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      “How about we stay here tonight and head back in the morning?” Adam asked, leaning back in his chair and scraping the tip of his riding boot up David’s leg under the table. He was feeling lazy and indulgent, and the idea of getting in a helicopter and heading home was about as appealing as taking a swim in an icy lake.


      They were in the guesthouse, seated at an intimate table in the dining room and enjoying a truly lovely dinner. Tall white candles framed the table, casting a warm glow, and there was a crackling fire burning in the fireplace behind them.


      The atmosphere was perfect.


      Adam was not prepared for the way David’s eyes narrowed in suspicion.


      “I agreed to a weekend, Adam.” David’s voice was firm, right up until it wobbled on Adam’s name.


      Adam blinked, looking across the table and trying to figure out what David meant, and then his lips spread in a slow grin.


      “I didn’t mean that we should keep playing pony.” Adam hooked his feet around David’s ankle, squeezing gently with his boots. “I just think that it would be nice to sleep here tonight and then head out in the morning.”


      There was no change in David’s suspicious expression, his leg unmoving in the trap of Adam’s legs. “No more pony stuff?”


      Adam pulled his feet away, sitting up straight and putting on a concerned expression that was at least twenty percent real. “Why, didn’t you have fun this weekend?”


      David, mirroring Adam sat up straight as well, though he didn’t answer.


      Adam felt strange. He knew that if he was going to betray David – to force him to stay on the farm for longer than they’d agreed to – this would be the time to do it.


      It would be so easy. He’d just call Blake and Archie up to the house and order them to tackle David to the ground and put him back in his pony gear. It would be enormously hot – Archie and Blake using their brute strength and intimidating muscles to force David to submit – and Adam could very well picture himself sitting right where he was, cock in hand as he enjoyed the show.


      But he wasn’t going to do that. It wasn’t what he wanted, and that in and of itself was a strange new normal.


      “Well?” he asked when David didn’t answer.


      “I guess,” David hedged. Adam waited patiently for him to continue.


      “I think I liked it,” David said, sounding out the words like he was still trying to figure out how he felt. “But it was way more intense than I expected.”


      “Too intense?,” Adam asked, foot stroking up and down David’s calf.


      David shrugged. “Maybe?”


      He didn’t look sure.


      “It’s not like you have to do it again,” Adam said, taking a sip of his wine. “If it wasn’t fun, we’ll find other things to do.”


      “There are a lot of hot guys here.”


      David’s comment sounded embarrassed, and Adam’s resulting grin couldn’t have been more wolfish.


      “There are,” he agreed, swirling the wine in his glass in lazy circles. “Any favorites?”


      David shrugged, red faced but smiling softly. “Spike and Diablo were pretty terrifying.”


      “But you liked them?”


      Adam nodded.


      “Rex sometimes brings them to the club,” Adam said. “Maybe next time he brings them we could stop by and ask to play?”


      “Maybe,” David agreed. Then he looked up through his lashes like a devious little shit. “I liked the massage. You should do that more often.”


      “I should, huh?” Adam bit his lip, studying David and enjoying the fact that he was his. “Anal beads included?”


      David nodded, shifting in his seat like he could still feel the stretch of the next to last ball pushing him open.


      “I’m not going to say no to that. I love putting my hands all over you.”


      Adam let his voice dip into a growl, making David draw a trembling breath and look up with dark eyes. He lifted his glass from the table, eyes never leaving David’s face, and took a sip.


      “I love it too.”


      David’s voice cracked, and Adam grinned. Lifting his boot up between David’s thighs he pressed his heel between David’s legs, grinding it gently into his crotch, all the while maintaining eye contact.


      David’s hands gripped the table, knuckles white and chest heaving, breaths coming in harsh little pants as his cock hardened under the heel of Adam’s boot.


      “You up for another round?” Adam asked, grinding down harder, making David cry out and reach down to grab the boot between his legs with both hands. “Will you be a good boy for me again?”


      Biting his lips and closing his eyes, David nodded.


      Removing his foot from between David’s legs, Adam rose from his chair. He walked toward the door. When David just sat there he turned around, making his face stern and lowering his voice into a deep baritone.


      “Follow me, David.”


      David rose to follow, haste making him clumsy, and Adam narrowed his eyes. Without having to be told what to do, David sank to his knees and started to crawl. He looked eager and happy, and a little nervous.


      Just like Adam liked him.


      He turned around and headed to the bedroom, confident that David was just a few steps behind.
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      Coming back to the penthouse was weird. They’d borrowed Rex’s helicopter, Archie helping them carry their bags and seeing them off, and now that they were back the whole crazy weekend felt like some kind of hazy fever dream.


      “Good to be back?” Adam asked, coming up behind him and kissing his cheek. He still hadn’t shaved, the rough stubble of two days ago now a short beard that tickled David’s skin.


      “Weird,” David responded, kicking off his shoes and taking off his coat, putting them away in the closet.


      “How so?” Adam asked, doing the same. Under his wool coat he wore a soft looking Henley and a conservative pair of jeans. The Henley hugged his wide shoulders, biceps stretching the fabric of the sleeves, but even so it was a decidedly soft look.


      David missed the tight breeches and tall boots, though he was happy to take a break from the domineering attitude that accompanied them.


      “That place was crazy, and now that we’re back here it doesn’t even seem real.”


      “No?” Adam growled, playfully pushing him up against the wall and kissing him. Firm hands tangled in his hair, tugging just right, a forceful tongue licking into his mouth. He pulled back and smirked. “Maybe I should remind you?”


      “Maybe you should?” David panted, hot excitement pooling in his belly. He reached out and placed his hands on Adam’s waist, sliding his fingers under the Henley and feeling his way up Adam’s muscular back.


      “Yeah?” Adam growled, pushing him harder into the wall and leaning in to recapture David’s mouth. He bit down on David’s lip, hard enough to make him wince in pain, licking into his mouth before he could protest the harsh treatment.


      It was perfect.


      Abruptly, Adam ended the kiss and stepped away. He looked sheepish, hand scratching the back of his neck in a way that showed off his thick bicep beautifully.


      “What?” David asked, lips swollen and cock aching to be touched. Adam reached out and cupped his cheek, thumb sliding over his swollen lower lip.


      It still hurt from where Adam had bitten him.


      “I’ve got to go get changed and go to work,” Adam said, rueful. His eyes roamed up and down David’s body, hungry and dark, like a wolf considering whether or not to stalk his prey. Giving his head a little shake, Adam seemed to make up his mind.


      “I have a meeting in thirty minutes that I really can’t be late for.” Adam’s hand slid from David’s face, down to his chest, fingers finding his nipple through his shirt and giving it a little twist. “I’ll see you tonight. Do you want to do dinner here or out?”


      “I don’t care, either is fine,” David said, miffed. He couldn’t believe that Adam had gotten him revved up like this and was going to leave him hanging.


