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License information: 

This ebook is licensed for your personal enjoyment only. The digital file may not be reproduced, re-sold, or given away to others. If you would like to share this book with another person, please purchase an additional copy for each recipient. 

My wife and I put a lot of work into creating these works for you and the payout is small, so please support us by purchasing a copy through your favorite retailer, or reading on Kindle Unlimited or your local library if you’re reading this book and did not purchase it. Or support us on Ko-Fi. Thank you for supporting the queer smut-writing community!
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Welcome, dear connoisseur of warm and toasty literature, and thank you for choosing my writing!

I'm A.E. LeMercier, and I've been writing erotic queer love stories for over two decades (totally started when I was two.) I have a passion for telling earnest tales of romantic and sexual connection between two (or more!) characters, where kinky fuckery empowers those relationships to shine to a physically and emotionally satisfying climax, with heat levels from 4 to 5. I hope you enjoy this tale and many more in the future!

Join my community for new release info, discount codes, sneak peaks, and an exclusive, steamy ebook - free for subscribers! Sign up for my Mailing List 
Or drop a line on Bluesky @A-E-LeMercier.

Happy Reading!

~ A.E. LeMercier
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​Part 1 - The Choosing


​Chapter 1 - Dominic and Jacob
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Dominic Tremaine jumped as the clock in the laboratory began to chime ten o'clock, so caught up in his work that he'd lost track of time. He muttered a curse under his breath, turning down the heat on the developer and hoping the compound wouldn't destabilize before his return. Then he grabbed his bag and hurried from the lab, cursing the familiar ache in his bad leg as he climbed up the stairs and out into the building's small rooftop shrine.

He'd always thought the shrine itself far more elaborate than was strictly necessary, and currently it was even worse. Since the death of Delmi's High Yerucham a year ago, the shrine had been filled with tributes: food, flowers, incense, and even a rare piece of jewelry or vial of perfumed oil. Gifts to console the Divine God of Delmi in his mourning, to encourage the swift choosing of a new High Yerucham from among the country's young men.

The High Yerucham: the country's secular and religious leader, the Voice of God... and God's mortal lover.

The idea had seemed romantic when he was a child. Like a King in a fairy tale, appearing to rescue a peasant girl from her boring, regular life. Sweeping her off her feet and making her his Queen, giving her a magical, wondrous life of beauty and luxury. Even more magical that in Delmi it was a boy, like him, being chosen by the highest of the Angelic Beings that kept their people safe, healthy and prosperous. 

Now he had much more mixed feelings about it. There were many, many young men who aspired to the position, even among his peers, and openly declared that giving sexual favors to God was an easy exchange for the power and prestige of becoming the most powerful person in the country. 

Dominic had to admit that there was a certain kinky eroticism to the idea, but logically, it sat questionably with him. How could he be happy dedicating his life to someone he'd just met in that kind of exchange, even if it was a literal deity?

Plus, Dominic hadn't held much fondness for the church for quite some time. Having to go through the motions of the choosing was an annoyance more than anything else. The old High Yerucham had made no secret of how deplorable their work was, their "unnatural" attempts to "protect human life contrary to God's plan", and his opinion was mirrored by many. So every university had shrines such as this - large, grand, and filled with tribute - so that everyone in his field could do their best to convince the world that their work was not a willful and sacrilegious lack of faith in their Lord and God, Jehudeyah the Divine.

Taking a paper-wrapped honey cake out of his bag, Dominic bowed low to lay it onto the offering plate, then lit a new stick of incense and dropped to his knees on the hassock in front of the altar. Pulling the offering charm from under his shirt, he held the warm medallion in one hand and closed his eyes to recite the offering prayer as he had every night since the death of the High Yerucham.


"Exalted Jehudeyah, gracious protector of all, blessed be thy name. As thou givest thyself to the service of Delmi, I offer myself in pledge to thee, mind, soul and being, to serve thee at thine pleasure. I open my heart and pray for a new High Yerucham, to help guide and protect us all. God is love. Amen."



Then he pressed a kiss to his medallion, bowed forward to touch his forehead to the pavement, and hurried back towards his work.

When he pushed back open the door to the lab, he nearly jumped at the sight of someone at his station. The panic quickly turned to reassurance - then pleasure - as he recognized the dark-haired man as one of his friends and classmates. Jacob glanced over to the door with a warm smile. "I heard your door slam and figured I'd keep an eye on your project for you while you were at prayer."

