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Chapter One
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Cameron Adams shielded his aqua eyes from the glaring California sun as he stared up at the house in front of him. He glanced down at the address he’d scribbled on the scrap of paper clutched in his other hand: 2236 Riviera Way. This was the house. This was where he was going to be working. He shoved the paper in his pocket and pulled in a deep breath as he started up the long walkway.

The house was actually more of a mansion if he wanted to get technical. It was at least four times as big as the house he’d grown up in and sat on a very large plot of land. The lawn was perfectly tended, and the front garden was lush and blooming, even the bushes were trimmed into neat geometric shapes.

The detached two-car garage looked brand new, the driveway had been recently tarred, and he was reminded of onyx as the sun shone down on the gleaming surface. He could see an older model hatchback wagon parked behind a very new, very shiny and very small silver convertible sports car. There was also a burgundy compact SUV in the driveway.

The house was beautiful. It was well cared for, and the owners obviously had money, but it looked as though it belonged to a corporate couple or a wealthy retired couple. It didn’t look like a house with children living in it.

Cameron walked up the steps and stared at the ornate lion’s head door knocker in the center of the oversized door as he fought back a laugh. The lion kind of looked like it was yawning at him. Instead of using the knocker he pushed the doorbell and wasn’t at all surprised to hear a designer doorbell.  

After a moment the door opened, and again Cameron was sure that he was at the wrong house. The older, portly woman in front of him was wearing a brown dress with a white apron and had a dusting rag in her hand. Her graying brown hair was pulled back in a severe bun, but her brown eyes were warm and her face was rounded and mostly unlined despite her advanced age.

“Can I help you?” she asked as she gave Cameron a friendly smile.

“Hi,” he started almost cautiously, “my name is Cameron Adams. I’m from Domestic Support Services.”

“Oh, come in come in.” The woman stepped back and ushered him inside. “We’ve been expecting you.”

Cameron stepped inside the house and couldn’t help but stare as he looked around the front foyer. Everything was white and marble and gleaming. Hanging down from the second-floor ceiling over the staircase and the prominent focal point of the foyer, was the biggest and most elaborate crystal chandelier he’d ever seen.

The house was beautiful. It was incredible and it was breathtaking, but again he was sure there had been some sort of mistake. This was the home of a couple; there was no way kids lived here.

“I’m sorry,” he said to the woman. “I think there’s been some sort of mistake.”

“What to do you mean?” she asked, a patient smile on her face.

“I think the agency might have sent me to the wrong house. I’m not a housekeeper or a maid, although that is an offered service. I’m a nanny.”

“Of course you are.” The woman smiled. “The children are just at school right now. Mr. Meyers is in his study. I’ll go and fetch him. I know he wants to ask you a few questions.”

“Oh,” he said, stunned. “I’m sorry, it’s just that this house is so... pristine.”

The woman smiled knowingly. “I’m Mrs. Latham, the Meyers’ housekeeper. I’m here three times a week from ten until two.”

“It’s nice to meet you,” he said, still glancing around the house.

“Why don’t you have a seat in the sitting room and I’ll send Mr. Meyers down to you. It might be a few minutes. He’s working, and when he gets into it, he loses track of time.” She pointed to the room to the right. “Just make yourself comfortable,” she added before hurrying up the stairs.

Cautiously Cameron made his way to the room and stepped inside. He glanced around and shook his head. The carpet, silk furniture, marble fireplace, and lamps were all white. The tables were made of glass, and there were crystal figurines elegantly displayed in a mahogany cabinet against the wall. The only contrast in the entire room was the black baby grand piano in the corner, and as he looked around, he was sure that getting comfortable was not going to be an option. There was nothing comfortable about this house, and especially not in this room.

What had he gotten himself into?

***
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AS CAMERON PERCHED carefully on the edge of the white silk sofa, he glanced down at his watch. He’d been waiting almost half an hour for Mr. Meyers to show up, and now he was worried that he was sitting in the wrong room. He knew the house was big, but it wasn’t that big.

He studied the room, trying to pass the time. It was very clean, elegant and white, but it wasn’t comfortable. Everything matched and looked brand new, and expensive.

If the rest of the house was anything like the foyer and the sitting room, he was positive that no child could ever be comfortable in this house.

Cameron jumped as a man walked into the room and stared at him.

He was nothing like the Mr. Meyers Cameron had expected. He’d expected an elegant man in a crisp suit, one who looked as though he woke up perfectly pressed and neatly groomed. For some reason, he’d also pictured him as older and blond.

He had no idea why blond, but in his head, his potential employer had been blond.

Nathan Meyers was none of those things. He was tall, about six foot two if Cameron was to guess, and younger than he’d expected. He looked to be in his midthirties. His rich brown hair had a slight wave to it and was kept long but still neat, and he was lean and broad-shouldered. He seemed too big for the room and definitely too rugged. His skin had a slightly tanned look to it, and he was dressed in a rumpled white shirt and dark wash jeans. He was an incredibly handsome man, but the feature that caught Cameron’s attention were his eyes. They were the most striking shade of gray—not quite blue and not quite steel gray. They looked silver, if that was a possible eye color. There was an intelligence in his eyes, and a wariness that he wouldn’t have expected. Mr. Meyers was a little intimidating with his size and looks, but Cameron couldn’t tear his eyes away from him as he hovered in the doorway.

 

Nathan was in a bad mood. He’d spent the better part of the day stuck on a particular chapter, and he was tired from yet another near-sleepless night. When Mrs. Latham had told him the new nanny had arrived he’d been tempted to tell her to send the girl away; she wouldn’t last anyway. After a bit of insisting, he’d saved his work and then spent the next ten minutes trying to find the info sheet and résumé the agency had sent him before giving up and making his way downstairs to meet with her.

He’d hired twenty-three nannies in the past three years, and all twenty-three of them had quit within a few months. The longest any of them had stayed was twelve weeks, and that had been during the school year. This was the second last day of school, and then his kids would be home for just over two months. He expected to be interviewing at least three other nannies before they went back to class.

The person sitting on his couch was not what he’d expected. Not only was he not a girl, he was also handsome.

He was young, although Nathan couldn’t quite place his age. If he’d had to guess, he’d say early twenties. His sandy brown hair was on the longer side and slightly shaggy, but it suited him without making him look unkempt or ratty. His eyes were the most incredible shade of blue-green Nathan had ever seen. They were bright, clear, and the color of the ocean on a calm day. His expression was friendly, but his eyes were reserved. Nathan could see he was wary of him, and that intrigued him.

When the young man stood up to shake his hand, Nathan’s eyes were drawn to his torso. His waist was slender, his body was thin, but he had wide shoulders and a wiry build.

He also had one of the best bubble butts Nathan had ever seen pulling at the material of his khaki shorts. He was hot, but young. Too young to approach, but he would look twice if he saw him at a bar.

“Hi, I’m Cameron Adams,” the younger man said as he shook Nathan’s hand. His grip was firm, and his hand was warm.

“Nathan Meyers.” He motioned for him to sit back down on the couch and then folded himself into the armchair across from him. He felt too big for the delicate chair, but it was the only other chair in the room, so he had to sit in it.

“You’re not what I was expecting,” Nathan said honestly as he looked at his new nanny.

“I get that a lot.” Cameron gave him a tight smile. “Do you have a problem having a male nanny?”

“No, I just wasn’t expecting it. Anyway, I just have a few questions for you,” Nathan said as he crossed his legs and rested his ankle on his knee. This chair really hadn’t been made for comfort.

“Of course.”  

“So you’ve been with the agency for two years now?”

“That’s right.” he nodded.

“You don’t have a lot of long-term employment listed. Any reason for that?” Nathan asked as he glanced down at the paper in front of him.

“Most people aren’t looking for full-time help unless it’s over the summer or a holiday. Add that to my being male and gay, and that limits my opportunities.”

“You’re gay?” Nathan asked, surprised at how open Cameron was. He’d come out in his late teens and was comfortable with his sexuality, but it wasn’t something he announced within the first three minutes of a conversation.

“Yes, is that a problem?”

“No.”

“Are you sure? Because I’m not going to stay in a position where I’m being questioned or watched because of some bias you might harbor—“

“It’s not a problem. If it were, I never would have married my husband.” Nathan was taken aback by Cameron’s speech. He had balls, Nathan had to give him that.

“Your husband... you’re..?”

“How about we agree that your sexuality is not going to be an issue and move on?”

“Sure, sorry.”

“Do you mind if I ask what you were doing before you became a nanny?” Nathan asked, trying not to grin as Cameron blushed bright pink.

“I worked in a daycare, running the summer and holiday camps and after-school programs for the older kids.”

“You have your early childhood education license. Why haven’t you used it?”

“I never found a school willing to hire me.”

“But you’re a qualified teacher.”

“I’m also male and gay. Two strikes against me right there.”

“How many schools did you apply to?”

“After the second interview, I figured out I’d made a mistake thinking I had a future in education.”

“But—“

“I’m not teaching, and this isn’t a school, so can we please focus on my job here?”

“Of course.” Nathan shook his head. “Other than your time as a nanny and your education, what’s your experience with children?”

“I have twelve nieces and nephews ranging in ages from nineteen to two.”

“Twelve? Are you close with your siblings?”

“Very.” He nodded.

“Wait,” Nathan cut in, he was having trouble with the math. “You said you have a niece or nephew who’s nineteen?”

“Nephew, Nick.”

“How old are you?”

“I’m twenty-six.”

“How many siblings do you have?”

“Four older sisters. Much older sisters,” he added. “I’m the youngest by twelve years; the oldest is nineteen years older than I am.”

“Oh.” Nathan paused. He really didn’t know what to say to that. “Well, your references couldn’t say enough good things about you, and you’re more than qualified.” He crumpled the papers he was still holding and shoved them in his pocket. “Can you swim?”

“Yes, why?”

“We have a pool,” Nathan said as he started to stand. “I’ll bring in your things, and Mrs. Latham can show you around the house.

“Wait.” Cameron stopped him as Nathan was half in and half out of the chair. “I have a few questions of my own.”

With an exaggerated sigh, Nathan sat back down.

Ignoring him, Cameron pulled out a pad of paper and a pen from his pocket and flipped the small notebook open to a new page.

“The agency didn’t tell me that much about the placement. I understand that there are three children?”

“Logan’s ten, Daniel’s eight, and Kaitlyn is six.” He nodded.

“Do any of them have any medical conditions, any allergies or anything that I’ll have to take into account or be prepared for?” he asked.

Nathan was a little shocked. None of the other nannies had asked him questions. They’d preferred to talk to Mrs. Latham about everything, and he had to admit that he preferred it that way too.

He sat back and tried to answer Cameron’s questions, trying not to let his frustration show as he kept asking him things Nathan didn’t have answers to.

After nearly twenty minutes, Nathan was starting to become impatient. Cameron had asked all about the house rules, their schedules, likes, dislikes and what was expected of him. Nathan had had a hard time answering most of the questions and had directed him to talk to Mrs. Latham.

When Cameron was finally done, Nathan stood up and moved to the French doors, telling him again that he would bring his bags up to his room while Mrs. Latham showed him around and answered any other questions he had. It had looked as though Cameron had more to say, but Nathan left the room, escaping while he could.

***
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CAMERON WASN’T IMPRESSED with Nathan Meyers. He’d been stumped by the simplest of questions, and he’d barely gotten any information out of the man. He didn’t even know what the house rules were, or anything about his kids beyond the fact that they were healthy and their names and ages.

He’d taken the tour with Mrs. Latham and had gotten answers about the kids and his duties as a nanny. The house was way fancier than any he’d ever been in before. Outside of the formal sitting room, there was an informal one, a media room, dining room, a huge kitchen with a bonus room and the basement was actually a separate two-bedroom apartment that Mrs. Latham had called an in-law suite with a full bathroom, kitchen, dining and sitting room.

The second floor was just as grand. Each of the kid’s rooms had connecting bathrooms, and there was also a spare room, a bathroom, and a library. The last part of the second floor was the master suite that consisted of the master bedroom, the master bathroom, and Mr. Meyers’ study. He’d been told three times that no one was allowed in any of those rooms except Mr. Meyers.

Every room was perfect, matching and shiny. Even the kid’s rooms looked like they’d been staged for a magazine shoot and not like actual kids lived in them. It was a bit surreal.

Once he went up the stairs to the third floor, he started to feel better about the job. It was the only part of the house that looked as though it was lived in.

There was a huge playroom that any kid would feel comfortable in. There were tables and chairs, toys, games, small play structures, corkboards, and chalkboards. The room was divided in sections, and it was organized and well stocked, but he noticed right away that it seemed a little young for a ten- or an eight-year-old.

There was a sectioned-off area that was split into a locked storage area and his living quarters. His room was small, plain and perfect. There was a double bed, a dresser, a bookshelf, and a small closet. The bathroom had a shower and tub combo, a toilet, a pedestal sink, and a small mirrored medicine cabinet. It was all he needed, and the bonus was it didn’t look as if it belonged in a museum.

By the time Cameron had gotten all the information he needed about his new job, Nathan had bought up his bags. He’d packed pretty light, and it only took him a few minutes to unpack his things as he mentally went over the duties he was expected to do.

He was supposed to wake the kids up in the mornings at seven on school days and eight during the summer, and get them dressed, cleaned up and fed. Then he was to keep them occupied for the day, making sure to feed them lunch around noon, and then get dinner in them at around five. Then he would have to occupy them until it was time to get ready for bed. Kaitlyn went to bed at seven, the boys at eight.

Mrs. Latham arrived at the house each Monday, Wednesday, and Friday mornings and left just after two. She took care of the cleaning—the vacuuming and dusting and the like, so Cameron wasn’t responsible for the majority of the housework.

He was expected to do all the kids laundry, his laundry, and if Nathan asked, then his as well. He was also to do all the dishes and cook dinner for Nathan and leave it for him in the microwave.

It was a lot of work, but he was being very well compensated, and it would get easier when the kids were in school. He’d have the day to do his other chores, although he imagined he’d have a lot more to do then. He didn’t have a particular day off, but it was expected that after the kids went to bed his time was his, and if he worked something out in advance, he could have a day off during the week.

The kids weren’t part of any groups. No Little League, ballet lessons or anything, but Mrs. Latham had told him that there was a fair number of young kids in the neighborhood and they all usually ended up in their backyard.

He was to keep his car in the drive and could use it when he had free time, but if he was taking the kids anywhere, he was to drive the family car. He was also expected to take the kids grocery shopping with him and do any and all odd jobs that Nathan asked him to do.

As Cameron wondered how he was going to fit everything that needed to be done into his days, he understood why the salary had seemed high when the job had first been offered to him.  
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Chapter Two
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That was the first thing Cameron heard as he went to meet the kids when they came home from school. Mrs. Latham had told him that a neighbor would pick them up and drop them off at home around three-thirty so he should be ready to meet them then.

The child who had spoken was obviously the oldest, Logan.

He was a cute boy. He was already showing a shadow of the handsome man he would become even though he was only ten, and Cameron mused that he would be quite the heartbreaker. He had dark brown hair, devilish blue eyes, and he was just getting into that phase where boys grew too fast all at once, making him a little gangly and awkward.

The boy next to him was undoubtedly Daniel. He too was cute, in an almost cherubic way. He had dark blond hair and wide brown eyes. He was a little chubby and shorter than his brother, but Cameron could tell that he too would grow up to be very handsome.

The little girl, Kaitlyn, was absolutely gorgeous. She was almost ethereal looking, slender and delicate with long, straight blonde hair and huge golden-brown doe eyes. She would be breathtaking when she grew up, Cameron could see that right away.

“I’m Cameron, your new nanny,” he told the kids as they stood in front of him in the front foyer, their school bags still slung over their small shoulders. “And you shouldn’t use that word.”

“You’re the new nanny?” Logan raised an eyebrow at him.

“You don’t look like our other nannies,” Daniel added. “You’re a boy.”

“Boys can be nannies too. But you can call me your manny if you want.” Cameron was used to this reaction.

“We don’t need a nanny or a manny,” Logan said firmly, crossing his arms over his small chest.

“Yeah. Don’t need one, don’t want one,” Daniel piped up, copying his brother.

Kaitlyn didn’t say a word. She just looked up at Cameron with her impossibly wide eyes and nodded.

“Well, you might not think you need a manny, but your father does, and that’s why I’m here.” He pointed to the stairs. “Go and put your bags in your rooms and then come back down, and we’ll decided what you want for dinner.”

“You’re going to let us choose whatever we want?” Logan asked skeptically.

“No, but I’m going to let the three of you decided from a few choices.” He moved aside so the kids could go upstairs. “Bags in your rooms and then in the kitchen.”

Cameron watched as the three kids trudged upstairs and then went into the kitchen. He could tell these kids were intelligent, clever and not happy to see him. They would pull out all the stops to get him to leave; even the silent Kaitlyn could be a worthy adversary.

He’d seen it all, or almost all, in his time at the agency. The rest he’d seen with his own nieces and nephews. Even though they all loved him as an uncle, they’d never showed him any mercy as a babysitter.

***
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BY THE TIME CAMERON lay down on his bed at nine that night, he was exhausted, but he had a much better understanding of how things worked in the Meyers’ house.

The kids had done and said everything they could to try and get a rise out of him. Logan was definitely the ringleader, and Daniel was happy to do everything his brother did. Kaitlyn seemed to want to warm up to him, but every time he thought he’d made progress with the little girl, one of her brothers had swooped in and turned her against him again.

It had taken almost forty-five minutes to get them to decide on what to eat for dinner. He’d only given them two choices since that should have to lead to a majority rules. What he hadn’t banked on was Kaitlyn just shrugging and not actually deciding, so the boys had chosen opposite sides and refused to agree.

It had taken some fancy footwork and some well-placed suggestions, but he’d finally gotten them both to say yes to chicken fingers and fries. It wasn’t the healthiest option, but he’d snuck some fruit salad in at the end of the meal and called it dessert. The kids had been so thrilled at the thought of dessert on a weekday they hadn’t even cared it was fruit.

Since it was so close to the end of school there hadn’t been any homework for them to do, so Cameron had them color at the table as he cooked. He’d suggested that they make drawings for their dad, but they’d just drawn whatever they wanted.

From his brief conversation with Nathan and from how the kids reacted to his suggestion, not to mention the fact that Nathan spent his whole night staying away from them and didn’t even say goodnight to the kids, Cameron could make up that he was a very hands-off dad. He hoped he was just judging Nathan too quickly, but something told him Nathan was a lot like his own father had been.

The kids had no set nighttime routine, and he’d let them run off as much energy as he could outside until it had gotten close to Kaitlyn’s bedtime and then had struggled to get all three bathed, dressed, and prepared to go to bed. He’d had to leave the boys upstairs while he read Kaitlyn a half a dozen stories, and when the little girl had finally drifted off, he’d snuck out and returned to the playroom.

The scene that had greeted him was beyond what he’d expected. Every toy, book, and thing in the room was on the floor, and so was every piece of clothing he’d brought with him. The two boys had been sitting in the middle of the room with grins on their faces, waiting for Cameron to blow up at them.

He’d been shocked and a little angry at the mess, but he wasn’t about to let them know it. Instead, he’d politely asked them to help him clean up and then asked if they would like to tell him what kinds of things they would want to be added to the room and if there were toys that they didn’t play with anymore.

They’d seemed shocked that Cameron had actually asked for their help and for their opinions, and they’d done both without arguing.

He’d gotten them into bed, and while Daniel had wanted a story, Logan had refused.

When the lights were all off and it was silent on the second floor, he’d gone upstairs and flopped down on his bed.

He was tired and really didn’t feel like showering, but the sooner he got up and got into the bathroom, the sooner he could go to sleep. With a sigh he stood and headed into the bathroom, making a mental note to ask Nathan for a lock for his door. He didn’t think the kids would actually do anything to harm his things, but he didn’t want to give them the temptation.

***
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THE NEXT DAY WAS JUST as much of a struggle as the one before. Cameron had gotten up an hour before it was time to wake the kids to give himself a chance to wake up and get prepped for the day. He’d had to drag all three kids out of their beds, and while the boys picked out their own clothes, Kaitlyn had waited for him to pick out an outfit and then help her get dressed. He’d done the little girl’s hair into a braid and tied it off with a bright pink ribbon.

The next hour was a battle. The kids didn’t want to brush their teeth or clean up their bathrooms. They hadn’t wanted to eat anything he’d suggested, and when he’d given up and made them cereal, the boys had complained loudly, even as they’d eaten every bite. They’d protested every item he put in their lunches and refused to clean up their dishes. Cameron managed to get them out the door and to the bus stop, joining the small crowd at the stop. Mrs. Latham had been telling the truth; there were a lot of kids in the neighborhood.

He surveyed the other adults as they waited for the bus to show up and knew they were doing the same to him. There were quite a few moms, but there were also a lot of nannies, and all except him were female and around twenty. Everyone had stared at him as they pretended they weren’t, and he was thankful when the bus arrived and he could head back to the house. It was obvious they weren’t used to seeing a manny around.

Cameron’s list of chores was long enough he had to start right away. He’d also decided that while giving kids choices was good for development, he would have to wait on that with these three. He started the laundry, cleaned up the kid’s rooms and bathrooms and then prepped dinner so he would only have to bake it when it was time to eat. When he was done with the laundry, he went to the kitchen and saw a pile of dirty dishes in the sink. It would seem Nathan didn’t believe in putting his dishes in the dishwasher.

After putting the dishes away, he had some lunch and then headed up to the third floor. He still had a few hours before the kids would be at the bus stop, so he went through the playroom and made notes of everything the boys had said about what kinds of things they would want and what they had outgrown. He also changed the setup; grouping all the books and the desks together in one corner, the play structures in another, the louder and more mobile toys in another, and the quiet toys in the last.

When he was finally finished, he glanced at his watch. He only had an hour left until the kids were home. He really didn’t have anything left to do upstairs, so he went in search of Nathan.

He didn’t find him on the second floor or the first, but he did find a note taped to the fridge.

 

Chicken fingers and fries might be a good enough meal for kids, but not for adults. Make sure to have a proper meal tonight. You’ll find my laundry by the door to my room. Only go into my room and not past the door.

 

Cameron thought it was interesting that Nathan didn’t address the note or sign it, but seeing as it was his house and Cameron was the only one it could be for, he wasn’t exactly shocked. He was a little peeved that Nathan hadn’t even waited until his second day to criticize his cooking. It wasn’t as though he planned to feed the kids chicken fingers and fries every night; it had only been his first day.

With a sigh, he trudged upstairs and paused in front of the two doors that were the master suite. He couldn’t for the life of his remember which one was the bedroom and which one was the study.

Cameron had no idea what the layout would look like on this side of the house, so he would have to guess. He took a deep breath and walked to the door on the left and knocked. When there was no answer, he opened the door and peeked in.

He’d been right. This was the bedroom.

He pushed open the door and couldn’t help but look around before his eyes landed on the small pile of laundry. As he did, his mouth dropped open in awe.

The room was huge.

It was actually two rooms, so there were a bedroom and a full sitting room. There was a huge walk-in closet he assumed was also the entrance to the bathroom, and the whole room was done in white and navy blue. And everything looked brand new and expensive.

Feeling like an intruder, Cameron grabbed the laundry and headed downstairs, grateful the laundry room was off the pantry and not in the basement.

As he tossed Nathan’s clothes in the washer, he couldn’t help but notice Nathan was a boxer brief man. It wasn’t as if he was trying to see his underwear, but they were right there in the pile, and he couldn’t help it.

It was a little strange. Nathan’s clothes were well worn, and while they all had expensive labels, they were comfortable and casual. The kid’s clothes looked perfect and were all high-end labels as well, but were much fancier and matchy-matchy. For someone who kept such a pristine and carefully decorated home, Nathan’s clothes were kind of mismatched.

He glanced at his watch and headed out to the bus stop to meet with the kids, wondering if Nathan had gone out that day since he hadn’t seen a sign of him outside of the dishes and note he’d left.

The kids were in a much better mood than they had been the day before. They were still combative and went out of their way to try and make him react, but they weren’t really doing anything bad. They were just trying to provoke him.

They seemed a little surprised when he took them outside and ran around with them as they played. There was a small play structure, but it wasn’t really geared towards the boys’ age, more Kaitlyn’s. The huge in-ground pool and spa were gated off, but since the yard was so large, there was still a lot of space to play in.

They didn’t protest quite as much when he served them shepherd’s pie for dinner, and by the time they went up to the playroom, they actually seemed happy.

Bedtime hadn’t been as much of a battle, but the boys had made another huge mess upstairs when he’d left them to put Kaitlyn down first. Thankfully they’d stayed out of his room and left his clothes alone.

Cameron had a feeling the kids were used to calling the shots, and while they were fighting back against his schedules and routines, he could see they were actually liking the change. They just couldn’t admit it yet.

He would have his hands full with these three, and he had a feeling Nathan wouldn’t be the easiest employer to have either.
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Chapter Three
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The next week passed by pretty fast, and while it was a huge adjustment for everyone, it wasn’t that difficult to get into a routine.

The kids were out of school, so Cameron spent all day with them. They got up at the same time, ate at the same time, and had the same routine after supper, but in the mornings he took them to the park or on walks in the neighborhood. He took them grocery shopping a few times. That had been an adventure and a half, and he’d taken them to a splash pad nearby so they could enjoy the weather.

In the afternoons, he tried to keep their activities a little calmer and at home. They spent time in the backyard, did different crafts, and played games. It was a little hard since they were all different ages. There were only four years between Logan and Kaitlyn, but developmentally it was a huge gap that made finding things they could all do together difficult.

The kids were warming up to him. They still talked back, made messes, and tried to provoke him, but it was more of a test than actually acting out.

The first time he’d taken them shopping, Logan had hidden from them and Cameron had panicked, thinking he’d been kidnapped. When Logan had jumped out from behind a display, he’d had a look on his face that dared Cameron to yell and scream at him.

He’d shocked all three kids by sweeping Logan into a hug and kneeling in front of him as he’d calmly explained that Logan had scared him and his brother and sister, and while he might have thought it was funny, he should never do that again.

Cameron had been so angry he’d had a hard time keeping his voice even, but he’d known that yelling wouldn’t accomplish anything. Logan wanted Cameron to get angry at him, but he wouldn’t give in, no matter what Logan did.

The other two kids seemed to want to like him, Kaitlyn especially. She didn’t really say much, but she stuck to Cameron’s side like glue and always wanted to be with him. Daniel tried to be like Logan and do what his brother did, but he only acted out when he was encouraged to. He held Cameron’s hand when they were out in public and cuddled against him as they read bedtime stories together. Daniel also really seemed to want Cameron’s approval. Every time they did a craft or any sort of game, he always made sure to show Cameron what he’d done and then blush happily when Cameron praised him.
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EIGHT DAYS AFTER HE started his new job, Cameron had yet to actually see Nathan. When he was home, he was in his suite, and notes, dirty dishes, and laundry would appear when he was busy with the kids. That also meant that the kids didn’t see their father. Cameron knew Nathan went out some nights; he could hear his car leaving around the time that he put the boys to bed, but he was asleep by the time Nathan would come home.

He had a list of questions for him, and there were a few things he really needed to talk to Nathan about, but he was never around after the kids went to bed, and while he knew the rule about bothering Nathan while he was working, this was getting ridiculous.

That night after he’d put the kids to bed, Cameron stayed up reading. He was bound and determined to catch up with Nathan when he got home. He would stay up all night if he had to.

It was almost one o’clock in the morning when he heard a car pull into the driveway, and Cameron put down his book and raced down the stairs so he could catch Nathan before he disappeared into his room.

He found Nathan in the kitchen as he was pulling a beer out of the fridge.

“Mr. Meyers?” he asked, realizing that he wasn’t sure if he should call him Nathan or not.

Nathan almost dropped his beer as he whirled around, his eyes flashing and more than a little startled.

“Cameron?”  

“Um, there’s a few things that I need to talk to you about.”  

It was really only the second time he’d seen Nathan, and while he’d remembered that he was handsome, Cameron hadn’t remembered just how handsome he was.

His eyes were such a light gray-blue they seemed to look right through and into him. The last time they’d met, Cameron had been a little overwhelmed with the house, the job, and all the changes. Now that they were in the kitchen, alone, and it was after midnight, he was suddenly a little shy.

Nathan just stared at him with his piercing eyes and pushed his dark hair back from his forehead.  

“Now?” he asked after a long pause.

“I never see you during the day.” Cameron felt his face flush and looked away for a second, only then realizing that he’d neglected to put on another layer of clothing before rushing downstairs. His pajama pants covered everything they needed to, but with no shirt on he felt a little exposed.  

“Fine.” Nathan leaned against the kitchen island and twisted the cap off his beer. “What is it?”

“I wanted to ask you some things about the kids.”

“Okay.”

“Do you mind if I take them to the museums or any of the summer festivals?”

“Sure, if you want.”

“When I need more supplies, what should it do?”

“Supplies?”

“Arts and crafts, activities. I’ve almost used up the cash you gave me for groceries too.”  

“Just pick them up when you take the kids shopping.” Nathan reached into his pocket and pulled out his wallet. He thumbed out a credit card and put it on the granite counter and pushed it towards Cameron. “Use this from now on. That way you don’t have to keep coming to me for more. The PIN is 1919 in case there’s no tap option.”

Cameron looked at the card and then at him. Nathan pushed it a little closer, and he finally picked it up.

“Just put everything you need on it.”

“Everything?”

“Groceries, whatever supplies you need. The kid’s clothes and shoes—”

“Clothes and shoes?”

“If they need them, just go ahead and buy them.”

“Okay,” Cameron said slowly. “What about toys?”

“Toys? They have lots of toys.”

“But most of them are for little kids.”

“They are little kids.”

“Kaitlyn is, but the boys are getting older, and the toys aren’t really geared towards them. It’s almost like the toys stopped getting updated a few years ago.”

He saw Nathan’s jaw tighten and wondered if he’d said the wrong thing.

“Okay, put the toys on there too.”

“Where do you donate your used toys?”

“What?”

“If you put a new toy in, you get them to take an old one out and donate it to charity. It’s a learning moment.”

“Do you know of a place?” Nathan asked after a lengthy pause.

“The Children’s Hospital takes them, keeps what they can, and passes the rest on to a women’s shelter.”

“That sounds good.” Nathan nodded and took a long drink from his beer. “Anything else?”

“Can I get a lock on my door?”

“What?”

“My door, can I get a lock for it?”

“Why?”

“It’s right next to the playroom. On my first day, the boys took all my clothes and scattered them around the room.”

“They went through your clothes?”

“It was a prank.” He shrugged. “But it would be nice to have a little privacy.”

“I’ll install one.” Nathan nodded. “But I’m keeping one of the keys.”

“Of course.”

“Is that it?”

“After the kids are in bed, is there a part of the house that I’m allowed to use? So I’m not trapped in my room?”

Cameron had been feeling a little closed in the past few nights. He wasn’t used to being confined to a single room. It was comfortable, but he would like the option of having somewhere else to go.

“You can use the rooms down here. Use the media room, if I’m not,” Nathan said after a pause.

“I don’t watch TV. Could I maybe use the library?” Cameron’d had his eye on that room since he’d first seen it. The sheer amount of books was incredible, and he would love to spend his time just browsing and reading on those comfy chairs.

“No TV at all?” Nathan asked, his voice a little surprised.

“Nope.” He shook his head. “Movies yes, but I’m not into TV.”

“Yeah, sure.” Nathan shrugged and took another long pull of his beer. “Anything else?”

“Um, not that I can think of.”  