      The sudden hardening of Adam’s expression caught him off guard.


      “Don’t be pouty,” Adam chastised, pinching down hard on David’s nipple and giving it a cruel tug. “You don’t want to spend tonight getting punished, do you?”


      David shook his head, emphatic. He really didn’t – not after the weekend he’d had.


      “Good. I’ll have my assistant make a reservation for us and send you the details. Sound good?”


      David nodded. Adam was still holding him by his nipple, the pain sharp and urgent, and it was doing nothing to make his cock go down.


      “Good boy.” He released his hold on David’s tortured nipple and patted his chest. “I love you, baby.”


      “Love you too,” David replied, licking his lips. He was tempted to act out, just so that Adam would stay and punish him, the pain in his nipple making him want more.


      Reason prevailed. Adam would leave for work no matter what, and all David would end up with was some kind of horribly uncomfortable punishment later when Adam had the time to really make him regret it.


      Grabbing the bags, David followed Adam into the bedroom. He watched as Adam changed into his suit, salivating at the sight of Adam sliding the silky pants up his meaty thighs and shifting his cock in his briefs a little to the left before zipping them up, not at all embarrassed when Adam caught him staring and smirked.


      “All right, I’m heading out,” Adam said, fixing his tie and walking over to David with a cocky strut. He leaned in for a kiss, but it was just a quick thing and David was left wanting more. “I’ll see you tonight.”


      “Looking forward to it.” David couldn’t hide the longing in his voice.


      Looking over his shoulder, cocky grin firmly in place, Adam replied, “Not as much as I am.”
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      With Adam gone, David’s plan to unpack properly fell apart pretty much immediately. He made a token effort, opening Adam’s bag and rummaging around inside curiously, but when he found nothing interesting he abandoned the effort.


      Feeling hungry, he grabbed his phone – wanting to order something to eat – but after going the whole weekend without being charged, it was dead.


      “Fuck,” David mumbled, looking around for a charger. Usually he used the wireless pad on the dresser, but that would be too slow and cumbersome. He wanted food now.


      He finally found a charger in Adam’s office. Taking a seat behind the imposing desk, feeling a little like he was intruding into Adam’s space, he plugged in his phone and waited for it to charge enough that he could turn it on.


      Adam’s desk was spotless, not a sliver of paper out of place, and as he looked around the room David wondered what it was like to be so put together. It was an uncomfortable thought. David had been born with the same advantages as Adam – wealthy parents, a top education, and endless support – but he’d pretty much squandered it by partying and having fun.


      Looking at the diplomas on the wall, the grown up books on the bookshelf and all the other evidence of someone who not only had their shit together – but who was a master of it – was depressing.


      David didn’t have anything to show for his life – other than a slew of scandals and indiscretions that his mother had barely managed to keep out of the public eye.


      Adam said he wasn’t just marrying David for his family’s business, and David believed him, but it was also true that Adam never would have spared him a second glance if it wasn’t for the fact that he wanted the Belvedere corporation.


      No, more than that. Adam would have actively avoided getting entangled with someone like him.


      Heaving a great sigh, David felt very sorry for himself. It was a startling contrast to the excitement that had been buzzing through his veins just fifteen minutes ago.


      While he sulked, David’s phone had charged enough to turn itself on, announcing its newly awakened state with a cheery little start up jingle. Grabbing it, David was surprised to see that he had a lot of missed calls and messages.


      Most of the missed calls were from Misha, all of them placed between one and three a.m. two nights ago. The missed calls, along with a number of increasingly misspelled texts, made it clear that Misha had forgotten David wouldn’t be available that weekend.


      There were also two missed calls from his mother. He decided to call her back first, figuring that she wanted his input on some sort of wedding detail.


      “David, so good of you to call me back.”


      David rolled his eyes. His mom had called him on Friday evening, and she probably assumed the worst.


      “Hi mom, you called me?”


      “I did. On Friday.”


      Her voice was frosty.


      “I’m sorry. I spent the weekend with Adam at a ranch owned by one of his friends and I forgot my phone in the city.”


      “Oh, you were with Adam? How are his negotiations in Japan progressing? Is the government still stalling?”


      David didn’t have a clue how Adam’s anything business related was going. Adam looked good in a suit, and that was about the extent of David’s knowledge about how his future husband spent his actual work days.


      “I’m not sure,” David said, wondering what Adam thought about how incurious he was. “Adam didn’t want to talk about work.”


      David didn’t think there was anything wrong with his answer, but the long pause after he’d finished speaking made him wonder if maybe there was.


      “What?” he asked, defensive.


      “Did you ask him?”


      The question was all accusation, and David bristled.


      “Asked him what?”


      “How the negotiations were going.” Now his mother sounded exasperated.


      David grit his teeth. He certainly wasn’t about to admit to not even knowing that there were negotiations to ask about in the first place.


      “Yes, and he didn’t want to talk about it,” David lied.


      “That’s worrying. If they were going well he would probably want to tell you.” David’s mother actually sounded like she cared – which she probably did.


      She hadn’t cared about anything David did since he finished high school.


      “Or maybe he just doesn’t like to talk about work when he’s not working,” David said, a lot harsher than he intended.


      His mother’s reaction was exactly as he expected. She sniffed, displeased at his tone, but not willing to argue with him.


      “Either way, that’s not why I called. I need you to get in contact with your wedding planner. Adam’s father and I have agreed to a guest list, but she needs to know if you or Adam want to invite someone we haven’t included. She also needs the name and number of whoever Adam is going to have as his best man.”


      David frowned. “What about my best man?”


      “I already gave her Misha’s number. He’s incorrigible, but he performed well enough at Maybelle’s wedding, so I suppose he’s acceptable.”


      “Who says I’m asking Misha to be my best man?” David asked, annoyed both by the fact that his mother just assumed and by the fact that she was right.


      “Who else would you choose?”


      “I have plenty of people I can ask.”


      David was lying. Misha was his only real friend – and had been since elementary school.


      “But Misha is your best friend. Why wouldn’t you ask him? Are you having a disagreement?”


      David sighed. “No, we’re not. But I also haven’t gotten around to actually asking him yet.”


      “Be that as it may, David. Can you find out who Adam has chosen and forward whatever guests you’re inviting to the planner?”


      “Yes, mom.”


      “Thank you, darling. You should come by for lunch some time this week. Let’s say Wednesday at one.”


      “All right, mom. See you then.”


      David hung up, exhausted. He leaned back, scrolling through his recent calls and calling Misha.


      “What?”


      Misha’s growl made David laugh. He’d completely forgotten that it was ten in the morning and that Misha was likely to be sleeping off a hangover. Come to think of it, that was probably why his mother hadn’t gone harder on him – she was happy he wasn’t sleeping off his own hangover.


