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Author’s Note

I placed the glass of water onto Mr. Dunham’s nightstand. His slightly overgrown, blonde hair fluttered gently on his forehead every time he breathed. I resisted the violent impulse to run my fingers through it. 

The hot ones are always straight, I thought sadly to myself. I crept out of his room and into the hallway. 

“James?” I heard Mrs. Dunham calling. The sound of her heels clicking against the marble floor downstairs echoed through the vast manor. “James, where are you?” 

God, what was she thinking? Her sick husband was asleep, and here she was clip-clopping through the house, bellowing like an opera singer. “Up here!” I said, hurrying down the stairs. 

Mrs. Dunham stopped at the base of the stairs. She wore a black sheath dress and pearls, the chain strap of a Chanel bag over one shoulder. Her ice-blonde hair was done up in a French twist. “I’ll be leaving soon. Make my husband a bowl of cream of mushroom soup when he wakes up. He likes it with a little grated cheddar on top,” she said in a voice that was used to giving orders. 

“Maybe you can ask your cook to do it for you,” I said. I wasn’t sure if she straight-up ignored me or just didn’t hear me when she walked away. “Bitch,” I muttered. 

I didn’t know why I bothered. On my first day, she’d told me to draw the curtains in the formal living room. Not asked, told. I would’ve quit right then and there, if it weren’t for Mr. Dunham. He’d just come back from Africa with some sort of disease that left him completely helpless. I would’ve laughed at the thought of Mrs. Dunham trying to care for him by herself, but his health was no laughing matter. He needed me. 

At least, that’s what I told myself every time I watched his eyelids fluttering in his sleep, coaxed water toward his pursed lips, or wiped his broad chest down with a damp sponge. Unlike his wife, Mr. Dunham said “please” and “thank you,” like I was an actual dignified human being. 

Although I hated the way Mrs. Dunham ordered me around, I knew Mr. Dunham needed to eat. I pretended he was the one who had asked for the soup. I found a can of cream of mushroom in the pantry, hearing his weak voice in my mind as I warmed it over the stove. There was a block of mild cheddar wrapped in paper in the refrigerator. Unable to find a cheese grater, I used a paring knife to shave it over the bowl. I arranged everything on a tray, and even stuck a fresh-cut rose into a glass of water, in case he missed being outside. I carried it upstairs, expecting Mr. Dunham to be asleep still. 

When I walked into his room, he was awake. 

“Hello, James,” he said, smiling. He was sitting up in bed, his back propped up by a stack of pillows. He hadn’t been able to sit up since I’d been hired. Is he getting better already? I thought, a little sadly. 

“Oh, you’re awake,” I said, pausing in the doorway. I felt a little bit of heat in my face. His shirt was halfway unbuttoned, revealing the patch of dark, gray-threaded hair on his chest. I cleared my throat and walked to his bedside. “I brought you some lunch.” 

“Thank you very much,” Mr. Dunham said. His voice sounded much stronger and clearer than before. His eyes glanced appreciatively over the curls of cheddar topping the soup. “Just the way I like it.” 

I chuckled nervously, trying not to stare at his face. His skin had resumed its normal, vivid coloring. I’d never imagined he could be any more beautiful than before, when I watched his smooth, untroubled forehead in his sleep, but now he had an energy that brought fire to his blue eyes. When he looked at me, I suddenly didn’t know what to do with my hands, with my mouth. My fingers twitched against my pockets, and I reached for his water for something to do. “You should rehydrate,” I said stupidly. 

“God, you take such good care of me,” Mr. Dunham said. He took the glass from my shaking hands. The muscles of his neck pulled taut as he drank. I found myself licking my lips as I stared at his bobbing Adam’s apple, imagining how his skin would taste against my mouth. He sighed contentedly when the glass was empty, leaving his lips slightly pink and wet. When he smiled, I realized that I had been staring at his mouth a little too intensely, and jerked my gaze toward the window. 

I heard Mr. Dunham patting the bed. “Why don’t you sit down here beside me?” 

Huh? My head spun a little. I felt my mouth gaping open. Mr. Dunham raised his eyebrows and lifted the edge of the comforter off the bed. “Please, James?” 

I felt a tingle in the base of my spine. I had heard Mr. Dunham say “please” about a million times, but this time was a little different. Please, James? His voice had dropped throatily in the beginning, and I could hear the solid way his tongue shaped the consonants of his words. Please, James? 

Well, since he said please...

I slid in beside him, trying not to put my leg too close to his, but he didn’t scoot over to give me much room. My heart fluttered in my chest when I considered that maybe that was on purpose. I felt a swooping sensation in my stomach when I sank into the plush mattress, feeling the heat that Mr. Dunham’s body had made, smelling his natural scent embedded in the sheets. 

It felt like an entire hour had passed, but in reality the minute hand of the clock hadn’t even moved. Mr. Dunham’s hand moved under the sheets in slow motion, sliding from his lap into mine. My legs jerked at his touch. 

“I don’t know what I would have done without you,” Mr. Dunham said. His fingers pressed against my scrubs, sinking into the flesh of my thigh. A low throb erupted in my groin, and I bit my lip. “It’s been so long since someone had really looked after me.” 

My voice shook as I inhaled a rattling breath. “It-it’s a pleasure, Mr. Dunham.” 

“I hope you don’t mind if I’m a little forward. My energy just returned to me, and I...ah, need an outlet of sorts.” 

I nodded stiffly. “Of course.” 

His fingers walked themselves inside my thigh. “You don’t mind, do you, James?” 

“No, sir.” 

A shock jolted through my skin when his fingers grazed against my package. I felt myself getting hard immediately. Mr. Dunham slid his hand beneath my pants and cupped my hot, hardening cock. I exhaled slowly through my teeth, willing myself not to explode right then and there. 

This isn’t real, I thought as he rubbed me. I gulped and reached into his drawstring pants, closing my hand around his surprisingly large dick. My cock pulsed with heat when he groaned. His wide, hard chest rose when he breathed, shifting his shirt a little more open to reveal his smooth, quarter-sized nipples. 

Goddamn. 

I pushed my face against his, running
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