"Thank you." Dominic gave an apologetic smile, sliding back onto his stool to monitor the developer. "Don't tell anyone I was here this late, okay?"

"Of course not," Jacob reassured. "Wouldn't do the faculty's reputation any favors. But aren't you supposed to be alone for the choosing hour?"

"I was before you arrived," Dominic replied with a teasing smirk. "I'm also supposed to spend the hour in worship and supplication, but here we are."

"You don't think the work we do is worshipful?" Jacob asked, leaning against the counter and regarding him, green eyes curious. There was always a beautiful intensity to his gaze. It often left Dominic feeling flustered and overwhelmed, and he'd had to train himself very fervently over the six months since Jacob had transferred to the faculty to be able to hold the other man's gaze for any extended period of time.

Looking at Jacob still made his stomach flutter with nervous desire. The man was, without a doubt, the most unfairly beautiful person Dominic had ever met: tall with fine features, incredible cheekbones, and what Dominic considered a perfectly proportioned body. Even more unfairly, he was blessed with a delightful personality - intelligent, lighthearted, kind. Regardless of his complicated feelings about religion, more than once Dominic had offered a quiet prayer of thanks to God that Jacob had come into his life.

In the time that he'd been at the university, they'd become fast friends. Dominic had begun to believe - to hope! - that perhaps that friendship was gradually developing into more. More and more he’d catch Jacob watching him when he thought Dominic wasn’t looking, and the quiet adoration in his friend’s eyes was enough to take Dominic’s breath away. 

At the same time it seemed as though Jacob had grown more protective of him, more defensive of his ideas in debates in their class. He seemed to seek out Dominic’s company more and more, inviting casual contact with a hand on Dominic’s shoulder as they walked through the University, or sitting with his thigh against Dominic’s as they worked together. Dominic had yet to work up the courage to do more than follow his lead, but he was fairly certain Jacob would make a move soon. It left him with a soft, shivery feeling of anticipation in the pit of his stomach whenever he saw his friend.

"The church doesn't think this is worshipful." Dominic turned his attention from his thoughts to reply, glancing back to the monitor for a few moments and trying to calm the butterflies in the pit of his stomach. "Our work assumes to contradict the will of the Divine."

Jacob snorted. "Or so said one dead guy. You know, half the things that guy said might as well have come out of Yerucham Geron the fifth, with his tirade against advancements in metallurgy and protective armor. 'Placing a barrier on the body displays only a lack of trust in the strength of The Divine' and all that bullshit. Maybe God wants us to learn to look after ourselves better so he can take a vacation."

"Jacob!"

"What? If you'd been protecting an entire country since the beginning of time wouldn't you want a break, too? Anyway, things changed real fast after Geron died early. Terrell died early, too."

"An early death doesn't mean anything," Dominic said automatically, and Jacob snorted.

"Don't be ridiculous, of course it does. Every major change in opinion in the church was immediately after the early death of the High Yerucham. Why would The Divine continue to extend the life of the Yerucham if he was unhappy with his work?"

Jacob's words were a little too close to sacrilege for comfort. Dominic reached out to touch a hand to his forearm in caution. "Please don't let anyone hear you talk like that. Yerucham Terrell's high priests still hold control."

Jacob shrugged, obviously unconcerned. "The year of mourning is almost over. The Divine will choose a new High Yerucham in a matter of days. Then things will change. You'll see. Anyway, don't tell me you're worried about it, or else you'd be home like a good boy and not here working during the Choosing Hour."

Dominic couldn't help but laugh. "You and I both know that I have as much chance at being chosen as a foreigner."

"Oh fuck that. Maybe someone like you is exactly who we need. Haven't you ever considered the possibility you might be chosen?"

Dominic snorted, shaking his head. "I've never trained in the seminary. I'm in a nearly-heretical field of study, and I'm a cripple. Definitely not The Divine’s type. My brother, he’s the type to be chosen." Thinking of Blake still sent a soft wave of loss through him, though not as strongly as it had when his brother had first left the family to dedicate himself to the seminary.

Jacob shrugged. "Hasn't always been that way. That's just what the seminary says now."

"And you're now the expert on The Choosing?"

"I spent some time studying religious history before I started here. Anyway, you can't tell me that you've never dreamed of being chosen. Everyone dreams of that."

Dominic shook his head, still keeping half his attention on the monitor. When he'd been a child he had, but that had been an ignorant dream, before he'd come to understand the realities of life. "I've never even considered it long enough to entertain it."