      “Sorry, did I wake you?”


      “Yes, you fucker. Now what do you want?” Misha sounded pained, and David laughed. Hangovers were hilarious when you weren’t the one suffering through them.


      “Will you be the best man at my wedding?”


      Misha groaned. “You had to ask me now? Of course I will. Bachelor party will be epic. We’ll do it in Vegas this weekend. Now let me go the fuck back to sleep.”


      “All-”


      Misha hung up the phone before David could finish his answer.


      Grinning, happy and relieved that Misha had said yes, David leaned back in the chair and ordered himself some kimchi pancakes from his favorite Korean restaurant.


      He was glad that he’d called his mother first and then Misha. The latter always put him in a good mood.


      But still, he should probably ask Adam about work when they had dinner later. Not because of his mother – David made it a rule never to comply too easily with her wishes – but because it was probably the kind of thing he should know.


      After all, he wanted his marriage to Adam to be real, and that meant that they had to talk about things that didn’t involve sex and bondage.


      Didn’t it?
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      Adam rushed up the stairs to the restaurant, giving the hostess a brief nod as he scanned the room for David.


      He was late, and if there was one thing Adam hated more than when other people were late, it was being late himself.


      He couldn’t see David, and for once Adam hoped that he was late. It would give him the double pleasure of not being late himself, and having something to punish David for later.


      “Good evening, sir. May I get your name, please?” the hostess asked, polite. She wore a slinky wrap dress and dangerously high heels, and the way she held herself reminded Adam of a sphinx guarding the entrance to a particularly sacred temple.


      “Wentworth,” Adam said, unbuttoning his wool coat and smiling at her. “I’m meeting my fiancé.”


      “Very good, Mr. Wentworth. Mr. Belvedere is waiting for you at your table. If you would follow me?”


      Adam bit back a curse, following the hostess into the restaurant to a secluded table in the back. He handed his coat to the hostess and leaned down to kiss David on the cheek, squeezing his neck briefly before taking a seat.


      “Hi David,” Adam said, loosening his tie and pushing his foot out under the table to let it rest by David’s ankle. “How was your day?”


      David tilted his head and grinned. “You’re twenty minutes late.”


      Adam rolled his eyes. “I was held up in a meeting.”


      “The last time I was twenty minutes late you spanked me,” David said, sounding absolutely delighted. “It doesn’t seem right that you should get off without having to face the same punishment.”


      Adam let his grin sharpen and leaned forward. “Do you want to spank me, David?”


      David shrugged, looking up through his lashes mischievously. “Maybe?”


      Adam had been spanked before, wanting to know what it felt like, and it wasn’t for him. Still, the idea of letting David play master for a little while wasn’t unappealing.


      As long as they never lost sight of who was really in charge.


      “All right. When we get home you can try to put me over your knee.”


      Eyes widening, David poked his tongue out to wet his lower lip. “You’d let me spank you?” Now he definitely sounded like the idea turned him on.


      Adam laughed. “Let you? I didn’t say that. I said that you could try.”


      “What does that mean?” David asked, biting his lip. His handsome face was set in an open and curious expression, and Adam felt a flutter in his stomach. He loved how expressive David was – how he could never hide what he was thinking.


      “It means that you could try to put me over your knee, and that I would fight you. I would win, and then I would tie you up and spank your hole until you understood just how this relationship works.”


      Adam spoke calmly, knowing that his arrogant confidence was entirely warranted – and that David would find it a huge turn on.


      Judging by the way David’s eyes darkened, he was right.


      David swallowed, face flushing as he looked down at his empty plate. Then he looked up and grinned. “Who says you’d win?”


      Adam didn’t say anything, letting his eyes roam up and down David’s body, his mocking expression doing the talking for him.


      David looked away first, grin still in place. He looked around the restaurant, casual and nonchalant, but when he turned his expression back to Adam there was a glint in his eye.


      “We should wrestle.”


      David leaned forward, putting his elbows on the table and staring Adam right in the eye. He was all cocky challenge, and Adam’s cock hardened at the idea of beating that cockiness right out of him.


      The fact that David knew exactly how Adam would respond to a challenge like that only made it more fun.


      “Wrestle?” Adam tasted the word, stroking his foot up and down David’s ankle under the table. “Think you’re up to that?”


      David nodded.


      “I wouldn’t take it easy on you.”


      If David thought that wrestling Adam would be any less uncomfortable or painful than anything else they’d done, he was in for a surprise.


      “I know,” David said. “I wouldn’t take it easy on you either.”


      Adam laughed. “All right. When we get home we’ll wrestle. Winner gets to do whatever they want to the loser for the rest of the night. Deal?”


      Adam held his hand out over the table, like they were shaking on a business deal, and David accepted it readily.


      “Deal.”


      Adam squeezed down on David’s hand, a preview of how he would be treated later that evening, and then let go.


      “You’re so sure you’re going to win, huh?” David said, giving his abused hand a little shake.


      Adam would have responded, but their waiter chose that moment to walk up to their table. He was cute, in an innocent cherub kind of way, and judging by his red face he must have been hanging back and waiting for a moment to interject.


      Adam wondered how much of their conversation he’d heard. Not embarrassed at all he shot the young man his most charming grin.


      “Hello, how are you this evening?”


      “Uh.. I’m good thank you. How are you? Can I get you both something to drink?”


      The question was asked meekly, and in another life Adam would have started planning right then and there how to get the cute little twink into his bed. He knew exactly how he would win him over – bombastic charm and casual displays of wealth – and how he would have made him cry and whimper as he put him through his paces.


      “Just sparkling water for both of us,” David said, picking up Adam’s unopened menu and handing it to the waiter, along with his own. “And we’ll both have the halibut. Thank you.”


      The waiter snatched the menus and turned on his tail, and Adam would have laughed if not for the seething look David was sending him.


      “What if I don’t want the halibut?” Adam asked, tilting his head and enjoying David’s jealousy. It had caught him completely off guard, but it was absolutely delightful.


      Adam was enormously possessive of David – he would kill anyone who touched him without Adam’s express permission – and it was nice to see the feeling returned.


      “You should have thought about that before flirting with the twink.” David sounded furious.


      “I was just being polite,” Adam said. He reached up and removed his tie, rolling it up and stuffing it in his pocket. “Are you jealous?”


      “It’s rude,” David said, though he seemed like he was calming down.


      “Sorry.” Adam tried to sound sincere, but he knew he wasn’t successful.


      “So is that the type you usually go for?” David asked, trying for causal and failing miserably. All at once Adam understood. David wasn’t so much jealous of Adam as he was worried that Adam had a type and he wasn’t it.


      “Breakable? Likely to cry when I fuck them?” Adam shrugged. “Sometimes.”


      David rolled his eyes. “You’re such a pig.”


