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Dedication

To my parents. Mom, you’ve been waiting for me to be published even longer than I have.

And to Uncle Corey, I have never seen you so excited before in my life.

I love you all.


Chapter One

“Hey. Wanna play?”

Dillon glanced up to find a young man leaning against the hood of his car. At Dillon’s pointed look, he took a step back, so he no longer touched the automobile.

“What gave you the impression I want company?”

“You obviously didn’t find what you were looking for in there” came the reply with a nod back at Harte, the BDSM club Dillon had just exited. “If you had, you wouldn’t be leaving this early.”

“And you think you’re what I want?”

The boy shrugged.

Dillon peered at him. He appeared to be in his midtwenties, fit and tight in the way Dillon remembered being before he'd hit thirty-three. He was shorter than Dillon with dark-brown hair long enough to grip: two things Dillon liked in a submissive. There was something familiar about him as well. If Dillon wasn’t mistaken, he’d seen him heading into a nearby motel a few times and never with the same “date.”

“Are you a prostitute?” Dillon asked.

The blunt question evoked an expression of surprise, but it rapidly morphed into a smooth smile. “‘Prostitute’ sounds like a job. It’s more of a hobby.”

“One you get paid for.”

“It’s a good hobby.”

Dillon cracked a smile. “How much do you charge?”

“Depends on what you want to do.”

That was reasonable enough, and if he’d been waiting outside Harte, he must know to expect kink and charge for it accordingly. “Are you clean?”

“Yes, and condoms are necessary and at your expense.”

“Expense? That sounds like a job term to me,” Dillon teased.

He considered his options. The boy was right. He hadn’t found what he was searching for in the club, and he held no illusions he ever would. Even after six years, he couldn’t help comparing every submissive he came across to the lover he’d lost. Harte called him a stubborn old goat, but the thought of building a relationship from scratch exhausted him. It was so hard to find someone whose rhythms and tastes fit with his own. Granted, the club was designed for negotiation and mutually desired play, but that was for the scenes that took place there. What about the rest of the time?

Dillon didn’t want a casual play partner. That did nothing more for him than scratch an itch that would return in no time. He wanted someone he could build a life with. He wasn’t going to find that with a prostitute, but something about the stranger brought forth yearnings Dillon hadn’t felt in years. He could take the boy home with him, indulge in what he wanted in his own territory and under his own rules. It would be a purchased illusion, but it beat going home alone and sleeping in an empty bed.

“Come on,” he said, pulling his car door open and unlocking the other side. “We’ll talk details when we get to my place.”

“Your place? Don’t you mean a hotel?”

“My place,” repeated Dillon. “I don’t do quick fucks.”

*

Mike hesitated. He never went to a trick’s home. That was one of the rules he’d established for himself when he’d decided to continue having sex for money. Never make the first move, never go to a client’s house, never let the client choose where they would go or take him someplace crowded to fuck, and always, always take half the money up front.

He’d already broken one of his rules by approaching first. When he’d seen the Dominant exit the club, muscular arms bulging from a leather vest, he’d thought, Now there’s someone who could manhandle me in all the right ways. It was a risk to proposition someone who clearly had the strength to do just that, yet something in his eyes had also spoken of loneliness. Mike could make a few hundred off an expression like that but approaching was one thing. Going home with a john was another.

“You’re welcome to call someone to let them know where you’re going if it will make you feel safer.”

That was nice of him, but Mike couldn’t think of anyone to call. His school friends were acquaintances at best, and none of them knew about Mike’s “hobby.” The offer went a little way to easing Mike’s nerves as did the patience with which the Dominant waited for his decision. Mike assessed the man, and what he saw in his eyes melted the rest of his uncertainty. It was hope. None of the arrogance, hunger, or lust he’d seen in other clients. Hope. Mike didn’t know what the Dominant was hoping for, but he wanted to give him what he’d need to fulfill his wish.

“Okay,” he said, “but if I want to leave at any time, I want money for a taxi.”

“That’s fine.”

Mike opened the door and slid into the passenger seat. “Where are we going, anyway?”

“About twenty minutes north of here.”

That was a relief of sorts. He’d still be in familiar territory.

They didn’t talk as the man drove, and soon they were parked in front of a house with a neatly manicured lawn and columns stretching up to the second floor. Now that he had to get out of the car, Mike’s initial doubts returned with a vengeance. “Are you sure you want to let me into your place?” he asked. “I could be a thief, you know.”

“I could be a serial killer.”

The thought had crossed Mike’s mind. “You’re not, are you?”

“Would you believe me if I said no?”

Good point. Mike scrutinized the man again, searching for any signs of “crazy psycho killer” on his face. He didn’t see any, but from what he’d seen on Criminal Minds, people like that could blend in.

The Dominant reached into his pocket and pulled out a wallet. He handed Mike a twenty.

“What’s this for?”

“Your taxi. If you want to go, I won’t stop you.”

There it was again, hope. Mike had a feeling the man didn’t want him to leave, but he’d let him go without question. He pocketed the money. “I’m okay. Let’s head inside.”

The man opened the car door and led the way toward the house. Mike followed him inside, down a short hallway, and into a living room. The place was ordinary enough. Nothing to indicate Mike would soon be locked in the basement or chopped up in the freezer. That was reassuring. Sort of.

“Would you like something to drink?”

“Water, please.”

Alone for the moment, Mike surveyed his surroundings. The room appeared to be the result of an argument between someone’s grandfather and an interior decorator magazine. A studded, brown-leather wingback chair sat in pride of place facing a semimodern fireplace, which, from the looks of the soot still in the grate, had been used recently. Soft, cream-colored carpet muffled his steps as he moved around. The rest of the furniture was plush, but less well used. Overall, the room felt comfortable, and he appreciated that—he’d never understood the concept of living rooms that weren’t lived in—but something about the place made him feel uneasy. Like the Dominant, there was more to the room than met the eye, but Mike couldn’t figure out what it was. He was still pondering when his host returned.

“Here,” he said, handing Mike a bottle. “It’s still sealed, so you don’t have to worry.”

Mike gave the bottle a squeeze to make sure there weren’t any needle holes in it. He’d been dumb enough about this whole situation so far; he didn’t need to be drugged too. When no liquid escaped, he cracked the container open and took a few deep swigs. “You said we’d discuss details when we got here.”

“Yes,” the man said as he took a seat in the well-worn chair. The fabric creaked, but Mike couldn’t tell if the sound came from the furniture or the guy’s tight leather pants. “Have you ever experimented with BDSM?”

“I’ve had some guys who were into being all Dom on me.” Mike shrugged. “Maybe a bit sadistic too.”

“Do you like pain?”

“I can take some flogging or a paddle, stuff like that. I don’t do heavy though.”

“What about spanking?”

Mike smirked. He could imagine the man enjoying the sight of him naked over his knees. Something about that image appealed to Mike as well. “Sure. I could go for that.”

“I’m not doing any of that tonight. For things like that, we need a deeper level of trust than can be acquired after knowing each other for only half an hour. If tonight goes well, and we decide to meet again, we can discuss that then. As for tonight, if you agree, I’ll have you naked with your wrists cuffed to the hook in the ceiling above you.”

Mike glanced up. There was indeed a hook in the ceiling above his head. He noticed other little details about the room he’d missed before like the small trash can hidden in the corner, and the way the carpet in front of the fireplace wasn’t perfectly smooth. The nagging feeling he’d had made sense. He wondered what the Dominant used the uneven section of floor for.

“I will cage your cock and balls,” his client continued, recapturing Mike’s attention, “so you will be unable to come. And while you’re in that state, I am going to fuck you senseless—with a condom, of course.” He smiled. “After which, we will retire to my bedroom where you will be cuffed to the bed by your ankle. The chain is long enough for you to easily reach the bathroom, and you are welcome to close the door for privacy, but you will return to the bed as quickly as possible and be available for my pleasure at any time during the night if the mood strikes me. In the morning, I will release you and bring you to orgasm before you leave. You will not be gagged or blindfolded at any time tonight.

“If anything occurs that you feel was not covered by our contract for the evening, I expect you to bring it up, and we will negotiate. If at any time you feel it necessary to leave, all you need to do is say the word ‘stone,’ at which time everything will stop, and I will release you and send you home with half of our agreed-upon price. Does that suit you?”

Mike stared at him for a whole minute before he realized he was gaping. He closed his mouth with a snap of his teeth. Most men went for a fuck, and if they wanted anything more, they just assumed they were free to do as they pleased and went for it without warning. He didn’t know what to do with a whole plan set out in advance.

And yet, the plan made him feel a lot better about the scene. Between the money for a taxi, the suggestion Mike call someone to let them know where he was going, and now this, it was clear the guy was treating him like any sub he'd find at Harte. Although Mike wasn’t sure he liked the idea of being chained to a bed for the whole night, he was reasonably confident he’d be released if he invoked the safeword.

What client had ever given him a safeword before?

