morning, then was getting dressed for work a little after ten when he sent Deacon another text.
 
Heading to work, D. Love you.
 
He was surprised when his phone rang seconds later from Deacon’s number. He smiled as he answered. “Hey, Daddy.”
“Who dis?”
He wasn’t sure who the voice belonged to, at first. “What?”
“Is dis Ry?”
He looked at his phone, confused. “Who is this? Winter? Is that you, honey?”
“Ry, I can’t wake up PopPop.” Recognition slammed into him as he heard Winter start to cry.
“Wait, what?” Terror filled him as he snatched his keys from the counter and raced for the door. “What’s going on? What do you mean you can’t wake him up, honey?”
“He wasn’t awake when we got here dis morning. He forgot to make de go-juice. Then he was tired and gave me his phone to play my bubble game. Now he’s on de couch and won’t wake up.”
Oh, shit! He didn’t dare hang up the phone and call 911, because for starters, he couldn’t remember Deacon’s exact address, even though he knew how to get there. Secondly, he didn’t want to leave Winter alone without an adult to talk to.
He jumped into his car. “Honey, look at his chest. Is his chest moving up and down?”
She sniffled. “Uh-huh.”
A little relief, at least. “I’m on the way right now. I’m about fifteen minutes away. I want you to keep talking to me, okay?”
She sniffled again. “Okay. Is PopPop gonna be okay?”
He didn’t want to make her promises he couldn’t deliver on. “Can you try shaking him real hard for me? Try yelling at him.”
He heard her yell at Deacon, trying to get him to wake up and nearly blasting his eardrum out in the process, but he stayed on the phone as he drove.
“He mumbled at me.”
“Okay, honey. That’s good…” He was honestly shocked he didn’t get a speeding ticket by the time he squealed into the driveway only ten minutes later, skidding to a stop and throwing it into park. He didn’t even bother shutting the engine off. He jumped out and ran for the front door, thankfully finding it unlocked.
Winter turned from where she was standing beside the couch, tears streaming down her cheeks. “He still won’t wake up, Grampa.”
He ran over to Deacon, dropping to his knees and relieved to find a pulse when he checked. He slapped Deacon’s cheeks, hard. “Deacon, wake up!”
He mumbled at him.
Then a thought hit him. “Winter, where does PopPop keep his test kit? For his blood sugar?”
“His poke?”
“Yeah, his poke. Where is it?” He honestly hadn’t paid attention before when he came over to spend time with Deacon there. When they spent the night together, it was nearly always at his place, usually because Ry was working the next morning and Deacon didn’t want to make him drive the extra fifteen minutes from his house, or get up earlier than he had to.
She ran into the kitchen, Ry on her heels, and pointed. He spotted the tester and snatched it and a test strip from its place on the counter and ran back to the couch with them.
“Did you see PopPop do his poke this morning?”
She shook her head.
“Did he eat breakfast?” He swore as he figured out how to turn the damn thing on.
“Not much.”
He finally figured it out and stuck Deacon in the left pinky. The machine beeped.
48.
Fuck. He looked at Winter. “Find me a piece of mail with PopPop’s address on it, honey.”
She ran to do that while he bolted for the kitchen, rooting through the cupboards until he found a half-empty honey bear in one cabinet.
He raced back to the living room. Dropping onto his knees again, he cradled Deacon’s head in one arm and got the spout into his mouth. He squeezed, relieved to see Deacon’s mouth work when he felt the honey hit his tongue.
“Swallow, Deac,” he loudly ordered, gently shaking his head. “Swallow for me.”
Winter ran back to him with several pieces of mail, waving them at him. “Like this, Grampa?”
He looked at them, spying an electric bill. “Good job, honey. Put them right here. Deac, swallow.”
“Is PopPop gonna be okay, Grampa?”
“I think so, honey. His blood sugar’s really low.” He squeezed more honey into his mouth, gently shaking him again. “Swallow again, Deacon. Come on, Daddy. You can’t scare me like this. Swallow, dammit.”
When Rylan felt Deacon start swallowing, he nearly cried with relief. He set the honey bear down and grabbed his phone, dialing 911 after dragging the electric bill closer.