      “You love it.” Adam hooked both feet around David’s ankle and held it trapped. “I’m a mean bastard and you can’t get enough of me.”


      David laughed. Then he looked toward the direction their waiter had disappeared to. “Do you really think he would cry if you fucked him?”


      Adam licked his lips, not sure how honest he should be. Even though he’d introduced David to his club and the debauched mess that was Rex’s farm, he still got the impression that David didn’t really know how fucked up and cruel he could be.


      “If I was feeling mean, sure,” he said.


      “And would you feel mean, if you were going to fuck him?” David asked.


      Adam wondered if he was planning something with the waiter. He wouldn’t be opposed to the idea, necessarily, but the kid wasn’t the kind of person Adam would want to be nice to – and he had no interest in showing David what that looked like.


      “Probably,” Adam answered, noncommittal.


      “Meaner than you are with me?”


      Adam wondered where David was going with this.


      “Maybe,” Adam shrugged. “Maybe not. Either way, I’m not interested in him. I have you.”


      “You have me,” David confirmed. He ran his free foot up against the side of Adam’s dress shoe.


      Fond and content, Adam stared at David across the table. “Don’t need more than that.”


      Blushing, David grinned.
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      After that, the whole meal felt like foreplay. Adam couldn’t wait to get David home where he would have him at his mercy.


      David was going to suffer.


      Adam had planned out his first few moves – knew exactly how he was going to hold David down and twist his body back – the mental images making his cock throb in time with his pulse.


      “You ready to get out of here?” he asked when they’d both finished eating. The halibut had been good, but Adam hadn’t really paid attention to his food, too busy eye-fucking David over the table.


      Their poor waiter had only gotten more flustered as the meal progressed, and Adam was wondering if they’d scared him off.


      “Are you ready to go down?” David shot back, like he actually stood a chance of winning in any kind of fight with Adam.


      “Are you ready to cry like a little bitch?” Adam countered, cocky and arrogant and reveling in his own power.


      David swallowed, a hint of nerves creeping into his expression, but then he visibly psyched himself up and scoffed. “You’re the one who’s going to be crying like a bitch.”


      Adam’s laugh was entirely unfeigned. He reached for his wallet and put a few hundreds on the table before standing up and looking down at David.


      “Come on, hotshot. Let’s go home and see what you’re made of.”


      Adam put his hand on David’s neck, holding him down in the chair, enjoying the way he loomed over David. He was being purposefully intimidating, and judging by the way David licked his lips, it was working.


      Giving David’s neck a final warning squeeze, Adam turned and headed toward the exit. David scrambled to follow, half running to catch up with him, and once he did Adam pulled him under his shoulder and hugged him close to his body.


      “Let me go,” David mumbled, looking around and Adam practically put him in a headlock right there in the middle of the restaurant. No one was looking at them that Adam could see, but if he continued like this it wouldn’t be long before people paid attention.


      “Say uncle,” Adam demanded, voice soft.


      “No!” David struggled to get out from under Adam’s bicep, but it was useless. He couldn’t really fight unless he wanted to make a scene – and David was even more adverse to that than Adam.


      “Say it!” Adam grinned, keeping his voice low and speaking into David’s ear.


      “Fine, uncle,” David said, his admission of defeat going right to Adam’s balls. He kissed the top of David’s head and let him go.


      “Good boy.”


      Blushing furiously, David followed Adam out of the restaurant and to the sidewalk. The valet pulled up with the car just a few seconds after they exited, and Adam had to admire how efficient they were. He decided to double his usual tip.


      Rather than head directly home, Adam took a slight detour, pulling up into the parking lot of a Dick’s Sporting Goods store.


      “What are we doing here?” David asked, unbuckling his seatbelt and following Adam into the store.


      “If we’re going to wrestle we need wrestling singlets, don’t you think?” Adam said, clapping David on his back.


      Heading toward the clothing section, the two of them got a few weird looks from the staff as Adam started rifling through the wrestling singlets, David standing behind him like a bashful teenager.


      “How about this one for you?” Adam asked, holding up a white compression singlet. “You look good in white.”


      “Sure,” David agreed, snatching it and looking around like an underage teen who had snuck into a sex store. “Great. Can we leave now?”


      “Not a chance. What about this one for me?” Adam held up a navy blue singlet with white stripes on the sides. “Think I’d look good in this?”


      David nodded. “Amazing. You should buy it so that we can leave.”


      “What’s your hurry?” Adam asked. He looked around, lips curving up at the sight of a whole section dedicated to football gear. David would make for a sexy quarterback.


      “It’s embarrassing,” David hissed. “You’re not supposed to treat sporting goods stores like they’re fucking fetish outlets!”


      “Why not?” Adam asked, heading over to the football gear. “This stuff is hot.”


      While Adam was looking for a pair of football pants – wanting something without too much padding – one of the employee’s came up to them. He was maybe a decade older than Adam, with thick arms and wide shoulders that filled out his blue polo shirt beautifully. His thighs likewise stretched the legs of his tan khakis, his crotch sporting an impressive bulge.


      Adam thought he recognized him, though no name came to mind, and after a few seconds it clicked. The man worked as a dom at The Blue Room.


      “Can I help you gentlemen?” he asked, his voice deep and stern. Adam grinned, nodding and turning to David.


      “That would be great. I want to get this guy a full football uniform. Helmet, shoulder pads, crop top, padded pants, cleats – the whole works.”


      “I can help you with that,” the handsome man said, turning to David. “Are you getting back into the game? You look like you’ve kept in shape.”


      “I’m-” David started to answer, but Adam cut him off.


      “Oh no, I just want to fuck him while he’s wearing it. It’s a fantasy and since we were coming here anyway, I thought why not get the gear.”


      David swung his head around to stare at Adam with open-mouthed horror. His face paled, going gray, and then it slowly turned so intensely red that Adam worried his whole head might pop.


      “I’m not- That’s a joke,” he sputtered, looking between Adam and the daddy dom employee with wide, pleading eyes. “He’s just kidding.”


      “Don’t be embarrassed,” the man rumbled, clapping David on his shoulder with a huge paw masquerading as a hand. “Nothing wrong with wanting to have a bit of fun.” He looked to Adam. “So I’m guessing the way it looks is more important than how much protection it actually offers?”


      “That’s right,” Adam agreed. “Think slutty quarterback bending over for the whole team.”


      David clapped his mouth shut, looking at Adam with sheer fury. Adam tilted his head. “What, you’re not going to dress up for me? If I got a whole team of football players together and told them to tear you a new one, you wouldn’t say thank you, sir and bend over?”


      “I wouldn’t-”


      “Nobody likes a liar, boy,” the employee said, crossing his arms and glaring at David.


      Adam was impressed. He remembered the guy being one of the softer doms – spending more time on aftercare than he did making the subs cry – but now he was playing along perfectly.