It was risky. It was stupid, but so was picking up a stranger inside a club. You never knew who you were meeting.

When it came down to it, he knew it was the idea of being manhandled by strong arms that made the decision for him. Mike wanted to indulge himself, and a strong Dominant—no, this Dominant—having his way with him would scratch that itch in just the right way.

“That’s acceptable,” he said.

“Now that you know the details, how much are you planning to charge?”

Mike considered. This was kinkier than anything he’d done before for money, not to mention it was for the whole night. Who knew how many times the guy could get it up? His price couldn’t be cheap. It had to match the risk and the work, but he didn’t want to scare him off. More than the money, Mike really wanted this man to fuck him.

“One thousand dollars for the night,” he said. He pretended he’d be okay if the answer was no. He could always find another client. He just didn’t want to.

“Done. Do you need anything before we get started?”

“A bathroom?” Mike asked, feeling the need for a moment alone.

His host pointed. Mike followed the direction and found a bathroom just down the hall. He closed the door behind him and leaned against it, wondering what he had gotten into.

The first time he’d taken money for sex, he hadn’t known what was going on until the trick had handed him fifty dollars and told him he’d take care of the hotel bill. Although Mike had thought they were randomly hooking up, the other man had thought Mike was the prostitute he’d been expecting.

On a whim, Mike had tried it again, this time on purpose, and he set his own price for the fuck. It had seemed so easy at first. A simple and fun way to supplement his income while he went to school part-time. He was paying his own way for college, and a hundred dollars a fuck put money in his pocket a lot faster than working at Starbucks. He liked being his own boss too. He worked only when he wanted to, fucked only who he wanted to, and set his own prices for everything.

It hadn’t been all fun and games, of course. There were times when he’d considered never doing it again, maybe even moving to another town so no one would know his face, but the benefits outweighed the cons, and soon he found he’d set his studying to the wayside, taking fewer and fewer classes.

Now was not the time to be thinking about that. He should be focusing on the hot guy in the living room who was about to fuck the shit out of him, and the thousand dollars he’d get for it. Mike couldn’t help grinning. Yeah, this was a lot better than school.

He made use of the facilities, washed his hands, and returned to the living room. He opened his mouth to say he always took half up front but stopped when he spotted a pile of bills on the couch.

“Count them.”

Mike picked up the money. He appreciated this client understood the business aspect of the evening. “There’s one more thing I need from you before we begin,” he said as he finished counting the bills and put them in the inside pocket of his jacket.

“Yes?”

“Your name.”

The man smirked. “Dillon.”

Mike nodded. “I’m Mike Nol—er, Michael. Where do you want me to put my clothes?”


Chapter Two

The chain above Mike’s head was just long enough for him to keep his feet flat on the floor and the pressure off his shoulders. Leather cuffs kept his arms immobile above his head. Dillon sat in what Mike assumed was his favorite chair, his gaze roaming over every inch of Mike’s body like a physical touch. Dillon had said he’d fuck Mike senseless, but he might not need to touch him to do it.

“Next time, I’ll light the fire,” Dillon said. “The flames would look beautiful reflected on your skin.”

Mike was already exposed, but the compliment made him feel more so. “Thank you, Sir,” he managed, fighting to keep still. He didn’t think fidgeting was possible with the way his body was stretched, but he wasn’t used to being still for so long.

Dillon shifted in his seat, and Mike’s skin tingled in anticipation. Were Dillon’s warm massive hands going to touch him again? He wanted nothing more, even as his arms began to ache from their position.

When Dillon first put him into the cuffs, he had done so by issuing simple orders or guiding Mike into place. His touch hadn’t been exactly gentle, nor had it been harsh. When other men had tried to dominate him, they’d moved forcefully, thinking a shove was a display of power. Dillon kept things simple, his tone matter-of-fact as if Mike disobeying was inconceivable. Mike found it easier to obey when he spoke like that. He found he wanted to follow Dillon’s orders.

Dillon rose and stepped forward. He placed a hand on Mike’s stomach as he walked behind him. For a moment, Mike forgot how to breathe. His cock tried to harden further, but the metal rings encasing it pressed against him. He hissed when it began to hurt.

“Painful?” Dillon asked.

“Frustrating, Sir,” Mike answered.

There was no reply, but the hand on his stomach disappeared, and he heard a pop. He knew Dillon hadn’t moved. The heat of Dillon’s body remained behind him, a presence he found impossible to ignore. Dillon’s hand returned to steady him and was immediately followed by slicked fingers at his ass. Dillon wasted no time teasing. He slid his fingers between Mike’s cheeks and pressed. The movements were slow and controlled, easing inside him gently.

“I’m not a virgin, Sir,” Mike offered. “I’m used to rough treatment.”

Dillon did not reply, and the entry of his finger did not change its pace. It moved back and forth within him in that same slow rhythm as if Mike hadn’t said a word. Dillon’s finger was thick and filling, but Mike soon found himself wanting more. He arched his back in offering, but there was nowhere to go as he hung from the ceiling.

Dillon inserted a second finger, and a moan escaped him. He hoped Dillon didn’t mind a noisy sub. Between the feel of Dillon’s fingers and the cage preventing his cock from expanding fully, there was no way he’d be able to keep silent.

He made a frustrated sound, and as if in reply, Dillon crooked his fingers to hit his prostate. Mike gasped, then groaned. His straining dick began to weep. The heat of Dillon’s body intensified as he moved closer. He peered around Mike’s shoulder as he teased the sensitive spot again. Mike responded reflexively, his body fighting both to prolong and to escape sensations he had no choice but to accept.

“Sir… Dillon…” The words escaped him as Dillon continued. He seemed fully content to torture Mike the entire night.

“You can call me Master.”

Mike had had clients demand that from him before, but the title had never been so easy to say. “Master,” he begged. “Please.”

Dillon didn’t reply, and after a few more moments of teasing, he leaned back and slid a third finger inside Mike. The thickness of the digits stretched him, and Mike’s hands clenched and flexed, seeking anything to grasp hold of, but there was nothing within reach. Suddenly, he was empty. A disappointed mewl escaped him, but he was reassured by the sound of a condom wrapper tearing. It was soon followed by the blunt head of Dillon’s erection pressing against him. He pushed in steadily, and Mike groaned. Dillon was a big man, and from the feel of it, his cock was proportional to the rest of him.

A slow burn crept through Mike’s body as Dillon eased himself in to the hilt. He rested there for a few moments, letting Mike remember how to breathe and relax his muscles. Then, he took hold of Mike’s hips and began to move. Long, deep thrusts from head to hilt drilled in and out of Mike’s body. Dillon’s cock felt bigger than anything Mike had experienced before, and he moved with precision, holding nothing back.

Dillon hadn’t been kidding when he’d said he’d fuck Mike senseless. Mike’s eyes rolled up into his head, and the rhythm of his moans matched each and every thrust. He tried to form words, but they were lost as sensations built within him. His cock grew harder in its bonds, the pain from the cage contrasting sharply with the pleasure spearing him from behind. He shook his head, unable to contain it all, yet with no way to find release.

“I… I…” he panted. I want to come, but he couldn’t say the words, no matter how true the statement was. He knew when he would be allowed to come, and he was sure no amount of begging would change Dillon’s mind. Instead, he abandoned the use of words and let the moans tumble from his lips as they may.

*

Dillon approved of Michael’s responses. He didn’t beg for release, only expressed the sensations building inside him, and Dillon would fuck him through them all. It had been a long time since he’d had someone fully at his mercy in his house. There was a difference between playing with a sub at Harte and claiming one in his home. He had missed this.

He drove on, pounding into Michael’s body again and again until the boy’s pulsating moans became a constant symphony, built on the pain of restriction and the pleasure of penetration. Dillon, a smile curving his lips, made sure to hit Michael’s prostate every time, knowing exactly how it would drive him crazy.

No matter how wonderful the submissive felt wrapped around his prick or how well he moaned for Dillon, the moment couldn’t last forever. With one final thrust, he came, buried balls-deep in Michael’s body. He stayed for a moment, riding the wave of pleasure and in no hurry to leave it.

Eventually he pulled out, firmly holding the condom over his softening erection before tying it off and disposing of it in the trash can in the corner.

Returning to Michael, he lifted the boy’s chin and peered into his face. Michael’s eyelids were heavy, his expression far away. He was obviously worn out and unable to stand. Any of the hesitation he'd shown earlier was gone. The knowledge that Dillon had gained such trust from his submissive never failed to take his breath away. It made him want to take care of him, spoil him. He wanted to tuck Michael into bed, wrap his arms around him, and never let him go. The feeling shocked Dillon. It was the same feeling he'd had after an intense scene with Clover. He'd never wanted to do that with anyone but Clover before.

He should not be thinking about Clover when he had a boy to take care of who needed water and sleep. “I’m going to release you,” Dillon said. “Hold on to me when I do.”