"Not even from a logical standpoint? Think of all the good you could do to advance science and medicine."

He knew Jacob was right, but even the mere possibility of becoming High Yerucham felt overwhelming. "No."

"No? The Divine Jehudeyah appears in front of you and asks you to be his consort and you say no?"

"There's a hundred more qualified than me." As the developer finished its cycle, Dominic started punching in commands to ready the compound for safe storage until he could start the next phase of work in the morning. "Are you saying you'd do it?"

"It's a moot point, I'm too old now. Fine then, if not you, then who? Someone in the field?"

Dominic pressed his lips together, considering the question. "If you'd asked me a year ago I would have said my brother Blake, but he's too old now, too. He's been in the seminary since he was sixteen, but he still believes in what we do. I know he's not the only one."

"So you do think there's going to be a change." Jacob's smile looked entirely too smug for Dominic's liking, and he poked Jacob's shoulder playfully.

"Hey, I never admitted that. I'm just saying, you know. That it would be nice if you were right." He slipped off the stool and began to de-stage his work station, carrying the equipment back to its proper place.

Jacob followed, helping. "What if you were the most qualified? Would you do it then? If Jehudeyah himself told you that he'd looked into the hearts of all the young men of age and found no-one more noble or intelligent or beautiful than you. No one else in the land that he wanted to be his Consort and Voice on earth than you. Would you say yes?"

Jacob's words awoke a strong surge of nervous desire in him, and Dominic felt the back of his neck heat. Was that why Jacob had been holding back from romance with him all this time? The possibility that Dominic might be chosen? 

He swallowed, turning back to Jacob and looking up at him, suddenly breathless. "... you really think all that of me?"

"Of course I do. Haven't you realized that by now?" Jacob's teasing smile softened as he looked down on him, and he lifted a hand to trail his fingers along Dominic's jaw. The simple, intimate contact made him freeze, his heart racing faster and his knees going distinctly weak.

"I - I - " Dominic half stammered, trying to find words. How many times in the months since he'd met Jacob had he dreamed of this beautiful man saying things like this? "Jacob, there's so many better than I - "

"So you keep saying. I think we might have to disagree on that point." Jacob's fingers stroked back into his hair, soft and gentle. "So? Would you agree? Or are you just giving lip service to Him when you pray?"

"How could it just be lip service?" Dominic gave a soft, incredulous laugh. "Everything we have - our safety in this country, our industry, our resources - how could I not be thankful for that? I couldn't be so ungrateful as to refuse the appointment. Even knowing my own shortcomings."

Jacob's soft smile grew as he spoke, fingers moving to stoke the back of his neck. "And if you're not chosen?"

Dominic couldn't help but lean in closer to him, feeling the warmth of Jacob's body radiating through his clothes. He knew he shouldn't be with Jacob during the Choosing Hour, let alone engaging in intimate contact, but he’d wanted this too badly for too long to stop himself. "I most certainly won't be."

"Then you can be with me, right?" Jacob's fingers tilted his face up towards him, resting his forehead against Dominic's, and Dominic could feel his breath tease against his skin. "I'd really like you to."

His words made Dominic's pounding heart sing with joy. "Yes. Oh yes. There's nothing I want more than to be with you, Jacob."

Jacob breathed a soft, happy moan in reply, and his friend closed the last few inches between their lips, claiming Dominic's with more desire and skill than he'd ever experienced before. Dominic wrapped his arms up around Jacob's neck and gave himself over to it completely, closing his eyes to the world and focusing solely on Jacob, on the warm strength of his body against him, on the sweetness of his mouth. 

He felt lightheaded and almost overwhelmed with the elation of being with him, but as Jacob kissed him a peaceful strength began to grow in his heart, a warmth that spread through his body in powerful reassurance. Somehow he knew, with complete certainty, that being with Jacob was precisely where he was meant to be.

Then Jacob pulled from his mouth, lips ghosting his jaw as he pulled him closer, his voice low and warm. "I choose you, my love. There's no-one in the world that I want more than you."

He spoke the words with a strangely reverent formality, but it still sent a strange thrill through Dominic's body. Then he opened his eyes, and was immediately overwhelmed by a shock of brilliance and light and warmth that surrounded him completely.

"Don't worry, your eyes will adjust," Jacob murmured against his ear, pressing another soft kiss to his skin. "I’ve accepted your pledge and have fortified you with my love. I'll always take care of you... Yerucham."

~~~
[image: ]


d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





d2d_images/scene_break.png