He wanted to ask him why the kids never saw him. Why after a week of being there he had yet to see Nathan during the day, but he kept his mouth shut. This was basically their second conversation, and that seemed to be more of a third-conversation thing to bring up.  

Nathan stared at him as he took another drink of his beer. There was something in his eyes that was different. He’d started the conversation looking and sounding very exasperated, but now there was a hint of something else in his gaze. It almost looked heated and appreciative, but that couldn’t be. Could it?

“Okay, well, goodnight,” he said hurriedly after Nathan lowered the bottle. He needed to leave now; otherwise, he wasn’t sure he would be able to stop staring at his too handsome employer.

“Goodnight.”

Cameron turned on his heel and rushed out of the kitchen.

When their conversation had finished and they’d been staring at each other, he’d felt very exposed, almost naked. It was as though Nathan’s eyes were looking right into him. He’d tried to look away, but Nathan’s eyes were so captivating, so incredibly blue, that he’d been frozen and could only stare back at him.

Nathan was a handsome, strong, and virile man; that much was obvious to anyone who happened to glance at him. But he was also his employer and the man who was paying him to look after his children. He was his boss, and that was the end of it.

Cameron shook his head as he hurried up to the third floor. Nathan was the type of man who would catch his eye, but he’d never speak to. Men like Nathan didn’t look at twinks like him. He would have to get over this silly little crush, fast.  
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“YOU WANT US TO DO WHAT?” Logan asked incredulously as all three kids stood in the middle of their playroom, staring at him.

“Gather all the things you don’t play with anymore. Things you’ve outgrown, and we’ll donate them to the hospital.”

“Why would a hospital want our toys?” Daniel asked.

“For the kids who have to stay there so they can have toys to play with.”

“So you want us to give our toys to other kids?” Logan stared at him. It was obvious he wasn’t warming up to the idea.

“Your father told me you could have some new toys, ones that you’ll actually play with and enjoy. He wants you to give away your old toys to kids who need them so that you can help them.”

“But we’ll get new toys?” Logan asked. Now he was kind of liking the idea.

“Yes, but we’ll be helping other kids too.” Cameron wanted to stress the charity part, but he knew they were holding on to the new toys part.

“The kids at the hospital, they don’t have toys?” Kaitlyn asked as she looked around the room.

“Not all of them can bring toys with them, so the hospital keeps some to give them while they’re getting better.”

Kaitlyn blinked and looked over at a large pile of stuffed animals. Without even a glance at her brothers, she ran over to the pile and began tossing them on the ground as she hunted for a specific toy. After a moment, she pulled out a bright pink unicorn with a long purple mane and hugged it to her chest.

Cameron thought she was going to say they could give that toy away, but the little girl surprised him.

“I want to keep this, but the rest of mine can go to the sick kids.”

“That’s very generous, Kaitlyn,” he said as he moved to kneel in front of the little girl. “But you don’t have to give them all away.” He looked over at the boys and nodded to the pile of stuffies. “Why don’t you guys go through the playroom, and each of you come up with what you would like to donate, and we’ll give those to the sick kids?”

The boys seemed a little more comfortable with that idea, and Kaitlyn nodded in agreement.

It took over an hour, but they went through all the toys. The kids had all decided together to donate even more thaen he’d suggested. The pile was huge, and every toy was in great shape, some looked like they had barely been used.

Cameron was really proud of them. They’d happily and eagerly sorted through their toys and had chosen which ones to give away without grumbling or whining, and the more they’d sorted, the more they’d actually wanted to give away. It had started with giving the toys to get new ones, but it had ended with them wanting other kids to have what they’d enjoyed. It was a wonderful moment.
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CAMERON LOADED THE last bag of toys into his car and shoved the door closed. It looked like he’d robbed a toy store, but he’d managed to fit everything the kids had wanted to give away in his car so he would only have to take one trip. He’d called the hospital ahead of time and arranged to make the donation at night since he couldn’t fit all three kids and the toys in the SUV. It would have been great to let them see where their donations were going, but it was a forty-minute drive, and he really didn’t want to make more than one trip.

He’d been working at the house for almost a week and a half and he’d only seen Nathan twice, and the children hadn’t seen him at all. Not even a wave from the hallway.

Cameron knew it wasn’t his business and he was just the nanny, but it was really starting to bother him that Nathan wasn’t at all involved with his kids.

As he drove, Cameron tried to think of a tactful way to bring up the fact that Nathan’s kids needed his presence in their lives. Cameron knew Nathan worked a lot, but he didn’t know what he did, just that he worked out of his home office. He knew Nathan went out some nights when the kids were asleep, which wasn’t a big deal, but he was absent during the day.

Cameron’s father had been very detached, really only caring about him when he accomplished something he could flaunt. Even after his mother had died, his dad had never stepped up and preferred to let his sisters raise him. He’d missed having a real father, and he could see the kids, especially Logan, were dying to have their dad in their lives. It was obvious, and it was the reason they acted out.

There was really no way around it; he would have to talk to Nathan the next time he saw him. If he was fired for intruding, then so be it, as long as Nathan listened.
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WHEN HE PULLED INTO the driveway, Cameron was tired. He’d dropped the toys off and then had stopped by his sister Cara’s to say hi. He’d stayed longer then he’d intended and longer then he should have, just having coffee with Cara and her husband, Alex, as he enjoyed their company and got the latest family gossip.

Cameron glanced at his watch as he walked up to the house. It was after midnight, but he needed to talk to Nathan, and it couldn’t wait.

He checked the first floor, but Nathan wasn’t anywhere to be found. He went up to the second floor and glanced over at the master suite. Both doors were closed, and he couldn’t see any lights coming from underneath.

With a sigh, Cameron headed to the library; he would have to find him another time.

He was so distracted he didn’t see the thin strip of light coming from under the closed door of the library. When he opened the door, he was shocked to see the reading lamp was on, and even more surprised to see Nathan standing next to the chaise holding a bunch of books he’d piled on the table to read.

“Oh my God!”

Nathan gave him a bemused smile.

“You scared me,” Cameron scolded as he stepped into the room and closed the door.

“It’s my house,” Nathan pointed out as he picked up another book from the pile and examined it. “Interesting choices,” he mused as he looked through the titles. “Science, modern art, history, fiction, a biography, and a classic.”

“Variety is the spice of life.”  

Nathan chuckled and put the books back down on the table. “I suppose it is.”

Nathan’s smile transformed his look. His eyes softened as they twinkled, his face relaxed. and his entire demeanor became friendly and open. Cameron stared at him as though he was transfixed. He couldn’t look away, and he felt a flush move over his skin as Nathan stared back at him. A tingle moved up his spine as Nathan looked him up and down, and when his eyes reached his, there was that look again. The same one he’d given him in the kitchen the night they’d talked.

Nathan suddenly shook his head, breaking the spell as he tore his eyes away.

Cameron blinked and looked away, glad Nathan had looked away first. He honestly didn’t think he would have been able to.

“Well, I’ll leave you to your night,” Nathan said after a pause, his voice a little husky.

“Wait,” Cameron said quickly. They had to talk, but he still had no idea how to bring it up.

“What?”

“I’ve been here for a week and a half.”

“And?”

“I never see you during the day. I mean the kids never see you during the day,” he corrected quickly.

Nathan’s jaw clenched, and his eyes went cold as he stared at Cameron. “And?”

“The kids, they miss you.”

“Really.”

Cameron could sense the change in him instantly. Nathan had gone from smiling and relaxed to standing with his back straight and his jaw tight.

“They’re good kids, but Logan especially needs you. He’s at the age where—”

“He’s at the age where he needs someone to look after him, which is why I pay you,” Nathan cut in tightly.

“But he needs his father.”

“Are you saying I’m not a good father?”

“No. The truth is I don’t know how you are as a father. I’ve never seen you with the kids.”

Nathan opened his mouth to say something, and by the way his eyes flashed Cameron knew he was angry.

“My father was never around,” he hurried on. “I spent my entire childhood trying to impress him. Desperate to get his attention so I could feel like he loved me. He died six years ago, and he never got to know me, and I never got to know him.

“I’m not saying anything about how you are as a father or as a man, but I know what it’s like to not have a father around. It’s not easy on kids.”

“What do you suggest?” Nathan asked after a long pause. His voice was still hard, but the flash of anger had faded from his eyes.

“I understand you work a lot,” he started. “And that I’m here to care for them, but I know they would love it if you could make an effort to do something with them every day.”

“Every day?”

“Nothing big. Read them a story at bedtime, come to the park with them, play in the yard when we’re out there. Even just eat dinner with them. It doesn’t have to take up a whole lot of time. Just show them that you love them and you want to be a part of what they do. I think it will do a world of good for them.”

After a long pause, Nathan nodded.

Cameron didn’t know if that meant he would think about it or that he would do it, but either way, he was taking it as a victory. He still had his job, and he hadn’t been yelled at. He was counting this one as a win.
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NATHAN COULDN’T SLEEP.

He’d sat up in his office until well after two in the morning trying to think about anything other than Cameron.

He was still reeling from their last conversation. He hadn’t thought Cameron would be bold enough to tell him that he was being a bad father.

That wasn’t true. He’d never said he was a bad father, just that he was being an absent one.

What he hadn’t told Cameron was how his words rang too true.

He’d spent his entire childhood waiting for his father to step away from his job long enough to notice him. He’d done everything he could to try and please him, to really see him, and to praise him.

Nathan knew he was neglecting his kids and needed to put more effort into them at this age, but the truth was he didn’t know how. He’d spent his own youth alone while his parents took care of themselves. The only person he’d really connected with was Louise, his nanny, but she’d been dismissed when he was twelve.

Louise was the reason he wanted his kids to have a nanny. Not because he didn’t want them around or to raise them, but so he could give them what Louise had given him. He wanted them to have someone’s complete attention. Have someone who only thought about them and did everything for them. He wanted them to have the unconditional love and faith of their nanny like he’d had from Louise.

That’s what he’d hired Cameron to do, but he was different from what he’d expected.

Cameron was distracting; there was no other way to describe him.

He’d wanted an older woman, closer to middle age as Louise had been, but it seemed that middle-aged women didn’t become nannies anymore.

All the girls he’d hired had been nice, but quiet. They’d tried, but they’d all been run out by his kids. He’d never thought of having a male nanny before, but it was kind of perfect.

Cameron was different. He was nice but not afraid to be direct. He definitely wasn’t shy, and he really seemed to care.

He might be twenty-six, but his eyes were much older. His body was youthful, but when he looked into Cameron’s eyes, it was as though he’d already lived a lifetime.

He couldn’t seem to get Cameron out of his head.

Cameron was attractive, there was no question of that, but he wasn’t what usually made Nathan’s head turn. His body was lean and tight, and he was only about five foot six. He wasn’t muscled, and he was young, and Nathan was a little shocked at how much his body responded to him.

When they’d been talking in his kitchen the other night, he’d taken a moment to really look at Cameron. As his eyes had swept over Cameron’s body, he’d felt himself getting hard as he wondered how soft his skin would be or how his body would feel pressed up against his. Thankfully he’d been wearing jeans, so Cameron hadn’t been able to see the evidence of his thoughts. He had no idea why his mind had immediately gone there as he’d checked him out.

Cameron was too young for him, and he seemed a little naïve. He was usually attracted to men who mirrored him. He’d always been drawn to taller, broader men who were about the same age. Jason had used to joke that it was a good thing he was blond because otherwise they’d look too much alike.

He closed his eyes and rubbed his hand through his hair as he tried to push all thoughts of Jason out of his mind.

Jason was gone. He’d been gone for three years now. The pain was still there. The tightening in his chest and the way it was slightly harder to breathe when he thought of Jason hadn’t faded yet, and it was the reason he’d spent the last three years living like a hermit.

He sighed and leaned back in his chair.

Cameron had only been there for a week and a half, and he was already throwing his life out of balance.

He was beautiful. His smile was distracting, and his easy confidence was captivating. Then there were those eyes that seemed to look right into his soul.

But it was more than that. Cameron was beautiful, but he was complicated. He seemed smart; he’d certainly held his own in the few conversations they’d had. He didn’t watch TV and preferred to read. He’d gone to college and was a qualified teacher but had opted to be a nanny. He’d gotten his kids to donate their old toys to charity. He’d questioned Nathan’s parenting but had softened the conversation by revealing something about himself.

The more he found out about Cameron, the more he wanted to know, and that was dangerous.

He was his kid’s nanny, and the first one they seemed to like. He wasn’t the type of man Nathan was looking for, and Nathan really wasn’t what anyone needed right now.

He pushed away from his desk and stood up. He wasn’t exactly tired, but he needed to get some sleep, even if it was only to escape his thoughts.
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Chapter Four
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Cameron was regretting taking the kids to the toy store.

After they’d donated their toys, he’d promised to take them to pick out some new toys. Nathan hadn’t mentioned a budget, but Cameron wasn’t about to spend the kind of money the kids were expecting him to.

He knew the family was well off. The house said it all, but he was a firm believer in learning the value of money and not taking what you did have for granted.

It was a tough lesson to try and teach three kids who were used to getting their way. After a temper tantrum from Daniel that had forced him to take all three kids out of the store so he could calm him down, a meltdown from Kaitlyn that had made him find a quiet corner so he could comfort her, and a very determined Logan who had spent the entire time defiantly picking out the most expensive toys he could find before dropping them into their cart, Cameron was exhausted.

He’d used what felt like every ounce of his patience, and it had been a very long process, but after an hour they’d left the store with a few new toys for each child, and they had managed to keep to the budget he’d set. It was a hard-fought win, but it was a win.
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NATHAN STOOD IN THE doorway to the kitchen and looked around. The kids were at the small, circular table near the back wall, bent over as they colored. Cameron was at the cooking island with his back to him. Nathan took a moment to bask in the sight and breathed in, enjoying the smell wafting around the room.

Whatever Cameron was cooking smelled incredible. He’d been thinking about what Cameron had said all day, and while he knew Cameron was right, he wasn’t sure what to do. He wasn’t a run-around-the-backyard kind of man, and the thought of going to the park with all the other kids and their nannies and parents made him feel a little claustrophobic. Spending time with them before dinner seemed like the best way to ease into things, but now that he was there he was feeling very unsure and uncomfortable.

After a moment, he coughed, hoping someone would notice him so he wouldn’t have to break the ice.

“Dad?” Logan was the first to turn around, and at his voice, the other two kids whirled around and stared at him.

“Daddy?” Kaitlyn asked, the biggest grin on his face as she threw herself out of her chair and raced up to him. She grabbed him around one leg and hugged him happily.

“Hi kids,” he said, a little unsure of himself as he patted Kaitlyn’s head.

Kaitlyn just held onto his leg and stared up at him.

“So, what are you guys doing?” he asked.

“Coloring,” Daniel answered as he stared at him.

“Come color with us!” Kaitlyn grabbed his hand and tried to drag him to the table.

“Dinner will be ready in about twenty minutes,” Cameron said from his place at the stove as Nathan sat down at the table with the kids. “Would you like to join us?”

“Sure, thank you,” he said, giving Cameron a look that he hoped said he wasn’t pleased with the idea but couldn’t say no with all three of his kids staring up at him expectantly.

“Great. Why don’t the four of you color and I’ll get dinner finished? Then we’ll all eat together.”

Daniel handed him a bunch of crayons and a stack of paper, and they all set to working on their pictures. The kids kept sneaking looks at him, and he was desperately trying to think of something to say.

It struck him how sad this situation was. He was sitting with his children, and he couldn’t think of a single thing to say to them. Cameron had been right. He’d been absent, and because of this, he felt like a stranger to his own children.

It didn’t take Cameron take long to finish up the spaghetti, and he got the kids to clear, then set the table. Nathan sat in stunned silence as he watched his kids not only set the table but laugh and smile as they did it.

“Stay.” Cameron pointed to the table when it was time to serve. Nathan stayed were he was and stared as the kids lined up in front of Cameron.

“Logan,” he said as he handed the boy a plate. “Will you please give this to your father?”

Logan took the plate from him and walked over to Nathan, almost shyly, and handed him the plate.

“Thank you.” Nathan took the plate and gave his son a smile.

“Daniel, can you please take this for your sister?” Cameron asked as he turned to Daniel.

Daniel nodded and carefully carried Kaitlyn’s plate to her spot and put it down.

“Will you please take this to the table for me?” he handed Kaitlyn a bottle of Parmesan cheese.

Kaitlyn took it carefully and carried it with both hands to the table.

“Logan.” Cameron smiled as he gave the expectant boy a plate. “For you.”

“Thank you.”

“You’re welcome. Daniel.” He handed him another plate.

“Thank you.”

“You’re welcome.”  

When everyone was seated, Cameron picked up a small basket of garlic bread and a plate and sat down at the end of the table, separating himself a little from him and the kids.

Nathan was amazed. He’d never seen the kids take part in dinnertime. Even when Jason had been alive, they’d always just sat there and waited for him to serve them. Cameron must have some sort of magic powers because the difference in them after such a short time was incredible.

As he’d watched them hand out plates and sit down, he’d taken a closer look at the spaghetti sauce. There were chopped-up vegetables in it. He could see carrots, broccoli, zucchini, and spinach. He felt kind of bad for Cameron. After all the effort he’d put into making the food, the kids wouldn’t eat it. They didn’t like vegetables.

He just watched in amazement as the kids all dug into their food. He’d never seen them eat vegetables before. Even Jason had pretty much given up on getting them to eat them, and he’d never heard of a nanny getting them to eat them either.

After a moment of staring, he started to eat with them.

The food was amazing. He was used to sauce that tasted like tomatoes and noodles that were soft and squishy. Cameron’s sauce had zip and a little kick without being spicy, and the noodles were a little hard but not crunchy. The vegetables were still crisp and crunched deliciously. Even the garlic bread had a little something extra to it that made it sweet and not overpowering, and it was still crispy on the outside while being incredibly soft on the inside.

All the food Cameron made so far had been good, but Nathan hadn’t bothered to heat any of it up before eating it because he’d expected it to be bland. It seemed as though he’d been wrong.

It was the best meal he’d had at home in three years.

 

Cameron was pleased that everyone seemed to be enjoying their food, and he was really pleased that Nathan was there and sitting with the kids. It was true that he looked a little lost, but at least he was making the effort.

As he was reaching for the Parmesan cheese, he glanced over at the stove, making sure the heat indicator was off. He was positive that he’d turned it off, but it was one thing he always had to triple-check before he would be convinced that it really was off and there was no danger.

Just as Cameron’s hand closed around the container, he felt a very big, very warm, and surprisingly soft hand on top of his. His eyes snapped back to the table, his lips parting in surprise as a flutter moved through his body, making him shiver at the contact.

Nathan was staring at him, surprise and shock mirrored on his face. As Cameron’s skin started to tingle, he felt Nathan’s hand convulse over his slightly before he snatched it away, still staring at him.

As soon as Nathan’s hand left his, Cameron’s skin felt cold, but the slight tingle lingered. He dropped his hand and pulled it close to his body, cradling it as they continued to stare at each other.  

The fluttering in his chest intensified the longer their eyes remained locked together. It wasn’t until Kaitlyn dropped her fork on the table with a clatter that Cameron was shocked out of the spell that seemed to have been cast over them.

Cameron shook his head and tried to calm his breathing as he reached over to pick up the fallen fork and hand it back to Kaitlyn, thankful to have something to do with his hands and somewhere to look other than at Nathan.

Cameron never been so affected by a simple touch before. Nathan had only touched his hand, and his body had reacted as if he’d touched somewhere much more intimate, and the butterflies he’d felt weren’t something that he experienced often. He was practical and pragmatic. He wasn’t one to moon over men or feel faint and fluttery when they were near him, but that was exactly how he’d felt when Nathan had touched him. But Nathan was his boss, and he was his nanny. He shouldn’t be fluttering or tingling at all in Nathan’s presence, and he had to find a way to get over this silly little crush before he did or said something foolish.

The way the small round table was set up, he and Nathan were almost directly across from each other while Kaitlyn sat between them on one side and the boys on the other. He’d tried to separate himself from everyone to give them some family time, but even as he glanced up from Kaitlyn, he could feel Nathan’s eyes on him.

“Why don’t you guys tell your father about our trip to the store today?” he suggested quickly as he looked down at his plate and tried to compose himself.  

“You went to the store?” Nathan asked hesitantly as though he wasn’t sure if his comment would start a conversation.

Apparently, it was the right thing to say because all three kids launched into very spirited and competing accounts of their time at the toy store. Nathan looked a little overwhelmed as he tried to keep up with them while they kept talking over each other. After a moment, he shifted his gaze to Cameron, giving him an exasperated look as Cameron grinned at him.

“How about we take turns telling your father about the store?” he suggested, his voice breaking through their competing ones.

All three kids paused and nodded.

“Logan, why don’t you start? Tell your dad one thing. Then Daniel can tell him one thing, and then Kaitlyn,” he suggested. “Then you’ll find a rhythm and talk together, not all at the same time.”

The kids nodded, and Logan turned to his father almost shyly.

Cameron sat back and smiled as Logan started to tell Nathan about one of the toys he’d chosen. His voice started very low, and he had a hard time looking at his dad, but once Nathan asked him a question, Cameron could see the confidence in Logan growing until he was sitting tall, his voice clear as he used his hands to emphasize his points.

When Logan was done, it was Daniel’s turn. He wasn’t as shy as his brother, but he also seemed unsure of whether or not Nathan would be interested in his story. But like his brother, after a single question, he too was full of confidence and relishing in his dad’s attention.

Kaitlyn didn’t so much have a story for him about the store itself, but about how all their old toys were going to help sick kids who didn’t have toys to play with. She told him how good it was that they were able to help the kids because she would be very sad if she was sick and had no toys to play with.

They fell into an easy conversation after that and Cameron loved seeing how lit up and happy the kids were, and how Nathan seemed more at ease and more comfortable talking with them.

He was so glad Nathan had listened to him and taken his advice; that he was putting in the effort. His kids really adored him, and they needed him to play an active role in their lives and not just be a detached parent who paid the bills and only said hello in passing.

He was also glad that whatever had gone on between them was over, and Nathan was able to look at him with neutral eyes. Cameron was still confused about what had happened and a little unnerved, but as long as he was able to ignore it, then they could go back to normal.

“Can we have dessert, since dad is here tonight?” Daniel asked suddenly as he and Logan helped him clear the plates from dinner.

“Sure.” Cameron smiled. “I think that it would be nice to have dessert together. Why don’t you sit with your dad and sister and I’ll bring it to you.”

“Thank you!” the boys chorused and almost fell over each other in their haste to get back to the table.

 

Nathan kept one eye on Cameron and the other on the kids as they told him all about the different places they’d gone so far this summer and some of the gossip from the playground.

He was still a little shaken by what had happened when he’d touched Cameron’s hand. The jolt of electricity that had moved through his hand and arm hadn’t felt like a shock, but it had shocked him. It was as though he’d been frozen. All he’d been aware of was Cameron’s beautiful aqua eyes and the softness of his skin under his hand. His body had started to tighten, and when Kaitlyn had dropped her fork and knocked him back into reality, he’d been more than a little flustered and confused.

Cameron was his nanny, and he was Cameron’s employer. It was true he was a beautiful and interesting man, but that was a line he couldn’t cross. He had to keep his distance from Cameron and keep things professional, but as he watched Cameron, he couldn’t help wondering how the rest of him would feel.

Cameron moved through the kitchen effortlessly, as though he’d been cooking in there for years and not just days. His movements were strong, sure and confident. He looked like he belonged there, with them.

“Daddy?”

Nathan heard the soft voice at his elbow and snapped out of his reverie.

“I’m sorry, Kaitlyn, what was that?” he asked as he looked down at the kids, tearing his eyes away from Cameron’s back.

“Are you going to eat dinner with us every day?” she asked.

“Um,” he stammered as he looked at all three of their expectant faces before glancing at Cameron. By the way he was standing perfectly still, Nathan could tell he was waiting to hear his answer.

“Maybe not every day, but when I’m home and I don’t have work to do.”

“You always have work to do,” Daniel said suddenly. “All you do is work.”

Nathan stared at his son and had a momentary flashback to when he was a child. He’d said the exact same thing to his father when he’d been about Daniel’s age. His father had just given him a look, told him that someone had to pay the bills, then walked out of the room. That had really hurt. Even to this day he remembered the pain he’d felt when he’d realized that his father cared more about work and money than him.

“How about if I’m home, then I’ll eat with you. Work can wait.”

“Yay!” the kids all chorused, and Kaitlyn threw herself into his arms and hugged him tight.

As he hugged her, Nathan realized he couldn’t remember the last time he’d hugged any of his children, and a pang of regret shot through him.

“Okay, dessert time,” Cameron said as he brought over a tray with five bowls on it. “But we don’t get dessert every time your dad eats with us. Dessert is a treat, and it can only be a treat if...” he trailed off as he gave Logan a pointed look.

“If you don’t have it all the time,” Logan answered dutifully.

Nathan watched the exchange and then looked into the bowl that was put in front of him. It was nothing more than strawberry yogurt with banana slices and some granola on top. It wasn’t dessert, and he waited for the kids to let Cameron know exactly what they thought of it.

Instead, he watched all three of them happily dig into the bowls and eat the “dessert.”

He looked across the table at Cameron as he took a bite of his food. It was good, sweet but not too sweet, and the granola gave it that little bit of crunch that made it seem fancier than just yogurt and banana.

Cameron must be a wizard or some sort of sorcerer. In less than two weeks he had the kids eating vegetables, accepting fruit as dessert, giving their used toys to charity, helping with chores, and most importantly, smiling and laughing. He had no idea how Cameron had done it, but he was watching his kids blossom with him around.
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Chapter Five
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Over the next few weeks they fell into a comfortable routine. Cameron and the kids would get up, have breakfast, and then go on some sort of outing. Sometimes it was just to the park or the grocery store. Other times he’d take them to a museum, the movie theater, or one of the many festivals around the city. Then they would go home for lunch and spend the afternoon in the backyard, and more often than not their friends would come over, and there would be a yard full of kids running around and playing.

Most of the other families in the neighborhood had nannies, some had stay-at-home moms, and one had a stay-at-home dad. When the kids would all play together, the nannies grouped themselves, and the moms and one dad would talk to each other, and it kind of left Cameron on the outside. Even when they were all in the Meyers’ backyard.

It was a bit isolating, but instead of sitting around and waiting for someone to talk to him, Cameron would set up games for the kids, playing with them instead of just watching them play. It was a little hard to have games that all three age groups could take part in, so he tended to keep the boys and their friends running around and Kaitlyn and his friends playing separately so they wouldn’t get hurt.

It was fun. The more kids there were, the more elaborate his games could be, and the more involved he could get everyone.

He also did his best to keep his distance from Nathan. It was hard. His very presence made Cameron’s pulse beat a little quicker and his skin flush. Watching him with his kids made Cameron happy but interacting with Nathan made him flustered.

Nathan was nothing but cordial and also seemed to be keeping his distance from Cameron. Nathan didn’t seem all that affected by him, but every once and a while Cameron would catch Nathan looking at him, either from across the table or the room, and his gaze would be slightly intense and a little bit heated.

Cameron felt like a high schooler with a crush, but even as a teenager, he’d never reacted this strongly to anyone. He didn’t know what it was about Nathan that attracted him so much. He was handsome, that was obvious, but he was also kind, sharp, and funny, and a good conversationalist. He was everything a guy could ask for, and everything Cameron needed to stay away from.

Most nights Nathan would come down to sit with the kids and either color or play games with them while Cameron made dinner before they would all sit down together and eat.

It took a few nights before Nathan was able to relax, but after the first week, he really seemed to loosen up, and the four of them would laugh and joke and play while he kept busy preparing their meal.

It was incredible to watch, and it made him so happy for them, but at the same time, a part of him was sad for himself. Cameron had never had a relationship with his dad, and he missed that, but his dad was gone, and Nathan was still here, and his kids needed him. He was just glad Nathan had listened and not fired him for overstepping all those weeks ago.

After the kids were in bed, he would go to the library and read. There were so many books, and he always had a stack next to the comfy leather chair he’d staked out. More often than not he’d have more than one book on the go.

It was a comfortable routine. He got all his chores done, and the kids were happy and blossoming. Nathan was getting involved, and while his paycheck was definitely earned, it wasn’t a hard job because he was enjoying himself.

***
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NEARLY A MONTH AFTER he’d come to work at the house, Cameron found himself with a rare night off. The kids had all been invited to sleepovers, and he was on his own until he picked them up at lunch the next day.

It was Friday night, and he was wandering around the house trying to find something to do. He hadn’t told any of his sisters that he had the night off. He’d barely seen anyone since he’d started working, and while he missed them, he did like the freedom of having the whole house to himself.

He’d read for a little while but had gotten restless and had gone down to make himself a snack. Once he’d eaten, he’d wandered around the first floor trying to find something to do. He didn’t feel like watching a movie, and it was late enough that going for a walk was out of the question, so he just wandered.

He found himself in the sitting room, and his eyes landed on a cluster of photographs in the glass cabinet.

There were baby pictures of the kids, and family photos of them with Nathan and who he assumed was their other father. The man was pretty much his opposite. Cameron was five-six, slender, and looked closer to twenty than twenty-six. Nathan’s husband was even taller than Nathan, broad-shouldered, and had a body that looked like the man had spent a lot of time in a gym. He was blond with kind-looking brown eyes and a welcoming smile.

If this was the sort of man Nathan was attracted to, then Cameron really needed to get over his little crush because there was no way Nathan would ever see him as anything more than a kid.

“See anything you like?”

Cameron let out a surprised squeal as he spun around. He hadn’t been expecting Nathan to get home for at least another hour.

“Careful,” Nathan warned, stepping into the room as Cameron teetered precariously on his feet for a second. He’d spun around a bit too fast and had nearly tripped.

“You scared me,” he admonished as he stared at Nathan, his heart thundering in his chest.

“Sorry, I thought you heard me come in.” Nathan moved into the room and stood near the fancy white sofa.  

“How long were you standing there?” Cameron asked, his voice a little breathy. His heart was still racing, and he was having a hard time pulling his gaze from Nathan’s.

“Not long.”

“I’m sorry, I shouldn’t have been looking at them.” Cameron looked down at the hardwood floors, his cheeks flushing.

“They’re just pictures. If I didn’t want them seen, then I wouldn’t have put them up,” Nathan said pointedly.

“That’s true.”

“Why do you look so sad?”

“What?”

“You seem sad, why?” Nathan asked again.

“I don’t have any family pictures, not with my parents at least. I guess seeing all of these reminded me of that.”

Nathan sat down on the sofa and nodded for Cameron to sit with him. He carefully made his way over to the very fancy and not altogether comfortable piece of furniture and sat down, leaving a few inches of space between them.

“You don’t have any family pictures?”

“No, and really none of my childhood.”

“Why is that?” Nathan asked, leaning back on the sofa.

“I was what you’d call a ‘late in life surprise.’ Mom and Dad already had four girls, and they thought they were done with kids. Then I came along and ruined all their plans.”

“What do you mean?”

“My parents started having their kids early. They were high school sweethearts and got married right out of college. Then they had my sisters in less than eight years. When I came along, they were in their early forties, and they were dealing with four teenagers. All that baby and family stuff that they’d done with my sisters was out of their systems. So I have no baby pictures and no family portraits.”

“That must have been lonely.”

“It was okay. My sisters were like a bunch of moms to me and were really involved in my life; it’s my parents who checked out.”

“Do you know why?”