The smallest of nods was the only sign he’d been heard. Dillon stepped closer and put an arm around Michael’s waist. Bracing the submissive’s body against his own, he reached up to unhook the first cuff. Michael’s wrist dropped, and Dillon moved it to hang over his shoulder. Michael groaned as his erection rubbed against Dillon’s pants. Dillon could imagine how sensitive it must feel after the intensity of their scene and being unable to come. He was careful not to stimulate it too much as he freed Mike’s other arm and looped it around his neck. He lifted the boy up as if he weighed nothing, then carried him upstairs to the bedroom, making sure to grab a bottle of water on the way.

*

“How are you feeling?”

Mike cracked open his eyes and jumped. For a moment, he’d forgotten where he was and glanced around frantically.

“Drink some of this,” Dillon said, holding a bottle of water in front of his face.

“Did I pass out on you?” Mike asked, his voice rough.

Dillon shrugged. “It happens.” He gestured with the water until Mike took it and drank. When Mike had downed half the bottle, he said, “The bathroom is right over there. Go get ready for bed.”

Mike nodded and rose. He was a little unsteady at first, so he waited until he was sure he wouldn’t topple over before making his way to the bathroom. There wasn’t much to do since he had nothing to change into. When he emerged, a cuff lay on the bed with a chain attached to it. The chain connected to the foot of the bed on the right side. Dillon stood next to the bed beside the cuff.

“Come here.”

Mike went.

“On the bed.”

He crawled onto it and lay with his head against the pillows and his foot next to the cuff. Dillon didn’t say anything more as he latched it around Mike’s ankle.

“Make yourself comfortable while I get ready,” Dillon said before he headed into the bathroom. Once he was gone, Mike leaned forward to examine the cuff. Like the ones used on his wrists, it had signs of long use, and he wondered who had worn it before him. Was this how the other person had gone to bed every night? He picked up the chain and noticed it was indeed long enough to reach into the bathroom, but he wouldn’t make it too far outside the bedroom with it on.

Not wanting to be caught disobeying, Mike pulled the covers down and snaked the chain beneath them. He snuggled down under the blankets and was beginning to drift off when the bathroom door opened, and he forced himself awake. He turned toward Dillon and gaped. The man was stark naked and gorgeous, perfectly sculpted with smooth brown skin Mike wanted to lick all over. Dillon obviously spent at least part of his time at a gym, and Mike would happily trace every line of muscle on Dillon’s body with his tongue. His mouth watered at the idea, and his eyes remained glued to Dillon as the older man walked around to his side of the bed and climbed in.

“I don’t sleep with fish,” Dillon said.

It took a minute for Mike to realize his mouth had been hanging open the whole time. He promptly shut it.

“Lie down and go to sleep.”

Mike hesitated. “Are you sure you don’t want anything more?”

“The night’s not over yet,” Dillon replied. “Sleep.”

Mike lay down, and before he knew it, he was out.

*

It was pitch black in the room when the touch of a hand startled Mike awake. He was unaccustomed to sleeping with someone else and made to fight off the intruder.

“Relax,” came Dillon’s voice in the dark. “You’re safe.”

Something about the sound calmed him instantly, though Mike wasn’t sure why. Though they’d fucked that evening, Dillon was still a stranger. Yet he didn’t object when Dillon reached for him again, pulled him close, and turned him over. Mike followed the direction and lay on his stomach, waiting to see what he wanted. Dillon hastily acquired a condom, and in no time pressed his thick cock against him.

“On your knees,” Dillon ordered.

Mike pushed up onto his hands and knees. The bed shifted as Dillon moved behind him. His broad body covered Mike’s like a blanket, and his strong arm braced the bed beside Mike’s. When Dillon’s weighty hand took hold of the back of his neck, panic threatened to spike through him, but he forced himself to relax. No one was harming him. Dillon pressed his upper body down, gently but firmly, leaving nothing but his ass in the air.

Dillon’s hand didn’t move after Mike complied but remained as Dillon pushed into him. His ass was sore from earlier, but the pain soon mixed with pleasure. He lay exactly as his Master had positioned him, offering his body to be used as the other man saw fit, and Dillon did. He thrust deep into Mike’s body, his fingers tightening in the hair at the base of Mike’s head and holding him in place. Mike groaned from the force of the thrusts and the restriction of being held down. His cock wept from the joy and frustration of it. He couldn’t remember being this hard in a long time, especially with a client.

Dillon rode him without breaking stride until he plunged all the way in and came. He remained in that position for a few minutes. Mike was swiftly learning Dillon liked to bask in the bliss of his orgasm before moving to deal with necessities. That was fine with him. His cock throbbed with need. The ache was painful, but he remained patient until Dillon released him. Once Dillon had dealt with the condom and lain back against the pillows, Mike gathered he was allowed to move and turned onto his back. Their activities had bunched the sheets around their ankles, but neither man moved to reposition them.

As moonlight filtered through the bedroom curtains, Mike’s eyes had adjusted enough that he could see Dillon staring at his straining erection. Dillon brushed a finger over the head, making him cry out from the sensation. He didn’t do it again, but Mike still felt him watching.

“Are you a sadist?” Mike asked.

“You could say that.”

“Meaning?”

“I love to torture a sub. Seeing you like this, enduring the pain of not being able to get an erection, let alone relieve it, turns me on. I love making a sub beg for release, and yes, I do like giving a sub pain.”

“You also like having someone at your beck and call, don’t you?” Mike asked. “I would guess not all Doms chain their subs to the bed every night?”

“Some do.”

“So I’m noticing.”

Mike had done some kinky things with a few guys at college. He’d done it with clients too, but he wouldn’t classify any of those guys as a Dom. He’d never trusted a trick not to take advantage, so the list of what he’d been willing to do with them was small. And yet, he’d allowed Dillon to do much more than that. There was something about him that made Mike believe he wouldn’t exploit his trust.

Dillon was a real Dominant. He’d shown Mike respect and patience, taken his well-being into consideration, and hadn’t pushed beyond what Mike had allowed. He supposed Dillon was what they called a lifestyle Dominant. Mike knew the mechanics of the concept, but he’d never met anyone he could fathom doing something like that with.

“What else do you do with a sub who’s yours?”

Dillon raised an eyebrow as if to question the motivation of the inquiry, but he answered anyway. “Clothing is not an option in this house,” he said. “My sub cooks for me, cleans, and is available for my pleasure at any time. Occasionally, I put him on display much like you were in front of the fireplace. I do like something pretty to look at when I unwind. He kneels patiently beside me when I am home, and he is proud to be called mine when I take him to a club.”

“Doesn’t sound too bad.”

“And if it did?”

Mike shrugged. “Not my problem beyond tonight.”

“No…” Dillon said.

Mike wondered at the hesitation he thought he’d heard. “You had a sub?”

“Yes.”

Dillon’s tone left no room for further questions. It wasn’t Mike’s business to pry anyway, so he just said, “Okay.”

There was a moment of silence before Dillon said, “Go to sleep.”

“Yeah. Never know when you’re going to wake me up again,” Mike teased.

“I’m not into brats.”

“Sorry, Sir,” Mike said, but the hint of amusement in Dillon’s voice made him smile.

*

Dillon took advantage of his evening’s acquisition one more time during the night. The next time Mike woke, it was morning. Dillon was still asleep, and Mike admired him in the light streaming in from the window. With his short brown hair, there was nothing to obstruct Mike’s view of the man’s chiseled face. He could have been an artist’s sculpture. The line of his jaw had just the faintest touch of a shadow to it, and the stern gaze that had watched him so intently the night before was relaxed in sleep. A straight Greek nose led down to slightly parted lips Mike was tempted to kiss, but he was struck with a better idea. Wondering how the Dominant felt about a sub taking initiative, Mike burrowed under the covers and wriggled carefully closer. Normally, he wouldn’t offer a client services for free, but his mouth had been watering for this ever since Dillon emerged naked from the bathroom. Besides, he’d charged a flat fee for the night, so technically, the service was included.

The massive cock that had rammed him throughout the night was half-hard and already an intimidating size. Mike was not deterred. He reached for it and licked a long line up its length. Dillon didn’t move, but his dick stirred in approval. Mike did it again, then swirled his tongue around the crown. He kept playing with it as it grew larger and larger before him. Finally, he encased the head with his lips and began to suck. He didn’t stop when the sheet above his head was lifted and removed. He rolled his eyes up to focus on Dillon watching him.

“Couldn’t wait for breakfast?”

Mike laughed around the cock in his mouth, creating vibrations that had Dillon groaning softly as his eyes fell closed. Loving the sight of the man’s reaction, he did it again before working his mouth up and down on the shaft as far as he could go. Plunging down, he deepthroated as best he could and still had an inch to go to the base. He used a hand to pump the shaft, keeping time with the rhythm of his mouth. Dillon rested his hand on his head. He expected Dillon to guide him with it, but he only ran his fingers softly through Mike’s hair. Mike welcomed the touch.