      Adam wondered if he still worked at the club.


      David blinked, and then his eyes narrowed and he turned on Adam. “You fucking set this up!” he hissed. “He works for you!”


      Adam shook his head. “He really doesn’t.”


      “David turned to the man. “You actually work here?”


      “I do.”


      David just stood there.


      “I recognized him from The Blue Room,” Adam said, putting David out of his misery. He didn’t want David too traumatized by social embarrassment. He turned to the dom. “Do you still work there?”


      “I do a few scenes,” the employee said. He was grinning, flashing perfectly straight white teeth. “Though not as many as before. My sub and I are exclusive.”


      Adam nodded. That would explain why it had been a while since he’d seen the man. There was far less demand for doms who would only work with one person.


      “I’m Stephen,” the man said, holding out a massive paw for David to shake. “Nice to meet you.”


      “Nice to meet you, too,” David said, his face slowly returning to its normal color.


      “So, slutty quarterback, eh? I’ve got a pair of pants here that will do just the trick.”


      Adam stood back and watched as Stephen helped a still mortified David assemble a whole football uniform. When they had all the pieces, Stephen marched him toward the changing room, Adam following behind and enjoying the show.


      David tried on three sets of pants before they found a pair that looked slutty enough, and pretty soon Stephen had helped them assemble the whole uniform. With the tight pants – too small to play for real but perfect for the kind of games Adam wanted to play – along with a pair of shoulder pads, a crop top, cleats and a helmet, David looked delectable.


      “I look ridiculous,” David complained, looking down at his bare midriff. The crop top clung to his shoulder pads, making his already wide shoulders look ludicrously huge.


      “You look fuckable,” Adam corrected. “It’s perfect. Thank you, Stephen.”


      “My pleasure,” Stephen said, casting an appreciative eye over David’s body. “Anything else I can help you with?”


      Adam was tempted to get some more uniforms – David would make a perfect lacrosse jock – but his cock was hard and he was looking forward to absolutely destroying David in the wrestling ring.


      “No, this is enough for today. We’ve got to get home.”


      “Yes, sir,” Stephen said, grinning. “I’ll be by the register if you need me.”


      Adam waited outside the changing room while David got back into his suit, trying to get his cock to go down enough that he could head back out to the store without being indecent. It was a losing battle, and so he resorted to holding the singlets over his waist and letting them hang down over his crotch to hide his bulge. When David was changed back into his suit, they headed to the register to pay.


      “I can’t believe you,” David said when they were back in the car, three big bags with the Dick’s Sporting Goods logo on them in the back seat. “That was so mean.”


      Adam smirked and gave a little shrug. “I couldn’t help myself. You’re just so cute when you’re flustered.”


      The comment made David blush and look out the window. When he spoke his voice was fond. “You fucking jackass.”
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      When they got back to the penthouse David had mostly gotten over his embarrassment – though he still couldn’t believe that Adam had basically pranked him. It was just so childish.


      Carrying the bags from the store, Adam handed David the white wrestling singlet. “Go get changed and I’ll meet you in the gym. I’ve just got a few things I want to get ready before I grind your face into the mat.”


      Adam’s voice was cocky, and when he spoke he leaned just an inch too far into David’s space, crowding him. It was an unsubtle display of dominance, and it went right to David’s cock.


      David rolled his eyes, hiding the frisson of excitement that swooped through his belly. He knew that he stood no chance of beating Adam – the man had been a college wrestler, for fucks sake – but he still wanted to try.


      There was nothing more fun than pitting himself against Adam and losing. Adam was a beast, brutal when his dominance was challenged, and David couldn’t wait to be put in his place.


      It was going to be amazing.


      Taking the white compression singlet to the bedroom, feeling Adam’s eyes burning into his back, David took off his suit and pulled the stretchy fabric over his legs, pulling the straps over his shoulders and adjusting the singlet so that it fit as comfortably as possible. It was a size too small, but David was pretty sure that was intentional.


      He wondered how rough Adam would be with him. Adam had put him in various wrestling holds before – squeezing him between his thighs, putting him in a camel clutch – but they’d never wrestled for real.


      Heading down to the gym, Adam nowhere in sight, David hoped he wasn’t making a mistake. Adam could be extremely cruel when he was enjoying himself, and David knew that if he let himself go he could really damage him.


      But Adam wouldn’t. He’d hurt him and humiliate him, taunting, teasing and comforting him in equal measure, but not so much that David wouldn’t want to come back for more.


      David was sure of it.


      Walking into the home gym, David found it empty. The free weights were all in their racks along the side of the wall, the weightlifting bench and treadmill both facing the window. David had spent countless hours in the room, working out while blasting music through the overhead speakers, but now it seemed like a whole new space.


      Checking himself out in the mirror, flexing a little and making faces at himself, David saw Adam’s reflection come up behind him.


      “We don’t have a mat, but the floor is pretty soft so we should be okay,” Adam said, looking intimidating in his navy blue singlet. He walked up behind David and put his hands on his waist. “You look hot.”


      “You too,” David said, looking at the two of them in the mirror. Adam was taller and wider than him, looming and bursting with power, huge hands rubbing up and down David’s waist like he was testing to see where he wanted to strike.


      Shuffling forward, Adam pressed his body right up against David’s back, nose nuzzling down behind David’s ear, feet positioned on either side of David’s.


      Unlike David who was barefoot, Adam wore black wrestling boots laced up almost to his knees. The sight of his own bare feet between Adam’s boots somehow drove home the point that this was not going to be an equal match.


      “Are you sure you want to do this?” Adam asked, hands tightening on his waist.


      “You mean beat you, old man?” David taunted, like a matador riling up a bull. “Yeah, I’m sure.”


      “Little fucker.” Excitement laced Adam’s words, his voice dipping into a growl. “I’ll show you.”


      David was completely unprepared when Adam spun him around and bent down, somehow lifting him up so that he was lying across his shoulders parallel to the ground. He was held in place with a hand on the back of his neck and another one on the inside of his thigh, his midsection curling around Adam’s head as he struggled to make sense of what had happened.


      “Is this how you beat me, huh?” Adam growled, pulling David’s head and thigh in, making his body bend like it wasn’t meant to be bent.


      Before David could grit out a response, Adam flipped him around and slammed him down on the floor, his back connecting with the soft laminate and knocking the breath right out of his body.


      Adam didn’t give him a second to recover, dropping down on top of him, knees on either side of his chest. “Little fucker,” he grunted, grabbing David by the hair and pulling his head up and crushing it into his crotch.


      David’s first breath when he finally managed to breathe was ripe with the scent of Adam’s crotch, the hard line of his cock pressed flush against his nose.


      Adam ground his hips forward, the pressure on David’s face – on his nose – downright painful.