Cameron sighed and rubbed his hands on his shorts. “Mom had severe postpartum depression after I was born. She hadn’t had it with my sisters, but with me, it hit her hard. She could barely function and take care of herself, so it kind of fell on the girls to raise me.”

“What about your dad?”

“He was a man’s man, you know? Apparently, he was happy to have a boy after four girls, but I think that every time he looked at me he saw eighteen more years of having to bring home the money and take care of yet another kid.”

“Did it get better as you got older?” Nathan asked, his voice soft as his eyes searched Cameron’s.

“Not really. Mom died when I was five. They say it was an accidental overdose of medication, but with her depression, well, I’m not so sure it wasn’t suicide.”

“Oh god, I’m so sorry, Cameron.”

“That left Dad alone to take care of all of us. He was overwhelmed and absent, and when I came out, it killed any hope I’d ever had of having a relationship with him.”

“He didn’t accept it?”

“No. He didn’t kick me out or abuse me, but he didn’t approve. I wasn’t allowed to talk about being gay or have guys over. He hated how small I am and how I’m slightly femme. My sisters were great, awesome really. They all accepted it right away and supported me. But it still didn’t make up for the fact that my father wanted nothing to do with me.”

“I’m sorry, Cameron.”

“What about you? Did you have problems when you came out?”

“Not really.” Nathan sighed. “I waited until high school to tell my family, and they were fine with it. Some friends had issues, but my parents never made a big deal out of it.”

“You’re lucky.”

“Yes, I was.” Nathan nodded. “You said that your father died?” he asked carefully.

“Yeah, almost seven years ago. He had a stroke from years of smoking. I was twenty when he died.”

“I’m really sorry.”

Cameron shrugged. His parents had been gone for a long time; the pain wasn’t exactly fresh anymore.

“You know, I’ve been working here for a month, but I still don’t know anything about you. Or what you do when you’re holed up in your study all day.”

“I’m a writer,” Nathan said after a pause.

“What do you write?”

“College textbooks mostly. History”

“You have your PhD?”

Nathan nodded. “I used to teach  at the college, but I'm focused on writing and research now.”

“Wow, that’s impressive.” Cameron bit his lip and paused. Now that he’d told Nathan so much about his life and childhood he knew he should just shut his mouth and walk away. He’d already revealed so much, and this was really only their third private conversation.

“Why did you chose to become a nanny, Cameron? I know you told me it’s because you couldn’t find a teaching job, but what’s the real reason?”

“The second school I interviewed for told me that on paper I was perfect for the job, but they couldn’t hire me because of what the parents might think. I’d already heard that one, so I wasn’t exactly surprised, but then they added that if I’d been more ‘straight acting,’ I would have been offered the job.

“I am who I am, and I spent a lot of time hating that I’m not big and masculine. I’m never going to pass for being a ‘bro’ or straight, and I’m okay with that. I stepped out of the closet once; I’m not about to go back in it. That’s when I realized I’d made a mistake. Being a nanny seemed the best alternative.”

Nathan nodded, his intense eyes never leaving Cameron’s.

“What was your husband’s name?” Cameron blurted out, then winced. He really had no right to ask that, and he could really stand to work on his tact.

“Jason.”

“Are you divorced?” he asked carefully, not sure if he was crossing some sort of line.

Nathan stiffened for a moment before he shook his head. “I’m a widower.”

“I’m so sorry.” Cameron could kick himself. He’d always had a habit of speaking out before thinking about the impact of his words. He was about to tell Nathan that he never should have brought it up when he saw the other man sigh.  

“He passed away, three years ago.”

“I’m sorry,” he repeated softly.

“It was a car accident. It was so sudden. One minute he’s here and we’re happy, and the next he’s gone and I’m alone.”

Cameron bit his lip, unsure of what he could say that wouldn’t make Nathan feel any worse.

“Do you want to talk about him?” he asked after a pregnant pause.

“We met in college, and after only three dates, I knew he was the man for me.” Nathan smiled as his eyes took on a faraway look. “He was older than me. He was in his first year of medical school when I was a sophomore, but that didn’t matter. We dated, had a commitment ceremony right after I graduated, and found a surrogate so we could start our family.”

“So the kids are...”

“Logan is mine, genetically, and Kaitlyn and Daniel are Jason’s.” Nathan pushed his hair back from his forehead. “We did the swirl for them, and I only had DNA tests done after Jason died in case there was ever an issue with paternity.”

“Why would there be an issue?”

“We never married legally. We were going to get around to it at some point, but things were so busy. He was establishing up his practice, and we had the kids. It just never seemed important.”

“Have there been problems?”

“No. I thought that his parents might come after me for custody of Kaitlyn and Daniel, but they didn’t. They hadn’t been a part of Jason’s life since he came out, and they’ve never met the kids. I had no idea what would happen when they found out Jason had died, but I was worried for nothing.”

“I’m sorry for that. I know what it’s like to have a parent who doesn’t accept you.”

“My parents accepted me, but we didn’t have the best relationship,” Nathan said carefully.

“What do you mean?”

“My dad had his own business, and he put most of his energy into it. He was barely home, and when he was, he didn’t really have anything to do with me. My mom was a socialite, and she wasn’t around much either.”

He looked at his hands for a moment and then up at Cameron. “That’s why everything you said that night kind of hit home before. I’m not present. I used to be. Before Jason died, we did everything as a family and I knew my kids. But when I lost him, I kind of lost myself. I pulled away from them in my grief, and it became the new normal, and that’s not okay. It’s sad, but the closest person I had when I was young was my nanny.” He shook his head and gave Cameron a wry grin. “Hence why I wanted a nanny for my kids while I was trying to figure this single-father thing out.”

“You didn’t want one to raise them for you, but to give them what you had.” Cameron nodded, understanding what Nathan was trying to say.

“You’re pretty adept,” Nathan said with a smile.

“I have my moments. I’m not always a klutz who trips over their own feet.”

Nathan laughed and reached out to pat Cameron’s hand.

“I’ll pretend I didn’t notice if that would make you feel better.”

“Yeah, that would be great.” Cameron swallowed and looked down at where Nathan’s big hand covered his. The fluttering in his chest and stomach intensified when Nathan made no move to pull his hand away. Instead, he shifted his hand and slid it under Cameron’s, so they were palm to palm.

Nathan’s skin was soft, and his hands were warm. Cameron’s breath caught in his throat as he tore his eyes away from their hands and looked up at Nathan. He was staring at Cameron with that heated gaze again, and there was also lust and longing in the other man’s eyes. Cameron didn’t know how to react to that, what to think about any of what was happening.

Nathan’s gaze moved from his eyes to his lips and back again. Cameron held his breath as Nathan reached out with his free hand and tipped his chin up as he leaned forward slightly.

Nathan was looking at him so intently, his eyes almost looking through him. Cameron’s heart rate sped up, his skin flushed, and a zing of anticipation rushed through his body. There was a part of his mind telling him to pull away. To run now before it was too late. But the bigger part didn’t want to move.

Gently, Nathan used his hand to guide Cameron towards him as he leaned forward. Cameron drew in a shallow breath and let his eyes flutter closed, giving in to the moment. Nathan’s lips brushed his in a soft kiss before he pulled back.

“What are we doing?” Cameron asked softly as he opened his eyes. His lips were tingling from the kiss and adrenaline was surging through his body. The kiss may have been so soft and chaste, not much more than a lingering peck, but it had rocked him to his core.

“I don’t know,” Nathan said just as softly as he looked into Cameron’s eyes. “Do you want me to stop?”

Cameron knew he should say yes. He should stop it now so they could go their separate ways and forget that first kiss had ever happened, but he couldn’t.

“No,” he whispered and leaned toward Nathan, closing the distance between them as their lips met for a second time.

The kiss was exploratory. Soft but still firm, and it made Cameron’s head spin. Nathan’s hand slipped from his cheek into his hair, gently fisting the long strands so he could tug on them, causing Cameron to moan in pleasure.

Nathan wrapped his other arm around Cameron’s waist and tugged him until he was spilled across his lap. He pulled Cameron against his body, and Cameron settled his legs on either side of Nathan’s hips so he was straddling him, his hands on Nathan’s broad shoulders. It was as though his entire body was on fire and every part of him that Nathan was touching felt warm. Cameron shivered against Nathan as the material of their shirts rubbed together, and Nathan pulled him even closer. It was as though Cameron’s skin was hypersensitive, and every touch sent a jolt of pleasure through him.

Nathan tipped Cameron back, forcing him to sit squarely on his lap as he pressed their bodies flush together. His lips were hard, and his kiss was demanding, and Cameron groaned against his mouth as he felt Nathan’s cock, hard and hot against his thigh.

He was almost dizzy from the onslaught of sensations. All he could do was cling to Nathan and kiss him back as his body tightened and his breaths started to come out in small gasps.

Cameron wanted him. Every kiss, every touch made him want more, and he cried out as Nathan slid his hand up under the bottom of his shirt, his hand teasing the skin on his back. Nathan gripped his hair even tighter, holding his head still as he took control of the kiss. He was showing Cameron how much he wanted him, and it was incredible.

Nathan crushed his body to him and groaned against his lips as Cameron’s hands tangled in his hair. Cameron kissed Nathan back with as much force and passion as he could, wanting to match Nathan and show him how much he was enjoying the moment.

Nathan pulled them back until he was leaning against the couch. There wasn’t a millimeter of space anywhere between them, and Nathan’s strong body felt both hard and soft against him.

Nathan’s hand slid out from under his shirt and moved to cup his ass, squeezing the globe with his strong hand.

Suddenly Cameron’s senses came back to him, and he pulled back. Nathan was staring at him in shock, and Cameron panicked.

He shook his head and slid off Nathan’s lap. It took him a second to get his footing, and the urge to run was overwhelming.

Before Nathan could move or say something, Cameron backed away,  

“I’m sorry,” he said quickly as he rushed out the door and ran towards the stairs.

***
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NATHAN LAY IN HIS BED, staring up at the ceiling. He shouldn’t have done that. He never should have kissed Cameron. He was his kid’s nanny. Nathan was his boss, and Cameron lived in his house. It was wrong on so many levels and unethical on a few more, but he’d forgotten all of that the moment his lips had touched Cameron’s.

He could still feel Cameron’s tight body against his, his warm skin under his hands, and his soft lips kissing his. He could still smell his slightly spicy shampoo, and he could still see the desire in Cameron’s eyes as he’d looked at him.

Every touch had inflamed his desire for Cameron. Every sigh and moan that had escaped Cameron’s lips had increased Nathan’s passion for him. Every kiss had made him want more, and he’d almost lost himself in the moment.

He didn’t know what would have happened if Cameron hadn’t pulled away. He hadn’t even been thinking as his hand had moved from Cameron’s back to his ass. He’d just needed to touch him, to feel him. He’d wanted Cameron so badly that every other thought had been driven from his mind and he’d been lost in the moment, and in him.

Nathan shook his head, trying to force the feelings and memories out of his mind as he rolled over. His heart was pounding, and his breathing was a little labored. It had been hours since their kiss, and he still couldn’t calm his body down.  

It was the first time he’d touched another man romantically since he’d lost Jason, and he hadn’t even hesitated.

Giving up, Nathan swung his legs over the side of his bed. There was no way he was going to be able to get to sleep, not for a long time. He might as well get up and do something to distract himself.

That couldn’t happen again. He would have to stay away from Cameron unless the kids were there. Being alone with him could prove too much for his willpower, and he might cross a line that could never be uncrossed.
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Chapter Six
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After the incident in the sitting room, Cameron made a promise to himself that he would do everything he could to keep his distance from Nathan. He wasn’t worried about Nathan not being able to control himself; he was worried that he wouldn’t.

He’d never felt such a strong attraction to anyone before, and he didn’t know what to do about it. Nathan was his boss, and he was his nanny. Being involved with Nathan in any way outside of being employer and employee was wrong, but he couldn’t seem to change his feelings.

Every time he saw Nathan, he felt a flutter in his stomach and a flush would move over his skin as he remembered their kiss. Cameron would relive what his lips had felt like against his, how Nathan’s strong body had enveloped him, and how every touch had driven his desire to levels he’d never felt before.

He was the only man who’d ever affected Cameron this way, and he had a hard time remembering why he needed to stay away from him whenever Nathan’s eyes locked on his.

He had to put some distance between them so he could sort out his feelings and get over whatever it was that was making him crazy. He needed to get control of himself so he didn’t give in to his desires and do or say something he would regret.

***
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STAYING AWAY FROM NATHAN wasn’t that difficult.

He seemed to be of the same mind, and for the next week, Cameron didn’t see him at all except for supper time.

Nathan still came down, and he would spend time with the kids while he cooked, and he still ate with them, but that was it.

Things weren’t weird or uncomfortable between them. Nathan wasn’t acting any differently towards him than he had before their kiss, and Cameron didn’t think he was. He was trying to reset the clock and erase what had happened between them, and Nathan seemed to be doing the same.

A part of Cameron was grateful, but there was still a small part of him that was disappointed.

The kiss had been a mistake. It never should have happened, and he needed to forget it ever had. But every time he looked at Nathan, every time he glanced over at him, Cameron was reminded of how wonderful that kiss had been.

During the day it was hard to not think of him. When he was in the same room with Nathan, it was really hard, but when he was alone at night, it was damn near impossible.

Cameron had never had a particularly active fantasy life. Elaborate scenarios or replaying the intimate moments in his life had never really been his thing, but for some reason, he couldn’t stop fantasizing about Nathan or reliving their kiss in his head.

He’d be sitting in the library trying to read, and suddenly Cameron would remember the look Nathan had given him the moment before their lips had touched. How Nathan’s hands had felt against his skin, and how much his body had reacted to his touch.

Lying in bed was the worst time. It was as though his brain would go into overdrive and he’d start thinking about how it would feel to Nathan’s larger body covering his. To feel their skin rub together as Nathan thrust inside him. He imagined how Nathan might taste, and what it would feel like to share the kind of deep kisses his body and mind craved.

Cameron was so distracted by his thoughts, it was bordering on ridiculous.

He was fine when he was busy and when he had the kids with him. Even when Nathan was in the same room as them, he was able to focus on cooking and getting through the meal. He could ignore the memories and his fantasies, but when he was alone, it was impossible.

Cameron wanted Nathan in a way that he’d never wanted anyone. He wasn’t innocent, he’d been with men and had boyfriends in the past, but it had never been like this.

He’d never truly lusted after anyone before. He’d never physically craved someone the way he craved Nathan, and Cameron had never wanted to be with someone as much as he wanted to be with Nathan, and he couldn’t explain it.

All he knew was that he was in lust with his boss, and it was getting harder and harder to ignore what he was feeling.

***
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NATHAN WAS DOING HIS best to stay away from Cameron, but he was having a hard time remembering why he needed to.

He holed himself up in his office during the day, trying to work, and at night he would either go out or hide in his office so he didn’t risk running into him around the house.

He couldn’t forget about their kiss.

Nathan had had his fair share of kissing partners before Jason, and he’d had kisses hotter and more involved than the one he and Cameron had shared, but Cameron was the only one he could think about.

There was something about him that drew Nathan in. He was almost the exact opposite of what he normally went for, but Cameron was on his mind, and Nathan couldn’t shake him.

When he wasn’t looking at Cameron, he was thinking about him, and even when he was trying to hide, he still found ways to see him. He would glance out the window of his study while Cameron was playing with the kids outside, just to catch a glimpse of him. He would pause when he walked by the library, picturing Cameron lounging on his chaise as he read one of the many books he always had on the go. He even found himself stopping randomly during the day and wondering where Cameron was or what he was doing, and if he was even sparing him a second thought.

When Cameron was with the kids, it was easier to stay away. He could go down for dinner while he cooked and spend time with his kids, and he could get through the meal by focusing on what they were saying instead of letting his focus shift to Cameron.

The nights were the hardest. He tried to work, but he’d be so distracted he wouldn’t get anything accomplished. He tried to watch TV or put on a movie, but his mind would wander, and he wouldn’t be able to follow the story.

He went out to a bar or a pub to try and forget him and focus on something else, anything else. He met a few men who’d shown interest, but even if Cameron hadn’t been in the picture, he would have still turned them down. His life was complicated enough without bringing someone else into it.

He wasn’t over Jason, Nathan knew that. But he was finally getting to a place where he could think about other men in a sexual way without feeling guilty or like he was betraying his late husband. It had taken a long time, but he finally felt like the Nathan he’d been before he’d become a widower.

He didn’t know if Cameron had anything to do with it, but he had to admit that in the weeks Cameron had been around the house had come alive again. His kids were happy and smiling, and they were connecting as a family again. He’d fucked up by retreating into himself, and he knew he still had a lot of work to do to rebuild his relationship with his kids and form a new family unit, but this was the first time since they’d said goodbye to Jason that Nathan felt ready.

Cameron was changing things, and Nathan was so grateful Cameron had come into their lives and was bringing them back together.

***
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CAMERON WAS RESTLESS.

He’d put the kids to bed, and he knew he should go to sleep, but he was wired.

He hadn’t slept well for nearly a week, and it was starting to catch up to him, especially considering how busy he was all day with the kids. He was exhausted every night, but when he was alone, it was as though his mind would spin out of control, and there was no way he could shut it down.

For some reason, it was even worse right then. He was going crazy. His mind was spiraling, and he couldn’t stop it. His body was tired, but he was so restless he couldn’t sit still.

He’d gone through the library twice, trying to find something to occupy his mind for more than a few minutes but had quickly given up. He couldn’t focus enough to watch a movie, and he didn’t feel safe going for a walk at this hour. He needed to do something, but he was at a loss.

Giving up, he wandered downstairs and went through the impressive collection of movies in the media room, hoping that one of them would catch his attention. After going through the titles twice, he sighed and left the room.  

Cameron made his way into the kitchen and paused as he looked around. He wasn’t really hungry, but he was a bit thirsty. He pulled a bottle of flavored water out of the fridge and went to get a glass. He poured a small amount of the water into the glass, then put the bottle back in the fridge as he took a few sips of the water and headed toward the cooking island so he had something to lean on.

“If that’s scotch, then you’re a man after my own heart.”

Cameron nearly jumped out of his skin and whirled around, almost spilling his drink all over himself.

“Sorry.” Nathan grinned as he pushed off the doorframe he’d been leaning against. “I didn’t mean to scare you.”

“You didn’t,” Cameron said a little shakily as he put his drink down and checked to make sure that he hadn’t actually spilled any on himself.

“So you didn’t just jump half a foot?” Nathan asked with a teasing smile as he came up to the island counter and stood on the other side of it.

“Coincidence.” He grinned and tried not to stare at Nathan.

He looked incredible. His black shirt clung to his body, and his dark jeans looked like they’d been painted on. His blue eyes were sparkling with laughter, and his hair was still damp at the ends from his shower. He looked amazing, and Cameron could feel his body flush as he drank in the sight of him. After a moment, Cameron cleared his throat and looked away, trying to fight the blush that was creeping onto his cheeks.

Nathan was able to keep his smile casual, but he couldn’t help looking Cameron up and down. He was wearing a pair of black shorts that were tight enough he could clearly see the curve of his ass and the bulge of his cock. His navy blue shirt clung to him perfectly, and his hair looked a little messier than usual. It almost looked like he’d rolled out of bed after a thorough fucking, and that thought made Nathan’s dick go from barely hard to painfully erect.

He knew being in the kitchen with Cameron was dangerous. He’d come downstairs to get a beer and watch a movie. When he’d seen Cameron standing at the kitchen island, Nathan’s first instinct had been to keep walking and pretend he’d never seen him, but when he’d taken a second look, he’d been drawn to Cameron, and he’d gone into the kitchen.

He should leave. He should just grab his beer, smile, and excuse himself, but he couldn’t. Talking and spending time alone together was dangerous, but he couldn’t seem to make his body move.

“Just water,” Cameron said with a smile as he seemed to regain his composure.

“Not a big drinker?”

“Not my house.” He grinned as he drank down his water in two gulps and put the glass down.

“Is that the only thing stopping you?” Nathan asked teasingly as he leaned on the counter.

“That, and the fact that there are three kids upstairs I’m responsible for,” he said pointedly.

“Ah, that.”

“Are you heading out?”

“I wasn’t planning on it. I was planning on grabbing a drink and watching a movie.”

“Oh, well, don’t let me interrupt you.”

“I’d much rather have company,” Nathan said before he could think twice. “It’s been a while since we talked.”

“True.” Cameron nodded. “I seem to recall how I dumped most of my life story on you the last time we had a conversation. Maybe this time I’ll try to keep the overshare to myself.”

“You didn’t overshare. If you’re uncomfortable that you told me those things—”

“I’m not,” he cut in. “I’m just not used to having a lot of people to talk to.”

“You don’t have friends?”

“Not really.” He sighed. “I was popular enough in high school, always had kids to play with in elementary school, but in the past few years, I’ve kind of drifted away from everyone.”

“Why is that?”

“They’re all moving on. Getting married, a few have kids, some moved for work...then there’s me, the ‘manny.’ It’s hard to meet new people with this job, and I get a lot of judgment for what I do.”

“That sounds hard,” he said as he looked at Cameron. He could see that he was trying to use humor to cover the fact that he was hurting, and he wanted to help him feel better.

“It is what it is... what about you? You must have friends coming out of the woodwork,” Cameron asked suddenly, his voice taking on a teasing tone.

“Not so much.” Nathan shook his head. “It’s been a while since I really had friends.”

“Really? But you go out all the time.”

“Alone,” he admitted. “When I got married, I lost a lot of my single friends, and when Jason died, I lost most of our married friends, and the few others I had drifted away while I was lost in grief. Being a single dad and a widower doesn’t really go with lots of friends and hanging out with the boys. I go out to get out. I work from home, and sometimes I feel like this house is my whole world. I go out to remind myself that there is a world out there that doesn’t revolve around my work and my kids.”

“I get that.” Cameron smiled. “When I was a live-out nanny, it wasn’t so isolating. I would show up in the mornings and leave at night, so I got out every day. I got to sleep in my own bed and had some weekends off, so I had time to do whatever I wanted.”

“Do you not feel like you have enough time off here?”

“That wasn’t what I meant.” Cameron shook his head. “I just meant that I understand how living where you work can make you forget the outside world sometimes.”

Nathan nodded slowly. “Your sisters, you’re close with them?”

“Very. They pretty much raised me.”

“And you have how many? Three?”

“Four,” he corrected. “Cara, Cassidy, Cynthia and Celeste.”

“And Cameron.” He grinned. “I detect a theme.”

“My parents weren’t that creative. My father’s name was Christopher, and my mother was Catherine, so I guess they decided to just go with it.”

Nathan laughed and shook his head. “I bet monogramming gifts isn’t a big thing in your family.”

“Not at all.” Cameron laughed. “We all have the same initials. Even our middle names are all the same initial, so it would be pointless.”

“Your middle names too?”

“Yup.” he laughed and shook his head. “My father was Christopher Michael; my mother was Catherine Marjorie. We’re Cara Margaret, Cassidy Michelle, Cynthia Marie, Celeste Maureen, and Cameron Matthew.”

“So seven people, all with the initials C.M.A?” he asked with a laugh.

“Yup, and considering my sisters are all less than two years apart, and even with seven years between Cara and Celeste, they still look like bookends. Like quadruplets. So between the matching names and the matching looks, we’re all kind of carbon copies of each other. I’m the anomaly being the only boy and the youngest.”

“And you said they’re older?”

“Much older.” He nodded. “Celeste is twelve years older than me, and Cara is almost twenty years older. When I came along, it was quite a shock.”

“Your family sounds big,” Nathan said with a smile. “Confusing.”

“From the outside. Five of us, four husbands, and twelve kids.” He grinned. “It can be a bit overwhelming if you haven’t been born into it. Do you have a big family?”

“Just me.” He shook his head. “Only child. And we’re not in contact with any of Jason’s family.”

“Wow. I can’t imagine not having a big, nosy family.”

“The kids have me, and I have them. It’s all I need.”

Cameron bit his lip and looked down at his hands. “I don’t know what it is about you that makes me want to overshare. I normally don’t open up to people.”

“Must be my winning personality,” Nathan teased, trying to lighten the moment. “Or the fact that I’m the only one in the house.”

Cameron laughed and looked up from his hands. “That must be it. Sharing because of proximity.”

“Way to make a guy feel special,” Nathan teased. “I’m getting a drink. Can I get you one?”

Cameron hesitated.

“Cameron?”  

“What are you having?”

“Scotch.” Nathan went to the cupboards and pulled out two highball glasses and a bottle half-filled with amber liquid. “Can I tempt you?”

“I’m not much of a scotch drinker,” Cameron admitted. “I’ve actually never tried it.”

“Then give it a try, live a little,” Nathan said as he gave Cameron what he hoped was a charming smile.

“Sure, why not.”

Nathan poured two fingers of scotch into his glass and one into Cameron’s. Scotch was one of those drinks people either loved or hated, so he would ease Cameron into it.

He brought the drinks over and handed Cameron one as he leaned against the counter in front of him.

“Cheers,” Nathan lifted his glass.

“Cheers,” Cameron echoed as he clinked their glasses together. “Here’s to living a little.”

Nathan watched as Cameron took a small sip of the drink. He drank down a good portion of his own and tried to hide his smile as he watched Cameron’s face.

His first reaction was to grimace, but after a moment Cameron looked thoughtful, then he smiled, and he took another sip.

“You like?”

“I do like.” Cameron nodded. “It’s smoother than I thought. Not as burny.”

“Burny? Pretty sure that’s not a word,” he teased.

“You know what I mean,” Cameron rolled his eyes playfully as he put his drink down and twisted and stretched out his back, closing his eyes tightly as he did.  

“You okay?” Nathan asked, a smile playing on his lips as he appreciated the view. As Cameron twisted and turned, his shirt rode up and tightened around him so he could see more of his shorts and a thin stretch of his tight stomach.  

“Fine.” Cameron stopped twisting as picked up his drink. “Just stiff.”

“I might be able to say the same if you keep stretching like that in front of me.” Nathan knew he shouldn’t have said that, but he was in a teasing mood, and he wanted to see how Cameron would respond. It was dangerous, but he couldn’t seem to make himself stop.

“Really...” Cameron grinned as he took another sip from his glass. “How about saving that description for your drink?”

“Deal.”

Cameron blushed and looked away for a moment.  

They didn’t talk as they sipped their drinks, but things weren’t awkward or strained. It was a comfortable silence.

Nathan knew this was stupid, and he shouldn’t be doing any of this. He should have walked away before Cameron realized he was home, but now that he was standing with him he didn’t want to leave.

He was comfortable with Cameron. It was strange because they’d really only had a few real conversations since he’d come to work at the house. They hadn’t had any interactions other than those few talks, their time together with the kids, and their kiss, but he was inherently comfortable with him.

He enjoyed talking with him, and he really liked joking with and teasing him. It had been a long time since he’d felt this comfortable with anyone.

Cameron caught him looking and blushed as he took another sip of his drink. Nathan laughed and watched as Cameron drank down the rest of his scotch. He was cute when he blushed.


“Another?” he asked as he drained his glass as well.

“Please.” Cameron nodded and watched as Nathan went and refilled their glasses.

“Thanks,” Cameron said as he accepted his drink.

“Feeling adventurous?” Nathan asked with a grin as he took a liberal swallow of his drink, noticing that Cameron had already drained half of his.

“A little.” He nodded, smiling. “You’re only young once.”

Nathan laughed and raised his glass to his in a mock salute before they both drained their drinks.


“If I didn’t know better, Cameron, I’d say you were trying to get me drunk,” Nathan teased as he put his empty glass down on the counter.

He hadn’t had enough to get him even tipsy, but there was a pleasant flush running over his body, and he felt a little freer, like at least some of his inhibitions had been stripped away.

“Me?” Cameron asked innocently.

“Yes, you.”

“Not my style.” Cameron laughed and put down his empty glass.

“No? What is your style?” he asked with a grin as he toyed with the rim of his glass.

“I actually don’t have one. I just try not to say something stupid and hope for the best. Unlike you.”

“Me?” Nathan asked with mock innocence. “What’s my style?”

“You know how to talk to a man. You’d look at them like they’re the only person in the world. You’d listen and drop little innuendoes that are half-sweet, half-sexual, and you’d talk with your body.”

“I’d talk with my body?”

“You’d lean in, tilt your head to the side like you’re about to come in for a kiss, point your pelvis toward them as you move a little closer to give the best view of your body...” Cameron’s voice trailed off as Nathan shifted towards him.

“You seem to know me pretty well,” he said in a low voice, moving even closer. “Even though we haven’t spent all that much time together, and you’ve never seen me with another man.”

“I’m good at observing.” Cameron’s voice was a little breathy as he tilted his head slightly and looked from Nathan’s eyes to his lips and back again. “Good at reading people.”

“Is that what you’ve observed?” he asked, staring into Cameron’s gorgeous eyes. “Is that what you’ve read?”

“Yes,” he whispered.

Nathan had no idea what he was doing, why he was going there. He’d wanted to tease Cameron a little, but now that he’d started he couldn’t seem to pull back. Cameron was captivating, and in that moment, he wanted him more than he’d ever wanted anyone before.

“And is it working?” he asked, his voice husky.

“A lot more than getting me drunk would.” Cameron suddenly cleared his throat and shifted away from him as he shook his head. He was flustered, and the fact that he was affecting him so much only made Nathan want him more.  

“What’s wrong?” he asked with a sly grin. “Getting a little warm in here? You’re flushed.”

“You’d better go, get to a bar or something,” Cameron said shakily as he licked his lips. “You’ve got the charm turned up to a thousand, and there’s a guy out there ready and waiting for it.”

“What if I’m trying to charm the guy right here?” Nathan moved so that he was right in front of Cameron, almost touching him. If Cameron wanted to move away, he would have to step backward.

“Then I’d say you’re doing a pretty good job.” He let his gaze flicker over Nathan’s body as he wet his lips again.

“You want me to stop?”

“Yes and no.”

“Yes and no?”

“Yes, because it’s working, and no, because I like it.”

“That’s a very honest answer.” He looked at Cameron closely. “Where’s the sarcasm I’ve grown accustomed to?”
“It left with my self-resolve. Are you trying to seduce me?”
He was so close Nathan could feel the heat from Cameron’s body on his skin.  “I take it it’s working?”  

“Like a charm.”

Nathan lifted his hands and slowly cupped Cameron’s cheeks. His breath caught as Cameron leaned into him, and his eyes fluttered closed a moment before their lips touched.

Nathan had no idea how they’d gotten here, but his flirting had gone beyond innocent teasing into full-on seduction, and now they were kissing. Cameron sighed against his lips as he slid one hand so it rested at the base of his neck, holding Cameron against him. He traced his tongue over Cameron’s bottom lip, and when he opened to him, Nathan swept it inside his mouth so he could tease and taste him.

Ever since their first kiss, he’d sworn up and down that he wouldn’t give in again, but as his lips moved over Cameron’s, he couldn’t bring himself to pull away. Cameron was intoxicating, and the more he kissed him, the more lost Nathan became.

“Wait,” Cameron pulled back slightly, “what are we doing?”

“I don’t know,” Nathan said honestly as he looked into his eyes.

He could see how conflicted Cameron was and waited to see what the other man would do. As much as he wanted to keep kissing him, Cameron would have to make the next move.

“Me either.”

After a slight pause, Cameron leaned forward and pressed his lips against his. Then Cameron shifted slightly, pulling him closer as he trailed his hand down Nathan’s chest and moaned.

At that sound, Nathan was lost. He grabbed Cameron by the waist, pulling him so their bodies were flush.