He did his best to please, using every trick he knew and making note of which ones Dillon liked the most. Dillon’s pleasure was visible in the way his lips parted and the rhythm of his breath. Finally, the hand in his hair tightened, and he knew Dillon was close. He let Dillon take control, holding still as his Master came in his mouth. He swallowed—another thing he didn’t do with clients—and stayed in position even after Dillon was spent. Only when Dillon released his hair did Mike slide the softening cock from his lips.

“Morning,” he said.

“Good morning,” Dillon answered lazily.

“I hope you didn’t mind…”

“Not at all. I consider morning blowjobs a gift when I wake in the middle of them.”

Mike grinned. “You’re welcome then.”

Dillon smiled. He took a deep breath and regarded the sun shining in the window. “It’s time.”

Mike’s merriment clouded with disappointment. He didn’t want to leave yet.

“What about breakfast?” he asked.

“You just had yours,” Dillon pointed out.

“I eat more than that in the morning, you know?”

“I didn’t fill you up enough already?”

Mike was too surprised by the tease to respond.

“Come here.”

Mike slid up to lie beside him. Dillon pushed him to lie on his back.

“Ready?” Dillon asked. “This is going to hurt.”

Confused from that warning, Mike didn’t realize what Dillon was doing before the cage was off and blood rushed to his prick. He was painfully erect, and the change was so overwhelming Mike cried out. When Dillon gently brushed his cock, it was too much, and Mike grabbed the man’s wrist to stop him.

“I…”

Dillon smiled. He leaned forward to kiss Mike’s temple. “I’m going to suck you off now,” he said. “Scream all you like, but I’m not stopping until you come.”

Mike groaned. He didn’t think he could take more than that simple touch. When Dillon licked up the underside of his erection, fire ran through him, and he screamed. He clutched at the bedsheets as Dillon swirled his tongue in intricate patterns as if tracing the design of a complicated lollipop. Overwhelmed, Mike shook his head from side to side in a plea the Dominant simply ignored. The teasing continued, and Mike was unable to form words to beg, though what he would beg for he didn’t know.

When Dillon encased him in his mouth and began to suck, he screamed again, and his vision blanked to white. His hand flew to Dillon’s short hair and tried to hold on to the strands, but they weren’t long enough to grasp. Dillon grabbed him and locked his massive hand like a shackle around Mike’s wrist, pinning it to the bed. The restriction only made Mike moan harder. His body rocked, coaxing Dillon to continue, though his mind begged for an alternative. Eventually, one word escaped him, one plea that could make it past his lips in more than just vowels.

“Master…”

As if in answer, Dillon picked up the pace and worked him purposefully. Gradually, the fire was replaced by the need for release. It built and built, but even without a physical restriction, Mike found himself unable to come. It was as if his body had forgotten how.

“Please. Please,” became a mantra as Mike begged his Master for help. Dillon couldn’t give him a verbal order without releasing the cock from his mouth, but he squeezed Mike’s wrist, and Mike came. The orgasm ripped through him with a vengeance, spilling from him in long spurts that filled Dillon’s mouth. He swallowed everything and waited for Mike to be fully spent before releasing him. Dillon crawled back up the bed to lie beside him and brushed stray strands of hair off his face.

“Beautiful,” Dillon said.

Mike didn’t answer as he drifted back to sleep.

*

When he woke, he found himself alone in the bedroom. His ankle had been released. A sense of loss beat in his chest at the cuff’s removal, but he reminded himself this had been a business transaction, and he was a professional. Just because it had been the best night he could remember did not mean he was allowed to get sentimental.

He made his way downstairs to the kitchen where Dillon was making coffee.

“Hi,” Mike said.

“Hi. Do you want coffee?”

“Yes, please.”

Dillon nodded and brought another cup down from the cabinet. “Do you need me to drive you somewhere?”

“Nah, I’ll take a cab. You did give me money for one.”

Dillon’s lip quirked. “Call it one of my expenses Are you sure? I’m headed out anyway.”

Dillon's offer to drive him back to the club felt like the ending of a date. Mike wondered if he wasn’t the only one who needed a reminder of the nature of the arrangement between them. Still, he found he couldn’t flat-out refuse. “Next time.”

The coffee was ready, and Dillon moved to pour. “Do you want there to be a next time?” he asked.

Mike hesitated. There was a fine line between a good trick and getting attached. He wanted to come back, but he didn’t want to get caught up in something that wasn’t there.

“You’re the client,” he said. “I think that’s your call.”

Dillon nodded, accepting the answer though he didn’t indicate what his decision might be. “How do you take your coffee?”

“Black, two sugars.”

Dillon doctored the coffee and handed Mike his cup. “I put the rest of the money on your clothes. Count it before you go.”

Mike nodded. “Thanks.” He took a careful sip of the coffee and found it too hot to drink. “I’ll get dressed while this cools.”

Dillon nodded, and Mike wondered if he’d just asked for permission to get dressed or not. Either way, he put the cup on the kitchen table and headed for the front door. As Dillon had said, the money was in a neat pile on top of Mike’s jeans. He counted it and put it in the pocket of his jacket with the original amount—which he also double-checked out of occupational paranoia. Once he was dressed, he returned to the kitchen. The coffee had cooled enough to drink.

Mike sipped it in awkward silence. He never lingered with a client. Hell, there’d never been a morning after with a trick before. He wasn’t sure if he should make conversation or chug his coffee and get the hell out of there.

“Do I dare ask?” said Dillon.

“Ask what?”

“Why prostitution?”

For Mike, the moment immediately went from awkward to disappointing. He’d had clients try to “fix him” in the past, but their attempt to convince him to stop having sex for money usually stemmed from their own guilt of sleeping with a prostitute. He hadn’t pegged Dillon for the type.

“It pays better than Starbucks,” he said.

“So do a lot of other things.”

“You going to tell me I should stop? That it’s dangerous and not worth the risk?”

“Last I checked, controlling your life wasn’t in our contract.”

Mike blinked, realizing Dillon wasn’t trying to convince him of anything. He was just making conversation. “It started as an accident, actually. Some guy mistook me for the prostitute he’d been waiting for. I’d wanted to hook up with him anyway. The extra fifty bucks was a bonus, so I tried it again, figuring it would help me pay my way through college.”

“With the price of tuition, that’s not a bad idea.”

Mike was surprised Dillon agreed with him. It was nice having someone listen to him who didn’t tell him he was an idiot or wasting his life. He hated to continue his story, but a part of him believed he could share his situation with Dillon. “Yeah, it was, but I haven’t been taking many classes lately.”

“Many, or none at all?”

Mike dropped his gaze. “None.” He hadn’t gone to class for a full year now.

“Why not?”

Mike shrugged. “I don’t know what I want to do. Felt like a waste paying for classes that may not mean anything in the long run.”

“Makes sense. Though you must know your current career doesn’t have a built-in retirement plan.”

Mike laughed. “You make it sound like any other job.”

“In a way it is, though I thought it was supposed to be a hobby.”

“At this point, it’s probably more than a hobby.”

“Yes.” Dillon took a long sip of his coffee. Mike wondered what he was going to say next if he was taking the moment to consider his words. He braced himself for a lecture, hoping he wouldn’t get one. He’d liked how Dillon had talked with him so far. He didn’t want to feel like a child Dillon thought he had to take care of.

As if he could sense Mike’s tension, Dillon said, “I’d say this to any of my clients. Don’t forget about the things you want to do in life just because your current situation is comfortable or it’s easier to stay there. I’m not telling you not to be a prostitute, but I will tell you to plan for the future. There is no 401K for you, and you’re not going to want to be standing on street corners when you’re sixty. You don’t need to know what you want to do, but you do need to think about it occasionally.”

That was better than he’d expected. Still sort of a lecture but not terrible. “What do you do?”

“I’m an accountant.”

“I didn’t know being an accountant paid so well.”

“I have a few high-end clients.”

“No prostitutes, I’m guessing?”

“Why? You looking to hire a CPA?”

“If I am, I’ll let you know.”

Dillon nodded. He swigged back the last of his coffee and rose to put the mug in the sink. Mike took that as his cue to leave. “I better get going,” he said, hoping the reluctance didn’t show too badly.

“Let me walk you out.”

He followed Dillon to the front door, but Dillon didn’t open it.

“What’s—”

Dillon turned to look at him, and his expression silenced Mike in an instant. It was the face of the Dominant, the man who had tied him up and held him down all through last night.

“Next week,” his Master said. “I’ll pick you up in front of the club at ten. Do not be late. We will discuss details and pricing when we get here.”

Mike’s cock, so recently spent, tried to rise at Dillon’s tone, and it wasn’t the only part of him to respond. “Yes, Sir,” he said.

Dillon quirked an eyebrow, and Mike corrected himself.

“Yes, Master.”


Chapter Three

“You what?”