      “I thought you were going to beat me, David?” Adam taunted, sitting down on David’s chest and shifting his feet up so that his meaty thighs bracketed David’s head. He brought his thighs together, crushing David’s skull in a vice-like trap of muscle that felt like his head was going to pop. “Come on, you little bitch, show me some moves.”


      David couldn’t even talk, let alone do anything with his body. Adam was a heavy weight on his chest, thighs trapping his head, and all David could do was lightly flap his arms.


      He was in heaven.


      “No? You don’t want to?” Adam said, keeping up his taunting trash talk as he released David’s head from between his thighs and flipped him over onto his stomach. Manhandling David faster than he could keep up with – let alone counter – Adam then grabbed him under the arms and hoisted him up into a brutal camel clutch.


      Crouched over him, feet planted on either side of his waist, Adam held David’s torso up off the floor in a way that made his back scream in agony. He flapped his arms, trying to dislodge Adam’s grip, but Adam neatly moved his arms over his legs, effectively immobilizing him.


      “Show me what you’ve got,” Adam barked, pulling him up further and moving his hands to David’s neck. The pressure on his Adam’s apple made him choke, but rather than let him go Adam just shifted his grip slightly.


      “Come on, baby, you can do better than this,” Adam said, voice low and encouraging. He moved his hands up, strong fingers inching their way into David’s mouth, pushing inside and pulling on his cheeks as he maintained the brutal camel clutch. “I’m not going to let up until you start fighting back.”


      David whimpered, his whole body feeling like it was being stretched past its limit, his rock hard cock throbbing against the soft floor.


      Whimpering, Adam’s fingers filling his mouth, David couldn’t do anything but wait for Adam to let him go.


      Adam didn’t, and as the seconds ticked by, the pain in David’s back went from awful to agony. He keened, high pitched and begging, but Adam just laughed.


      “Does it hurt, you little bitch?” Adam laughed, squeezing David’s cheeks and moving his head back and forth. “Is this how you beat me?”


      Finally, Adam released his grip on David’s head and let him flop down to the floor. Panting, David thought he was getting a break, but Adam planted his knee down on his back and grabbed him by the neck and yanked him right back up off the floor.


      It hurt, and once again David’s hands flailed as he tried to figure out how to get out of Adam’s hold.


      “Fucking weak,” Adam grunted, yanking him up harder and making him cry out. “I wasn’t expecting much, but this is pathetic. Fight me!”


      “I can’t,” David whimpered, not even considering any kind of trash talk. His cock was still rock hard, Adam’s weight on his back grinding it into the floor, but he was also right at his limit of what he could take. “Please stop!”


      “You want me to stop?” Adam dropped him down, and this time David knew better than to think he was getting a break. “I thought you wanted to wrestle? Come on, wrestle me, bitch!”


      Closing his eyes, David made another token effort to combat Adam’s manhandling, but it was no use. Adam squeezed, stretched and lifted him with brutal enthusiasm, putting him in a series of more and more painful holds until David was a whimpering mess.


      David hadn’t even realized he was off the ground when Adam slammed him to the floor, stomping down on his abs with the heel of his boot and standing over him like a conquering villain.


      “Have you had enough?” Adam asked, looking down at him.


      David nodded, wheezing out a pleading, “Enough, please. I yield. You win.”


      Adam considered him, boot still firmly planted on his belly, cock making a massive bulge in his sweat soaked singlet.


      “What was that?” he asked, grinning as he ground his foot down.


      “You win!” David repeated, hands moving up to grip Adam’s ankle. The way Adam was stepping on him hurt.


      “I what?” Adam moved his boot down to David’s crotch, nudging the line of his erection where it lay flush against his abs under the singlet.


      “You win,” David panted, Adam’s boot prodding at his erection reminding him that he was still hard. “I submit.”


      “Yeah, you do,” Adam said, removing his foot and crouching down, stroking David’s face tenderly. “Because you’re what?”


      David didn’t hesitate, looking up at Adam with his most submissive expression. “A little bitch.”


      “That’s right,” Adam said, tracing David’s lips with the tip of his index finger, pushing inside and stroking over his teeth. “My little bitch.”


      Closing his eyes, David let Adam do as he pleased.
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      Adam thought that he’d struck the right balance between brutal and having fun, and judging by the way David was sucking in his finger, he hadn’t done anything to kill the mood.


      It had been tempting, when he had David in an upside down bearhug, to piledrive him into the floor, but Adam had held off in the last minute and instead put David in a similarly painful if not as dangerous backbreaker.


      “Stay there,” Adam commanded, pushing his hand down on David’s throat to emphasize the command. “I win, and that means I get to play with you.”


      “In here?” David asked, looking around the small home gym.


      “That’s right,” Adam confirmed, opening the door to the hallway and grabbing the small duffle bag he’d left right outside the door.


      He’d come prepared.


      “What’s in the bag?” David asked, looking up at Adam as he moved to stand behind his head, looming large above him.


      “Toys,” Adam replied, sitting down so that David’s head was between his legs. He put his thighs over David’s arms, pinning them down so that David was trapped.


      “What kind of toys?” David asked.


      “The fun kind,” Adam said, giving David’s cheek a few light slaps before ordering him to lift his knees to his chest.


      “Like this?” David asked, folding his legs and lifting his knees up.


      Adam’s only answer was to grab him behind his knees, scooting back a few inches and pushing David’s knees down so that they were touching the floor on either side of his head. Shifting his legs, Adam moved his thighs over the back of David’s knees, pinning them too and leaving David bent in half with his ass in the air and no way to get free.


      “There we go,” Adam said, slapping David’s ass with both hands, gripping them and massaging the exposed cheeks. He reached into his bag for some scissors, pinching the singlet over David’s hole and making a small cut. Once the lycra was ruined, Adam tore the hole bigger, exposing David’s tight little opening. He rubbed his finger over the pink little hole, tracing the rim, marveling at just how wide the innocent looking little hole was about to stretch.


      “Um…” David made a noise, his voice muffled by the cramped position of his head, but the tone of his voice caught Adam’s attention.


      “Yes?” Adam said, raising his thighs slightly and letting David’s body unbend just a little. He kept on rubbing over David’s hole, testing and probing.


      “I haven’t cleaned myself out today,” David mumbled, embarrassed.


      Adam stared down at him, incredulous. He let David unbend even more and stared down at his face.


      “You what?”


      “I didn’t know we were going to play!” David defended himself. “It’s not like we planned this.”


      Gritting his teeth, Adam was tempted to give David the worst enema of his life. He had a whole bag full of large rubber toys right there, and he’d planned on sticking at least half of them in David’s hole.


      Enemas took time, and Adam wanted to play now.


      Which… Adam reached into the bag, rummaging around toward the bottom and grinning when he found the slim leather folio of his sounding kit.