Cameron gasped as he fisted his hand in his hair. His other hand slipped under the bottom of Cameron’s shirt and slid up his back, running over his smooth skin.

Nathan usually preferred men with muscles, who could match him in strength and power, but there was something about Cameron’s smaller frame that was driving him wild. He loved how Cameron seemed to fit perfectly against him, how he had to lean down to kiss him. It made him want to protect and dominate Cameron, and that was a new feeling.

His cock was so hard it ached. His balls were heavy, and he desperately needed some friction to try and lessen his arousal. Before he could move, Cameron grabbed him by the hips and pressed their torsos together, wiggling against him as he did.

Nathan groaned at the starburst of pleasure that poured out into his body and slid his hand down so he could cup Cameron’s perfect ass. He was a fan of bubble butts, and Cameron had one of the best he’d ever seen.

Nathan was just about to slip his hand under the waistband of Cameron’s sweatpants when he suddenly came to his senses.

He had to stop things, now. It didn’t matter how much he wanted Cameron, how much his body was screaming for him. He had to pull back before it went too far and they reached a point they couldn’t come back from.  

He broke the kiss but didn’t let go of Cameron right away. He wanted to hold him for a moment longer, to feel his body against his as long as possible.

“We can’t,” Cameron said, his voice shaking as he looked at him.

“I know.”

“I should go.”

“Yeah.” Nathan reluctantly let him go and stepped back, his body instantly going from overheated to cold.

Cameron opened his mouth, almost as though he was about to say something. Instead of talking, however, he shook his head and darted around Nathan as he sprinted out of the kitchen.

Nathan watched Cameron race away and shook his head.

He didn’t understand what it was about him, but every time Cameron was close Nathan lost his head. This couldn’t keep happening. He needed to get control himself, no matter what.
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Chapter Seven
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Three days later, Cameron needed to talk to Nathan.

Nathan had been avoiding him, and because of that, he’d been avoiding the kids. They’d hardly seen him at all in the last three days, and they were asking about him.

They needed to figure out what was going on between them and find a way they could coexist in the same house and not have things be awkward. The kids had to come first. They needed their father. He had to talk to Nathan about this, now.

The first thing he did was check to see if Nathan’s car was in the drive. It would be pointless to try and find him if he wasn’t even home. When he saw it was there, he steeled his resolve and kept on searching.

He looked all over the first floor. Nathan wasn’t in the kitchen, the living room, dining room, sitting room, or the media room. He wasn’t outside, and as Cameron headed up to the second floor, he wondered where he could be.

He knew that he wasn’t on the third floor, and he wasn’t in the kid’s rooms. He wasn’t in the library because he’d just been there, so he had to be in either his room or the study. As he was heading to Nathan’s side of the hall, he saw a light under the door to his office.

“Nathan?” he called out softly as he knocked on the door.

When he didn’t hear anything, he paused, glancing around the hallway as he put his hand on the doorknob and twisted it.

He pushed open the door and took a half step in. The room was not what he’d expected, not at all. The rest of the house was so perfect and pristine, but the office was the exact opposite.

It was clean, but the walls were covered with sticky notes, pictures, and prints. The bookshelves were crammed so full of books they were piled on top and squeezed into every nook and cranny. The desk was the only surface that was clean, and there was a closed laptop in the corner of it.

Completely at a loss as to where Nathan could be, Cameron started to close the door as he backed out of the room and backed right into a very solid and firm body. Cameron gasped, whirling around in shock as he found himself looking at Nathan’s chest. Fearfully he lifted his eyes, apologies and excuses already forming on his lips.

“Find what you were looking for?” Nathan asked, his face unreadable. He didn’t look angry, but he didn’t look happy either.

“I’m so sorry,” he blurted out. “I was looking for you, and I thought I heard something. I swear I didn’t go in—”

“It’s okay,” Nathan interrupted, raising his hands to stop Cameron’s stammering. “I’m not going to bite your head off.”

“I’m sorry,” he repeated, letting out a breath he hadn’t even realized he was holding.

“You were looking for me. You found me,” Nathan said, a smile tugging at his lips. “And?”

“I wanted to talk to you about the other night,” he said, his face flushing as he fought not to look away.

“I thought you might.”

“You’re my boss. I shouldn’t have kissed you like that.”

“I believe I was the one who started it, both times.”

“Yes, but I should have stopped it.”

“Why is all the blame on you?”

“Because.”

“Because why?”

“Because...” he trailed off. “I don’t know.”

Nathan looked down at him, and Cameron’s body flushed as a tingle moved over his skin. Nathan’s eyes were so filled with heat and desire, and something deep inside Cameron tugged.

Suddenly Nathan swept him into his arms, his lips descending on his as he pulled Cameron against his body. Cameron gasped at the suddenness of the move, and then sighed as Nathan’s tongue swept inside his mouth, teasing his.

He wrapped his arms around Nathan, standing up on his tiptoes as he kissed him back with everything he had. All thoughts of why they shouldn’t be doing this flew out of his mind, and he gave in to the moment.  

Nathan’s cock was hot and hard against his abdomen, and Cameron whimpered softly as a jolt of pleasure shot up his spine. His own cock was so hard it was almost painful, and his balls were heavy with need.

Nathan gripped him around the waist, pulling him up so his feet were off the floor as he carried Cameron into the study, kicking the door closed as he did.

Cameron gasped as he was deposited on the desk and wrapped his legs around Nathan’s waist.

Nathan’s body was strong and hard against his. His skin was hot, and every place his lips and hands touched left a trail of fire on Cameron’s skin. He was almost dizzy from the onslaught of sensations, and he wanted more.

Cameron grabbed the bottom of Nathan’s shirt and tugged the material up. He needed to feel Nathan’s skin against his. He broke away from the kiss long enough to pull the shirt off and then ripped off his own in a swift motion. He tossed their clothes aside and kissed Nathan again, their tongues and lips battling for control.

Nathan cupped Cameron’s face, holding him still as he took over the kiss, and Cameron cried out as jolts of pleasure shot through his body and went straight to his cock.

He was lost. Feeling Nathan’s smooth skin under his hands, his hard muscles holding him tight, Nathan’s thick hair running through his fingers. It was almost too much, and Cameron needed more. He reached between them, fumbling slightly as he grabbed the waistband of Nathan’s jeans.

Nathan groaned as Cameron pulled open the jeans and slid his hand down the front of them so he could cup Nathan in his hand. His cock pulsed against Cameron’s skin as he gave it a few tentative squeezes. He felt big, and thick. Nathan let him stroke him a few times before he pulled Cameron’s hand away. Nathan reached into Cameron’s sweatpants, his hand bypassing Cameron’s briefs as he gripped Cameron’s leaking cock.

“Fuck!” Cameron gasped as even more pre-cum dripped down his length. He was on such a hair trigger it wouldn’t take much for him to come. “More,” be begged, bucking his hips up to try and force Nathan into stroking him.

With a grunt, Nathan shoved his jeans and briefs down so they were resting just under his ass and stepped forward. He gripped Cameron’s cock, then stepped in again, closing the distance between them so he could grasp both of their dicks in his big hand.

“Oh fuck yes,” Cameron cried out, his back bowing as waves of pleasure hit him with every upstroke. Feeling Nathan’s hand was one thing, but to feel his cock, velvety soft and rock hard, sliding against his as their pre-cum slicked the way was beyond hot.

“God, Cameron,” Nathan grunted and sped up his movements as his free hand moved up to hold the back of Cameron’s head, anchoring him in place as their foreheads pressed together.

“Yes, Nathan!”

Unconsciously Cameron grabbed Nathan’s arms and held on for dear life as the pressure in his body hovered at the moment just before orgasm.

“Fuck!”

With a final scream, the pleasure finally broke, and a crescendo of bliss hit Cameron as his seed spurted out over Nathan’s hand and cock.

“Yes!” Nathan came with a grunt, his cum spilling over his hand and mixing with Cameron’s.

They stayed locked in the moment, Nathan’s hand around their softening cocks as he continued to hold Cameron close. Both men were panting, and Cameron was having a little trouble getting his bearings back.

That had been one of the strongest orgasms he’d ever had in his life. The raw passion and sexual energy that had been rolling off Nathan in waves had brought Cameron’s arousal up to levels he didn’t even know he was capable of. And watching him, seeing Nathan come had been incredible.

But as the glow wore off, Cameron realized what had just happened. He’d just fucked his boss’s hand and come all over him.

“Cameron?” Nathan asked when he pulled away. “What is it?”

“I... this...” Cameron quickly tucked himself back into his sweatpants and desperately searched for a way to articulate what he was thinking.

“Cameron, what’s wrong?” Nathan asked gently as he cupped his face and tilted it up. “Please, tell me,” he urged when Cameron kept silent.

“I shouldn’t have.” He shook his head against Nathan’s hands.

“What do you mean?”

“I crossed the line. I shouldn’t have done that. I should have known better, but I gave in and—”

“Cameron,” Nathan interrupted, “what just happened between us isn’t on you, not at all.”

“It isn’t?”

“No. Why would you think it was your fault?”

“I’m the one who sought you out.”

“But you didn’t start the kiss.”

“No, but I pulled off your shirt.”

“No one is to blame. It happened, we’re adults. As long as it’s something you wanted—“

“It is,” Cameron cut in. “I did.”

“Then there’s no blame to be placed. Okay?”

Cameron nodded and bit his lip. He still felt like the blame was on him, but Nathan was right. They’d both wanted it.

“Will you come into my room so we can lie down, talk about this?” Nathan asked.

Not trusting his voice, Cameron nodded.

As Cameron hopped off the desk, Nathan scooped up their shirts. Cameron was about to head toward the door to the hall when Nathan took his hand and led him to what Cameron had assumed was a closet. When he pushed the door open, Cameron saw that it lead to the master bedroom.

It felt a little strange to be in there, but Nathan didn’t hesitate as he brought Cameron over to the bed and urged him to lie down. When he was settled, Nathan climbed in beside him and slid his arm under Cameron’s shoulder, pulling him close so his head was resting on Nathan’s strong shoulder.

“Is there a reason you seem to internalize everything?” Nathan asked after a pause.

“What do you mean?”

“You keep apologizing, saying that our kisses have been your fault, that you should have stopped things. Why do you feel all the blame is on you?”

“I... I don’t know.”

“I think you do.”

Cameron bit his lip and snuggled closer to Nathan. His body was warm and strong, and comforting. And it made Cameron want to open up and tell Nathan the truth.

“I always feel like things are my fault.”

“Why?”

“It seems like all the bad things in my life have happened because of who I am. My mom died because she never got over me being born. My dad hated that I was ever conceived and that I’m gay. My sister Cara dropped out of college to help Mom with me when I was an infant because Mom was struggling with the depression, and she never went back.”

“None of that is your fault, you know that, right? Those were the circumstances they found themselves in, how they reacted. That’s on them, not you.”

“I still feel guilty.”

“Maybe so, but you shouldn’t. Is there something else?” Nathan asked softly.

“When I was eighteen, I had this boyfriend.” Cameron pulled in a deep breath and focused on a spot on Nathan’s stomach as he talked. “I see now that he was verbally and emotionally abusive. Everything was my fault. When he wasn’t happy or something went wrong in his life, he blamed me. I would apologize and try to be better for him, but it was never enough.”

“Did he hurt you?”

“Not physically. But he played mind games. He’d initiate sex but critique me afterward, tell me all of the things I did wrong. He’d withhold physical affection too, like even just a simple hug or kiss, unless I did what he wanted. I feel so stupid now, but I thought I was in love with him.”

“He manipulated you. That’s not stupid, Cameron.”

“I still hate that I let him use and play me like that.”

“How long were you with him?”

“Two years. He broke up with me when he got bored of me. He found someone else.”

“Did he cheat on you?”

“Yeah.” Cameron sighed. “I didn’t know until the end, but he’d been cheating the whole time. The only good thing that came out of it was that we never went without protection, so I didn’t have to worry about him giving me anything.”

“You still got tested, right?”

“Of course, I get tested every year.”

They lapsed into silence, and Nathan’s arm tightened around him.

“I haven’t been with anyone since Jason. Not a kiss, nothing,” he admitted softly. “I didn’t want to get close to anyone, but then you came along, and I couldn’t stay away. I’m sorry if I put you in a position where you felt coerced—“

“I didn’t, not for a second,” Cameron cut in. “I wanted it as much as you did.”

“I don’t know what’s going on here, Cameron, but it’s not enough.”

“What do you mean?” Cameron lifted his head so he could look into Nathan’s silver eyes.

“I need more.”

“So do I.”

Nathan shifted their bodies, rolling over his as their lips met in a soft and tender kiss. It was gentle and sweet and exploratory. A stark contrast from the savage need from the office. Nathan’s hands ran through his hair before sliding down his chest.

Cameron signed against Nathan’s lips and arched into him, wanting as many points of contact between their bodies as possible.

When Nathan broke the kiss, Cameron almost whimpered in protest until he realized that Nathan was pulling off his jeans and briefs. Not wanting to just lay there and wait passively, Cameron pushed his sweatpants and briefs down over his hips, biting back a smile as Nathan pulled them the rest of the way off.

His body was perfect. Nathan was all hard lines and smooth planes, and the sheer sensuality and masculinity he exuded caused another tingle to run up Cameron’s spine.

Nathan lay back over him, lining their hard cocks up as he stared down at Cameron. He looked so strong, so virile above him that Cameron’s breath caught. He was so incredibly handsome, and the way he was looking down at him as though Cameron was the most beautiful man he’d ever seen and he wanted nothing more than to slip inside him, took Cameron by breath away. No one had ever looked at him like that before.

After a moment, Nathan gave him a hard kiss and then moved down his body. Cameron thought he was going to get the lube and condoms, but instead, Nathan stopped at his torso and gripped Cameron’s cock in his hand.

“Oh god!” he gasped as Nathan used his thumb to spread the beads of pre-cum that had gathered on his slit around the head of his cock. “Fuck.”

He didn’t know what to expect, but Nathan sucking him all the way into the back of his throat certainly wasn’t it, and he cried out as his entire body reacted.

“Oh fuck, Nathan.”

His nerves lit up and crackled to life as his hips lifted. Nathan made a sound low in his throat as he rolled his eyes up to look at Cameron, and the fire and need he saw in them almost sent Cameron over the edge.

It took everything he had not to give in to the orgasm that was right there, hovering and waiting to explode. He wanted to enjoy Nathan’s touch as long as possible.

“Fuck!” he shouted in the quiet room as the pad of Nathan’s finger circled his hole. “Too much.”

Nathan popped off his cock with a satisfied grin on his slightly swollen lips. He obviously knew how good at giving head he was.

Cameron started to sit up so he could return the favor, but Nathan shook his head and reached over the side of the bed.

“It’s been so long it won’t take much for me to come. I want to be inside you when that happens.”

Cameron nodded, swallowing a bubble of anticipation.

Nathan fished a bottle of lube and a condom out of his bedside table and settled between his legs for the second time. Cameron spread them a little wider as Nathan rolled the condom on, then slicked it up with a generous amount lube.

“Put one leg up on my shoulder, open up to me, love,” Nathan said softly as he rubbed his slick fingers together.

Cameron did as he requested, too excited to feel exposed or vulnerable. Nathan’s blunt fingers spread some of the lube over his hole, and then he was pushing one of his digits inside Cameron’s body.

Cameron pulled in a hissing breath and forced himself to relax. It had been a while since he’d bottomed.

Nathan took his time, gently pushing into him with tiny pulses of movement as opposed to thrusts. It felt incredible, and in no time at all Cameron’s body opened up, and Nathan was able to slide his finger all the way inside him.

“Fuck you’re tight.” Nathan’s voice was strained as he gently pushed a second finger in to join the first.

Cameron was about to answer when Nathan brushed his prostate, and instead, he let out a gasp.

“Now. I’m ready,” Cameron begged. He didn’t want to wait a moment longer to feel Nathan inside him.

Nathan pulled his fingers free and guided his cock to Cameron’s hole. When he was in position, he slowly pushed in.

He was big, and Cameron had to bite his lip to keep from crying out as his body stretched. When Nathan popped through his outer ring of muscles, Cameron was able to breathe again.

“Fuck, Cameron. God you feel so good.”

“Yes!”

He gasped as Nathan filled him, and when his thighs were flush with Cameron’s ass, Nathan leaned over to cover his smaller body with his.  

His thrusts were gentle and even. He was taking his time even though his muscles were tight and he was shaking slightly with the effort.

Pressure and pleasure bloomed out in Cameron’s body, and when Nathan shifted so he was sliding over his prostate on every pass, Cameron almost lost it.

“Yes, oh yes!” he cried out as Nathan shifted again, putting just the slightest bit more pressure on his prostate as he fucked him. “Oh my god yes!”

“Come for me, love,” Nathan groaned against his neck as he put a bit more power behind his thrusts. “Come,” he urged.

“Yes, yes.” Cameron squeezed his eyes shut and tried not to move so Nathan wouldn’t lose that perfect spot.

Nathan’s hand moved between them, but before he could grasp Cameron’s weeping cock, Cameron was pushed over the edge, and his orgasm crashed down over him.

“Fuck!”

His body tightened and contracted as he shot between them. The most intense pleasure he’d ever felt coursed through his body, and it was as though someone had touched him with a live wire. Cameron had never had a hands-free orgasm before, and it was so intense he was on the edge of blacking out.

Nathan pushed through it, even as Cameron’s body clamped down and tried to hold him in place as he cried out into Nathan’s shoulder.

Nathan came with a shout, his body jerking over Cameron’s as he spilled inside the condom. He could feel Nathan’s hot seed through the latex, and Cameron held him close, reveling in the moment.

When the afterglow settled over them, Nathan continued to hold himself over Cameron, his body shaking.

Cameron knew this was a big moment for Nathan and gave him all the time he needed to process what he was feeling.

After a long while, Nathan rolled off him, quickly ridding himself of the used condom and getting some baby wipes out of his bedside table so they could clean up before settling together on the bed. Nathan ended up on his back with one arm behind his head and the other wrapped around Cameron as he curled against his chest. Cameron couldn’t help noticing just how natural the position felt, and how perfectly he fit against him.

They lay in silence for a long while, each just getting their focus back.

“Are you okay?” Cameron asked when the silence stretched out.

“Yeah. I am.” Nathan pressed a kiss against his hair and let out a breath. “I expected to feel guilty.”

“What do you mean?”

“Jason and I were together for over ten years. I haven’t been with anyone else in fourteen. I thought I’d feel guilty, like I was cheating on his memory.”

“Did you?”

“No. Not at all. I’m glad it was you.” Nathan leaned down and pressed a soft kiss against his lips.

“I’m glad it was me too.”

“I was a bit out of it there, but you seemed a bit shocked when you came.” Nathan grinned, and Cameron couldn’t help laughing.

“I’ve never come without touching my dick before; I wasn’t expecting it.”

“It was good, though. Right?”

Cameron heard a sliver of doubt in Nathan’s voice and nodded, giving him a big smile to calm his doubts.

“It was amazing. I’ve never had a partner so into pleasing me. It’s always been kiss, frot, grope, prep, and fuck. This was so much more.”

“You deserve someone who will put in the effort.”

“I guess I’ve been spoiled,” he said with a dramatic sigh. “After that, how could I ever settle for mediocrity again?”  

Nathan laughed, a real and hearty laugh, and hugged him tight as the mood was lightened.  

 

Nathan was conflicted. He shouldn’t have slept with Cameron. He shouldn’t still be in bed with him talking like lovers and friends. Cameron was his nanny; he was Cameron’s boss. It was completely unprofessional and a huge blurring of lines, but he wasn’t sorry. Cameron felt so good against him, and it had been a long time since he’d had any sort of pillow talk with anyone.

“So, tell me something about you that not a lot of people know.”

Nathan grinned at the sudden change in conversation. “Um... I’m goofy-handed.”

“What’s that?”

“I write with my right hand but do everything else left. So my writing hand isn’t my dominant hand.”

“That’s cool. I’ve never heard of that before.”

“What about you? Tell me something interesting.”

“Okay.” Cameron laughed. “I can’t read analog clocks.”

“What?”

“I have no idea why, but I can't read them. I see the hands in the wrong places so if it's not digital then I have no idea what time it is..”

Nathan barked out a laugh. “You are full of surprises, Cameron.”

They fell into an easy conversation after that and talked about everything and nothing. They stayed away from really personal and heavy topics but discussed just about everything else from their favorite foods to their views on current events. They agreed on a lot but disagreed on even more, and that made the conversations interesting. They debated but didn’t fight, and it was hours later when Cameron started yawning.

“Are you tired?” Nathan asked.

They’d long since moved under the covers and were sitting up against the headboard with Cameron leaning against Nathan’s side as they talked. They were still naked, but neither seemed to notice or care.  

“A little. My day started a few hours earlier than yours.”

“True.”

“I should get to bed,” Cameron said reluctantly.

“You could sleep here,” Nathan offered. “I’m tired too. Why bother getting up and going upstairs?”

Every instinct was screaming at Nathan that this was a bad idea and he should retract the offer. He’d spoken without thinking, but now that it was out there he didn’t want to take it back. This would be the first time he’d spent the night with anyone since Jason had died, and after what they’d shared, he couldn’t fathom sleeping alone.

After a pause, Cameron nodded. “Okay.”

It took a bit of maneuvering, but they found a comfortable way to sleep, with him spooning Cameron from behind. It was a massive bed, they could have comfortably stretched out on either side and never even touched, but Nathan wanted to keep him as close as possible as they slept.

He marveled at how wonderful Cameron was, how good he felt against him. He pulled the smaller man even closer, then cursed as his body tightened and he grew hard against his back.

Nathan shifted so he was angled away from Cameron, but he seemed to have other ideas and pressed back against Nathan’s cock, wiggling slightly as he did.  

Nathan bit back a groan as his dick settled in the cleft of Cameron’s ass.

“You have no idea what you’re doing to me,” Nathan said in his ear as Cameron moved against him.

“I think I do,” Cameron said with a grin, glancing back at him as he wiggled a little bit more. “I can always stop—”

“Don’t stop.” Nathan grabbed his hip and held him tight. “As long as you understand what you’re starting.”

“I understand.” Cameron turned his face so he could look at him. “I definitely understand.”

Nathan bent his head and kissed Cameron deep as he reached around the smaller man’s body so he could touch him.
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Chapter Eight
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Cameron woke up to a screaming alarm, the sound rudely jarring him awake. He shook his head, trying to clear it, as he took a moment to figure out where he was.

He wasn’t in his bed, and that wasn’t his alarm going off. It wasn’t until he felt a strong body behind him and a warm arm over his hip that the events of the night before came back to him.

He glanced behind him as Nathan shifted and reached over him to turn off the alarm. His cock was already hard against his stomach, and Nathan’s morning wood poked into his thigh.

Nathan pressed a few lazy kisses against his back before turning him so they were face-to-face.

“Morning,”

“Morning.”

Nathan looked amazing. His eyes were still slightly unfocused from sleep, and his hair was rumpled and messy, but he looked so handsome and so sensual Cameron’s erection only got harder.

Nathan pulled him close and bent to kiss him. The kiss was slow and deep, and Cameron had to blink to clear his head when Nathan pulled away.

“Do you have to leave right away?”

“I do.”

“Too bad,” Nathan said ruefully and kissed him again.

“Yeah.”

He had to get up to his room, shower, change, and then wake up the kids. He didn’t have all that much time to spare, and he would be cutting it close as it was.

“Okay.” Nathan nodded and kissed him one last time before letting go so Cameron could sit up.

Cameron slid out of bed and gathered his clothes.

“If you’re trying to figure out a way to tell me this can’t happen again, don’t bother,” Nathan said with a smile as Cameron hovered next to the bed and looked at him. “Because I’m trying to figure out how to say that to you.”

“That’s exactly it.” Cameron nodded. “I honestly don’t know where to go from here.”

“We can’t reset the clock, and we both wanted it. Let’s chalk it up to an experience and move on,” Nathan suggested. “No one is at fault, and no one is to blame. Here’s hoping we got whatever that was out of our system and we can go back to the way things should be.”

“I think that’s best,” he agreed.

“Good, now I’m going to catch some more sleep. I’ll see all of you later on.” Nathan gave him a charming grin and flopped back down on the bed.

“Enjoy that. I’m going to go and try not to fall asleep on my feet.”  

“Make a big pot of coffee,” Nathan suggested with a wink. “And leave me a cup.”

“You wish. I’m going to make a huge pot, and when I’m done, the rest is going down the drain. You want to sleep in, then you can make your own damn coffee.”

He gave Nathan a cheeky smile and headed toward the door, Nathan’s laughter following him as he did.

***
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CAMERON WAS EXHAUSTED all day, and the kids were hyper, which was an awesome combination. He took them to the splash pad and let them run around as he rested on a bench and watched them. When he was sure they were thoroughly spent, he brought them back to the house and tried to get them to do something quiet. That had lasted all of three minutes before they’d gotten a second wind and had spent the rest of the morning running around the backyard.

They’d had a picnic outside, and as he’d been cleaning up their dishes, a whole herd of kids had arrived with mothers, nannies, and the one dad in tow.

The rest of the adults had sat around chatting. Cameron spent the afternoon running around and playing with the kids.

By the time supper rolled around, he was so tired he wasn’t even hungry, but the kids were excited to have dinner with their dad again, so he did his best to prep a healthy meal as Nathan read stories to the kids. When their meal was ready, they all ate together at the table.

He was having a hard time looking at Nathan with neutral eyes as he remembered the night before. Every time he’d look at him, he’d remember how Nathan’s lips had felt against his, how his hands had felt on his skin. He knew he was blushing, but he couldn’t help it.

Thankfully Nathan seemed better at pretending nothing was different between them. He was grateful Nathan wasn’t making a big deal out of things, and that he was able to hide it from the kids. The emotional part of him felt a little slighted since their night together obviously hadn’t been as earthmoving for Nathan as it had been for him, but the rational part of his mind knew that one of them needed to be in control of their emotions right now.  

By the time he had the kids upstairs and was winding them down, Cameron was regretting not eating much at supper, but instead of thinking about his growling stomach, he focused on getting the kids into bed.

Kaitlyn hadn’t wanted to wear her clean pajamas; she’d wanted to wear a pair that Cameron hadn’t had a chance to wash yet. It had taken some work to get her into the “wrong” pair, but he’d eventually won that battle. Daniel had decided he’d wanted three extra stories, and of course, they were the longest books he could get his hands on. Logan had refused to clean up the pile of clothes he’d made in his room that morning when he’d been deciding what he wanted to wear, so it took a lot longer than usual to get the boys tucked in and sleeping.

As soon as he closed the door to Logan’s room, Cameron headed upstairs and fell into his bed, not even bothering to change his clothes. Instead, he fell asleep and slept right through until the morning.

***
[image: image]


THE NEXT FEW WEEKS seemed to both crawl by and pass in a blur.

Cameron was busy since there was no downtime for him during the day. He and Nathan managed to work out a healthy medium where they could be in the same room together and coexist professionally. They didn’t tempt things by spending any time alone, and Cameron couldn’t help noticing Nathan went out almost every night.

It was getting easier and easier to pretend as if nothing had happened, and even though Cameron was still confused he was able to move past it. There was no way he’d ever forget that night, and it wasn’t just the sex that he remembered.

Nathan had been incredible, there was no question that had been the best sex of his life, but it was more than just the physical pleasure that kept him distracted. It was the after part that had really meant a lot to him. He’d loved lying in his arms, feeling Nathan’s strong body against his as his arms protectively held him. He’d loved the casual conversation they’d shared, and how Nathan opened up to him, and how he’d been able to talk about things that had been bothering him.

It had been over a year since he’d spent the night with someone, and he’d never felt as comfortable with anyone as he did with Nathan. Cameron had never opened up to anyone or felt connected to someone the way he felt with Nathan.

Nathan had given him both Saturday and Sunday evenings off for the next few weeks. It was a really nice gesture, and it gave Cameron a chance to spend more time with his family.

On Sunday night, he went to a movie with Nick, his oldest nephew. There were only six years between them, and he’d missed spending time with him.  

At nineteen Nick could have pretended that he was too cool to want to hang out with his uncle, but they’d grown up together and were friends above anything else. Cameron just also happened to be Nick’s mom’s brother.

It had been a long time since Cameron had done anything social without kids in tow, and the night out kind of recharged him and helped him remember there really was a world outside of his family and his job.  
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FOUR DAYS LATER, HE and Nathan slipped, and it had almost been disastrous.

They’d all been in the kitchen before dinner. The kids and Nathan had been at the table playing with a set of building blocks, while he’d been at the island chopping vegetables for the salad.

Kaitlyn had gotten frustrated when she couldn’t get two pieces that weren’t made to work together to fit, and in her frustration she’d tossed the pieces behind her.

Nathan had taken a moment to explain to his daughter that it was okay to get frustrated and angry when things didn’t work, but she shouldn’t throw things. She should treat all her things properly, and next time she should put the pieces down and move on to the next ones.

Kaitlyn had listened to everything her father had said and nodded seriously when he’d asked if she’d understood. She’d picked up two more pieces and had started to fit them together, smiling when they worked.

Nathan had gotten up to get the thrown blocks, and Cameron had been holding them in his hand, a smile on his face. The pieces had landed on the island. One of them had ended up on his cutting board while the other had stopped about a foot to his left.

Nathan had come around the island to get the pieces, and as he’d handed them to him, Nathan had quietly asked if he approved of his parenting, grinning at him in a teasing way.

He’d grinned back and given him a witty retort about him being super dad. As Nathan had taken the pieces from Cameron’s hand, he’d bent his head to kiss him. Cameron had tilted his head up to meet his kiss, almost as though it was an afterthought.

The kiss had been brief, and it had been chaste, more of a familiar peck than a kiss, but it was still right in front of the kids.

Nathan had jumped away, his eyes wide, and a moment later they’d both whirled around to see if the kids had seen them. All three were engrossed in their building, and as Nathan had hurried back to the table, Cameron had desperately tried to hide the fact that he was blushing, most likely the same shade of red as the tomato he was cutting up.

None of the kids noticed, thankfully, but as he’d been putting Kaitlyn down, he’d glanced out of her window and seen that Nathan’s car was gone. He’d gone out for the night, and while Cameron was glad because he didn’t have to worry about seeing him, a small part of him was disappointed.
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NATHAN WALKED INTO the house in a slightly better mood than when he’d left, but not by much. He’d gone to his favorite bar, sat on his favorite stool, and talked with the bartender as he’d had a beer. He’d then had another but had cut himself off after that.

He’d been trying to forget about Cameron and their kiss that evening. That kiss had been so chaste and innocent that it really couldn’t be counted as a kiss, more like a brushing of lips, but it was how natural and how organically it had happened that had unnerved him. He’d seen Cameron standing there, smiling at him, and he hadn’t even thought about it. He’d taken the blocks from him and kissed him.

It was a familiar kiss. The only thing that had motivated it was familiarity and comfort. It was the type of kiss he would give a boyfriend or husband, and he didn’t know what it meant that he’d kissed Cameron like that.

He’d been thinking about their night together nonstop since Cameron had left his room the morning after. The sex had been incredible. He’d never had such an overwhelming hunger for anyone before, not even Jason. He was so different from the men Nathan was usually attracted to, and when he’d been holding Cameron in his arms, cuddling and talking with him, it had felt right.

He was conflicted about the entire experience. Cameron was his nanny, and Nathan was his employer. Cameron lived in his house and took care of his kids.