Dillon had never seen his friend’s eyes go that wide before. He and Jesse Harte had known each other since high school, so that was saying something.

“He could have been a thief. Or worse.”

“And I could have been a serial killer,” Dillon replied. “We had that conversation, actually.”

Jesse sighed. “Dillon, it’s been a long time since Clover, and you know I am the first person to say it’s time you started meeting someone for more than a club scene, but to pay for it? How much did he charge you anyway? I assume a scene wouldn’t come cheap.”

“No,” Dillon admitted, “but it was worth every penny.” He’d been half-hard all day from remembering the feel of Michael’s skin beneath his hands, the warmth of his body enveloping his prick, and the sounds the boy had made when begging for release.

“He must have been something to tempt you,” Jesse said. “You have it out of your system now, though? Think you can go back to looking for a submissive who doesn’t cost a small fortune?”

If you only knew. Jesse would kill him then. “I’m meeting him again next week.”

A muscle in Jesse’s jaw twitched, and Dillon knew his friend was trying hard not to snap at him or lecture. Finally, he asked, “Are you sure about this?”

“Do you think I’d spend the money if I wasn’t? I think you’d like him. He has a sense of humor you’d appreciate.”

“I’d appreciate him more if he didn’t make my friend pay for sex.”

Now it was Dillon’s turn to hold his tongue before replying. “I’ll see you later, Jesse.”

“Be careful, Dillon.”

Dillon nodded and left his friend’s office. He made his way downstairs to the back entrance of the club. For the first time, he wondered what had drawn Michael to stand by that door and not the front entrance. Granted, prostitution wasn’t something that could be easily advertised, but the BDSM theme of the club’s upper floors was well-known even if it was members only. Members entered from the back if they didn’t feel like pushing through the dance floor crowds. Michael had to have known what he would find when he chose Harte as his hunting ground last night.

Dillon stepped out into the brisk cold, his breath clouding the air in front of him. The parking lot was empty save for his car and Jesse’s. No hot submissive waited for him to emerge.

What could Michael have been feeling out here in the cold? What had made him call out to Dillon? For all Dillon knew, he could have been anyone for Michael. There were plenty of Dominant members at Harte. Any one of them could have come out and caught Michael’s eye.

A part of him railed at that thought, and he shoved the emotion aside. His time with Michael was a diversion, a fantasy. He had no right feeling any claim over him. Yet he couldn’t help remembering how shy Michael had been when admitting he hadn’t taken any college classes lately. He hadn’t been embarrassed when defending his choice to be a prostitute, but clearly, he wanted to do more. The protective side of Dillon wanted to help Michael find the direction he needed to make him feel proud of all facets of his life. He couldn’t though. He’d told Michael he wouldn’t judge, and he had no right to try to change the boy’s life. All he could do was look forward to seeing him again.

In the meantime, he turned his car in the direction of his own office. He had statements to reconcile, and his clients’ quarterly reports wouldn’t write themselves. If he let his work slide, he wouldn’t be able to afford to see Michael at all.


Chapter Four

“Dillon!” a voice called, and Dillon turned to find Michael leaning against a wall in clear view of the back entrance to Harte.

“You’re shivering,” Dillon said.

“Didn’t think I’d need a heavier coat when I left this morning. I was wrong.”

“Get in the car,” Dillon said as he walked toward the parking lot. Once they were inside the vehicle, he turned the heater on full blast.

“Can’t fuck me if I’m an icicle?” Michael teased.

“I’ll fuck you anyway, but you might enjoy it more if you aren’t numb.”

“Thanks.” Michael held his hands to the vents to soak up more of the warmth. “Know what you want tonight?” he asked.

“We’ll discuss that when we get to the house,” Dillon replied.

“You don’t chat much, do you?”

Dillon didn’t answer, and the rest of the car ride was quiet.

*

Dillon hadn’t realized just how much he’d wanted to see Michael again. The instant he’d spotted the boy leaning against the bricks, he’d had the sudden desire to shove him back against the rough surface, strip him bare—cold or no—and fuck him senseless. The whole ride home he’d fought to get his hormones in enough order to negotiate properly. He reminded himself Michael wasn’t his. He was just renting him for a while. The only time he had any right to do as he pleased was within the allotted time and their agreed-upon terms; a contract that only began once Michael agreed to the details and placed his clothing on the table beside the front door.

“Have a seat on the couch. I’ll make us some coffee.”

“Are you sure you don’t want to—”

The look in his eyes must have expressed enough because Michael shut up and moved to do as bidden.

Dillon berated himself for not controlling his expression better. Calm down. He’s not your submissive. There’s only so far you can push until you have your contract for the night made.

He went into the kitchen and put on the pot to boil. Lately, he’d only had the patience to wait for instant coffee. Clover had been the one to take the time to make a really good cup of coffee.

The thought of Clover made him pause. Jesse was right. Six years was a long time to mourn someone. He wouldn’t dishonor Clover’s memory if he found someone to share his life with, but to find a submissive and one who fit him as well as Clover had…that seemed impossible.

The pot began to boil, wrenching his attention back to the present. He poured the water into two mugs and carried them back into the living room where he was happy to see Michael sitting patiently on the couch as instructed. He handed him one of the cups. “Careful. It’s hot.”

“Thanks,” Michael said. He appeared warmer already.

Dillon took a seat in his favorite chair and carefully sipped from his own mug. It tasted like instant, and he tried not to wince. All those years of drinking good coffee had spoiled him, and even after six years, he still suffered from the inferior taste.

“I would have thought you’d drink one of the better brands,” Michael said, interrupting his thoughts.

“You want better coffee, you go make it,” Dillon replied.

For a moment, it seemed as if Michael would get up and do so, but the boy hesitated. Dillon’s inner Dom didn’t like the hint of defiance, but he kept it in check.

“Think it’s time we discussed tonight’s details?” Michael asked.

“Yes.” Dillon set his cup on the table beside him. “Tonight, I’d like to take you downstairs to the dungeon.” He took stock of Michael’s reaction as he continued. “I have plenty of equipment we could discuss for use in the future, but tonight, I thought we would use the sling and some hot wax candles. Would that be okay with you, or is that outside your limits?”

Michael appeared hesitant, and Dillon waited patiently for him to speak.

“I’ve never played with hot wax before,” he said.

Dillon understood the concern. “The candles in my stock are custom made for this purpose. Their burning temperature is quite low, even lower than many candles I’ve found in stores that are specifically made for wax play. If you agree, we’ll go down, and I’ll show them to you. I’ll also test one on your arm before setting you in the sling, and if you change your mind, we’ll renegotiate our plans.”

“Are all Doms so accommodating?” Michael asked.

“No,” Dillon said, “but that depends on the Dominant. I’m not so accommodating either. If you were officially my sub, we wouldn’t negotiate before each scene. We’d have sorted out limit details before our contract was even signed, so any decisions would be mine to make. This is a different situation, and you’re inexperienced, despite what fools may have tried to do with you. I don’t know you well enough to decide what you may be able to endure on your first try with something. That power is completely yours in this relationship.”

Michael quietly considered the idea. “I’d like to try it.”

Dillon gave a curt nod of acknowledgment. “As before, after our scene, you will accompany me to my room where you will be chained by the ankle to the bed, and you will not be allowed to come until morning when I bring you to orgasm.”

Michael nodded again. “That’s fine.”

“Would you like to change our price from last time?”

“No,” Michael replied. “I think we can leave it standing.”

“Okay,” Dillon said, satisfied with the negotiations. “Are there any concerns you’d like to address before we begin?”

“Condoms go without saying?” Michael asked.

“Absolutely.”

“Then all is fine with me.”

“Good. Now, if you are ready, please undress and set your clothes by the front door. When you return, you can take your coffee and kneel beside my chair here on the floor. You are welcome to use a pillow for your knees if you’d like.”

Michael rose from the couch, set his coffee on the table, then exited to do as he was bid. When he returned, he was gloriously naked. Dillon’s eyes were glued to the younger man’s cream-colored skin as he picked up the mug and took his place beside Dillon’s chair.

“I did offer you a pillow.”

“Thank you, but the carpet is plush enough,” Michael said. His lips parted in a soft gasp as he obviously remembered something he hadn’t mentioned before.

“Yes?” Dillon prompted.

Michael’s gaze lowered to the floor. “Do I call you Master?”

A shiver of pleasure ran through Dillon, and though he knew it was a bad idea to get too used to the submissive calling him that, he couldn’t stop himself from answering, “Yes.”


Chapter Five

“Give me your arm.”

Mike did as ordered, and Dillon took hold of it in a firm grip. Mike wondered if the Dominant expected him to run at the first sight of flame. The candle had been burning long enough for a small pool of wax to gather around the wick. Dillon lifted the candle and held it a good distance above Mike’s arm. It was higher than he had expected, but he didn’t have time to ask before a drop of wax hit his skin, and he flinched with a gasp.