“911, what is your emergency.”
“I need an ambulance at 8215 Caribbean Dream Court, Sarasota. Fifty-eight-year-old man with blood sugar of forty-eight. He was unconscious and barely responsive. I fed him some honey, but he’s going to need an ambulance…”
By the time Ryland heard sirens wailing just down the street, he really was crying in relief, because Deacon’s eyes fluttered open.
“What…”
“Shh, it’s okay. You’re okay. Your blood sugar bottomed out.”
“Winter?”
“She’s right here. She’s okay. She called me when she couldn’t wake you up.”
“What?”
“I’d texted you, and somehow, she figured out how to call me. Thank god. I think she’s old enough for the 911 lesson now.” He offered him another dose of honey. “Swallow this. Winter, go open the door for the paramedics.”
“Okay, Grampa.” She ran off to do it.
Ryland leaned in and kissed Deacon’s forehead. “Don’t you ever fucking scare me like that again, Daddy,” he whispered. “I can’t lose you.”
Confusion still filled Deacon’s expression, but at least he was back.
By the time the paramedics had Deacon loaded on a stretcher, he’d recovered enough he was trying to argue that he was fine and didn’t need to go to the hospital.
Ryland grabbed Winter and slung her onto his hip. “You scared her, and you scared me. You’re going. I’ll grab your car so I can use her car seat, and we’ll be right behind you after I lock up the house.”
Once the ambulance had pulled out, he moved his car and shut it off, then ran back to the house. While he found clothes for Winter, he called work and told them he wouldn’t be in, that he had an emergency. Ten minutes after the ambulance left with Deacon, he and Winter were in Deacon’s car and heading that way, too.
In fact, when he reached the emergency room, they rushed him and Winter through the check-in process and led them back to where Deacon was sitting up on a gurney and arguing with a doctor that he wanted to be discharged.
Winter pointed a finger at Deacon, a dark glare on her face. “Be quiet, PopPop!” she yelled at him, shocking both Ryland and Deacon into silence. “You listen to de doctor.” She started crying. “I couldn’t wake you up!”
Ryland held her close, trying to soothe her, even as tears rolled down his own cheeks. “So lay your ass back down on that bed,” he said. “Because you made her cry, and you made me cry, and you’re going to get checked out.”
She had her arms wrapped around Ryland’s neck, her face pressed against his shoulder as she cried. “Grampa had to wake you up,” she sobbed. “I couldn’t wake you up!”
Deacon finally lay back down, but he reached for her.
Ryland got her to let go of him and go to Deacon, where she clung to him.
“I’m okay, honey.”
“No, you not. You didn’t do your poke dis morning.”
“Wait.” Deacon looked at Ryland. “What’d she call you?”
“He’s Grampa,” she said, her voice now muffled against Deacon’s chest. “You’re PopPop. He’s Grampa.”
Despite how he was crying, Ryland laughed. “Um, okay then. The Pumpkin has spoken.”
Deacon kissed the top of her head. “Honey, go back to Grampa, okay? Let him hold you while the doctor looks me over. I’m going to be okay, honey.”
Meanwhile, Ryland didn’t miss the confused looks the doctor and nurse gave both men, obviously trying to do the math in their head about Winter’s age, and his, and Deacon’s, and her calling him Grandpa, and coming up with banana for their efforts.
Ryland took Winter and sat with her in a chair off to the side while he—and Winter—answered the doctor’s questions about what had happened.
Working backward, twenty minutes later, the doctor figured what likely happened was the early dinner the evening before, combined with Deacon taking his medication late, and then eating a lighter than usual breakfast—along with the, cough, physical exertion of the evening before—had tanked his blood sugar levels.
Which were now, thankfully, nearly normal.
No harm, no foul, but they wanted to hold him for observation for another couple of hours and run a few tests, just to be safe.
Once the three of them were alone in the room, Ryland handed Deacon’s cell phone over. “And you get to call Delaney, PopPop.” He smiled.
“Gee, thanks.”
 