Nathan couldn’t take back what had happened, and he didn’t really want to. It might have been taboo, but it had opened his eyes to what he’d been missing these past three years.

He’d thought that by pushing men away he’d be protecting his heart, but being with Cameron had reminded him of just how much he missed intimacy. It was confusing and distracting, and he needed to put some distance between them.

He didn’t want to be thinking about this anymore. His thoughts were getting cyclical, and he was going to drive himself crazy if he kept it up.

At least now he was home and could get a few more beers into himself. That would hopefully help him fall asleep and have a dreamless and restful night.

He walked into the kitchen and stopped dead in his tracks.

Cameron was standing at the kitchen island staring at the wall. He was so into whatever he was thinking about he didn’t seem to hear Nathan come up, and Nathan took a moment to look at him.

He was effortlessly beautiful; it was the only way he could describe him.

Usually he thought of men as handsome or attractive, but Cameron was beautiful. His low-slung sweatpants showed off his perfect ass, and his white shirt was tight enough Nathan could see the outline of his torso under it.

His hair was mussed like he’d just rolled out of bed, and even the way he was standing was effortlessly provocative.

Nathan’s body tightened as he just drank Cameron in, and every reason why he should walk out of the kitchen flew out of his head as he started towards him, almost on autopilot.

 

Cameron felt Nathan’s presence a moment before he felt his hands. He’d been so deep in thought Nathan should have shocked him when he touched him, but he didn’t.

Nathan’s hands rested on his hips, holding him. It was as though Nathan was waiting for him to pull away. He knew he should, but he didn’t want to.

Cameron shifted back, moving closer to Nathan until he was pressed against his larger frame. Nathan’s hands tightened around him, and Cameron let out a shuddering sigh as Nathan pulled Cameron against him, closing the remaining distance between them.

Nathan lowered his lips to Cameron’s exposed neck, nibbling and tasting the sensitive flesh as Cameron gasped and tilted his head to give Nathan better access.

“Do you feel what you do to me?” Nathan asked in his ear, his voice gruff and the timbre of it sending a shiver up Cameron’s spine. He could feel Nathan’s cock pressing into his back, and his eyes fluttered closed as a tingle moved over his skin.

“I feel it,” he said breathlessly.

“I want you, Cameron. I want to fuck you until you scream for me.”

His words and the tone of his voice sent another shiver up Cameron’s spine as his erection peeked out of the top of his sweatpants and was exposed to the slightly chilled air.

“Do you want me?” Nathan asked, kissing his neck between words.

“I want you.” He nodded. “Yes, I want you.”

Nathan grunted against his neck and spun him around. The look in his eyes was almost predatory, and Cameron shivered under his stare. This wasn’t going to be sweet and gentle. It was going to be hot and hard, and Cameron couldn’t wait.

Nathan bent his head and caught Cameron’s lips in a crushing kiss, his hand fisting in the hair at the base of his neck, causing Cameron to moan as he gave the strands a gentle tug.

“You have no idea what you do to me,” Nathan groaned against his mouth as he ran his other hand over Cameron’s body. “How much I want you.”

“Show me,” he begged. “Please.”

Nathan shoved his sweatpants down, and Cameron quickly kicked them off as Nathan ran his hand up his thigh and over Cameron’s ass. The contrast of having the slightly rough material of Nathan’s jeans against his bare cock sent zings of pleasure shooting through him, and it triggered some sort of instinct deep within him. He didn’t want to be the passive partner right now. He wanted to show Nathan just how turned on he was.

Cameron reached up and held Nathan’s cheeks as he took over the kiss. His tongue explored the recesses of Nathan’s mouth before he gently bit his bottom lip. When Nathan moaned, he soothed the plump skin with his tongue before starting all over again.

Suddenly Nathan’s hands were on his hips, and he was being lifted into the air. Nathan placed him on the cool granite of the kitchen island and reached between his legs.

“Please, Nathan,” Cameron begged against his lips when Nathan merely gripped his cock in a loose hold. Not moving or teasing. “Please.”

Nathan pulled away from the kiss and gave him a wicked smile. He sank to his knees in front of him and pushed Cameron’s legs apart and back until his knees were against his chest. Nathan’s eyes locked on his for a moment, and then he lowered his mouth to his hole.

Cameron cried out and pulled his legs even closer to his chest. Nathan ran his tongue over his entrance a few times, and then pressed it against his rim, swirling tight circles over it. Cameron’s entire body began to shake, and he cried out as Nathan kept up the torturous pace.

Nathan licked and kissed the sensitive skin before pushing just the tip of his tongue inside Cameron. His movements were slow and deliberate. It was as though he was trying to prolong the pleasure and bring him slowly. It felt so incredible, but Cameron needed more.

He grunted in pleasure, biting his lip as his orgasm began to creep up on him

“Oh God!” he cried out, forgetting to keep quiet. “More, more,” he begged. “Please more.”

“You want to come, or do you want me to fuck you?”

“Fuck me. Please fuck me.”

Nathan pulled a packet of lube and a condom out of his pants before ripping them open to expose his hard length. He rolled the condom on and then used the lube to slick it up, smearing the excess on his fingers.  Cameron was sure he’d push into him, but instead, Nathan grinned and slipped two fingers inside him and pressed them against his prostate.

“Yes, yes, yes!” he cried out, barely able to control the shaking in his legs as Nathan teased him. “Shit! I’m going to come!”

Nathan pulled his fingers free and grabbed him by the hips and moved him so he was lying on the counter.

Cameron gasped as Nathan pushed his torso down and kicked his legs apart to widen his stance. The broad head of Nathan’s cock pressed against him, and a moment later he pushed in.

Nathan moved slowly enough for Cameron to adjust as he did, and he cried out as Nathan bottomed out inside him.

“Fuck yes!” Cameron cried out as Nathan pulled out until only the head of his cock was keeping him open, and then cried out again as Nathan thrust inside him, fast and hard.

One hand closed over his shoulder, giving Nathan extra leverage to really pound into him.

Cameron pressed his cheek against the cool surface of the counter and squeezed his hands into fists to try and dispel some of the tension building inside him. He was wound as tight as a top and so close to coming he could barely think.  

Nathan let go of his shoulder and reached around him so he could jack him off as he fucked him.

“Come for me, love,” Nathan whispered in his ear as he pressed Cameron into the counter. “Come for me.”

“I’m almost there,” he gasped. “I’m so close!”

A moment before his pleasure crested, Nathan shifted and nailed his prostate with one long, hard thrust. Cameron’s body immediately contracted around him as he cried out and gave in to his orgasm.

Nathan humped into him, his thrusts erratic, as he fucked Cameron right through his release. When he was finally done, Cameron tightened his muscles around Nathan’s cock, silently urging him to come too.

Nathan jerked against him, crying out his name as he emptied into the condom. Cameron could feel the heat of his seed through the condom and shuddered at the thought of one day getting to feel Nathan fill him up with no barriers.

When Nathan lay over his back, both of them heaving as they tried to catch their breath, Cameron sighed. His body was still tingling, and his mind was fuzzy.

When Nathan finally stood up and pulled out of him, Cameron had to hold onto the counter to keep steady.  

“My legs are shaking,” he said with a shy grin as Nathan gave him a questioning look.

“Mine are too.”

Cameron smiled and took a deep breath, closing his eyes for a moment as he enjoyed the lingering effects of his orgasm.

It was at that moment he realized they were in the kitchen half-dressed, and the kids were upstairs and in bed.

“Oh my God,” he gasped as he spun around. “The kids.”

Nathan glanced up at the ceiling, then at the doorway behind him.  

“I’m sorry—”

“Cameron, stop apologizing. You didn’t do anything wrong,” Nathan interrupted as he picked up his sweatpants and handed them to him. “Come on.” He nodded to the main hallway.

“I should go upstairs.” He shook his head.

“We have to talk about this at some point. We might as well do it now.”

He opened his mouth to protest, but Nathan was right. They had to talk about this.

He pulled his pants on as Nathan grabbed a few sheets of paper towel and quickly wiped his cum off the side of the island

When everything was clean, Nathan tossed the paper towels in the trash and nodded for Cameron to follow him.

He led him into the media room and closed the door before sitting on the sofa. Cameron perched on the edge of the sofa next to him and tried to think of something to say.

“I’m—”

“Don’t apologize,” Nathan interrupted. “It happened, and we both wanted it. Don’t put the blame on yourself again.”

He closed his mouth and nodded. Nathan was right. There was no blame to assign here.

“I’m attracted to you,” Nathan said after a pause. “I find you frustrating and fascinating. As much as I tell myself that we can’t, that I shouldn’t, I see you and it’s like I can’t help myself.”

“I know what you mean. I feel the same way. I tell myself we can’t, convince myself that we won’t, and then it’s like I can’t control myself when you’re around.”

“I lost my head in there,” Nathan said after another pause. “I saw you, and I wanted you. I didn’t even think about where we were or about...” he trailed off as he glanced up at the ceiling.

“I wanted you too.”

“I don’t know what to do about this.” Nathan sighed and leaned back on the sofa.

“Is it because I work here?” Cameron asked tentatively.

“What?”

“I’m here; I’m available...is that what’s happening?”

“Cameron, no. If I wanted a warm body, there are plenty of options out there. It’s not that you’re here and available; it’s that you’re you. It’s you that I want, not just a body,” he repeated. “And I haven’t wanted anyone, not since...”

“I’m sorry. And I want you too. But we can’t keep doing this.”

“I know.” Nathan rubbed his hand through his hair. “I know that, but it’s like I said, I just lose my head around you.”

“I do too, but what exactly do we have going on here? Are we friends with benefits?”

“I don’t know, but it’s not just about sex for me.”

“Me either,” he said softly.  

“You never felt pressured with me, did you?” Nathan asked suddenly. “I mean, you didn’t feel like I was pressuring you or—”

“No,” he cut in. “Not at all. I wanted to.”

“Good, because I want you to know you can always say no—”

“I know, but I never wanted to,” he assured him. “So what do we do now? As much as I want to say we should just forget about it and make sure it doesn’t happen again I know that would be a lie.”

“Yeah. I honestly don’t want to stop being with you. I don’t think I could, but it’s not appropriate.”

“Do you want me to quit?”

“What? No—”

“That way you wouldn’t have to fire me.”

“I’m not going to make you quit your job because I can’t keep it in my pants around you.”

“It’s not just you,” he pointed out. “I can’t seem to keep my pants on when I’m around you.”

“True, but that’s because I keep ripping them off you.”

“True,” Cameron conceded with a chuckle.

“This is probably the most inappropriate thing I’ve ever said, and I wouldn’t blame you for reporting me to someone,” Nathan started. “But do you think we could find a balance?”

“A balance?”

“During the day you would be here for the kids. I would be here for the kids, but after they went to bed...”

“Like all business in the day and then have naked time at night?”

“I wasn’t thinking anything quite that crude.” Nathan shook his head with a smile. “More like we see each other.”

“Like date?”

“Kind of.” He nodded.

“Something tells me that would get very messy, very fast,” Cameron said thoughtfully. “But I’m not opposed to it,” he added before Nathan could agree and take back the suggestion. Now that they’d been together a third time he couldn’t just be Nathan’s employee, not after everything they’d shared.

“I don’t know what I feel or what we have here, but there’s something, and I don’t want to go back to the way things were. I don’t think I could.”

“We’ll need to set some ground rules, but it could work.” Cameron smiled. The idea of being able to explore things with Nathan was very appealing.

“Always the pragmatist, aren’t we.”

“Always.” He nodded. “Daytime is kid time. When they’re around, we have to be nothing more than their father and nanny. We can’t let them in on anything. It would be too confusing, and it wouldn’t be right.”

“Of course.”

“And my agency can’t know,” he added. “Having relationships with our employers is strictly forbidden, and I can get in a lot of trouble. Add the whole gay thing, and I would instantly lose my job and all my references and experience if this came out.”

“Of course.”

“What about you? Do you have any rules?”

“We live in the same house; you’re here with my kids all day,” he said thoughtfully. “There has to be a little separation between us.”

“Like we sleep separately? You still go out occasionally, and I take my days off away from the house?”

“Yeah.” Nathan nodded.

“That’s probably a good idea. I hadn’t even thought of that.”

“Have you ever lived with a partner?”

“No. Only with family or roommates.”

“Living with someone can complicate things. It can blur lines and create a sense of instant intimacy, but it can also make things too intense, and that can ruin things.”

“Well, all of that sounds awful. So let’s avoid that.”

“Agreed.”

Cameron stifled a yawn and grinned sheepishly at Nathan.

“Tired?”

“Yeah. I should get to bed.”

“Goodnight, Cameron.”

“Night.”

As he stood, Nathan caught his wrist and pulled him down for a quick kiss. Cameron tried not to grin like a fool as he stood up and headed out the door.

He hurried up to his room, and as soon as the door closed behind him, he leaned against it and shook his head. “What the hell, Cameron?” he asked the empty room as he closed his eyes. “What the hell are you doing?”
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NATHAN WAS CONFLICTED. He sat in the media room long after Cameron left to go to bed, and he couldn’t shut his mind down. He shouldn’t have slept with Cameron that first night. They never should have lain in bed talking like lovers and friends after. It had made staying away from him impossible.

He’d told himself over and over again that was it. They’d given in to the chemistry between them and had an incredible night together. He’d promised himself that he wouldn’t give in to his desires and urges again, but he had.

When he’d seen Cameron standing at the kitchen island, every promise he’d made flew out of his mind, and he’d been overcome with the urge to hold him again. To feel his body against his, and to hear him crying out in pleasure.

Sex with Cameron was amazing, but that’s not all he wanted. He also wanted the long conversations. The cuddling and the secret smiles. He wanted to have epic make-out sessions and watch movies together. He wanted a partner, but he wasn’t ready for that yet. Was he?

Cameron was single-handedly making him reconsider his entire life, and that was unsettling, to say the least.  

There was no way he could give Cameron up now. He needed and wanted him in a way he’d never felt before, and he had to explore it to see if it was real.

He knew it was a bad idea, it was the worst idea, but the more they’d talked about it, the more he thought it might work. It might be messy and end horribly, but that was a risk he was willing to take in order to figure out what he was feeling.
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Chapter Nine
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Nathan brought out a side of Cameron he’d never known was there.  

Cameron had never had that high of a sex drive. He liked sex, he had no problem helping himself out when he was in the mood, but he’d never been with someone he couldn’t get enough of. The more he and Nathan were together, the more he craved him, and Nathan was opening his eyes to so many things he’d never realized he would enjoy.

They made love pretty much everywhere there was a door to separate them from the rest of the house. They took their time getting to know each other’s bodies, and what they preferred, and it was amazing.

Sexually they clicked. They were wildly attracted to each other, and when they were together, it was almost always wonderful and explosive. There were moments that were less than perfect, and some that just didn’t seem to work, but they just laughed them off and tried something different.

They clicked emotionally as well. They laughed and joked and were able to have real and true conversations. They had a lot of the same views, but they had enough different ones they could still debate and discuss and learn from each other.

It was incredible, and he’d never thought he would have someone like Nathan in his life.  
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“CAN I TALK TO YOU ABOUT something?” Cameron asked as he and Cara sat in the kitchen sipping glasses of wine. They’d had a nice dinner and Alex and the kids were in the basement watching a movie, but Cameron really needed to talk to someone about what was going on between him and Nathan.

“Of course. I assumed that’s why you passed on the movie to have wine with me up here.”

“I’m a little transparent sometimes, aren’t I?”

“What’s going on, Cameron? We’ve barely heard from you since you started your job, and you obviously have something bothering you.”

Cameron just looked into his glass, swirling the wine around as he thought about how to start the conversation.

“Do you not like it there?”

“No, I like it there.” He shook his head. “But there is something.”

“What?”

“My boss.”

“What about him?” Cara looked at his closely. “Why are you blushing like that?”

“We kind of...”

“You didn’t.”

“We did.”

“Was it just the one time?”

“No.”

“What’s going on, Cameron?”

“We’re kind of sleeping together. It’s been going on for a while now.”  

“That’s not like you.”

“I know, but I want it to be when I’m with him.”

“Well, I imagine you don’t want a lecture,” Cara grinned. “So, tell me about him. Tell me why you keep jumping into bed with him.”

Cameron took a sip of his wine and smiled at his sister.

“We actually stay out of bed,” he said after a pause and was rewarded with a laugh.

“What do you mean?”

“We stay out of the bedroom when we hook up.”

“Kinky.”

Cameron sipped his wine and tried not to let his mind wander.

“He’s kind to me too,” he started, smiling as he looked into his glass. “We talk and cuddle, and he listens to me. He wants to know about me, and he tells me about himself. He helps me when I’m trying to figure something out, and he’s so in tune with me it’s like he knows what I want and need before I do, and not just in the bedroom.”

“Are you sure you’re not missing his flaws because you’re so taken with him?” Cara asked seriously. “He sounds wonderful, but no one is perfect.”

“I know. He’s definitely not perfect. He can be a little arrogant when he’s talking about something he knows a lot about. He can be a bit of a know-it-all actually, and he tends to clam up when something makes him feel inferior, or like he’s not doing or handling it right. He doesn’t like to be wrong, and he really doesn’t like it when other people point out that he’s wrong. He’s kind but doesn’t handle confrontation well. He doesn’t shout or yell or say hurtful things, but he holds on to things, and it affects how he acts.”

“At least you’re seeing more than just the attention and the orgasms.”

“I see him for who he is. He’s a good man.”

“Are you dating him? You told me that you’re sleeping with him, but this sounds like more.”

“We’re seeing each other. It’s not serious, but it’s not completely casual.”

“And you’re okay with that?”

“I am.” He nodded. “It’s working for us.”

“And you’re sure you want to be with him, that it’s not just the sex and the attention he pays you? You work for him. You live in his house, and you look after his kids. That complicates things, no matter how much it’s working now.”

“I know. All of that is true, but it’s separate. I want to be with him because I enjoy it. I’m learning about myself, and it’s the first time I’ve been with a man who’s taken care of me and not just him.”

“I’m glad about that,” Cara said seriously. “You deserve a man who treats you right and puts your needs first, not just his. We’ve watched the guys you’ve dated over the years. None of them were any good for you. They didn’t treat you right, and they took advantage of you, Cameron. You’ve been telling me for years about how unfulfilling your sex life is, and you never believed me when I told you that you deserved more, deserved better. You’re an adult, and you can make your own choices. I just want you to be sure you know what you’re getting in to.”

“I do.”

“Then I’m happy for you.

“Thank you.”
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OVER THE NEXT FEW WEEKS, they fell into a comfortable routine. Cameron was up with the kids, and he would take them out in the mornings, making sure to keep their outings fun and educational.

The kids were really warning up to him. Logan had pretty much forgotten he’d wanted to make his life miserable, and he and Daniel were the most well-behaved and attentive boys. Kaitlyn openly adored him and always wanted to do what he was doing and be by his side.

They were opening up to him, and he loved spending his days with them. They had picnic lunches, enjoying the summer weather when they were out, and when they were at home, they would eat on the patio. In the afternoons, they’d spend as much time as they could outside, playing in the yard or in the pool, and pretty much every day there was a crowd of kids at the house.

Cameron loved having so many kids around, and it was really great for the boys and Kaitlyn to be making new friends. It was a lot of work keeping them all entertained and safe, but it was worth it.  

The other kids would come with supervision, so there were always nannies and mothers sitting on the patio watching to make sure he wasn’t doing anything they didn’t approve of, and he constantly felt he was being judged.

It was a little isolating, being left out of their little circles, but he preferred to be with the kids and interacting with them, so he really didn’t mind. He’d been working at the house for over three months, and no one had reached out to him. Other than being able to identify which grown-up went with which children, he knew nothing about the adults in the neighborhood, but he knew everything about the kids.
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NATHAN GLANCED OUT his window and smiled. Cameron was playing with a crowd of kids in the pool, and they were all splashing around and having fun.

After a moment, he turned back to his work. He really should be concentrating, but seeing Cameron in his bathing suit was distracting.

He always wore dark blue swim trunks. They were conservative and appropriate, but they still made Nathan picture what was under them.

It was a nice distraction, and when he wasn’t thinking dirty thoughts about Cameron in his bathing suit, he enjoyed watching the kids playing and having fun.

Cameron had done wonders for them. He’d given them new experiences and had gotten them enjoy things they’d sworn they would hate. He took them to educational places like museums and the library, and he encouraged them to play outside as much as possible. He’d banned all TV from their days, and there were no devices or electronics allowed. Once a week he took them to a movie, but that was it.

Most of the other nannies they’d had had played with the kids and had engaged them, but they’d allowed a lot of TV and devices, so the kids had spent most of their time plugged in.

Cameron easily occupied the large groups of kids, and even though he found the noise a little distracting, he was happy to see his kids playing with their friends.

Cameron was incredible with them, and he was the best thing that could have happened to their family.

After an afternoon outside, they’d all come in, and the kids would do something quiet, such as color or play with building blocks, and he’d come down to spend some time with them while Cameron cooked. Then they’d all sit and enjoy supper together. The more he was around, the more the kids were opening up to him, and the more comfortable he was around them.

Cameron was also a wonderful cook. He made healthy and tasty meals with lots of spices and flavor, and he didn’t stock junk food in the house. Nathan was eating better than he had in years, the kids were eating properly, and they didn’t seem to notice the lack of sugar and grease in their diets. The meals were fun, and it was as though they were a family again, and Cameron was part of the family.

One thing about Cameron was how he knew when to intervene and when to step back and let things happen. When Nathan was around the kids, he always stepped back, giving them space as Nathan relearned how to play with them.

It had taken time, but he was finally getting to know his children again, and he was finally feeling like he was a part of their lives. They told him all about their days, and they made art projects for him and excitedly watched and waited for his reactions when they gave them to him. Cameron had told him how they talked about him to their friends, telling them how great they thought their dad was.

After dinner, Cameron would take the kids upstairs to wind down and get ready for bed. Sometimes Nathan would meet him in the library. Sometimes Cameron would find him in his office or the media room, and a couple of times a week he would go out and wouldn’t see Cameron at all after the dinner dishes were cleaned up.

While sex was a huge part of their relationship, it wasn’t the only part. They had a lot of sex in a lot of places and in a lot of ways, but afterward, they would hang out together. They laughed and joked and talked about everything and nothing. They debated and shared, and he found himself opening up to Cameron and talking about Jason and how hard it had been to lose him.

It wasn’t perfect, and they had moments where things were a little awkward or strained. There were times when things got a little too intense, and when one of them would be in an off mood. A few times their debates had gotten a little heated, but for the most part, it worked for them.

It was as though they’d always been friends, and it was incredible how quickly and how deeply they connected.
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Chapter Ten
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By the time late August rolled around, they’d fallen into a comfortable routine and everyone was happy. It was also time to start getting ready to go back to school.

The letters from the kids’ school had arrived with their lists of required supplies and suggested items. The kids didn’t go to private school, but they did go to one of the nicer elementary schools in the city. Because the feeder neighborhoods for it were all wealthy, the school had pretty expensive items on their lists.

The kids had outgrown all of their clothes from last year, so Cameron got them to help him go through everything and separate what they couldn’t use anymore to donate to charity.

Because Logan was two years older than Daniel, there wasn’t anything of his that could be passed down this year, so Cameron bundled everything that could be worn again and put it all into bins to keep for next year. It took a few days, but he managed to get everyone’s clothes sorted and made lists of what they would need for the school year.

Nathan had given his free use of the credit card, but he couldn’t shake his modest upbringing, so he took the kids shopping at consignment and secondhand stores to get what they could and bought the rest new.

His sisters and their families all made decent money, but none of them were rolling in it, so they swapped clothes, shoes, and kids supplies between the families and shared whatever they could. Cameron had grown up with very little and then had even less when his father died, and he’d never gotten out of the habit of saving money whenever possible.

Even though Nathan had money, he didn’t feel right spending it, so he still shopped sales and was trying to teach the kids that just because you had money, it doesn’t mean that you had to spend all of it. He wanted them to know the value of money, and he was going to talk to Nathan about putting them on an allowance so they could learn how to save and spend what was theirs.

It took days, but he managed to buy most of their clothes secondhand, and the kids really enjoyed browsing through the stores and picking out what they wanted, especially Kaitlyn. If she had her way she’d be wearing princess dresses every day, but Cameron had convinced her to buy a mix of things so the dresses would be special.

The only thing he didn’t buy secondhand were shoes; for those he took the kids to a shoe store to make sure that they were good quality and fit properly.

When their closets were stocked, he made lists of the school supplies they would need and went through the suggested items to figure out what they needed now and what they could buy later if they had to.

Now when he took the kids shopping, it was fun. They stayed by the cart and didn’t grab or touch anything they weren’t supposed to. They didn’t run away or throw tantrums when they didn’t get what they wanted, and they hardly asked for anything now. He tried to teach them simple math while they shopped and made games out of whatever he could. It was a far cry from the first few times he’d had to take them shopping.
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NATHAN WAS CONFUSED.

He stared at the credit card statement on his screen and didn’t understand what he was seeing.

Cameron had told him he’d bought all the kids’ school supplies and new clothes for the year. He knew how much it cost to get three sets of everything, and it wasn’t cheap. He’d wanted to see how much it had cost him this year and pay off part of the balance on the card.

The total was so low he actually had to check to make sure he hadn’t already paid it. There was no way Cameron could have gotten everything they needed for so little, and as he scanned the names of the stores, there were a few he didn’t recognize.

He opened another window and looked up the stores. What he saw made his jaw drop.

They were consignment and secondhand stores.

Why would Cameron shop at those stores? He’d given him the card and told him to buy what the kids needed. He had more than enough money to buy his kids new things. Why was Cameron buying used things for them?

He shut down the computer and checked the clock on his desk. The kids would be asleep now; he needed to talk to Cameron about this.

Nathan left his office and went to the library, thinking he would be in there, but he found the light off and the room empty.

He found him in the kitchen making a cup of tea.

“Nathan?” Cameron asked as he looked up. “What is it?”

“Why would you buy the kids used stuff?” he asked after a pause.

“Why not?” He put down the tea bag he’d been holding and turned to look at him.

“I don’t need to buy used. I have more than enough money to buy new things for my children.”

“I know.” Cameron nodded and looked at him questioningly. “But I thought it was a good lesson.”

“That I can’t take care of them?” he asked, his voice rising slightly.

“No. Of course not.”

“Then what were you trying to teach them? That I don’t have enough money to buy them proper things?”

“Nathan,” Cameron started slowly. “I didn’t mean to upset you or offend you. I just thought it would be different for them. They’re so young they don’t equate money with love or being cared for. This way they got to learn about donating what they’d outgrown and about reusing things.”

“So I equate money with love?”

“That’s not what I meant. All I meant was they got what they needed, had fun picking everything out, and they know that you bought it all for them. They don’t care what store it came from or what the total was. They were just happy to get new things.”

“But that’s the point; they’re not new.”

“I don’t understand why this is so upsetting for you. I’ve had secondhand clothes my whole life. Kids grow out of things before they have a chance to even break them in, so you pass them on or sell them.”

“Did you sell the clothes they grew out of?” he asked as he looked at Cameron in shock.

“No, I donated them.”

“I have enough money. I don’t need to sell my kids old things—”

“Which is why I donated them. To teach the kids they could help others who don’t have as much as they do. Why is this such a big deal?”

“Do you have any idea what the parents and kids are like around here?”

“Seriously? What do you think I got them? Potato sacks and rubber boots? Everything we got was good quality. Most of them are high-end brands, and they all look brand new. No one will ever know they weren’t the first to wear them, or you didn’t pay a king’s ransom for them.”

“How do we know they’re clean?” he asked as he crossed his arms.

“I didn’t get them from a leper colony,” Cameron burst out as he rolled his eyes. “I washed everything before I put it away so it’s all clean.”

“What about their shoes—”

“I bought the shoes new. I made sure they fit properly, and they were good quality. There are three things you don’t mess with when it comes to your body.”

“And what are those?” he asked, raising his eyebrow.

“Your feet, back, and head.” Cameron crossed his arms over his chest. “That means new shoes and proper sports equipment if they ever need it.”

“Look, I appreciate that you’ve lived differently, but I don’t need to buy other people’s castoffs, and I don’t want you buying them for my kids.”

“Why is this such a big deal? Why do you care so much about where their things come from?”

“We live in a different world than you grew up in.”

“Seriously? That’s your reason? Fine. I’m sorry I tried to teach your kids a life lesson, and I’m sorry I saved you some money. I didn’t realize what a horrible thing I was doing.”

“I can afford new, so I want you to buy new.”

“Understood. From now on I will only buy new. You want me to stop buying things on sale too?” he asked sarcastically.

“I don’t like that attitude on you.”

“And I’m not liking that attitude on you.”

“Just do what I say. You work for me, remember that.”

As soon as the words were out of his mouth, Nathan wished that he could take them back.

“Of course, Mr. Meyers,” Cameron said icily as he flipped off the teakettle before it could start whistling and put his cup back in the cupboard and the teabag back in the container. “Is there anything else that you would like me to do, Sir?”

“Cameron—”

“Don’t tell me to calm down.”

“Actually I was going to tell you to grow up.”

“Fine, I’ll go and grow up in my room. Well, your room that I rent from you since I work for you.”

As he watched Cameron spin on his heel, a flash of anger suddenly shot through him. This whole situation was ridiculous, and the fact they were fighting about it was stupid.

“Cameron, stop.”

Cameron paused and looked at him expectantly.

He didn’t know what to say. He didn’t think he had anything to apologize for, but he felt the need to say he was sorry.

“I’m going out,” he announced. It wasn’t what he should have said, but it’s what came out of his mouth.

“Fine.”

“Okay.”

“All right.” Cameron looked at him. When Nathan didn’t move, Cameron rolled his eyes and pushed past him so he could leave the kitchen.

Nathan watched him stalk away and raked his hand through his hair. This whole fight was ridiculous, and it never should have escalated, but now that it had he was angry. He shook his head and went to grab his keys. He needed a drink and to get out of the house for a while.

***
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CAMERON STAYED ANGRY at Nathan for the rest of the evening, and he figured Nathan stayed angry at him well into the next day because he didn’t see him at all. He knew Nathan was home, but he didn’t even come down to eat supper with the kids. Cameron had left him a plate in the microwave and a sticky note on the glass half-apologizing and half-telling him to get over his issues and keep his promise to his kids.

He knew the note would either make Nathan furious or it would force him to get over his anger, and he was relieved when he came down the next day to spend time with the kids as he’d cooked dinner.

Nathan barely looked at him the entire time, but at least he was with his kids, and they didn’t seem to notice the change, so Cameron let it go.

He had no idea why Nathan was still mad over such a stupid argument, but he wasn’t about to apologize. He hadn’t done anything wrong.

***
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IT TOOK ABOUT A WEEK, but eventually, Nathan seemed to get over whatever had made him so angry, and he came to find Cameron after he’d put the kids down for the night.

“I’m sorry,” Nathan said as he sat on the chair across from him. “I’m sorry for that stupid fight, and I’m sorry it dragged out so long.”

“I’m sorry too,” he conceded. “I didn’t know that you felt so strongly about that kind of thing. I should have talked to you first and respected your opinions.”

“Are we okay?”

“I am if you are.” He smiled. “All’s forgotten.”

“So, we made up?” Nathan asked, clearing his throat slightly as he did.

“We made up.” Cameron nodded and looked at him. It was then he noticed Nathan was hard. “And it looks like you’re certainly up,” he added with a coy grin.

“And what are you going to do about it?”