Dillon’s grip remained steady as he asked, “Was that too much?”

Mike shook his head. The sting of the wax’s initial touch seeped into his skin and warmed the small area it covered. “It was a surprise but not bad.”

Dillon lowered the candle a few inches, and another drop of wax fell on Mike’s arm. The sting was a little more intense, and the heat took a little longer to settle. Dillon lowered the candle once more and dripped again.

“This is as hot as the wax should get. I will not put the candle any closer to your skin, or it could become dangerous. Keep in mind, I will not be dripping it over your skin as slowly as this, and the more wax that covers you, the more intense the sensations will become. Do you still want to go through with the scene?”

Mike’s curiosity was piqued, as was another part of his body. “Yes,” he said.

Dillon scrutinized him, and self-consciousness made Mike want to cover his beginning erection, especially when Dillon frowned.

“I’m going to have to shave you,” he said.

“Wh-what?”

“I don’t want the wax getting caught in your hair. It’s not supposed to be too problematic, but it would be much easier if you were clean shaven, and we didn’t have to worry about it.”

“We discussed nothing about razorblades near my junk when we were upstairs,” Mike pointed out, ready to call the whole thing off if necessary.

“You’re right,” Dillon said. “It’s your call.”

This was way past the line he was already crossing. Letting some stranger come at him with a razor was insane, but as he thought about it, he realized it wasn’t much different from letting a perfect stranger tie him up and cuff him to a bed or any of the other things he’d done with Dillon so far. “Do it.”

Dillon studied Mike’s face, making him feel uncomfortable.

“Are you sure?”

Mike was having trouble making eye contact. “Yes, just—”

“Look at me, Michael.”

The order was irrefutable. Mike obeyed.

“Are you sure?” Dillon repeated.

“Yes,” Mike answered. “I’m sure.”

After a moment, Dillon nodded. He set the candle on the table. “Come with me.”

He led the way to the corner of the room toward what Mike assumed was the sling. He had heard of them but had never seen one in person. Leather straps hung from a frame and he had a general idea where he’d be placed in the middle of it, but as for the rest, there were too many options to determine what Dillon had in mind.

“Stand here and face me.” Mike moved into position, and before he knew it, Dillon had lifted him and placed him into the center of the sling. Leather straps supported his rear end, his back, and his head so he was in a comfortable lounging position.

“Give me your foot.”

Mike lifted his left leg, and Dillon took hold, bringing another strap over to hook his ankle into a cuff. After doing the same with Mike’s other leg, he made a few adjustments, bringing Mike’s legs up high and into an accessible spread-eagle position.

“Hand.”

Mike automatically moved his hand toward the voice, and in no time at all, his wrists were cuffed and arranged to Dillon’s liking. There was little give in any of the restraints, leaving him fully to Dillon’s mercy. It was a concept that was both arousing and worrisome, especially when Dillon moved to a small cabinet and returned with a can of shaving cream, a towel, a small bowl of water, and a razor.

“The razor is brand new,” Dillon assured him as he knelt between Mike’s spread legs.

“I wasn’t worried about that.”

Dillon eyed him. “Are you nervous?”

“I would be stupid not to be,” Mike said.

“You’re also turned on,” Dillon pointed out, using a finger to pull down Mike’s cock before letting it bounce back up. Mike wanted to squirm, but the sling wouldn’t allow it.

“You know what to do if this becomes too much for you,” Dillon said. “I won’t stop otherwise.”

The words were as much a reminder as a warning, but Mike felt reassured. He lifted his head to see the other man better, but it was useless at this angle.

“Are you turned on by this?” he asked instead.

Dillon smiled, and the twinkle in his eyes told Mike all he needed to know. Still, the Dom answered. “Oh, yes.”

*

Dillon was treading a very thin line, and he knew it. Michael had placed an immense amount of trust into his hands, and it was his responsibility not to abuse that trust in any way.

He dipped his fingers into the warm water in the bowl and spread some of the shaving cream on his hands. He took the opportunity to massage Michael’s skin as he lathered it up, teasing his cock and balls just because he could, and because it would help the sub relax. Michael may have been nervous, but he was hard as well. His cock stood proudly, pointing toward the ceiling and not at all concerned with how the rest of him may be feeling.

Dillon wiped his hands on the towel, then picked up the razor. He placed a firm grip on Michael’s inner thigh to keep him steady as he began to shave him. His concentration narrowed to his task, making sure Michael would be shaved clean, and there would be no mishaps along the way. He had done this for Clover many times, but it had been a while.

As he cleared the hair between Michael’s legs, he realized he’d been missing this. He had always enjoyed doing this for Clover. Clover used to tease him that it was one of his kinks, but it was more than that. It was about the care he had to put in, the trust he received, the knowledge that the freshly shaved skin would be that much more sensitive to his touch, and the feeling that the body before him was his to do with as he pleased. His attention was never as focused as when he had his sub helpless and at his command, even for something so basic as shaving.

Once the skin was clear and he had wiped any remnants of cream from Michael’s skin, he snaked out his tongue and licked up the underside of Michael’s cock. Michael cried out from surprise, and Dillon grinned.

“Sensitive, isn’t it?”

“Are you going to drop wax on my dick?” Michael asked.

“Don’t you think that’s a question you should have asked before I tied you up?”

The submissive frowned. “Yes.”

Dillon toyed absently with Michael as he answered, enjoying the sight of his captive trying to squirm and failing. “I’m not going to drip directly on it this time, but it remains a strong possibility for the future.” He rose and gathered the shaving supplies to set them aside. He returned, rolling a snack tray with wheels over toward the sling. On the tray were candles of various colors and a lighter as well as a few washcloths and a clean bowl of water.

“Ready?” Dillon asked.

*

Ready? There wasn’t a breeze in the basement, but every movement of the air danced on Mike’s freshly shaved skin. He could only imagine what the wax would feel like on it.

As if in defiance of his worry, his cock began to drip at the prospect. He frowned, but Dillon took his body’s reply as his answer rather than waiting for a verbal one. He lit the candles and lifted one above Mike’s body.

“Usually, I would have you blindfolded for this,” Dillon said. “So, feel free to close your eyes.”

“You have got to be—”

Mike’s words cut off with a gasp as the first drop of wax fell on his skin. Dillon had chosen a spot on his chest, and the bead of wax rolled a little before it cooled and hardened. Mike exhaled, but before he could think, another drop fell. He cried out as it hit one of his nipples. Other drops followed, fully covering the sensitive nub. He began to moan from the sting.

This time Dillon let the heat sink in before moving to another point on his body. Though Mike’s eyes were open, and he watched the Dominant’s movements, from his angle he couldn’t see where exactly the drips would fall. Dillon chose Mike’s thigh next, and he let a small river of wax dribble from the candle.

“Aah!” Mike panted as the wax rolled down from his knee toward the sensitive fold where his thigh met his groin. Dillon had said he wouldn’t drip on Mike’s cock directly, but he obviously had no problems creating heat on the sensitive skin around it. Mike groaned again as his other leg received the same treatment. The wax ran down his thigh, then shifted course to run down next to his balls. As if to complete a circuit, Dillon’s next hit was Mike’s other nipple. He saw stars as the wax gathered, heat building on his chest in the small area. His hips rocked, and his arms tugged at their restraints.

“That’s it,” coaxed Dillon. “Good boy. Enjoy it, Michael.”

“I…I…”

More wax dripped, making lazy patterns over Mike’s chest and stomach. Each new touch had Mike rocking more in the sling. Somewhere along the way, his head had dropped back, and his eyes had closed. He no longer tried to follow Dillon’s movements and jumped when they surprised him.

“One day I’ll cover your cock completely in wax,” came Dillon’s voice in his ear. “Then I’ll suck you off right after I peel it clean.”

Mike moaned and bucked his hips. Warmth had enveloped his body, and he was aching to come. He braced for the next drip, but none came. Cautiously, he opened his eyes and lifted his head to look at Dillon. The man watched him intently, and he smiled when their eyes met.

Dillon slid a warm hand over Mike’s knee and up his body to a piece of wax on his chest. With a flick, the edge of the wax was lifted, and Dillon peeled it off Mike’s skin.

“Oh my god,” Mike groaned.

Dillon brushed a thumb over Mike’s newly revealed skin. “All of your body is going to be sensitive like this,” he said. “I’m going to peel you slowly and lick you all over. Think you’ll be able to keep from coming?”

It wasn’t a question that required an answer. Mike wasn’t allowed to come, but he now had an idea of how hard he would have to work to follow that order.

Unfazed by the challenge he had set for his sub, Dillon peeled the wax from one of Mike’s nipples. Mike moaned as the wax was lifted. Dillon followed it with his tongue, and Mike gasped. Sometime when he hadn’t been paying attention, Dillon had put ice in his mouth. The contrast of the intense heat from before to the cold was too much for Mike to process, and he groaned again as his head fell back in surrender.