      “That’s all right. If you didn’t think ahead and realize that I would want to play with your hole, I’ll just have to make do with your cock.”


      Reaching into his bag, Adam withdrew several lengths of soft nylon rope and started tying David’s wrists to his ankles. Once he had David’s wrists attached to his ankles, he wrapped the rope down, tying his forearms to his legs, leaving him on his back with his legs in the air like a turtle turned on its back.


      “What does that mean?” David asked, wriggling his body as Adam worked. Adam didn’t punish him for the movement, figuring he was just testing to see how much he could move with the way Adam had tied him up.


      “It means that instead of stuffing your ass, I’m going to stuff your cock. We’re going to open that little piss-hole wide open.”


      David’s cock, still trapped under his tight singlet, visibly throbbed at Adam’s threat of stuffing it full. Adam grinned, standing up and moving between David’s spread legs, putting his boot down on the cock in question, just holding it there for a second while he stared down at his captive.


      David stared back at him, eyes wide and hungry, biting his lip as he waited for Adam to do as he pleased.


      “What’s your safeword?” Adam asked, pushing down harder and making David wince. He angled his foot so that he could put pressure on David’s balls, making him cry out.


      “Red!”


      “Good boy,” Adam said, removing his foot and sitting down between David’s legs. Grabbing his sounds and a tube of sterilized lube, he settled in for the long haul.
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      David grit his teeth, wondering how much more his poor cock could take. Adam had started small, lubing up a slim metal rod and letting gravity push it down David’s urethra, but he’d barely finished inserting it before moving up a size.


      David had lost count of how many sounds Adam had put inside of him after that, but they were well past ten.


      “You can take it,” Adam growled, pinching the head of David’s cock between his fingers as he worked a particularly fat sound into his piss-slit. The sound was ribbed, David’s piss-slit opening up and closing down on each ridge as Adam pushed it down, and David had to stop himself from crying out at the strange and intense sensation.


      “Oh my god,” he mumbled, clenching his hands and straining his neck to stare down the length of his body so that he could see what Adam was putting inside of him.


      The sound was even bigger than he’d thought. The underside of his cock bulged, each ridge visible through the flesh of his penis, and still Adam kept on pushing it deeper.


      “All right, I have something you’re really going to like,” Adam said, yanking the sound out and making David scream. He reached for a metal rod with a series of bumps on it, and a small ball on the tip.


      The sound had a wire sticking out the other end connected to a little box, and David knew that this was going to be wonderfully awful.


      He was right. Adam slathered the sound with lube, sliding it in the palm of his hand like he was jerking it off, and then he pressed the rounded ball on the tip against the opening of David’s cock.


      It wouldn’t go in. David grit his teeth as Adam pinched the head of his cock, opening up his piss-slit, not at all prepared when the round little ball pushed inside.


      He’d never felt so stretched. The ball was hard and completely unyielding, forcing his urethra to stretch in ways it wasn’t meant to, and David would have screamed if he wasn’t holding his breath.


      “Breathe, baby,” Adam said, pushing the ball deeper into his cock. It slid down, inch by agonizing inch, moving down his shaft and into the base of his cock until it nestled right up against his prostate.


      All at once David understood what was going to happen, but that didn’t mean he was prepared when Adam grabbed the box at the end of the wire and flipped the switch.


      The whole sounding rod started to vibrate, intense and buzzing, with the most powerful vibrations coming from the little ball nestled right up against his prostate.


      Bound limbs contracting, David tried to roll away from the intense sensation, but Adam put his big hand down on his groin and held him down. There was no escape, and David could feel himself careening toward the edge of orgasm.


      He did not want to come while the evil sound was blocking his cock.


      “Come on, little bitch. Show daddy how much you like this.” Adam’s voice was smug and arrogant, and he wrapped his hand around David’s stuffed cock and started jerking him off.


      It was too much. David couldn’t stop the orgasm that ripped through him, a bright, sharp pain that was all pleasure, Adam squeezing his cock around the sound and preventing any of his load from shooting out.


      “Please!” David keened, struggling as much as he was able, head twisted to the side and cheek pressed into the soft linoleum. He didn’t know how to handle this kind of sensation.


      “Oh we’re just getting started, baby,” Adam laughed, moving the sound up and down, making David’s gut clench and his whole body feel like it was on fire.


      It was too much.


      “Please!” he repeated, trying to close his legs, his bound limbs making it impossible. “It hurts!”


      “Don’t be a crybaby,” Adam mocked, still fucking the sound in place. “You can take way more than this.”


      “I can’t,” David pleaded. There were tears running down his cheeks and he felt like he was coming apart, every second an unbearable agony that he never wanted to end.


      “This isn’t even the mean one,” Adam said, pulling the sound out slowly and putting it down next to all the other rods that had been inside of David. He reached into his folio and pulled out a new sound. “This is the mean one.”


      David was breathing hard, every inch of him from his cock to his prostate sore and tender. Blinking tears from his eyes he stared at the black rubbery tube with a series of bumps and ridges that Adam held up for him


      That couldn’t possibly go into his cock. It had to be wider around than the ball, and that wasn’t even taking into account the bumps and ridges.


      “It vibrates,” Adam explained, placing the tip of the monstrous sound against his cock. David flinched, even that gentle touch too much. Adam ignored him, circling his piss slit with the rubber sound. “But that’s not why I like it.”


      David didn’t say anything. His cock already felt open and hollowed out, stretched, and he shuddered to think how he’d feel after having that monster inside of him.


      “Aren’t you going to ask why I like it?” Adam asked, working the tip of the sound into David’s piss-slit. It wouldn’t have gone in before, but now David’s cock opened up with just a hint of resistance. He nearly blacked out at the intense sensation.


      “Why?” David croaked.


      “Because it’s inflatable, baby.” Adam shoved the sound deeper, David’s cock bulging obscenely as it accepted the evil rod inside of itself.


      David had to have misheard. He knew that Adam had a thing for inflatable plugs – knew that he was an evil bastard when he had a pump in his hand – but surely he couldn’t plan to do that to David’s cock.


      It wasn’t built for that kind of stretching.


      “You’re not going to…”


      David trailed off as Adam removed a small pump and connected it to the end of the sound by a little rubber tube.


      “Let’s get this beauty inserted properly,” Adam said, taking David’s cock in hand – which somehow was still hard – and pushed the length of the rubber sound down into his cock.


      David could feel it nudging his prostate, and every time he moved even just an inch his whole body flinched. It felt like poking an open wound – a pain unlike any other.


      “There we go,” Adam said, pressing his thumb on top of the sound to keep it in place. “Now ask daddy to make it bigger.”


      David grit his teeth, trying to keep himself from flying apart. He didn’t have it in him to beg for more.


      He couldn’t.


      “Ask daddy to make it bigger,” Adam repeated. He let go of the pump and found David’s balls, wrapping his fist around them and squeezing.