“I think you’re going to come over here, and I’m going to see what you can do for me,” Cameron grinned teasingly as he leaned back on the chaise.

“Think so?” Nathan asked as he stood and started toward him.

“I do think so.” He laughed as Nathan grabbed his hands and hauled him out of the chair.

Nathan spun them around and sat down, pulling Cameron onto his lap so he was straddling him.

“Looks like I’ve got you,” Nathan teased as he held Cameron close.

“And what are you going to do with me?” he asked, feigning innocence.

Nathan laughed and pulled him down for a kiss, and Cameron sighed against his lips as he melted into Nathan’s embrace. This was the Nathan he’d missed, and he was glad he was back.
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Chapter Eleven
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Two weeks into September it was Logan’s birthday. He was turning eleven, and he was so excited. Kaitlyn’s birthday was in January, and Daniel’s had been in April. Nathan’s was in February, and Cameron’s was in November, so this was the first birthday he would be celebrating with them.

Logan’s actual birthday fell on a Wednesday, but they’d planned a party for him on the following Saturday. He’d invited his entire class over since that was apparently what all the kids did.

Cameron hadn’t expected every single kid RSVP that they were coming, but the day before his birthday, Logan had excitedly brought home the last RSVP card. That meant Cameron had three days to put together a party for twenty-five classmates, plus at least that many extra kids since siblings and a handful of Daniel and Kaitlyn’s friends were also coming to the party.

That meant that he had to plan a party for over fifty kids ranging in age from five to twelve and also plan for about half as many parents and nannies to show up.

He was glad Nathan had a huge yard because by his calculations they were looking at a minimum of seventy-five people showing up at the house on Saturday between one and four in the afternoon.

Cameron had never had birthday parties when he was a child, and he’d never gone to any until his sisters had started having kids. Those parties had all been small family affairs, and it wasn’t until he became a nanny that he realized his family was different. Most people had family parties, but they also had parties for the kid’s friends, and the parties could be extravagant.

He’d been to parties with catered meals and cakes that could rival ones found at any wedding. He’d attended ones that were held in ballrooms and had ice sculptures and DJ’s, and gone were the days of clowns and magicians. Now parties had full dance troupes, bands, singers, and one had even had an acrobatic team while another had brought in a full cheerleading squad.

Thankfully Logan was more low-key and didn’t want anything fancy. He’d asked for a superhero theme and was happy with junk food and games.

With that many people showing up, Cameron had ordered enough food for everyone from a grocery store. He’d spent the next three nights making the decorations and setting up games and crafts as he planned the biggest party he’d ever been in charge of.

They passed Logan’s actual birthday pretty quietly. When the kids had come home from school, he and Nathan had taken them out to a movie and to dinner at a family restaurant. After they went home, Nathan had taken Logan for a drive and out for ice cream so he could have some alone time with him while Cameron entertained the other kids, and when they’d come home, Logan had gotten his gifts.  

Nathan had gone out and picked out Logan’s gift himself, and the superhero bike was exactly what Logan had wanted. Cameron had bought him a superhero costume he could keep in the playroom, and his brother and sister had made him small crafts and cards. He’d loved everything, and had been grateful and thankful.

By the time the kids were in bed, it was an hour past their bedtime, and both Nathan and Cameron were exhausted, but happy.

Nathan had confessed to him that he’d slacked when it came to their birthdays the last few years. He’d had their nannies plan parties for them but hadn’t really thought to do anything on the actual day, and he regretted that.

Before Jason had died, they’d done something as a family as well as having a party, and he’d given up the tradition when the first birthday had rolled around after Jason’s accident.

Logan had loved his day, and now Kaitlyn and Daniel would get their own special days, so it wasn’t too late for Nathan to fix things. Just because he’d made mistakes in the past didn’t mean he had to keep making them.
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THE MORNING OF THE party, Cameron was running around trying to get everything ready while entertaining the kids, and he was doing it alone since Nathan was out picking up the food and the cakes. With so many people coming, he’d had to order three large cakes and each only had one word on them— Happy, Birthday, Logan, and each cake had a different superhero on it.

All three kids were excited, and he was helping Kaitlyn get dressed in her outfit when the first guests started arriving

Because Logan had invited so many kids, Cameron had asked him what he wanted to do about gifts. He’d told Logan he could either ask for no gifts or simple trinkets and homemade gifts.

Logan had decided he wanted to help out the children’s hospital. On the invitations they’d stated that if people were interested, Logan would be collecting toys and cash and donating all the “gifts” to the hospital, but there was no obligation to bring anything.

Cameron knew status meant a lot to people, and giving and getting gifts from classmates was not so much a status thing for the kids, but for the parents. He was a little worried at how the other parents would react, but he was so proud of Logan for thinking of helping others instead of asking for anything for himself.

Nathan had been very supportive of the idea and seemed to be rethinking charity and teaching his kids about saving money and helping others.

He’d told Cameron this was the biggest party they’d ever had for any of the kids, but it was also the most casual. His previous nannies had always planned smaller parties that were just as fancy as those of the other kids at school. He’d also told him how Logan seemed more excited for this party than any of the ones he’d had before.

As the guest trooped in the “gift” table quickly filled up, and the kids ran around as Cameron did his best to corral them.

 

Cameron had put Nathan on little kid duty, so Kaitlyn, her friends, and the youngest siblings were under his care while Cameron took care of the older kids and kept them busy and having fun.

He was just trying to figure out a way to get all seven of the kids he was supposed to be looking after interested in the same activity when he saw a group of moms come in with their kids.

This group of women were the single divorcees and had been flirting with him since Jason died. All had made multiple passes at him, and he’d turned down all of them more than once. It didn’t seem to matter that he was gay, they still flirted with him.

He ignored them and got the little kids to agree on a craft and set them up at a picnic table with cardstock, glitter, and paint pens, watching as they giggled and created.

He kept his focus on the kids but kept glancing up to see how Cameron was doing, and he was in awe of him. Cameron was keeping over forty kids occupied and supervised. It was true their parents and caregivers were also watching out for them, but Cameron was the one in the middle of the yard, making sure they were having fun and being safe. He was even managing to take pictures with his phone. Nathan had never seen anyone so comfortable in a crowd of children, and he’d never thought one person could do everything Cameron was doing with such ease.

They’d ordered plenty of food, but by the way it was steadily disappearing they wouldn’t have many leftovers, if any. By the time they were ready to blow out the candles, pretty much all of the food was gone.

When the candles were blown out and they were ready for dessert, they worked out a system to make sure everyone got to be involved. Cameron would cut the pieces and put them on a plate Nathan would hold out for him. He’d hand the plate to either Logan or Daniel, and the boys would pass out the cake while Kaitlyn went around offering forks and napkins to everyone.

As they worked, Nathan couldn’t help marveling at how well the family worked together, and how much of an influence Cameron had on them. They were like a little family unit again, and Cameron being there made them feel whole. Cameron might have helped him become a part of his family again, but he’d also become a part of it with him.  

“So the single mom brigade has you in their sights,” Cameron said quietly as he stood next to him near the table. They’d finished handing out the cake and were both enjoying a piece as they watched the kids get back to running off their excess energy.

“That obvious, is it?” he sighed as he looked at his plate.

“They’ve been staring at you since they came in. Not that I blame them.”

“No?” He glanced at Cameron, a smile tugging at his lips.

“No. I’m not shocked. They lust after pretty much all the dads. Even the married ones. Seems sexuality isn’t a thing for them either.”

“So it’s my anatomy that has them drooling?” He raised an eyebrow at Cameron teasingly.

“That.” He nodded. “And the fact that you’re really hot probably helps.”

“Does it now?”

“It’s no wonder you’re targeted.”

“Well, I’m just going to let them target me all they want.” He shook his head and took a bite of his cake.

“Probably a good plan. That whole not crapping where you eat thing kind of applies to this. Although I’d probably word it differently.”

“Don’t screw your kid’s friend’s moms?” he tried, grinning at him.

“Yup, that sounds good.” Cameron laughed and took a bite of his cake. “And it’s good advice.”

“What about not fucking your kid’s nanny?” Nathan asked wickedly as he leaned down to whisper the words in Cameron’s ear. His words and tone were intimate, but the move was almost casual. As he leaned back and looked down at his plate, he saw a blush creeping over Cameron’s cheeks.

“Also good advice, but not advice I would follow if I were you,” he said after he’d taken a moment to compose himself.

Nathan laughed and finished off his cake. He could see Kaitlyn and a few of her friends coming towards him armed with glitter pens. He was back on duty.

 

Cameron watched Nathan walk away and shook his head, hoping to shake the dirty thoughts from his mind. He had no idea how Nathan could have such an effect on him. Nathan didn’t even have to try, and he found himself getting lost in a full-blown fantasy just watching him walk away. Even after all this time sleeping together, Cameron could still look up at him and be completely taken with how handsome Nathan was. After all of their conversations, he was still amazed at how Nathan seemed to understand him, even when he didn’t always understand himself. Nathan was the whole package, and he sometimes had trouble believing he was choosing to be with him. That Nathan wanted him as much as Cameron wanted Nathan.

He hurriedly finished off his cake and went to try and rally the older kids into a couple of games to burn off the excess sugar they’d all consumed, and hopefully distract himself from thoughts of Nathan.
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FOR ALL INTENTS AND purposes, the party was a raving success. Everyone had fun, ate a lot of food, and they were all exhausted by the time the last guest left.

They’d eaten so much junk at the party that Cameron had made them all a late and light supper, and then all three kids and Nathan had pitched in to help him clean up the backyard. Then they’d gone through the “gifts.”

Logan’s classmates had been very generous. A lot of them had brought brand new toys that were suitable for both boys and girls, and there was a wide range of ages. And a fair number had brought cards with either cash or checks in them.

Logan was really excited about all the donations he’d be able to give. Cameron had called the donations coordinator at the hospital and set up a time on Sunday afternoon for them to bring everything over so Logan and the other kids could see where the gifts were going and who they would be helping.

He was very thankful Nathan was coming with him to deliver the gifts. It was way too much for him to do alone, especially if he had all three kids with him.

When the yard and house were clean, he took the kids upstairs and got them ready for bed. As he’d been tucking Logan in, he’d given Cameron a huge hug and thanked him for the best birthday party he’d ever had. His sincerity and his openness had touched him, and Cameron had just hugged him back and told him that he was welcome.

When all three kids were down for the night, he found Nathan in the kitchen, and they’d taken a bottle of wine into the media room.

Nathan had put on a movie, and they’d watched part of it, cuddling as they sipped their wine, but after a few glasses, the movie was forgotten, and they instead tried to figure out new and interesting ways to have fun on the sectional sofa.
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Chapter Twelve



[image: image]


Nathan looked out the back window as he passed through the kitchen, and what he saw made him pause.

Cameron was standing next to the pool picking up a few discarded pool toys.

He thought Cameron had already left. It was his afternoon off, and the kids had already been picked up for their playdates. Cameron had told him he was going to his sister’s for the afternoon and wouldn’t be back until after the kids were in bed.

He paused as he watched Cameron casually bend over to pick up the toys, and his breath caught.

Cameron was wearing a pair of khaki shorts that looked baggy when he was standing up straight, but when he was bent over, the material hugged and highlighted his incredible ass. His shirt was plain black and drew attention to his slender build. Again, Nathan was struck by how effortlessly enticing Cameron was. He watched as Cameron brought the toys over to the storage bin and dropped them in before leaving the pool area, closing the gate as he did. Then he walked over to the patio table and started to put the cushions back on the chairs.

With a wicked smile, Nathan went to the patio door and pushed it open.

Cameron turned and saw him walking across the lawn, and he dropped the cushion he was holding as a sly grin spread across his lips.

Nathan didn’t say a word as he came up to Cameron. He just reached out and gathered him in his arms as he pulled Cameron against his body so he could kiss him.

The kiss was hard and hot, and his tongue immediately swept into Cameron’s mouth, deepening the kiss as he ran his hands over Cameron’s smooth body. Cameron met him kiss for kiss, and after only a minute, Nathan was so overcome with desire he couldn’t wait the two minutes it would take for them to get inside and to a comfy surface.

“Tell me you want me,” he said gruffly against Cameron’s mouth.

“I want you,” Cameron gasped as he clung to him.

“What do you want me to do to you?” Nathan pulled back just far enough to look into Cameron’s eyes. “Tell me what you want.”

“I want you to fuck me.”

“What about prep?” Nathan asked, rubbing his cock against Cameron’s abdomen.

“Screw prep. Lube me up and fuck me. I want you now.”

Nathan groaned as he grabbed Cameron around the waist. He pulled him over to the closest chair and pushed him down on his knees so his chest was on the cushions as Nathan knelt in behind him.

Cameron wasn’t timid in bed. If he wanted something, he told Nathan, but he’d never been so blunt or needy before, and it was hot as fuck.

Nathan quickly pulled Cameron’s shorts and briefs down so they were puddled around his bent knees. Cameron arched his back, making his ass pop as he gave Nathan a seductive look over his shoulder. Nathan’s hands fumbled as he pulled a packet of lube and a condom out of his pocket before shoving his own pants and underwear out of the way. He ripped the condom open with his teeth and quickly rolled the protection over his cock before slicking it up with lube. He used the rest of the lube to coat his fingers and shifted so he was right behind Cameron, the front of his legs flush with the back of Cameron’s.

Trying not to rush, he rubbed some of the lube over Cameron’s hole before slipping one finger inside him. Cameron was tight, but by his gasp and the way he backed into Nathan’s hand to make him move faster, Nathan figured he was ready.

He spread the lube around inside Cameron before adding a second finger.

“Please,” Cameron begged when Nathan rubbed against his prostate. “Please fuck me, Nathan. Please!”

Nathan pulled his fingers out of Cameron and replaced them with his cock. He had to push a bit harder than usual to get past his outer ring, but when he did, Cameron gasped and began to nod, almost unconsciously.

“Is that good?” Nathan asked as he bottomed out inside him.

“Yes. It feels so good.” Cameron nodded and pushed back against him, forcing him as deep as possible.

“Fuck.” Nathan grabbed the arms of the chair and held on as he began to thrust. “God you’re tight, love. You feel so fucking good.”

“Yes, fuck me, just like that.” Cameron cried out.

Nathan fucked Cameron as hard as he dared, using the chair as leverage to drive his dick into his lover over and over again. Cameron had buried his face in his arms, and by the muffled sound of his cries, Nathan could tell he was biting down on something in an attempt to keep quiet.

As hot as the moment was, Nathan needed to see Cameron, to be able to kiss him as they made love. He pulled out of Cameron, abruptly enough to make Cameron gasp, and scooped him up into his arms.

It was a bit of a struggle considering his pants were around his thighs, but he managed to carry Cameron over to a nearby lounger and lay him down. Cameron kicked one leg free off his shorts and briefs and spread his legs wide so Nathan could settle between them.  

He slid inside Cameron for the second time, blanketing his smaller body as their lips met in a hungry kiss. Nathan had never been into sex outside before, but the risqué nature of their location sent extra adrenaline coursing through his body, and his orgasm started to creep up on him sooner than usual.

“I’m not going to last.” Nathan reached between them and gripped Cameron’s cock so he could stroke it in time with his thrusts. He was close, and there was no way in hell he was leaving Cameron behind.

Cameron buried his face in Nathan’s neck in an attempt to quiet his cries as he began lifting his hips to help Nathan drive all the way inside him.

Nathan tried to hold off, but as his pleasure began to crest, he tightened his grip on Cameron’s cock. Cameron cried out against his neck as cum splashed between them almost at the same moment that Nathan jerked against Cameron, pressing his body down as he came hard.

They lay together, each basking in the afterglow as they calmed their breathing. When he was able to form complete sentences again, Nathan lifted his head so he could look down at Cameron.

“Was that okay?”

“That was wonderful,” Cameron answered with a smile as he moved his arms so they were wrapped around Nathan’s shoulders.

The lounger wasn’t the most comfortable chair for the position they’d ended up in. The metal bar of the frame was pressing into Nathan’s shins, but he didn’t care. He didn’t really want to move. He liked this time with Cameron, when he could hold him after they’d made love. He loved to look down and see Cameron’s flushed cheeks, his messed-up hair, and his shining eyes. It made him feel connected to him. It gave him a sense of belonging he’d been missing for a long time.

“I didn’t hurt you?” With so little prep, he was worried that Cameron might be feeling some pain now that the endorphins were wearing off.

“Only in a good way,” Cameron assured him with a blush.

“So, you were on your way out?” he asked teasingly.

“Yeah.” Cameron laughed. “Something tells me I’m going to be late.”

“Then I should probably get off you.”

“Probably.”

After one more kiss, Nathan shifted off Cameron and stood before helping Cameron up. There was a towel on the table nearby, and Nathan grabbed it so they could clean up. When they were wiped off, they both took a moment to right their clothes, and Nathan pulled off the condom and tied it off.

After setting the condom aside, he pulled Cameron close. The kiss was supposed to be sweet and chaste, but the moment he tasted him, Nathan knew he needed more.

They stood wrapped together in the yard, kissing for what felt like an hour. It was one of those kisses that consumes you, and Nathan didn’t want to let him go.

This was dangerous.

He was falling for Cameron, and he was falling hard. He liked spending time with him, loved their conversations and their debates, and he really enjoyed his body when they were together.

Their arrangement had been sex and friendship. He’d been worried about Cameron not being able to separate things, and now he was the one whose heart was involved.

His bed felt empty at night. He ached to hold Cameron in his arms again as they slept, and when he saw him during the day, he felt something stirring inside his chest. He looked forward to spending time with Cameron and the kids, to having dinner with them, and he loved to see him during the day as he went about his daily life.

He was falling in love with Cameron. If he was going to be truthful with himself, he was already there, and that was very, very dangerous.
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Chapter Thirteen



[image: image]


Cameron was distracted the entire drive to his sister’s house. The whole family was getting together at Cara’s for a barbeque to celebrate all the September birthdays in the family, which was a lot.

Four of the twelve nieces and nephews had been born in September, and so had Cynthia, Alex, and his brother-in-law Gavin. It was the most active month for birthdays, so for as long as anyone could remember, they held one big party and celebrated everyone’s birthdays at the same time.

Something with Nathan had felt different this time. It was true the sex had been hard and hot and more than a little desperate, but it had stirred something in him that Cameron had been trying to ignore.

The physical connection between them had been as intense as ever, but the emotional one had almost overwhelmed him. He liked Nathan, loved their time together, but the line between love and like had been blurring for a while. They were supposed to be friends who slept together, falling in love hadn’t been part of the deal.

When he pulled up to Cara’s house, he glanced at himself in the mirror. He was a little flustered, but for the most part he looked like himself. The kids wouldn’t know anything was bothering him, but his sisters would. They didn’t miss anything when it came to him and his emotions.

With a sigh, he grabbed the gifts on the seat next to him and headed towards the house.

“Uncle Cameron!”

As soon as he cleared the back gate, his two youngest nephews and three youngest nieces came rushing towards him. Laughing, he knelt and held out his arms out so all five kids could hug him at the same time, almost knocking him over.

“Here, I’ll get those,” Celeste said with a smile as she reached out to take the gifts from him so he could either hug the kids back or break his fall if they did manage to knock him over.

“Thanks,” he said with a grateful smile as he let her take the bags and wrapped his arms around all five kids and gave them a big hug.

“Okay, okay,” Cassidy said with a laugh as she grabbed her two daughters and pulled them off Cameron. “Let your uncle come inside and say hello before you trample him.”

It took a moment, but he ended up with a kid holding each hand and one behind him as they pulled and pushed him into the yard.

He was late. Everyone was already there, and they’d already started the barbeque. After he made his rounds and kissed all his sisters hello and hugged all his brothers-in-law, he let the kids pull him over to the grass so he could give hello hugs to the rest of the kids.

As he said hello to Nick, he instantly knew something was wrong. Nick hugged him like he always did, but there was a look in his eyes that told Cameron he had something on his mind.

Every thought of what had happened between him and Nathan flew from his mind as he leaned closer to Nick.

“Do you have any homework you need help with?” he asked quietly, giving Nick a knowing look.

“Yeah.” Nick nodded gratefully. “Thank you.”

“Come on.” He looked around to find one Cara or Alex and saw Alex at the grill a few feet away.

“Hey kiddo,” Alex greeted with a smile when they came up to him. “What’s going on?”

“I promised Nick I’d help him with a report. I was supposed to get here early, but there was an issue with the kids, and I had to leave a bit later than I’d hoped.”

“It’s a party, and you want to help him with his homework?” Alex raised his eyebrow at them.

“What can I say, professors don’t really accept parties as excuses for not doing papers,” he said with a slightly forced laugh.

Cameron felt terrible for lying, but if he said Nick wanted to talk about something, Alex would never leave it alone.

Alex seemed to accept his explanation and handed Cameron a glass of wine before turning back to the grill.

Cameron followed Nick down to his basement room and sat on the bed with him as Nick stared silently down at the bedspread.

“What’s up, Nick?” he asked as he sipped his wine. “Is it school?”

“No, not really.”

“Girls?”

When Nick didn’t say anything, Cameron decided to prod him a little.

“A specific girl?”

“Yeah.” He looked up, and Cameron could see the fear in his eyes.

“Tell me what happened.”

“I met this girl at a party during frosh week.”

“But you’re a sophomore.”

“Yeah, but the best parties are at frosh week, so everyone goes.”

“Right, sorry.” he gave him a grin. “It’s been a while since I was in school.”

“Maybe, but you’re still pretty cool.”

“Thank you. Now what happened at the party?” he asked when Nick sighed and rubbed his hand over his face.

“I hooked up with this girl.”

“Okay.” Cameron waited for him to continue, wondering where this was going.

“It was a onetime thing. I got her number but was never going to call. She was cute, but it was just sex.”

“Did she accuse you of anything?” he asked carefully.

“No.”

“Were you drinking?”

Nick nodded and concentrated on his hands.

“Is she pregnant?” he asked softly.

Nick looked up at him, and the fear in his eyes was so apparent Cameron felt his own adrenaline kick in as a wave of panic washed over him.

“And it’s yours?”

“She said it is. She said the dates work, but I don’t understand that stuff.”

“When was the party?”

“August twenty-fifth.”

“And when did she tell you about the pregnancy?”

“A week ago.”

“And how far did she say she was?”

“Five weeks, but the party was only a month ago so how does that even work?”

“They count pregnancy from the end of the woman’s cycle, so the day she gets pregnant is actually two weeks into the pregnancy weeks.”

“That makes no sense.”

“I know. But that’s how they do it.”

“So if they add two weeks and the party was a month ago, then she’d be six weeks, right? Not five?” he asked hopefully.

“You have to add a week, Nick. She said five weeks a week ago, so it would be six now.”

“I’m fucked.” He buried his head in his hands as his shoulders began to shake.

“Nick.” He put his glass down on the floor and scooted closer so he could put his arm around his nephew’s shoulders. “You’re not fucked.”

“I am.” He looked up, and Cameron could see tears in his eyes. “I’m only in my second year of school. I’m nineteen, and I got a girl pregnant because I was too stupid to put on a condom. What am I going to do?”

“What do you know about her?” Cameron asked as he sat back.

“Nothing really. Her name is Ashleigh; she’s in her first year. She’s studying sociology, and she’s pregnant.”

“The dates match up, but there may be a chance it’s not yours. Did you ask her about that?”

“She said I was the only guy she was with.”

“I hate to be that person, but just because she says so doesn’t mean it’s true.”

“You think there’s a chance it’s not mine?”

“There’s always a chance.” He nodded. “But if it is, what are you going to do? What does she want to do?”

“She wants to have it.” He ran his hands through his dark hair. “She said she doesn’t believe in abortion.”

“And does she want to raise it?”

“I don’t know. She said she doesn’t know. That she’s going to have it, but she might give it up for adoption.”

“How do you feel about that, about any of this?”

“I never really thought about abortion. I don’t really like the idea, but I’m not against it. If that makes sense.”

“It does.” Cameron nodded. “But in cases like this, it doesn’t matter what you or I think because it’s not our body. Her body, her choice.”

“Pretty much. If it is mine, then I don’t like the idea of giving it up, but I’m not in any place to raise a kid. I live in my parent’s basement. I’m in school, and I have a part-time job stocking shelves. I can’t pay for a baby. My life only just started. I’m not even an adult yet.”

“You know, if you do end up being a father, the family will support you,” he said carefully.

“Yeah, right. Mom and Dad are going to be so proud. Everyone will be so loving and supportive of stupid Nick and his baby momma,” he said bitterly.

“Everyone makes mistakes, Nick. But the family loves you no matter what. Your parents are going to be angry, and they’re going to need time to adjust and figure things out, but they will never stop supporting you. I will never stop supporting you, and neither will anyone else. Lots of people have kids young; it doesn’t have to define your life. You can be a good father and build your life.”

“I want to believe you,” Nick said softly. “You’ve never lied to me before.”

“And I’m not lying about this,” Cameron said with a smile as he patted Nick’s knee. “Has she told her family yet?”

“Not as far as I know.”

“Do you want to tell your parents together? You know the longer you keep this from them, the harder it will be. They don’t like being lied to.”

“I know.” Nick sighed and rubbed his hands over his eyes again. “I know, but it’s just so hard to wrap my head around.”

“I can only imagine.”

“You’ll be there when I talk to them?”

“If you want me to be.” He nodded. “But you have to tell them tonight. If they find out we both hid this, it will devastate them.”

“I know.” He sighed again. “This sucks.”

“Feel better at all?”

“Surprisingly.” Nick gave him a smile that actually reached his eyes. “I do feel better now that I’ve said it out loud.”

“That’s a huge thing to keep to yourself. I’m sorry I haven’t been around more and we couldn’t talk about this sooner.”

“It’s okay. I could have texted you.”

“I mean it, Nick. If there’s ever anything you need to talk about, text me. I’m always just a message away.”

“Thanks, Cameron.”

“Come on. Let’s get back to the party, eat way too much junk food, and when everyone leaves, we’ll tackle your parents.”

***
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THE REST OF THE PARTY went pretty well. Everyone had a good time, and Nick was able to relax and enjoy himself. Cameron was so distracted by what Nick had told him he didn’t spare Nathan or what had happened earlier a second thought.

He’d told Nathan he would probably be home by nine o’clock, but the party didn’t break up until after eight. Then he and Nick had taken Cara and Alex aside to talk to them.

Nick had told them what happened— that he’d met a girl at a party, he’d had unprotected sex with her, and now she was pregnant. He’d explained the dates and that she was most likely going to have the baby, then braced himself for the backlash.

Cara and Alex had handled it much better than Cameron thought they would. They’d asked a few questions, Alex had given Nick a lecture about consequences, and Cara had to be told a few times before she would let herself believe it, but there had been no yelling and no fight.

They were disappointed, confused, and in shock, but Cara had hugged Nick and told him that she would love and support him no matter what, and Alex had hugged him and told him they would deal with whatever happened.

Cameron had suggested everyone sleep on it and talk about it again in the morning. He’d hugged Nick goodbye and made him promise again to text him if there was anything he ever needed to talk about, no matter the time or how hard it was for him to say.

By the time he was in his car and on his way back to the house, it was almost ten.

His mind was spinning, and he was so scared for Nick. If it was his kid and he did have to become a father, it would have such a big impact on his life. He knew everyone would support him, but it was a huge thing to happen when he was so young.

The worst part was that it wasn’t even with someone he loved. He’d never had a relationship with this girl, just a one-night stand, but he hadn’t been safe. He could be tied to this girl for the rest of his life, and he knew nothing about her except her name and her major.

It was sobering to think that one night could determine the rest of his life.
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Chapter Fourteen
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Cameron lay in bed with a book in his hand. It was late, well after midnight, but he couldn’t sleep.

Between his newly discovered love for Nathan and what was going on with Nick, his mind refused to shut down. He stared at the page in front of him and realized he had no idea what he’d been reading. He’d read at least twenty pages but hadn’t absorbed a single thing.

With a sigh, he went back to where he’d started and slipped a bookmark between the pages. There was no point reading when he was like this. He was about to put the book away when there was a knock on his door.

“Yes?” He sat up and looked over at the door. No one had ever come to his room before. Was one of the kids sick? Did they need him?

“Nathan?” He put his book down on the bed as Nathan pushed the door open. “Is everything okay?”

“I saw the light on,” he said after a long pause.

“Do you want to come in?” Cameron asked as Nathan hovered at the door.

Nathan nodded and stepped into the room. He quickly locked the door and awkwardly stopped in the center of the room.

Cameron put his book on the bedside table and shifted over as he pulled the sheet down. Nathan never acted like this around him, and even as he climbed into bed and pulled Cameron against his body, he knew something was different.

“Are you okay?” he asked as he cuddled against Nathan’s strong body.

“I’m fine.”

“You smell good,” he softly as he breathed in Nathan’s fresh, clean scent. He loved the soap Nathan used, and he could tell by the way his hair was still damp that he’d taken a shower before coming up to see him.

“So do you,” Nathan said softly as he kissed the top of his hair. “How was the party?”

“It was good, although my nephew dropped a gigantic bomb on me right after I got there.”

“What happened? Is he okay?”

“He got himself into some trouble,” Cameron said with a sigh.

“How old is he?”

“He’s nineteen, the oldest.”

“So I’m guessing it’s adult trouble.”

“You could definitely say that. Last week a girl he hooked up with at a party tracked him down and told him she’s pregnant, and it’s his.”

“Wow. Could it be?”

“He had sex with her, and if she’s telling the truth about the dates, then it probably is. He was drinking, and he didn’t use protection. She says there was no one else, so it probably is his.”

“Wow.”

“Yeah.”

“It’s kind of strange to think of getting pregnant by accident. The hoops Jason and I had to jump through to get a surrogate, not to mention the cost. It was eye-opening.”

“Do the kids all have the same mother?” Cameron asked, hoping he wasn’t overstepping.

“They do. We were lucky to have the same woman carry all three of them for us.”

“I’m freaked out for him. This is so huge.”

“If your family is half as wonderful as you say they are, I’m sure he’ll be fine, no matter what happens.”

Cameron didn’t say anything as he snuggled closer to Nathan, drinking in everything about the man he was in love with.

“You’re comfortable. I really like this part.”

“What part is that?” Nathan asked as he pulled Cameron up on his body so he could hold him a little closer.

“This part.” He smiled. “The talking and the cuddling.”

“I like this part too,” Nathan said softly as he bent his head and gently kissed him.

“Don’t get me wrong, I love the sex,” Cameron said with a laugh when Nathan pulled away. “But sometimes it’s nice to feel...” he trailed off and turned away.

“Feel what?” Nathan asked gently.

“Loved. For lack of a better word,” Cameron added quickly. “When we’re together, it’s incredible and amazing, but sometimes it’s not until after that I feel...”

“I’m sorry.”

“I’m not complaining.” Cameron shook his head and looked up at Nathan. “Not at all. I love being with you, and I love when we’re together.”

“But sometimes you just want to feel cherished and loved,” Nathan finished for him. “I understand, Cameron. I really do.”

“I feel like such an asshole for complaining that my sex life is too good.”

Nathan laughed and shifted his body so they were facing each other. “Yes, our sex life is amazing, but I get what you’re saying. It doesn’t always have to be about sex. Sometimes it can be about making love.”

Cameron smiled, relieved Nathan had understood his ramblings.

Nathan gently reached out and cupped the back of Cameron’s neck with his hand, toying with Cameron’s hair as he did. After a moment, he slowly guided Cameron toward him, his lips soft and almost feathery as he kissed him.