Dillon continued to work over Mike’s body, peeling and licking in one small area after another. Mike could do nothing but lie back and take it, his voice escaping him despite his inability to think.

The last piece of wax was not followed up as expected. Instead of licking over Mike’s hip, Dillon’s mouth enveloped Mike’s erection in a mix of hot and cold that made Mike scream. It took his entire concentration to keep from falling over the edge in that instant. Dillon’s eyes sparkled as he teased Mike to the brink, then let him settle back, only to do it again.

Mike fell into a series of pleas that were ignored. It wasn’t until he screamed the word “Master!” that Dillon finally stopped and released Mike’s cock from its captivity.

Mike fell back into the sling, exhausted. He was unable to move, even as his Master released him from the restraints. After checking all the candles were out, Dillon lifted him into his arms and carried him upstairs to the bedroom. He laid him gently on the bed, locking his ankle in the cuff before covering him with a blanket. He set a bottle of water on the night table beside Mike, then undressed before sliding in next to him. He pulled Mike close before drifting off to sleep.

*

Sometime later in the night when exhaustion gave way to even sleep, his sub shifted, turning his back toward Dillon. The movement was familiar, and even Dillon’s sleep-addled mind recognized his lover wanted to be cuddled. He reached out and pulled the boy closer, wrapping him even tighter in his embrace and throwing a leg over the young man’s for good measure. As if to reassure his possessive instincts, the rattle of a chain tinkled with the movement. Dillon smiled, his hands caressing the body beneath him. He reached up for the boy’s collar, needing to feel the strip of leather around his sub’s neck, but his fingers found nothing.

He woke in an instant, pushing himself up and leaning over the submissive with a growl. With a start, his boy woke, staring up at him with wide eyes.

“Where’s your collar?” Dillon demanded angrily.

There was a moment’s pause before the boy answered, “You never gave me one.”

Dillon gradually focused on the face beneath him. He remembered where he was and whom he was looking at. Ashamed and angry with himself, he sat up and turned away, swinging his legs over the side of the bed. He wouldn’t leave the room, but he couldn’t bring himself to face the man beside him.

The silence stretched until Michael asked, “How long has he been gone?”

Dillon was quiet for a while before he said, “Six years.”

“Have you talked to anyone about it?”

Dillon hesitated again, but he didn’t take as long this time. “Harte knows.” Michael didn’t know who Harte was, but Dillon wasn’t up for explaining.

“Knowing isn’t the same as listening,” Michael said. Dillon said nothing. “How did you two meet?”

Dillon should have been annoyed with the questions. He didn’t like to talk about Clover, especially to someone who hadn’t known him, but instead of telling Michael to shut up, he found himself sighing and opening up to him. “Jesse and I met in high school. He was a stubborn twat even then. One day, he just came up to me and introduced himself…”

Dillon’s voice drifted off as the memory came back to him.

*

“Hi. I’m Jesse Harte.” The boy stood directly in Dillon’s path with his hand outstretched, waiting patiently for Dillon to do something. What Dillon wanted to do was continue walking down the hall to a corridor where he could find a place to smoke, but that didn’t appear to be an option anymore.

“Dillon Spade,” he grunted, ignoring the outstretched hand.

Jesse grinned and let his hand drop. “I know. It’s like we’re half of a deck of cards.”

“What?” Dillon asked, despite himself.

“Hearts and spades,” Jesse said. “Two suits in a deck of cards.”

“Yeah, well, when you find the other two, let me know.” Dillon turned to walk away.

“Can I hold you to that?”

Dillon’s brows furrowed. What was with this kid?

“If I find the other two suits,” Jesse continued, unfazed, “you’ll have to be friends with us.”

Dillon turned to glare at the boy. “And if you don’t?”

“I think that would be your terms to set,” Jesse replied.

“If you don’t,” Dillon said, “you leave me alone. And you also leave me alone until you find them.”

Jesse considered and then nodded. “Okay. Any other terms you want to set?”

No use letting this stupid thing drag on forever. “You have until the end of the year.”

“What about the names?” Jesse asked. “Ours are last names. Do the other two have to be as well?”

Dillon shrugged, already fed up with the conversation. “Whatever you want, as long as it fits.”

Jesse smiled and stuck out his hand again. “It’s a deal.”

This time, Dillon had no choice but to grudgingly take it.

*

Turning his attention back to the present, Dillon continued. “A week later, he thrust this scrawny kid in my face and told me how he’d saved him from some bullies. The kid’s name was Evan Gloverfeld, but we were going to call him Clover. The kid wasn’t thrilled with the idea, and I tried to point out that clovers were not a suit in a deck of cards, but Jesse had already made up his mind. Once that man has set his mind on something, there’s little you can do to get him to change it.”

*

Mike didn’t say anything. As he’d talked, Dillon’s body had gradually relaxed, and Mike didn’t want to do anything to make him tense up again.

“Even though I had told Jesse to leave me alone, once Clover was with us, I found them both around me all the time. I kept telling Harte to fuck off, but I couldn’t bring myself to say it to Clover, and I think he knew. The kid was so uncertain, it was no wonder people bullied him, but the more time he spent with us, the more confident he became. He grew from staring at the floor, hesitant to attempt conversation, to voicing his own opinions and even standing up for himself against his own bullies. He became—” Dillon’s voice softened, and it spoke more than the word “beautiful” that left his lips. Things clicked into place for Mike as he listened.

“About three weeks before the end of the school year, Danny Stone was pulled into our group and that was it. Jesse had won, and we’ve been best friends ever since.”

Mike couldn’t let that be the end of the story. “And Clover?” he prompted gently.

Dillon’s shoulders softened again, and he turned his head, staring off into the distance. “Clover…” He swallowed. “Clover was something else, something completely unexpected. He changed during high school and college, but I never knew how much until one night he threw himself at me at a party. Literally. I thought the kid was raving drunk, but he kissed me and looked up at me with clear sober eyes and said, ‘You’re mine.’

“He was right,” Dillon said, pushing himself into a better position on the bed. Mike made sure not to touch him, in case it would spoil the moment. “One moment we were in a room crowded with people, and the next I had him alone, my hand grabbing hold of his hair and forcing him to his knees. I had no idea if he would be into anything rough, but I already knew I was, and I couldn’t help myself or stop to ask.” His voice became deeper as he spoke, and Mike shivered at the note of irrefutable possession it contained. The chain on his ankle felt flimsy by comparison. “Clover was mine,” Dillon said, “and that night, I staked my claim on him.”

There was silence for a moment as Dillon was lost to memories. Mike could only wait for him to return to the here and now while pretending a stab of jealousy was not ripping through him. It was ridiculous to be jealous of a client’s past lover and completely unprofessional.

“We learned together, Clover and I.” Dillon’s voice came softer now. “We stepped into the world of BDSM together, created our routines together, and fitted our lives to match perfectly.” A slow smile curved the Dominant’s lips. “He loved to wake me with a blowjob,” he said, “and boy, would I return the favor. Clover would be trembling and begging before I was done with him, and even then, I could never let him go. It was a daily challenge for him to convince me to let him out of bed, so he could make breakfast for the two of us, and I could get to work on time. Jesse used to tease me that without the chains we’d be a blissfully married vanilla couple, and Clover would scold him for making fun.” Dillon laughed. “I loved when he’d put Jesse in his place. My Clover was brave and beautiful,” he said. “He was proud and perfect, and one day, a drunk in an SUV took him away from me.”

The resounding silence was heavy, and Mike had no way to fill it. He didn’t know how to lend comfort to a man who had lost someone he had loved so deeply. He couldn’t even reach out to touch Dillon, afraid any offer he gave would be rejected. To call this man Master now would be an insult, and it hurt him to feel so helpless.

In the end, he resorted to his job. His presence in this bed wasn’t the only thing being paid for, and if that was the motivation that could make him mobile, so be it. He reached for Dillon, taking hold of the man’s arm and using it to pull him closer. Dillon turned with Mike’s guidance as if in a daze. Mike slid his arms around the bigger man, his legs opening in invitation. Dillon registered the cue and took the lead, pressing them both down against the mattress and coaxing Mike’s hips higher with his knees. Mike took care of the condom, relieving Dillon of the responsibility, and when he was ready, he pushed his hips forward in a silent plea. Dillon slid inside him carefully, wrapping his arms around Mike’s body and pressing their chests together.

It was different than any other time he’d been taken by this man, and he couldn’t help clinging to him in return. Dillon set a rhythm, and Mike held still, offering his body to be used as needed.

The faster Dillon rocked his hips, the tighter his embrace became, and Mike held him tighter in return. Faster and faster, the slap of Dillon’s body against his filled the room, accompanied only by their panting breath. Finally, in a jerking shudder, Dillon came. He collapsed onto Mike and rested there.

Mike waited patiently, breathing shallowly beneath the weight. Eventually, Dillon moved to dump the condom, but he made no move to let go of Mike, pulling him close as he drifted off to sleep. He did not let go for the rest of the night.