Chapter Nine
 
Delaney blasted into the room like a banshee. “Dad!” She practically threw herself on him. “Are you okay?”
“I’m fine now, thanks to Winter and Ryland.”
She turned, reaching for Winter.
Ryland let her take Winter and tried not to feel irritated that Delaney was still giving him stink-eye.
“Why didn’t you call me?” she snapped at him.
“Because he was too busy saving my life,” Deacon said, making her turn. “You can’t keep hating him.”
“Yeah, Mommy,” Winter said. “Grampa saved PopPop’s life.”
“What’d you call him?”
“He’s Grampa.” The little girl nodded. “Dat’s what I’m callin’ him now. Because he is. I love him, and I love PopPop.”
Ry was already standing before Delaney said it. “Can I have a moment alone with my father, please?”
“No,” Deacon said. “Ry, don’t you dare leave.” Deacon sat up and stared at Delaney. “You stop. Now. You’ve spent your whole life not having to share me with anyone except Winter. He’s part of this family, and I’m done with you trying to push him out.”
“Yeah, Mommy,” Winter said, making Del put her down so she could walk over to Ryland, where she reached for him.
He picked her up, seating her on his hip.
“I love Grampa,” she said, throwing her arms around his neck.
“I’m marrying that man,” Deacon said. “If he’ll have me. So get used to it.”
Ry felt tears filling his eyes again, and even though he tried to blink them away, Winter noticed.
“Mommy!” she scolded. “You made Grampa cry! That was mean!”
“No, honey,” Ry said. “I’m crying because I love PopPop.” He met Deacon’s gaze. “Yes,” he said. He focused on Delaney. “And if it’ll make you feel better, I’ll sign a prenup, or whatever.”
A dark glare filled her face. “Damn right you will.”
“No, he won’t,” Deacon said. “And if all you’re going to do is fight me on this, Del, then you can go back to work. I’m fine. It was just stupidity on my part because I wasn’t thinking. I should’ve checked my sugar this morning, and I forgot. They’re going to discharge me in another hour, as long as my blood sugar remains stable. I already have a follow-up appointment with my doctor for in the morning, and Ry’s got my car. He’ll take me and Winter home. Instead of being angry at him, how about being happy and grateful that he thought quickly and helped me and took care of Winter? He actually was thinking of Winter first.”
“Yeah, Mommy,” Winter said.
“Think of it this way,” Deacon said, “it’s another pair of eyes on me, if you’re that worried about me. One more person to nag me to take care of myself.”
She finally crumpled into one of the chairs, crying. “I’m just…I just…I can’t lose you, Dad.”
“You’re not losing me, honey. You’re getting another dad.” He snickered.
“Ew. I’m not calling him Dad.”
“Yeeeeaaah,” Ry said. “Um, please, don’t.”
Deacon snickered again. “See? There’s something the two of you agree on right there, Del.” He patted the mattress. “Come here, honey.”
Del finally pulled herself out of the chair and walked over to the bed. He slid over and she climbed in, where she broke down crying.
“Honey, I love you. I’d kill or die for you, and you know it. You and Winter. And now we’ve got Ry. I know he’s got my back, and yours, and Winter’s. You think back to what you were like in high school. Do you honestly think we’re going to survive her teen years without Ry’s help?”
“Hey,” Winter said, not sure what they meant, but obviously a little put out.
Ry distracted her by pretending to tickle her, without actually tickling her, but it still made her laugh.
“See?” Deacon said. “He’s a natural. He loves her. He loves me. I’m sure he’d come to love you, too, if you’d quit being a damn bitch to him.”
“We really need a swear jar,” Ry joked.
Deacon pointed at him. “There you go,” he said to Del. “How many times have you told me that? He’s not your enemy, honey.”
She rolled her eyes, but Ry noticed her gaze lingered on him for a moment. “It’s going to take me some time to get used to this.”
“Time is fine,” Deacon said. “But keep an open mind during that time. You’ve been acting like you hate him already.”
“I don’t…hate him. I just don’t want you to get hurt, Dad.”
Ry could respect that, but he also knew there was no way he could convince her there was no way he was leaving Deacon. “I’m in this for life,” he quietly said. “I love him. If I didn’t love him, don’t you think I would have said to heck with this a while ago?”
“He’s got a point, honey,” Deacon said. “You can be a…B-word.”
Winter giggled. “B-word.”
“Look, I get it,” Deacon added. “Your mom wasn’t…momly. That guy turned out to be a loser. I know you’re worried about me from a place of love, but that place stopped being love when you kept trying to find reasons to hate Ry instead of looking at the growing mountain of evidence that proves he’s who he says he is.”
Ryland turned, spotted a box of tissues, and offered them to Del. She finally took them.
“Thanks.”
“See?” Deacon said. “Was that hard?”
Finally, Deacon managed to convince Del to go back to work. It wasn’t long after that he was discharged, anyway. Once they were back in the car—Ry driving—before they left the hospital, Deacon spoke up.
“You have your keys with you?”
“For my car?”
“Your apartment.”
“Yes, Sir?”
“Let’s stop by there before we go home.”
“Why?”
“So you can get your clothes and stuff for today, tonight, and tomorrow. I want you to spend the night with me.”
Ry stared into his eyes. “Are you sure?”
“Never been more sure of anything in my life.”
“I get to wake up PopPop,” Winter said from the backseat. “And I make PopPop’s go-juice in the morning.”
But Ry didn’t break eye contact with Deacon. “This is it, isn’t it?”
He smiled. “Yeah. No going back.”
Ry leaned over and kissed him. “You scared the F-word out of me.”
“I know. I’m sorry.” He patted him on the thigh. “Let’s go pick up your stuff and get home.” He tipped his head, indicating Winter. “Someone needs their lunch and their nap.”
 