Nathan rolled them so he was leaning over Cameron, still kissing him as though he was made of glass. His other hand snaked around Cameron’s waist, holding him close.

Cameron melted against him. Nathan was being so tender and gentle it made his heart race and his skin flush.

He moaned softly as Nathan moved them so he was lying down and Nathan was half over him, his lower body pinning down one of his legs.

Nathan kept his kisses slow and soft as he ran his hand over Cameron’s body, seductively teasing his skin before sliding his hand under Cameron’s shirt.

This was different and amazing. There was no urgency. Nathan was taking his time and showing him a more tender side of himself.

After a moment, Nathan pulled off his shirt, tossing it aside before he gently stripped off Cameron’s clothes.

“Nathan?” Cameron asked. There was a look on Nathan’s face he couldn’t place.

“I love you.”

Cameron stared up at him, his mouth dropping open as he processed what Nathan had just said.

“I love you, Cameron,” Nathan repeated.  

“You love me?”

“Yes.” He smiled as he stroked Cameron’s face with his hand. “I love you, Cameron.”

“I love you too,” he said, a smile breaking out on his face.

Cameron had been so shocked at his declaration he’d needed to ask Nathan to repeat it, just in case he’d imagined it.

He loved Nathan, but he’d never thought Nathan would feel the same way about him. He thought he was the only one breaking their sex-with-no-love rules.

Cameron reached up and gently put his hand on Nathan’s cheek, smiling as he guided Nathan’s lips down to meet his.

“Cameron?” Nathan asked, pulling away slightly.

“Yes?”

“Will you make love to me tonight?”

“Are you sure?” Cameron blurted out. Nathan wanted to bottom?

“I want to feel you inside me. Please.”

They’d never discussed if either one of them was vers, they’d just fallen into roles. Cameron, despite his size and nature, enjoyed topping, although he’d never topped anyone who was physically bigger than him before.

Cameron pushed Nathan back so he could lay over the bigger man. Nathan was still wearing his sweatpants, and Cameron quickly pulled them off so they could press their naked bodies together.

“Did you get tested?” Nathan asked, pulling Cameron so he was straddling his hips as he lay over him.

They’d discussed getting tested so they could stop using condoms a few weeks ago, but neither had brought it up since.

“Yes, I’m negative.”

“I am too. Will you go bare?”

Cameron couldn’t answer; instead, he gave Nathan a deep kiss that he tried to fill with all of the emotions and love that were swirling around inside him.

He took his time teasing Nathan, using his hands and mouth to kiss and touch as much of Nathan’s body as he could. When he finally licked his tongue up Nathan’s hard shaft, he was rewarded with a strangled gasp.

“I’m good. I don’t need much.” Nathan pushed up on his elbows so he could look down at Cameron. “I need you.”

Cameron kissed the tip of Nathan’s cock, smiling as Nathan’s pre-cum smeared on his lip.

“Do you want me to?”

“No, I’m fine. If you touch me, I might not last.” Cameron licked his lips and gave Nathan a quick kiss before reaching over to pull a bottle of lube out of his bedside table.

He tried to go slow as he rubbed his slicked fingers over Nathan’s hole, but it would seem Nathan was just as eager as he was, and the other man pressed against him as he begged for more.

Cameron had to hold on to his own desires as he teased and toyed with Nathan. It had been a while since he’d rimmed anyone, and he loved how Nathan responded to him. He was so vocal and expressive, way more so than when he topped. This side of Nathan was pliant and needy, and Cameron fucking loved it.

“Now, please fuck me now,” Nathan begged as Cameron moved two fingers in and out of him.

Cameron pulled his fingers free and added a little more lube to his erection. When he was sure he was nice and slippery, he moved closer and pressed the head of his cock against Nathan’s hole.

“Fuck, yes, love.” Nathan nodded in affirmation as Cameron pushed inside him with tiny strokes, getting him used to the invasion.

“God you feel good.” Cameron bit his lip and planted his hands on either side of Nathan’s body, holding himself up as he bottomed out inside him.

Nathan wrapped his legs around Cameron’s waist and shifted his hips so he could take all of Cameron’s cock. He was desperate, and so was Cameron.

Cameron would have liked to go slow and torture and tease Nathan until he was a quivering, blubbering mess, but his own need was too strong, and he ended up fucking Nathan hard and fast.

The sex was desperate and hot, but they never lost eye contact, and that made it so incredibly intimate Cameron’s heart swelled.

“I’m not going to last.” Cameron bit his lip and desperately tried to stave off his orgasm. “You feel too good, babe.”

Nathan reached down and grasped his cock, fisting it at an almost furious pace as he looked up at Cameron.

“I’m going to come,” Cameron warned when the pressure reached the point of no return and he couldn’t hold off any longer.

“Me too. Come for me.” Nathan’s body clamped down around Cameron a moment later as cum splashed between their bodies. His shout of pleasure and the look of pure euphoria on Nathan’s face were enough to push Cameron over the edge, and he came only seconds later.

Cameron collapsed on Nathan’s chest, his breathing fast and a little shallow. It had been a long time since he’d topped, and not a single one of his past encounters could hold a candle to what they’d just shared.

After a long moment, Cameron rolled off Nathan, his chest sticky, and his dick spent. Nathan wasn’t doing much better. He was splayed out on Cameron’s bed, grinning and looking thoroughly fucked out.

Cameron gathered the little control he had left and rolled off the bed. He wiped down with a damp cloth in the bathroom and then brought a second one out for Nathan to use. He tossed the cloth in the hamper when they were clean and climbed back into bed so he could snuggle with Nathan.

“I mean what I said. I love you, Cameron.”

“I love you too, Nathan.” He smiled. “I do. I just didn’t think you loved me.”

“I didn’t think you loved me.” Nathan tenderly brushed a lock of hair off Cameron’s forehead. “I’m glad I said something,” he added with a grin.

“Definitely glad about that.” Cameron laughed and hugged him tight.

“It’s getting late,” Nathan said reluctantly.

“It is. I have to get up and get the kids ready for school in a few hours.”

“After you get them up, why don’t you come to my room?”

“Really?”  

“Yeah.” He grinned and kissed the tip of Cameron’s nose. “We can sleep in, if I let you sleep that is,” he added with a wicked smile.

“I’m sure you’ll need to sleep at some point,” Cameron laugh. “You’re the one who has to do all the heavy lifting.”

“I’m in pretty good shape.”

“Yes, you are.” Cameron giggled. “And I’d love to. That sounds great.”

Nathan smiled, hugged him closer, and kissed the top of his head. “I’d ask you to come down now, but I know you’d say no.”

“I can’t.” He shook his head. “I know the odds of one of the kids getting up is low, but if they saw me coming out of your room, or if they came up and I wasn’t here, it would be confusing for them.”

“I know.” Nathan sighed heavily. “Then I’d better go before I recover enough to keep you up all night.”

“As tempting as that sounds, I’m going to have to be the responsible adult here,” Cameron said in mock seriousness as he watched Nathan climb out of bed and track down his clothes.

“Of course you are.” He grinned. “But you can’t blame a guy for trying,” he added as he leaned down to kiss him.

“No, I can’t,” Cameron said with a smile as he pulled the blankets up over himself. “Especially when he looks as good as you.”

He was rewarded with a hearty laugh as Nathan left his room.

As soon as the door closed, Cameron flopped back on his bed and stared up at the ceiling.

It had certainly been an eventful day.
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Chapter Fifteen
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When his alarm went off in the morning, it was all Cameron could do to not slap it off and roll over so he could go back to sleep.

He was exhausted. He’d only gotten about three hours of sleep, and now he had to get up, get the kids ready, and get them off to school.

He rolled out of bed and hastily pulled on the first things he could find that seemed clean, giving a silent prayer of thanks that most of what he owned was neutral and solid colors because he was too tired to care what his clothes looked like.

When he was dressed, he went into his bathroom to brush his teeth and splashed some cold water on his face. Cameron looked about as rested as he felt, and as he headed downstairs, he was glad that he’d remembered to turn on the coffee pot timer so it would have started brewing as he’d gotten ready.

Cameron didn’t know if the kids realized he was tired, but all three of them were in moods. Logan didn’t want to get up, and Cameron had to pull his blankets off and physically haul him out of bed and drag him into the bathroom he shared with his brother. After he’d gotten Daniel up and brought him into the bathroom, he’d found Logan curled up on the floor in front of the bathtub, fast asleep.

He managed to get Daniel to brush his teeth, but when he’d sent him to go get changed, he’d been forced to stand beside Logan and watch him as he brushed his teeth and washed his face. Then he’d had to pull out Logan’s clothes and watch as he’d gotten dressed.

Eventually, he’d gotten both boys downstairs to start their breakfast. Then he’d gone to wake up Kaitlyn.

That had been an adventure. She hadn’t been sleepy or grumpy like her brothers, but she’d decided that she wanted to wear a princess dress to school and have her hair done up in a tiara.

Eventually, Cameron convinced her to put on a pair of pink pants and a pink princess shirt, and wove her hair into a braid with a pink ribbon tying it off. Thankfully Kaitlyn seemed satisfied with that, and she was ready to go with no more fussing.

Then there was the situation that had been breakfast. The boys hadn’t come down and started their cereal as he’d asked. They’d come down and gone through their lunches and decided they didn’t like a single thing he’d put in them, so as he’d fixed them their food he’d had to repack their lunches and get their books and bags together.

Thankfully it was still warm enough they hadn’t needed jackets, so after they’d put their shoes on, he walked them to the bus stop.

No one talked to him as they waited for the bus, and when all three kids were on board and had waved to him through the window, he hurried back to the house. It was as he was locking the front door that he realized he’d never poured himself that coffee.

With a sigh, he went to the kitchen and shut off the machine. He could always reheat it later.

Cameron made his way up to the second floor and paused outside Nathan’s room.

He’d tried to keep himself from thinking about the night before. There was a part of him that was worried Nathan had made a mistake and didn’t feel what he said. It could have been the moment, and what if he didn’t actually want Cameron to come to his room now?

Cameron pulled in a deep breath and knocked on the door. The worst thing that could happen was Nathan turning him away. He was willing to risk it.

 

“Yeah,” Nathan called out as he rolled over.

He’d heard the kids that morning, and he’d been going in and out of sleep since they’d woken him up, waiting for Cameron to get there. He was a little surprised he knocked, but when Cameron opened the door, he couldn’t help smiling.

“Hi.” He grinned as he pulled back the covers.

“Hi.” Cameron smiled as he closed the door behind him.

“Wait.” Nathan stopped Cameron just as he was about to climb into the bed.

“What?” Cameron stopped dead, a worried look washing over his face.

“The clothes.” Nathan winked as he pushed his hair back off his forehead. “Off with them.”

“The bed is a clothes-free zone?”

“Most definitely.” He nodded, grinning as Cameron pulled off his shirt. “I might make the whole room a clothes-free zone,” he added as Cameron stripped off the rest of his clothes and climbed into bed with him.

“Morning,” he said softly as he pulled Cameron against his body.

“Morning.” Cameron smiled against his chest as he snuggled up to him.

“It would have been nice to wake up like this.” Nathan sighed. “But I understand why it can’t be that way.”

“Yeah, I wish it was different.” Cameron sighed. “I still think about that night, when I stayed here.”

“I think about it too,” Nathan said softly as he kissed Cameron’s hair.

“I know this is wrong. That it’s breaking the rules,” Cameron said softly as he traced his fingers over Nathan’s chest. “But it doesn’t feel wrong.”

“It’s not wrong.” He pulled Cameron closer and kissed his hair again. “We’re adults. We should be able to choose who we’re with.”

“In the real world. But I’m not a part of your world. I’m the nanny.”

“Cameron.” Nathan looked down at him. “I don’t think of it as my world and your world. We’re just Nathan and Cameron, and we love each other.”

Cameron smiled at his words, his relief apparent in his eyes. “I like the sound of that better.”

“Good, then think about it that way.” Nathan kissed him gently and grinned wickedly as he pulled away. “Tired?”

“Very.” Cameron nodded.

“Too tired?” he asked, his grin deepening as he traced his hand up Cameron’s smooth back.

“No, not too tired.” Cameron shook his head and reached out to pull Nathan down for a kiss. “Never too tired.”
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Chapter Sixteen
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Not much changed after Nathan’s declaration of love. They kept the same routine and hid their relationship from the kids. They didn’t like the lying and the sneaking around, but it was what they had to do.

The only real difference was that now they said they loved each other every night. They continued to explore their limits with each other, but most of the time the sex was gentle and loving, and they spent a lot more time in Nathan’s bedroom. Some nights they would stay up talking as they sipped wine and enjoyed each other and the conversation.  

The one thing they didn’t change was their sleeping arrangements. Cameron would spend his nights with Nathan in his bed, but he would always go back to his own room to sleep. He was up with the kids, and when they were off to school, he would climb back into bed with Nathan, and they would get up around lunch.

Cameron would get his work done, pick up the kids after school, and occupy them until dinner. Nathan would do his writing; then they would all eat together, and Nathan would go back to work while Cameron took the kids upstairs to wind down before bed.

It was a comfortable routine, and for nearly three weeks they enjoyed their new relationship and kept growing closer and closer.

***
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“WE SHOULD GO OUT.”

“Go out?” Cameron rolled over so he could look at Nathan as they lay in his bed.

“On a date.”

“A date?”

“Are you just going to repeat everything I say?” Nathan reached out and ran his fingers over Cameron’s cheek.

“Sorry. I’m just a little shocked. You want to go out on a date?”

“Is that so crazy? We’re seeing each other, dating, if you will. I think we should go out on a real date.”

“You mean it?”

“I want to take you out. I love spending time with you, but it feels like we’re hiding.”

“Well, we kind of are.” Cameron grinned and rested his chin on his arm.

“I know we have to be careful because of your agency and the fact that you work for me, but what if we went somewhere out of the way?”

“You really want to take me out on a date?” Cameron’s heart fluttered, and he tried to hide the fact that he wanted to grin like an idiot.

“Yeah.” Nathan laced their fingers together and brought their entwined hands to his lips so he could kiss them. “I know it’s foolish, but I’m a romantic at heart. I like dating and experiencing new things with my partner. I love sharing moments and creating memories. I want that with you, Cameron. I don’t want to just be hidden lovers.”

Cameron gave in to his urge to grin and scrambled on top of Nathan to give him a full body hug.  

“I take it you want that too?” Nathan laughed and held him close.

“Oh yeah. But you realize that after that buildup, you’d better plan one hell of a date.”

“I think I can manage to find something interesting.”

“I have faith in you.” Cameron playfully peppered Nathan’s face with soft kisses, making the other man laugh. “When are we going?”

“How about Thursday? I’ll get a babysitter for the kids, and we can do date night.”

“Isn’t Friday usually date night?” Cameron asked, slightly confused.

“Usually, but this way we get to skip the chaos of everyone being out on a date at the same time, and I don’t have to wait an extra day.”

“Then Thursday sounds perfect.” Cameron grinned cheekily. “I just wish it wasn’t Monday. That’s a long time to wait.”

Nathan laughed and grabbed Cameron around the waist so he could roll them over. He settled between Cameron’s legs, their erections lining up perfectly.

“I’m pretty sure we can think of a few ways to pass the time.” Nathan grinned lasciviously.

“What about your writing, and the laundry?”

“I’m ahead of schedule on my book, and we can always order new clothes if we run out.”

Cameron’s laugh was cut off by Nathan’s kiss, and every thought of books and washing machines flew out of his head as he kissed Nathan back.

***
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BY THE TIME THURSDAY rolled around Cameron was beyond excited.

It had been a long time since he’d been on a date, and he was a little nervous, which was stupid. It might have been their first date, but they’d been seeing each other for months and sleeping together for longer.

Nathan had arranged for a sitter to come over at six, so he had an hour to get ready before they planned to leave. It had been a little hard explaining to the kids that he wasn’t going to be putting them to bed because he was going out and their sitter would be doing it, but when he’d given them frozen yogurt and berries for dessert, they barely noticed when the sitter showed up.

“Here.” Nathan held out a key as he was heading up to his room.

“What’s this?” he asked as he looked at the key.

“I thought it might be easier if you got ready in the suite downstairs. The kids will be heading upstairs soon, and your room is right there.”

“Thanks. I’ll just go get my stuff.”

“And I will see you in an hour.” Nathan let his hand linger on Cameron’s for a moment as he took the key from him.

“An hour.” Cameron smiled and headed upstairs.

When he got to his room, he found the surprise of a lifetime. There was a garment bag on his bed with another shopping bag next to it.

He noticed a piece of white cardstock on the bag, and he picked it up.

 

I thought you might like to wear something different tonight. I know you’ll look incredible in them. I hope they fit. Love, Nathan.

 

Cameron smiled as he read the card and then looked at the bags. It was the most romantic thing anyone had ever done for him.

He opened the garment bag and stared at the dress shirt inside. It was gorgeous. Most of the clothes he’d brought with him were casual, and the one dressy shirt he had in his closet was from the clearance rack at a big box store. This shirt was as soft as butter, the lines were crisp, and it was a vibrant aqua color. Cameron checked the tag and saw it was his size, and also designer.

He opened the second bag and grinned when he saw a pair of leather dress shoes. He had a pair of black sneakers he normally wore when he was trying to dress up. The shoes were his size, and he recognized the designer. They were high-end but still classic.

Cameron went into the closet, then bathroom to gather his things and grabbed the shoes and garment bag before he headed down to the basement.

The in-law suite was basically a high-end two-bedroom apartment. As he laid his clothes out on one of the beds, he was pleased to see the bathroom was absolutely luxurious and no expense had been spared. It was a lot nicer than his bathroom upstairs, and he felt like he’d died and gone to heaven as he stood under the double rainforest showerheads.

When he finally stepped out of the shower, he quickly dried his hair, taking a moment to style it before shaving and spritzing on some cologne.  

The shirt and shoes fit perfectly and went well with his charcoal gray slacks.

This was the first time in a long time he felt handsome.

When he came out of the basement, Nathan was in the hall waiting for him.

As soon as Cameron had stepped into the hallway, Nathan’s jaw had dropped

“You look amazing.”

“Thank you.” Cameron blushed as he looked Nathan up and down. “You look incredible.”

Nathan had put on a pair of black dress pants and a light blue dress shirt that set off his eyes, and the cut was a little conservative, so it clung to him nicely.

“Thank you for the shirt and the shoes,” Cameron said with a slight flush. “It was really thoughtful of you.”

“You look incredible in them. I went into your closet to check your size. I hope you don’t mind.”

“I was wondering how you got them right.” Cameron smiled as he shook his head. “That’s fine.”

“You ready?” Nathan asked as he nodded to the door.

“Ready.” Cameron nodded and took a deep breath as Nathan led him out to his car. It would be the first time he’d get to ride in it.
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THE RESTAURANT THEY went to was nice. It was decorated in traditional Japanese style, and the female staff was all wearing kimonos while the male staff was in Japanese style jackets and black pants.

Nathan had called ahead and reserved a booth for them that was a little separate from the rest of the restaurant. It made the meal seem more intimate and gave them some privacy.

“I hope you don’t mind sushi. This is my favorite place.”

“Not at all; this is a really nice.”

When Cameron picked up the menu, he realized that even with a translation he had no idea what anything was outside of a few staples.

“You look lost,” Nathan said with a grin as he watched Cameron scan the menu.

“I recognize a few things. Tea, soda, rice.”

Nathan laughed, and just then their waitress came up.

“Two jasmine tea and two sake,” he ordered.

“Sake?” Cameron asked when the waitress left.

“A Japanese drink. It’s kind of like a rice wine.”

“Is it good?”

“I think so.”

“Then I look forward to trying it.”

“Do you have any favorites you want to get?”

“I’ve never been to a sushi restaurant,” Cameron confessed.

“No? But you have had sushi, right?”

“Sure, but that stuff you get at the grocery store.”

“Then you’re in for a treat.” Nathan grinned. “How adventurous are you?”

“Food wise?”

“Food wise.”

“Pretty adventurous,” Cameron said after a pause. “I won’t eat anything that’s still alive, but everything else is fair game.”

“So if I took care of the ordering, you’d be okay with that?”

“I can’t promise I’ll like everything, but yes, I’d be fine with that.”

When the waitress came back with their drinks, Cameron sat back as Nathan ordered. He had no idea what he’d ordered, but apparently it was some kind of combo they could share.

Nathan poured some of the sake into one of the small cups at their places and then poured out their tea into the other tiny cups.

“Cheers,” Nathan said as he lifted the cup of sake.

“Cheers.” Cameron smiled and lifted his own cup.

It was warm, which he wasn’t expecting. It had a slightly different texture than he was used to and was almost a little oily, but it was good.

“You like?” Nathan asked as he sipped his drink.

“I like.”

“This is nice,” Nathan said softly as he reached across the table for Cameron’s hand.

“It is. Thanks for asking me out.”

“I’m glad we can finally do this.”

“Me too. It’s been a long time since I was on a date,” he confessed. “And I’ve never been to a restaurant this nice before.”

“You said you didn’t grow up with much, but have you ever had a date spoil you?”

“Not really.” He shook his head. “Most of my dates have been casual things, low-key types of dates. The boyfriends I’ve had weren’t really into fancy stuff. They were more pizza and beer types.”

“Well, I’m glad I can introduce you to something new.”

“I’ve never really been one to step outside my comfort zone.” Cameron bit his lip and tried to think of a way to say what he was thinking without freaking Nathan out. “But you bring it out in me. I don’t want to be comfortable. I want to explore things, discover them, and experience everything I can.”

“I get it.” Nathan squeezed his hand. “Sometimes you don’t realize what you really want until you get a taste of it.”

“Exactly. Have you always been into the finer things?”

“I’ve always had it in my life. My parents were well off, so all of this was normal to me.”

“I like that you still believe in romance. So many guys I’ve met are all about hooking up and hanging out. It’s nice to feel like I’m more than a lay.”

“You were never just a lay, Cameron. Not even when I was kidding myself and pretending I could keep from falling in love with you.”

“You really know how to sweet-talk a guy.” Cameron’s face flushed.

“I like to put the effort into people who are worth it.”

“And I’m worth it?”

“You’re worth everything.”

They sat in silence for a few minutes before Cameron spoke up. “You’ve never really talked about your parents. What are they like?”

“My dad was kind of like yours in that he was distant,” he said thoughtfully. “He worked all the time. I hardly ever saw him, but he made a lot of money. He worked just to get more, but it was never enough.”

“What about your mother?” Cameron asked quietly. “You never talk about her.”

“She wasn’t a bad mother, just detached. She liked having me around, but she didn’t like the nitty-gritty of childcare, so I had a nanny when I was younger. When I was old enough to be self-sufficient, she started to take more of an interest.”

“Are they still alive?” he asked carefully. Nathan had used the past tense when talking about them.

“No.” He shook his head. “My dad had a heart attack about five years ago. My mother died almost ten years ago, complications from surgery.”

“What kind of surgery?”

“Cosmetic,” he said bitterly. “She was always going under the knife to try and stop the clock, but it caught up to her, and she reacted to the anesthesia during one of her surgeries. That’s another way I’m able to afford the house and this lifestyle while living on a writer’s wage. We got quite the malpractice settlement when she died, and when my father died, he had a very healthy life insurance policy, so it set us up quite well. Then when Jason died, his life insurance and the lawsuit against the other driver paid really well, so the kids are set for the rest of their lives.”

“Kind of a crappy way to pad the savings account,” Cameron said softly as he squeezed Nathan’s hand. “But at least they were able to help you and the kids in their deaths, which is a lot more than some people.”

“True.” He nodded. “Did you parents help you guys at all?”

“My mother didn’t have life insurance beyond funeral costs. When dad died, he’d had a little, but split five ways it didn’t go too far.”

“I’m sorry.”

“It’s hard to miss what I never had. I barely remember my mom, I was only five when she died, and Dad spent most of my life being disappointed in me and keeping his distance.”

“How about we talk about something lighter,” Nathan suggested as he squeezed Cameron’s hand. “Like how incredible you look.”

Cameron blushed and took a sip of his tea. Thankfully their food arrived then because he’d been trying to think of a clever retort but was at a loss.  

Cameron watched as several plates and something that looked like a boat covered with sushi was put down on the table. He recognized some of the contents, but most was completely new to him.

“You know how to use chopsticks?” Nathan asked.

“That I do know.” He nodded as he picked up his set and tested them out. They were plastic, so they were a little slippery, but he should be able to use them without making a fool out of himself.

“We have seaweed salad and miso soup to start,” Nathan said as he pointed them out. “Ever had either?”

“Miso soup yes, but not the salad, seaweed, thing.”

“Then we have an assortment of sushi and sashimi,” Nathan continued with a grin. “You don’t mind the uncooked kind?”

“I’ve liked the ones I’ve tried.”

“Then I’m not going to tell you what you’re eating. If you like it, then you like it. If not just leave it.”

“Sounds good. Makes every bite an adventure.”

Nathan laughed as he handed Cameron a small dish of the salad and pushed one of the bowls of soup over to him.

The meal was a lot of fun. Cameron tried everything, and the conversation was light and easy. Nathan seemed to love teasing Cameron when he would beg to know what he’d just eaten, but Nathan was true to his word. He didn’t name a single piece, and Cameron only found two that he didn’t like. It was a far cry from grocery store sushi, and he was definitely a fan of the authentic stuff now.

They laughed and joked, and when the meal was over, Nathan paid the bill, and they headed to a jazz bar to finish up the date.

The bar was exactly what Cameron expected it to be. The lighting was low, and the booths were small and cozy. There were candles everywhere, and there was a small stage with a jazz quartet playing.

Nathan led him to one of the corner booths, and he smiled as he slid into the seat. Cameron loved seeing live music, and this place was perfect.

“What do you think of the place?” Nathan asked as he handed Cameron a drink menu.

“I like it.” He smiled as he scanned the list. “I’ve never been to a place like this before. It’s pretty perfect.”

“You like jazz?”

“I like all music. My taste basically ranges from whatever’s popular to please don’t judge me.”

Nathan laughed and shook his head. “What’s your favorite?”

“Pop. I can’t help it.”

“Some of it is catchy.”

“Let me guess; you like opera?”

“I like classic rock.” Nathan grinned.

“Oh, that’s not at all what I pictured.”

“I like opera when I’m editing, but for music I mostly listen to classic rock and dance.”

“Wait, you listen to dance?”

“It’s great to work out to, or when you need something to pump you up.” He shrugged.

“Now I don’t feel so bad about liking pop.” Cameron chuckled.

“Any idea what you’d like?” Nathan asked as he nodded to the menu.

“A martini maybe,” he said as he glanced at the different types. “The mint chocolate one sounds like it could be the best thing I’ve ever had or the biggest mistake I could ever make.”

Nathan smiled and looked at the ingredients list. “I’d have to concur,” he agreed. “Why don’t you give it a try? If it’s terrible, then at least you can say you tried it.”

“Another adventure. What the hell. What about you, what are you going to order?”

“Scotch. Twenty years old.”

“So barely legal,” he teased with a giggle.

 

Nathan laughed and shook his head as they put down their menus. It was nice to see Cameron out of the house and letting his guard down. He was a lot of fun and had a sharp wit at home, but to get him out and see him enjoy new experiences gave Nathan a sense of pride and contentment.

As they listened to the music, Nathan let his hand rest on Cameron’s thigh and alternated between looking at him and watching the musicians. Cameron was glowing; his entire face lit up as he watched the musicians playing. It was incredible to witness, and Nathan made a mental note to take Cameron out to places he hadn’t been before. It might be old-fashioned, but he wanted to spoil Cameron.

They stayed at the bar for almost two hours, just listening to the music and nursing their drinks. The chocolate mint martini had been a gamble that hadn’t paid off, so Cameron had gone for a vodka cranberry juice for his second drink and had slowly sipped it as they’d talked and listened to the music that surrounded them.

Nathan kept to one drink and lots of water, and by the time they left to head home, Nathan was feeling light and happy.

“Nathan?”

A slightly nasal female voice rang out as Nathan and Cameron were leaving the bar hand in hand.

“Susan, hello.” Nathan stopped dead in his tracks when he turned to the woman who’d called out to him. He didn’t drop Cameron’s hand even when Susan stared down at them. They were out together, and he wasn’t about to make Cameron feel worse by pretending this wasn’t a date.

“I didn’t realize your agency was full service.” Susan looked at Cameron critically before giving Nathan a dark grin. “Too bad they don’t make nannies that would fit my tastes.”

Nathan wasn’t a big fan of Susan. She was the mother of Daniel’s best friend, but they’d had few interactions over the years. She had two nannies who took care of Daniel and was known to have affairs when her husband was away on business. She was also a gossip and an elitist.  

“It was nice to see you, Susan.” Nathan tugged Cameron closer to him. “I’ll see you around.”

“With that tasty little morsel living in your house? I don’t expect anyone will be seeing much of you for a long time.”

Nathan didn’t respond; he just gave Susan a tight smile and pulled Cameron from where he seemed to be rooted to the ground.

“I don’t know her, but I feel like I should.” Cameron hurried to catch up to Nathan’s quick pace.

“She’s Michael’s mother, but she’s not around much when he is.”

“Ah. She was at Logan’s party, right? Hung out with the beehive?”

“The beehive?”

“The ladies who seem to think they’re the shit. They stand around with their judgmental faces on ignoring their kids.”

“She’s definitely one of them.”

“So what does this mean for us?” Cameron asked when they reached Nathan’s car.

“It means she saw us on our date, and that’s the last we’re going to think about it.”

“You’re not worried?”

“Why would I be? So one of the other parents saw us out together. You’re an adult, and I’m single. It’s not exactly scandalous.”

Nathan saw Cameron bite his lip before he climbed into the car.

The truth of the matter was that he was a bit nervous. What they were doing was against the agency rules, and Cameron could lose his job. He hoped Susan could keep her big mouth shut for once, but he wasn’t banking on it.

They drove home in relative silence, but it wasn’t strained. When Nathan pulled up to the house, he knew that no matter what, this wouldn’t be their last date.

“What?” Cameron asked as Nathan turned off the car and turned to him.

“We should do this every week. Go out, have dinner, and do something.”

“Like a standing date night?” Cameron asked with a smile.

“Yeah. You work hard all week, I work.” He grinned. “We deserve to enjoy ourselves and have a night that’s just about us and our relationship and not about the kids or the house or anything that has to do with your job.”

“I’d like that. I had an amazing night.”

“So did I.” Nathan grinned as he looked Cameron up and down. “But the night isn’t over yet.”

“No?” Cameron gave him a coy smile. “And what did you have in mind?”

“Well, I think we could use a shower for two. Then maybe end the evening in bed.”

“I like the sound of that.”

“I might even let you get some sleep before you have to wake up.”

“Really? And what do you think you’ll be doing to keep me up for the next six hours?”

“I’m pretty sure I can think of a few things.” He grinned wickedly as he threw open the car door. “Another reason to have date night on Thursday is so you can sleep on Friday while the kids are at school.”

“I still have to get up and get them ready in the morning,” Cameron pointed out.

“True, but I don’t,” Nathan teased as he climbed out of the car. “And the best part of my morning is when you climb back into bed with me.”

“Mine too.”

***
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“HELLO?” CAMERON ANSWERED his phone on the third ring. He was in the library reading, and he’d brought his phone in with him on the off chance that Nick might call. He’d called a few days ago just to vent, and Cameron didn’t want to miss his call in case he needed him again.

The number was from his agency. He had no idea why someone at the agency would be calling him at eight-thirty at night, but something told him it wasn’t good news.

“Cameron Adams?”

“Speaking.”