      David bucked, his trapped legs shaking, and started to cry. Great big heaving sobs wracked his body as he endured Adam’s torment.


      And still his cock was hard.


      “You think a few tears are going to make me be nice?” Adam asked, twisting his hand and yanking David’s balls away from his body.


      “Make it bigger, daddy!” David screamed, the pain shooting up his groin like he was being stabbed.


      Adam let go, patting his thigh approvingly. “That’s my boy. I’ll fill your slutty cock to bursting, don’t you worry.”


      He grabbed the pump, squeezing down slowly and making the rod inside David’s cock grow even thicker.


      “I can’t!” David cried, trying to rock from side to side so that he could dislodge the horrible thing inside of him.


      “You can,” Adam insisted, pumping more air into the sound.


      David didn’t know what happened. One minute he was crying and trying to get away, and the next he felt like he was waking up from a dream. His cock still felt sore and awful, but the horrible fullness was gone.


      Blinking, he realized that his head was in Adam’s lap and that his arms and legs had been untied.


      “What happened?” he asked, his voice hoarse.


      “You passed out,” Adam said, looking not even a little worried. He stroked David’s cheek with the back of his hand, fingers moving down to scratch under his jaw. “I guess it was a bit too much for you.”


      “You put an inflatable sound into my cock,” David said, tasting the words.


      “And when I turned on the vibrations you fainted,” Adam said, still stroking him.


      “You’re evil,” David said, leaning into the touch. “That was the most horrible thing I’ve ever felt.”


      Adam just grinned. “Did you like it?”


      Closing his eyes, David nodded. God help him, but he’d loved it. It was too much and not enough. The tenderness of the pain Adam had inflicted was exquisite.


      “I’m fucked up.” David couldn’t bring himself to be too upset about that.


      “I like that you’re fucked up,” Adam said, grinning down at him. “Now, are you ready for more?”


      David stared up at him with horror, and Adam laughed. “I’m just kidding. We’re done for tonight.”


      David shifted his body up, turning around and burrowing his face into Adam’s lap and breathing in the comforting scent of his body.


      “Pet my hair,” David demanded, making himself comfortable. Adam chuckled, obliging him.


      David couldn’t imagine anywhere he’d rather be.
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      Adam still hadn’t come, and David lying with his face practically cuddled up against his cock was only making him harder.


      “Mouth on my cock,” Adam commanded, pushing David’s head slightly to the left so that his mouth came to rest right next to where the head of his cock was trapped under his singlet.


      He didn’t need to tell David what to do. Without prompting, David opening his mouth and started sucking on Adam’s cockhead through the stretchy lycra, tongue lapping at the ridge of his crown with eager little licks.


      “That’s it,” Adam growled, stroking David’s hair softly. “That’s my good boy.”


      He had been surprised when David passed out, not realizing that he was that close to his limit. In hindsight, however, it wasn’t surprising. David was still new to sounding, and the session Adam had subjected him to had been extremely unforgiving.


      David pushed his hand up between Adam’s legs, groping and feeling his way, finding Adam’s balls and fondling them gently as he worked his cock with his mouth.


      It was just what Adam needed to get over the edge. Letting out a small grunt, Adam started to come, hand fisting in David’s hair and holding him in place as his load pumped out of his cock and made a mess of his singlet.


      David’s sucking intensified, like he wanted to suck every drop of come through the stretchy fabric and into his mouth, licking and tasting like a greedy little pig.


      “Love how slutty you are, David,” Adam said, reaching into his singlet and finding his cock. He milked the last few drops of come from his orgasm into his palm, rubbing over his sensitive cockhead and making himself shiver with pleasure. Withdrawing his hand he pressed it up against David’s face, smearing the sticky liquid into his face.


      David turned his cheek into Adam’s palm, chasing his fingers with his mouth. Feeling generous, Adam moved his fingers past David’s lips, letting him suckle to his heart’s content.
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      When the stickiness in his singlet went from feeling dirty and hot to just dirty and uncomfortable, Adam pushed David out of his lap and rose to his feet.


      “Come on,” he said, bending down and hoisting David up onto his shoulder. “Time for a shower.”


      David’s only response was to reach down and pat Adam’s ass, making a pleased little sound as he did so.


      Adam helped David into the shower, washing him down and paying extra attention to his sensitive cock, and when they got out he made sure that David peed.


      It was always a good idea to rinse out the urethra after playing with it. The last thing they wanted was a UTI.


      Climbing into bed, dried off and perfectly relaxed, Adam lay down on his back and lifted his arm for David to come rest his head on his chest.


      “So what’s the verdict?” Adam asked once David had made himself comfortable.


      “Loved it,” David mumbled, hand resting on Adam’s pectoral, fingers gently brushing over his nipple.


      “Even the inflatable sound?” Adam asked, his nipple hardening and making his cock rise up and tent the sheets over them.


      “Holy fuck, yeah.” David grinned up at him. “I can’t believe something that awful can feel good. It felt like you were tearing my fucking dick open.”


      “That’s the idea,” Adam said, moving his hand to David’s hair and petting him. “I’m glad you liked it.”


      “Yeah,” David mumbled, falling quiet.


      They lay like that for a few minutes, David’s head rising and falling with the movement of Adam’s chest. It was David who broke the silence.


      “By the way, my mom wants to know if we want to add anyone to the guestlist.” David looked up at him. “And she wants you to give the name and contact info of your best man to the planner.”


      “All right,” Adam said. “Last time I checked everyone I wanted to be there was on the list. What about you?”


      “Same,” David answered. He went back to playing with Adam’s nipple. “Have you asked anyone to be your best man?”


      “My friend Derek,” Adam said, putting his hand over David’s to stop him from teasing his nipple further. He was getting sore. “I asked him a while ago. What about you?”


      “I asked Misha today.” David tried to pull his hand back, but Adam held it fast. “He’s planning a bachelor party in Vegas this weekend.”


      “In Vegas?”


      Adam didn’t like the sound of that. David had enough trouble staying out of trouble when he was at home. In a city that was pretty much built to facilitate an endless party David could get into some real trouble.


      “Yeah, why?” David didn’t sound like he considered it to be a problem.


      “Nothing,” Adam said. “Just don’t let it get out of hand.”


      “Or what?” David asked, grinning rebelliously. “Not like you can punish me if I’m all the way in Vegas.”


      Adam grabbed him by the hair and lifted his neck for a kiss. He tightened his hold on David’s hair, tugging painfully.


      “I’d find a way, baby. Don’t worry about that.”


      David kept on grinning and Adam kissed him again.


      He wasn’t kidding. If David thought for one second that what happened in Vegas would stay in Vegas, he’d have another thing coming.


      Adam would make sure of it.


      


      ***


      


      To be continued…
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