* * * *
 
Once they were back at Deacon’s, and Ry had everything unloaded, he made Deacon sit on the couch while he fixed lunch for Winter and himself. Deacon had been fed at the hospital and wasn’t hungry, but he made a point of checking his blood sugar and showing Ry and Winter.
When Winter finally dozed off for her nap, Deacon joined Ry in the bedroom, where he’d been stashing his things in the drawers he hadn’t even realized Deacon had already cleared out for him.
Ry grabbed him, his tears flowing hot and heavy again as he kissed him. “I mean it—don’t you fucking scare me like that again, Daddy.”
Deacon pulled him into his arms and held him as he sobbed. “I’m sorry, baby. I’m so sorry. But do you know how proud I am of you? You saved my life. They told me you said I was down to forty-eight. I would’ve been dead in another couple of hours, if not sooner.”
“It’s Winter who saved your life. I still don’t understand how she figured out how to call me. I mean, she called me right after I texted you. I didn’t know she could unlock your phone.”
“She didn’t have to.”
“Oh, the bubble game.”
“No.” He pulled his phone out of his pocket and hit the home button to wake it up. Then he hit the Emergency option.
There, on the ICE list, was Ryland’s number, at the very top. Right above Del’s.
HUSBAND - RYLAND GOODWIN
Stunned, he stared at it for a long moment. “When did you do that?”
“The other day, when I was playing around with it. I had plugged in your name and number anyway, but then I thought what if something happened to me and Del tried to be snotty? I wanted you listed like that, so at least someone would hopefully get the info to you. I did start teaching Winter how to call 911 the other day, but I first taught her how to use the emergency numbers. She probably forgot about it until she saw your text pop up.”
Ry stared at the screen until it auto-dimmed and shut off before he finally looked into Deacon’s eyes again. “Ask me again, Daddy,” he whispered. “Please?”
Deacon smiled and cupped his hands around Ry’s cheeks. “Will you please marry me?”
He nodded. “Yes, Daddy. Tomorrow?”
Deacon’s laugh rumbled through Ry as the man pulled him in for a hug. “Minimum three-day wait. But by next week, absolutely. We should go get the marriage license today, unless you want to take an afternoon off somewhere else.”
“Oh, I’m taking tomorrow off to take you to the doctor. I’ve already told them I’m not going to be in, that I had a family emergency.”
“Family, hmm?” Deacon smiled.
“Yeah. My boyfriend.”
“Not your Daddy?” He slipped his hands around Ry’s ass and ground his hips against him.
“I think I’ll keep that part between us.”
“Well, Del knows, because I had it out with her this morning. That’s one of the reasons I forgot to check my blood sugar, but she was already so upset that I didn’t want to dump that on her, too. Besides, it’s my responsibility, so it’s my fault.”
“Wait, so she…knows what, exactly?”
He grinned. “I flat-out told her that I’m your Daddy, and you’re my boy, and I like spanking your ass, and you like me spanking it. I figured if that didn’t shut her up, at the very least it would definitely ensure she never wants to move in with us.”
Ry processed what he said and laughed. “You are a sadist, Daddy.”
“Duh. And you’re marrying me.” He ground against him again. “So who’s really the nutty one, hmm?”
“Both of us.” Ry draped his arms around Deacon’s neck. “So what comes next?”
“We get married and enjoy life. It’s that simple.”
Ryland rested his forehead against Deacon’s. “You make it sound simple, Daddy.”
“Because it is. I love you, and we’re going to spend the rest of our lives together. Meanwhile, I’ll do my best not to be stupid and shorten mine any sooner than necessary.”
“Yes, please. That would be greatly appreciated.”
 
* * * *
 
That night, Ry decided to put forth an effort. With a little help from Winter and Deacon, he learned a couple of Del’s favorite dishes. One trip to the grocery store later, and he had dinner ready and waiting by the time Del arrived from work.
“What’s this?” she asked.
Winter ran up to her. “Grampa made you dinner, Mommy!” She dragged Del around the table to what was her usual seat. “See?”
He watched her actually studying the food, processing…then she looked at him. “You cooked me dinner?”
“Peace offering. Please? We’re family. Can we start over fresh and move forward from this point?”
Deacon remained quiet, watching and not interfering. Ry damn well knew nothing her father said would change her mind.
All he could do was put forth his best effort and hope it was enough. If not? At least he and Deacon would both know they’d done all they could.
Del helped Winter into her chair, then walked around the table to hug Ryland.
“Thank you,” she whispered. “Thank you for saving him.”
He finally hugged her back. “Winter technically saved him,” he whispered.
“You know what I mean.”
“I love him. I promise, I’m not going anywhere. I’ll prove it to you.”
“You break his heart, I swear I will kill you.”
He laughed. “That’s one promise I know you won’t have to keep.”
She finally released him and returned to her seat, dropping a kiss on the top of Deacon’s head on her way around the table.
Winter eyed her. “You like Grampa now? I love him.”
She nodded. “Mommy’s going to try to be nicer to Grampa.”
Under the table, Deacon nudged Ry’s foot with his own and dropped him a wink.
“Good,” Winter said with a decisive nod. “Because Grampa rocks.”
Deacon reached over and squeezed Ry’s arm. “He sure does, honey. He sure does.”
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