“This is Michaela Halloway. I’m the HR rep in charge of your file.”

“Yes, hi.” His stomach suddenly dropped. There was only one reason human resources would be calling him at eight-thirty at night.

“We’ve received a complaint about you from a concerned parent.”

“What kind of complaint?” He closed his eyes and tried not to sigh. This was the phone call he’d been dreading for a week ever since Susan had seen them out on their date.

“We’ve had a complaint that you’ve engaged in an inappropriate relationship with your employer.”

“Who complained?” he asked. Considering how much of a gossip Susan was, it could have been any of the parents around.  

“We keep our complainants’ identities confidential.”

“I see.”

“I’m calling to inform you of your termination.”

“That’s all it takes, a complaint?” he asked bitterly. “You don’t even ask if I did it?”

“We take complaints very seriously. We run a legitimate business, and we will not tolerate our employees engaging in inappropriate sexual relations with our clients.”

Cameron didn’t bother saying anything. She wasn’t wrong.  

“Effective immediately you are no longer an employee of Domestic Support Services. As per our contract, any owed wages will be issued to you in a check and sent to your address on file. You are not permitted to use any previous clients or the agency for references, and this will go on your file should anyone contact us regarding you.”

“I understand.” He opened his eyes and sat up straight. “Thank you for the opportunity to work for your company.”

Cameron had a lot of other things that he’d rather say, but he’d learned to take the high road and to always walk away from a conflict, letting the other person feel as if they’d won. It was one thing to stand up for himself, but it was another to burn bridges.

The woman on the phone didn’t even say goodbye. She just hung up, and Cameron was left holding a dead phone in his hands.

He’d been fired.

He would have to leave Nathan and the kids, and the thought was crushing. He didn’t care so much about the job, and he didn’t really care about losing his references. He cared about leaving the family.

The thought of having to leave Nathan or the kids made tears prickle in his eyes, but he pulled himself together and blinked them back. This should have happened weeks ago. Just because he’d gotten a pass for a little while didn’t mean he hadn’t broken the rules. Now he had to live with the consequences.

With a heavy sigh, he stood and headed toward the door. He might as well find Nathan. If he hadn’t gotten a phone call yet, he would be getting one soon.

When Cameron found Nathan in the media room, he was holding his phone in his hand, and Cameron could tell by the look on his face that he’d gotten the same phone call.

“We’ve been outed, and I’ve been fired,” Cameron said with a sigh as he sat down on the couch near Nathan but not directly next to him.

“Cameron—”

“It was only a matter of time.” He shrugged, blinking back a new batch of tears. “We were breaking the rules; I was breaking the rules. Just because I didn’t get caught until now doesn’t mean it wasn’t wrong.”

“I’m sorry.” Nathan shook his head. “It’s stupid, but a part of me actually thought Susan would keep quiet.”

“All of the moms know. It could have been anyone.” Cameron sighed. “I guess I’ll call one of my sisters.”

“Why?”

“I kind of need a place to live until I can get an apartment again. I gave up my place when I took this job.”

“Cameron.” Nathan smiled and reached out for his hand. “You don’t have to leave.”

“But I got fired.”

“By your agency. They fired you; I didn’t.”

“You want me to stay?”

“Of course. Now your checks will come directly from me, and there will be no processing fee so you’ll see more of your salary.”

“Really?”

“Yes. And now we don’t have to hide anything. I think it’s a good idea to keep it from the kids until we can figure out how to tell them, but screw what anyone else has to say.”

“So we’d be boyfriends?”

“Boyfriends.” Nathan nodded, smiling tenderly as he looked into Cameron’s eyes. “What do you think?”

“I think this is the best thing ever. I got fired but didn’t lose my job, and I have an official boyfriend” He grinned. “Not a bad night.”

“How about we make it a great night?” Nathan asked as he trailed his hand up and down Cameron’s arm.

“How great of a night?” Cameron asked teasingly as he shifted a little closer.

“A really great night.” Nathan took his hand and started to stand. “I hope you don’t mind being tired tomorrow.”

“I’m getting used to it.”

“Just think of it as splitting your sleep. A few hours before school and then a few hours after they’re off.”

“That’s one way of looking at it.” Cameron nodded as he followed Nathan out of the room. “Although you don’t really let me sleep after they’re off.”

“And I don’t plan on letting you sleep much before.”

“Thank God for coffee.”
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Chapter Seventeen
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Over the next few weeks, they fell into a comfortable routine. The transition was seamless, and they were managing to keep everything hidden from the kids.

Nathan had been worried the kids’ friends wouldn’t come by the house on the weekends now that he and Cameron were the talk of the neighborhood, but he’d worried for nothing. Even though the other parents and nannies didn’t agree with their relationship, they weren’t keeping their kids away, so the yard was always full, and Nathan stayed as far away from everyone as he could.

He didn’t think it was possible, but he was falling a little more in love with Cameron every day. He loved to see Cameron smile and tried to do simple things like ordering dinner so Cameron wouldn’t have to cook, or giving him a night off and taking over kid duty to let Cameron know he was thinking of him.

Nathan knew Cameron didn’t care about money or material things and preferred gestures over gifts, so he tried to be creative and do things that didn’t cost a lot because he knew Cameron would appreciate them more.

He also loved how Cameron completed his family. For three years there had been a gaping hole in his life and in their family, but in the short time Cameron had been with them, he’d become a part of them.

They once again had family routines, and fun and laughter had come back to their home. Cameron had connected him with his children, and he felt complete again. And he was happy. It was the first time in years, but he was truly happy with his life.

He and Cameron kept their standing date night, and Nathan made sure to seek out new experiences he thought Cameron would enjoy. He loved being able to introduce him to different things and create memories together. And he was proud to be out with Cameron on his arm.

Nathan took Cameron to his favorite restaurants and sought out different festivals and activities. Cameron had mentioned how he loved to dance, so Nathan had set up dance lessons for them. He was past the club phase and thought this was a much more intimate alternative. They did a paint and wine night, where they both discovered they were much better at drinking wine than painting, and went to an open-air theater showcase featuring LGBT+-themed plays.

Probably the most fun night they had together was the tamest and most laid back. Nathan had driven them to an outlook about an hour before sunset. They’d had a simple picnic of sandwiches with fruit and wine, and then shared a piece of cheesecake before going for a long walk along the bluffs below the outlook. They’d hadn’t talked much, but they hadn’t needed to. When they’d gotten home that night, Nathan had drawn them a bath, and they’d sat in the water together, not fooling around outside of a few kisses and holding each other. After their bath, Cameron had stayed in his room all night, and they’d talked until almost three in the morning as they’d laid together. It was the perfect night, like something out of a movie or a romance novel. It was also the night Nathan knew for sure that Cameron was the man he was going to marry.
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Chapter Eighteen
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“Hello?” Cameron picked up his phone on the second ring. He was in the library and had been flipping through a book on medieval artists. He’d put the kids down about half an hour ago and was taking some time for himself.

“Hey, Cameron.”

“Nick.” He sat up a little straighter. “Hey. How are you doing?”

“We had the ultrasound today.”

“How was it?”

At ten weeks, Nick and Ashleigh had gone to a dating ultrasound. The doctor had given them a gestational age, and the dates matched when the party was. It had been hard for everyone, but Nick had seen the heartbeat, and that moment had changed how he felt about the situation.

Ashleigh had had some cramping and light bleeding after, so they’d scheduled a twelve-week scan to see how things were progressing now that she was almost out of the first trimester.

“They said everything is good. She just might have placenta previa.”

“What’s that? Cassie had it with Lexi, but I still have no idea what it means.”

“It’s when the placenta is low. In her case, it’s near the cervix and not over it.”

“So she’ll have a C-section?”

“If it gets worse. They said that it’s early enough that it could shift upwards. They want to check again at around twenty weeks, and then they’ll do another at around thirty-four. “

“That’s good news,” he said as he leaned back. “How are you doing with all this?”

“I’m a little screwed up. I want it to be mine, and I don’t want it to be mine. I want it to be perfect and healthy, and I want to be there for everything, but there’s still a part of me that doesn’t want to get attached.”

“Is she still talking about adoption?”

“Yeah.” He sighed. “She’s eighteen, I’m nineteen, we’re in school...neither one of us is ready for this.”

“It might be best for everyone, including the baby,” he said gently.

“I know.” Nick sighed again. “She wants to do an open adoption. She even asked if anyone in my family would adopt it.”

“Really?”

“Yeah. Apparently, she doesn’t really have much of a family, and she knows I have three sets of aunts and uncles, so she asked if anyone in our family would adopt it.”

“Have you talked to anyone about this?”

“Just you.”

“What do you think about that? Could you watch someone in the family raise your baby?”

“I don’t know,” he said after a pause. “It kind of bends my mind when I think about it.”

“I imagine,” Cameron agreed. “But it’s something you have to think about. If it wouldn’t work for you, then that’s your choice. You have to be able to live with whatever happens.”

“I know. That’s why I called you. You always know what to say.”

“You flatter me,” he said with a small laugh. “How about we go out and do something tomorrow night? Just get out and hang out, like we used to.”

“Yeah, that would be great,” he said, perking up.

“I’ll talk to Nathan, but I could probably swing by the house after supper.”

“Cool. Text me the time, and I’ll see you then.”

“Nick...? Can you hang on for a second, my phone is doing something,” Cameron said as he pulled the phone away from his ear and watched as it lit up with message after message and just kept beeping at him.

“Cameron? Cameron?”

“Nick?” He put the phone back to his ear.

“What’s going on with your phone?”

“I got a bunch of video messages. They lit up my phone.”

“Text me tomorrow. Have fun with your videos,” Nick chuckled.

“I will. Goodnight, Nick.”

Cameron ended the call when Nick said goodnight and went into his message folder to check out the new messages. There were four of them, and they were all from Nathan.

“Okay, this is new.” He grinned and opened the first one.

It wasn’t a very long video, but it spoke volumes. It was of Nathan’s bathroom. There were candles lit, and a bubble bath had been drawn. There was an ice bucket next to the tub with two wine glasses on the rim. There were even what looked like rose petals floating on top of the bubbles in the tub.

Cameron grinned and eagerly opened the next message. It was a short clip of a plate of chocolate-covered strawberries, his guilty pleasure. They were on the counter in the bathroom, and they looked delicious.

The third message was a short video of Nathan’s bed. There was a sheet over the comforter, and it wasn’t until the video zoomed in on a bottle of massage oil that Cameron realized what Nathan had planned for after their bath.

He was already on his feet and heading out the door of the library as he played the final video. It was of Nathan stripping down in front of the tub. When he was naked, he picked up the phone and gave the camera a sexy wink before the screen went black.

Cameron broke into a run and almost burst through the doors of Nathan’s bedroom. He tossed his phone on the sheet-covered bed and stripped off his clothes as he hurried into the bathroom, leaving them in a trail behind him.

Nathan was sitting in the tub with a glass of champagne in each hand, and the smile that lit up his face when he saw Cameron melted his heart just a little bit more.

“Join me?”

Cameron didn’t need to be asked twice. He climbed into the tub and sank down into the water so he was sitting between Nathan’s legs and leaning back against him. The temperature was perfect, and the scent of the bubbles was soft and slightly floral, like roses.

Nathan pressed one of the glasses in his hand, and Cameron couldn’t stop himself from sighing.

“This is amazing.” He turned his head to give Nathan a kiss. “Thank you for doing this.”

“You never have to thank me for being romantic, love.”

“I know, I’m just not used to this kind of thing.” He took a sip of his champagne and smiled as the bubbles danced on his tongue.

“Think you could get used to it? Because this is as much for me as it is for you.” Nathan reached over the side of the tub, and Cameron saw that the plate of chocolate strawberries was now on a stool next to them.

“I could definitely get used to this. You’re amazing.”

“You’re the amazing one, love.” Nathan kissed his cheek and held one of the berries in front of Cameron’s mouth.

It was a bit awkward being fed at this angle, but it was so damn sweet it was perfect.

They stayed in the tub long after the water had gone cool and the bubbles had disappeared. Nathan was like a human furnace, so Cameron was nice and warm as he stayed nestled in his arms.

They ate the strawberries, sipped on their champagne and enjoyed the time together. They didn’t talk much, but then again, they didn’t need to.

When they finally climbed out of the bath, Nathan wrapped Cameron up in a fluffy towel and led him into the bedroom. Cameron was about to suggest that he should massage Nathan as a thank you for the bath when Nathan pulled him close for a deep kiss.

All thoughts of repayment were driven out of Cameron’s head, and he lost himself in the kiss. The next thing he knew he was lying face down on the sheet with Nathan straddling his naked ass. The first touch of Nathan’s slippery hands on his skin sent a shiver of both pleasure and relaxation through him, and Cameron closed his eyes as he enjoyed the sensations Nathan created in his body.

Nathan didn’t cut corners. He rubbed and teased every inch of the back of Cameron’s body. When he finally pulled away, Cameron was positive his bones had been replaced by elastic bands. He thought it was over, but Nathan simply turned him over and started in on his front.

Cameron had gone soft a few minutes into the massage. Nathan’s erection had come and gone, depending on which part of Cameron’s body he was touching at any given moment.

Nathan lavished attention on Cameron’s front side, giving every part of him equal attention, except his cock.

Nathan didn’t touch him there, and by the time Nathan had moved to his thighs, Cameron’s dick was rock hard and leaking pre-cum.

“Please,” Cameron whimpered as Nathan lifted his hands and took them off his body.

“I’ve got you, love.” Nathan shifted his body so he was kneeling between Cameron’s legs, then lowered his head as his fingers sought out Cameron’s hole.

Cameron was so close to coming it only took Nathan a few deep sucks and rubbing against Cameron’s prostate before Cameron came down his throat with a shout.

It was the quickest he’d ever come in his life, but it had also been one of the most powerful orgasms he could remember.

“Oh my god.” Cameron moaned as Nathan lay down with him, holding his body close as Cameron came down from his release.

“I love you.” Nathan kissed his hair and gently rubbed his back.

“I love you too.” Cameron pulled in a deep breath and pressed his face against Nathan’s strong chest. “Did you come?” he asked sleepily. His entire body was both tingling from his orgasm and felt like putty from the massage.

“No, but tonight wasn’t about me. I’d rather get this oil cleaned off you and climb into bed so I can hold you.”

“I know I’m the one who’s all hard line about not spending the night, but maybe we could break that rule?”

“I’d love nothing more.” Nathan kissed his hair and gathered Cameron up in his arms. “Come on. Let’s get into a shower so we can get to the cuddling.”

Cameron sighed contentedly as Nathan picked him up and carried him into the bathroom. He’d thought the night of their picnic on the outlook had been perfect, but tonight was giving it a serious run for its money.
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Chapter Nineteen
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Almost a month after Nathan and Cameron had spent the night together for the third time, Nick texted and asked if Cameron could meet at a coffee shop near his school.

Cameron was curious. They usually texted or talked on the phone, and coffee in the middle of the day wasn’t usually something they did. He asked Nathan if he could pick the kids up from the bus, and when everything was arranged, he headed out to meet Nick.

When he walked into the coffee shop, he got the surprise of a lifetime.

Nick was there, and so was a pregnant girl he assumed was Ashleigh.

“Nick?” he asked as he came up to them.

“Cameron.” Nick jumped up and motioned for him to sit. “Do you want something? I was waiting for you.”

“Sure, medium coffee, milk and sugar please.”

“Got it.” Nick nodded and headed toward the counter.

“Hi, my nephew seems to have forgotten his manners,” he said with a smile as he looked at Ashleigh and offered his hand. “I’m Cameron.”

“Ashleigh.”

Cameron could tell by her voice and the soft way she’d shaken his hand that Ashleigh was a little shy. She wasn’t Nick’s usual type, that was for sure.

“How are you feeling?” he asked. He was still confused as to why he was there, and why Ashleigh was there, but he didn’t want to make the girl uncomfortable.

“Good, better,” she said shyly. “The morning sickness is gone, so that’s a plus.”

“That must make things easier. How is school?”

“Not bad.” She shrugged. “Finals are coming up, so that sucks.”

“I remember those days. What are you studying?”

“Sociology. Nick said you were a teacher?”

“I went to school to be a teacher, but at the moment I’m a nanny.”

Ashleigh gave him a surprised look but quickly covered it up with a smile. “What grade did you want to teach?”

“Elementary school. Up to grade three.”

“Wow. That’s really cool. Do you think you’ll start teaching soon?”

“I’m happy where I am, but I’d like to, eventually.”

“You make good money being a nanny?”

“I do alright.” He gave Ashleigh a questioning look. “Why do I feel like I’m being interviewed?”

“Nick’s told me a lot about you. I was just wondering if it was all true.”

“What did he tell you?”

“That you’re his uncle, but you’re twenty-six. You’re a teacher, and you love kids. He also said you’re gay.”

“That’s pretty much my life,” he said slowly.

Just then Nick came back to the table with three takeout cups in his hands. “Coffee, milk and sugar,” he said as he placed a cup in front of Cameron. “And decaf vanilla latte, no foam,” he said as he handed a drink to Ashleigh and sat with them.

“Thank you,” Cameron said as he took a sip of his scalding drink. “Why did you give Ashleigh the rundown on my life, and why am I here?” he asked as he glanced between the two of them. “I kind of feel like I’m being interviewed for a job I never applied for.”

“You kind of are,” Nick said carefully as he took a sip of his coffee.

“I don’t understand.”

“We wanted to talk to you about our decision.”

“Decision?”

“We’ve decided to put the baby up for adoption.”

“And you wanted to tell me so I could help you talk to your parents about it?” he asked, totally confused.

“Actually, we wanted to talk to you about adopting the baby,” he said slowly.

Cameron just stared at them as he let the words sink in.

“I’m sorry?”

“We can’t raise the baby; we know that,” Nick hurried on. “It’s like you said; we have to do what’s best for everyone, including the baby. But we don’t want it to be raised by strangers, and we want an open adoption.”

“Okay.” Cameron let them talk, his mind reeling.

“I don’t have any family outside of my parents,” Ashleigh said when Nick faltered. “Nick told me about his uncles and aunts, and we talked about it. You seemed to be the best choice.”

“Me?” Cameron shook his head. “Can I ask why me?”

“You’re young. You love kids but don’t have any yet,” Nick answered. “You’re doing well for yourself now, and you’ve got the family behind you if you need help.”

“All that is true.” He nodded.

“And you’re the kind of dad I would want for my baby,” Nick said as he looked at him. “If I could pick someone to raise my child, I would pick you.”

“Wow...”

“I don’t care about you being gay, or what you do for a living. That means nothing to me, to either of us. You’re the best choice because I think you’d be the best dad this baby could ever ask for.”

“And what do you think?” Cameron asked as he looked at Ashleigh. His mind was racing as he tried to process everything. “This is your child too.”

“I think if you’re half as awesome as Nick says, then you would be the best choice,” she answered after a pause. “I want my baby to have a family. I never really had that. My parents are great, wonderful, but they’re getting older. My grandparents all died young. I was always alone, but Nick has this huge family with all these cousins and aunts and uncles, and everyone loves each other.” She smiled sadly. “It’s what I’ve always wanted, and if I can give that to my baby, then I want to do it.”

“How open do you want the adoption,” he asked carefully. “I need to know everything before I can even consider it.”

“Pretty open.” Nick said as he and Ashleigh looked at each other. “You would be the baby’s dad and make the decisions and do the parenting thing, but we’d both want to be active in their life.”

“Active how?”

“Like I want them to know that we’re their birth parents, but you’re their dad. I want to be able to see them and get pictures as they grow up and be there somehow,” Ashleigh said.

“Nick is my nephew,” Cameron pointed out. “If I did adopt the baby, then every family gathering they would see Nick, and he would be around for a lot more than you, just by default. Would you be okay with that, could you handle it?”

“I want them to have the family I never had.” She nodded. “I’m not ready to be a mom, but that doesn’t mean that I’m ready to give them away. I’ll always be their birth mother, and I’ll always want to be a part of their life, but I do want my own kids. When I’m older and married.” Ashleigh pulled a small square sheet of shiny paper out of her purse and handed it to him.

It was an ultrasound photo.

Cameron stared down at it for a moment before picking it up. He'd seen tons of ultrasound photos over his sisters' many pregnancies, but there was something different about looking at a photo of a baby that could be his.

“They looked like a little peanut.” He grinned and picked up the photo.

“That's what we've nicknamed them.” Ashleigh smiled and glanced at Nick, who was beaming at him.

“It's yours.” Ashleigh shook her head as he tried to hand the photo back to her. “No matter what you decide, we want you to have that.”

Cameron slipped the photo in his pocket and then sipped his coffee, more as a distraction and to give himself something to do as he took everything in.

“And Nick, you’d be okay watching me raise your child? You’d be okay to be in the cousin role and not the dad role?”

“It’s the same as Ashleigh said. I want to be a dad, but I’m not ready now. I want to give this baby the best life I can with the best dad I can. I’ll have a family of my own someday.”

“You’re incredibly mature. Both of you,” Cameron said softly he stared at them. “But if I do this, you’ll have to promise me, in writing, that you’ll give up your parental rights and you won’t come after me in a few years when you decide you want to be a mother or a father. I completely understand wanting to be a part of their life and to get updates and visits, but I’m not even going to consider this if I’m just going to be used as a nanny for a few years until you’re ready to be parents and then have to give up a child that I’ve raised. If I adopt this baby, then they become my child, and I would need that declared legally.”

Nick and Ashleigh looked at each other and then nodded at him.

“I’ll sign whatever I have to,” Nick said.

“We’d have to work out the details for both sides, but I’ll do the same.” Ashleigh nodded.

Cameron leaned back in his chair and stared at them.

“I know it’s a lot to take in; your mind must be melting,” Nick said after a long pause. “Mine was while we figured this out.”

“Yeah, a little bit of melting.” He nodded. “This isn’t a decision I can make quickly.” He glanced at the coffee cup that was still clenched in his hand. “I’ll need time to really think about this, figure out details and plan.”

“That’s fine,” Nick said quickly. “Take your time.”

“We were thinking, if you decide yes, you might want to come to the twenty-week ultrasound,” Ashleigh said as she glanced at Nick. “We’ll hopefully be finding out if it’s a boy or a girl.”

“That’s a month from now, right?”

“Three weeks.”

“I can figure it out in three weeks.” He nodded. “I’ll let you know before the scan.”

“Could you keep this between us?” Nick asked. “I haven’t talked to anyone else about this.”

“No one?”  

“I was going to talk to Mom and Dad, but I wanted to make sure you were at least open to it before I brought it up,” he said sheepishly.

“Sure, but you’ll have to tell them soon. I don’t like keeping things from them.”

“I will,” he promised. “After work on Friday.”

“Okay. I’m going to head out,” Cameron said as he picked up his drink. “I have a lot to think about.”

***
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CAMERON FELT AS THOUGH his brain really was melting.

He made it back to Nathan’s in one piece, and as soon as he’d come into the kitchen where they were eating, Nathan jumped out of his chair and hurried over.

“Cameron? What happened, love?” he asked softly, keeping a few feet of distance between them.

“I...I can’t really say this quickly.”

“Are you okay?”

“I think so.”

“You’re not hurt or sick, right?”

“No, just confused as hell.”

“Okay.” Nathan gave him an encouraging smile. “Go to my bathroom and take a bath. I’ll finish up here and get the kids to bed. Then we’ll get you something to eat, and we can talk about it, okay?”

“Thank you.”

“Of course. You’ll be okay until then?”

“Yes, thanks.”

“Is Cameron okay?” Kaitlyn asked from the table, and it was then Cameron noticed that all three kids were staring at them.

“He’s fine. Just very tired tonight. How about we let Cameron take a bath so he can relax and I’ll do bedtime with you guys?” Nathan smiled reassuringly at the kids.

“Okay.” Kaitlyn nodded and went back to her homemade pizza, which was Nathan’s signature meal.

“Go ahead. I’ll come to you when everything’s done.”

Cameron desperately wished he could kiss Nathan but settled for smiling at him.

“Are you going to get us ready for school tomorrow?” Daniel asked as Cameron started to turn around.

“I am. I’m okay, just tired like your dad says.”

Daniel seemed to accept that answer and went back to his plate. Logan was still staring at them, an almost unreadable expression on his face.

Before he could do anything to out them, Cameron turned on his heel and hurried up to Nathan’s room.

***
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THE BATH HELPED HIS body relax but did nothing for his mind. When he was done, he pulled on a pair of Nathan’s sweatpants and one of his hoodies and curled up on the bed. He was swimming in the much too large clothes, but they were comforting.

“Cameron?” Nathan asked as he came into the room. Cameron had no idea what time it was, but it had to be past bedtime.

“Here.”

“What happened?” Nathan asked as he sat next to him and pulled Cameron close. “Is everything okay with the baby?”

“Yeah, but it’s funny you mention the baby.”

“Why? What’s going on?”

“Nick asked me to adopt his baby.”

“What?” Nathan looked down at him in shock.

“I know. My mind is completely blown. He and Ashleigh were there, and they talked about wanting to give the baby a good life and how they thought I was the best choice to be their dad.”

“Wow. That’s quite the compliment.”

“I know, but I’m not sure they’re right.”

“What do you mean?”

“I’m a twenty-six-year-old nanny. What kind of life can I give a baby?”

“You’re a twenty-six-year-old nanny now, but you won’t be forever.”

“True, but it’s a lot to think about.”

“It is. Do you want kids?”

“I do.” Cameron sighed. “I always have.”

“And you’d be okay with raising your nephew’s child?”

“I think so. I like the idea of the baby staying part of the family. That all the cousins and my sisters will be able to watch them grow up. I know the thought of adopting them out to strangers is tearing Cara apart.”

“Do you feel ready to be a dad?”

“They gave me an ultrasound picture. I fell in love with that little peanut.” Cameron smiled. “It's silly, considering I haven't decided anything yet.”

“I know the feeling. The first time I saw any of the kids' ultrasound pictures, I fell a little more in love with them.” Nathan brushed a lock of hair off his forehead. “So, do you feel ready to be a dad?”

“Emotionally, I guess?”

“You guess?”

“I mean, yeah. Emotionally I’m ready. Financially, I’m not so sure.”

“Is it because of your job here?”

“How can I raise a baby if I’m working for you? Living here?”

“You could always look into teaching.”

“But what about my job here?”

“I think it’s time we made things official.”

“What do you mean? I thought we were boyfriends?”

“We are. I mean stop hiding it from the kids.”

Cameron sat up and turned to stare at Nathan. He wanted to tell the kids about them?

“I hate sleeping in separate rooms. They love you—“

“And I love them.”

“I know, and I think it’s time we tell them. You’re not a fling, Cameron. I’m in this for the long haul, and I think we should be a proper family.”

“What do you mean?”

“I want you as my partner, not as my nanny. I want you in my bed and by my side. I want you to be a dad to the kids. I want them to be our kids.”

Cameron’s jaw dropped. Was Nathan saying what he thought he was?

“I want you to live here as my boyfriend.”

“You do?” Cameron asked, almost stupidly.

“I do.”

“What about the baby?”

“That’s your choice. I’d be happy to have a fourth child, but it’s up to you whether you want to be their dad.”

“You’d be okay with me bringing another kid into the family?”

“I would. I know Kaitlyn would love to have a little brother or sister, and the boys would be happy too.”

“Wow.” Cameron shook his head. “This is a lot to take in, all of it.”

“You don’t have to decide anything yet. Just think about it. If you want to adopt the baby, there’s a place for them here, in our family. If you want to do it alone and move into your own place and just date for a while, I’m okay with that too. It’s your call, Cameron. You need to do what’s best for you.”

“What about what’s best for you?”

“You’re what’s best for me, love.” Nathan pushed an errant lock of hair back off Cameron’s forehead. “As long as you stay with me, where you live is your choice.”

Cameron bit his lip as he tried to calm his mind.

“I don’t want to leave.”

“Then stay.”

“I want to adopt the baby. But not as a single dad.” Cameron couldn’t believe he was saying this out loud; it had to be the craziness of the day. It was affecting his filter.

“What do you mean?”

“I want to adopt them as a couple. With you.”

Nathan stared at Cameron, his jaw dropping slightly.

Before Cameron could try and take back what he said, Nathan let out a bark of laughter.

“What?” Cameron asked when Nathan stopped laughing and instead grinned at him.

“You beat me to it.”

“What?”

“I was going to ask you to marry me if you decided to stay. I was going to give you a week to settle and make up your mind about the baby, and then I was going to propose.”

“But I didn’t propose,” Cameron protested.

“You asked me to adopt a baby with you. That’s a proposal in my book.”

“No way.” Cameron shook his head. “Nope. Doesn’t count.”

“You don’t want to get married?” Nathan’s smile fell, and he suddenly looked uncomfortable.

“I do, but I want a proposal. A real one. I’m talking romance and kneeling and the sweeping of me off my feet.” He grinned at Nathan. “And a ring.”

“Well.” Nathan rolled off the bed and went to his dresser. He dug around in one of the drawers for a moment before turning back to Cameron. “This isn’t very romantic, and I’m sure you’re going to stay firmly planted on your feet, but I do have a ring.”

“You have a what?” Cameron’s jaw dropped as he stared at the small velvet ring box in Nathan’s hand.

Nathan motioned for him to get up, and Cameron scrambled off the bed.

“Cameron Adams.” Nathan dropped to one knee in front of Cameron and held up the ring. “I love you more than I ever thought possible. You made me whole after I was sure I’d be broken forever. You’re the brightest part of my day and the best thing I could have ever asked for. You’ve already become part of our family, will you make it official?”

“Oh my god.” Cameron couldn’t help the quiet exclamation that slipped out. This was really happening.

“Cameron, will you marry me?”

Cameron threw himself into Nathan’s arms, almost knocking them both over in his haste. Nathan caught him and held him close, pressing soft kisses against his neck as Cameron tried to find his voice.

“Yes.” It came out as a whisper, but it seemed to be enough for Nathan, and he covered Cameron’s lips with his in a deep kiss filled with all the emotions flowing between them.

“You ready to become a family of six?” Nathan asked softly when they finally stopped kissing. They were still on the floor wrapped around each other, but neither seemed all that inclined to move.

“I am. Are you?”

“I’ve been ready since the day I walked into my living room and saw you sitting on my too tiny sofa.”

Cameron laughed and wiped a few tears from his cheek. “You know we’re going to have to talk about some of the décor in this house.”

“A change is long overdue.” Nathan smiled. “I think we can figure out a way to make this our home, one we can both be comfortable in.”

“And you’re going to have to meet my sisters.”

“I can’t wait.”

“And you’ll have to give me that ring at some point.”

Nathan laughed, only then seeming to realize he was still clutching the ring box in his hand. In one swift movement, he swept Cameron up in his arms and carried him over to the bed.

“I don’t know about you, but that definitely counts as sweeping me off my feet.”

“What about the romance part?” Nathan asked as he set Cameron on the bed and sat with him.

“The proposal speech took care of that part.”

“Then here’s the last element. The ring.”

Nathan opened the ring box, and Cameron gasped. Inside were two wedding bands. The rings themselves were white gold but had a thick yellow gold center that had an intricate design etched into it. They were perfect.

Nathan pulled the smaller of the rings out of the box and slipped it on Cameron’s finger.

“I love you,” he said softly as Cameron pulled the second ring out of the box.

“I love you.” Cameron slipped the ring on Nathan’s finger and then stared at their hands. They were engaged. He was going to marry Nathan, the man he was in love with.

He was finally getting the family he always wanted, and he would have it with the best man he could have asked for.
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