Chapter Six

Mike woke to the feeling of warm, wet lips around his cock. It was a truly pleasant sensation, and it took him a moment to realize who was attached to the delicious mouth. Once he knew, his eyes flew open with a gasp.

Dillon, his eyes locked on Mike’s face, chuckled. The vibrations were a dancing tease that made Mike squirm. Leisurely, Dillon slid his mouth away.

“And here I thought you were going to sleep and miss the promised orgasm of the morning,” he said.

“Wouldn’t that be breaking the rules somehow? I’m sure I’m supposed to be awake for the orgasm in our agreement.”

“There is nothing in our agreement about you being conscious for it,” Dillon pointed out.

“Well, I’d like to add that for next time,” Mike said.

Dillon smiled. “Noted.”

“Um…Dillon? Are you just going to leave it like that?”

Dillon chuckled again. “You’re still mine until that ankle cuff comes off. I can leave it as long as I’d like.”

Mike wanted to squirm, but Dillon’s body had trapped his legs. He was sure the man had chosen the position on purpose.

“Please?” Mike asked, wondering if begging would work while Dillon was in a teasing mood.

“Please what?”

“Please suck my cock, Dillon?”

Dillon frowned, and Mike’s heart skipped a beat. “You should know better than to say that,” Dillon said.

Mike scrambled to figure out where he’d fucked up. He would have kicked himself once he realized if only his legs had been free. Tentatively, he asked, “Please suck my cock…Master?”

The smile returned, easing some of Mike’s anxiety. “That’s better.” Dillon shifted to straddle Mike’s body, and Mike gasped in surprise.

“You’re not going—”

Dillon’s raised eyebrows cut off the protest, but the thought of the Dominant riding him was too much for Mike to take. He swallowed.

“I’m sorry, Master. Please do as you’d like.”

Whether Dillon was curious or cared about his outburst, he made no sign. Mike wondered if his apology had been enough, but he soon found out.

“For forgetting your place,” Dillon began as he lazily stroked Mike’s cock. He must have been toying with it for a while. Mike hadn’t realized how hard he was. His prick was dripping, and a slow throbbing began as Dillon teased him. “And for forgetting to call me Master, you are going to be punished this morning.” Dillon’s hand tightened, intensifying his stroking, and he flicked over the head, making Mike want to squirm again. Dillon didn’t say anything more but continued to work him. Mike soon found himself tightening his muscles to keep from coming without permission. It became harder and harder to hold back, and he trembled from the effort.

“That’s it,” Dillon said. “Almost there…” He kept working until a small sound escaped Mike. “Perfect.” Dillon smiled. He shifted forward, leaning his body over Mike. “No coming until I give you permission. Remember that.” He waited until Mike gave a nod. Sweat had broken out on Mike’s brow, and he was afraid to speak. “Good,” Dillon said. “Now, open your mouth so I can fuck it.”

Mike let out a moan and had to concentrate even harder to keep from coming. He opened his mouth gingerly, afraid any movement on his part would send him over the edge.

“Wider.”

He opened his mouth wider as instructed.

“And don’t forget to cover your teeth. I’ll slap your face if you scrape me.”

A whimper escaped Mike at the thought of what that would feel like. He wrapped his lips around his teeth and opened his mouth as wide as he could. Dillon angled his cock with one hand then thrust down. Bracing himself against the wall, he did nothing less than what he’d promised. He fucked Mike’s mouth, taking hold of Mike’s hair to angle him better. When Dillon’s dick slid deep and entered his throat, Mike’s concentration shifted from not coming to not choking. Dillon worked it a few times before pulling back enough to let Mike breathe. Mike felt tears running down his face, but he couldn’t let them distract him. His focus was only on pleasing Dillon and following orders. He would take his punishment well.

With a final deep thrust, Dillon came, his seed sliding down Mike’s throat, and Mike hurried to swallow as best he could. The massage of his mouth working milked every drop from his Master. Spent, Dillon pulled back enough for Mike to breathe again, but he kept his cock in Mike’s face. Mike took the cue to lick the Dominant clean, worshiping the taste and opportunity. Dillon’s gaze was full of approval when he pulled back fully, and Mike smiled.

“You didn’t come, now, did you?”

Mike’s heart jumped into his throat, and he panicked. He couldn’t see beyond Dillon’s body, and at some point, he had totally forgotten to concentrate on keeping himself from orgasm. Dillon was not kind enough to let him see. Instead, he reached around and took hold of Mike’s erection. Mike cried out, and Dillon smiled broadly.

“Good boy. Looks like you’re still begging for me.” He slid back and lay on his stomach, trapping Mike’s legs once again beneath his body.

“Take hold of the headboard. If your hands come off it just once, I won’t finish you off.”

Mike gripped the rungs until his knuckles turned white. Dillon resumed playing with him as if he were a lollipop; one long lick from the base to the tip of his cock had Mike whimpering. The pain of need overwhelmed the pleasure, and tears streamed down his face once more. When Dillon swirled his tongue around the head, Mike stopped breathing for a moment, but then there was nothing.

“Open your eyes, Michael. Look at me.”

Slowly, Mike forced his eyes open. Dillon’s attention was locked on his face.

“Good. Keep looking at me. I want to see all of it.”

Dillon lowered his lips once again. Mike had to fight to keep his eyes from rolling back into his head, but with Dillon’s eyes on him, it was easier. Dillon’s mouth plunged down on him and sucked hard, making Mike scream. The corners of the older man’s eyes crinkled in a smile at his pain.

The sucking softened, and the Dom moved his mouth up and down. The sensitivity made Mike want to squirm, but he was trapped. Instead, he cried and stared back at Dillon until, eventually, pleasure took hold. He saw in his lover’s eyes when the man wanted him to come, so he came. Dillon drank everything, his eyes dancing with approval.

He sat back and freed Mike’s ankle, bringing an abrupt end to their evening. Mike didn’t have a moment to enjoy the afterglow before disappointment hit him. This was only the second time he’d left this bed, but it felt harder than the first. If this kept up, he wondered how long he’d be able to keep Dillon as a client.

“I’ll be downstairs making coffee,” Dillon said as he slid out of bed.

“Should I be doing that?” Mike asked, then froze, realizing what he’d just said.

The question seemed to startle Dillon as well. He was slow to answer. “That’s not in our contract,” he said, finally.

“Of course,” Mike hurried to correct himself. “I’m just going to use the bathroom, and I’ll meet you downstairs.”

He practically threw himself into the bathroom to avoid facing Dillon. He took his time using the facilities before heading downstairs to find the man already pouring two cups of coffee. What threw Mike off more was Dillon was fully dressed.

“Get dressed while this cools,” Dillon said.

Yes, that was a very good idea. Mike felt too vulnerable and exposed to remain naked. He hurried to the front door where he once again found a pile of bills waiting for him. He counted everything before getting dressed and slipping the money into his jacket.

“Thank you,” he said when he returned to the kitchen and accepted the cup of coffee. Dillon didn’t reply immediately, and Mike’s brow furrowed. He took a seat across from him. “Is everything okay?”

He wondered if the events of the evening, the story Dillon had told him, had been too much. He wondered if Dillon would say they wouldn’t be seeing each other again. He found himself holding his breath as he waited for any sign from Dillon, not wanting that to be the case.

“You have my apologies,” Dillon said, “for this morning.”

“What?” Mike asked, confused. “What are you talking about?”

“The punishment this morning,” Dillon replied. “It wasn’t my right to do that to you, and my actions weren’t within the bounds of our contract. If you’d like some sort of compensation, you just have to ask. If you’d rather we not meet again, I can understand that as well.”

Dillon stared at Mike as he spoke, and that somehow made things worse. Even clothed, Mike felt exposed, and he didn’t know how to answer. He dropped his gaze to the table, giving himself some space to think. Dillon was right. They hadn’t negotiated the punishment, and Dillon’s actions had bordered on breath play, which had never been discussed in the terms of their agreement. It was up to Mike to decide how this would play out.

“I could have stopped you,” Mike said. He looked back up at Dillon. “But you’re right if you’re thinking I wasn’t in the right mind to do so. I haven’t done D/s like this before, but from what I know, it is your responsibility as my Master to keep aware of things like that, and in that respect, you made a mistake.” He took a breath, feeling as if he were on a ledge, knowing he was on the verge of an offer he should not be making to a client. “But we also did not agree that you were my Master during this time period. Not officially. I had no collar, and you had no claim; therefore, the responsibility for my well-being also rested on my shoulders. It was a shared oversight. As no one was hurt, I think we can accept it as a mistake with shared blame and move on, but I also think we need to adapt our contract to prevent similar mistakes in the future.” He took a sip of his coffee to steel his nerves. “For future scenes, we will still negotiate as we have been. All negotiations and payments will be agreed upon before the scene. As for sleeping together after the scene and the ankle chain, I think we can take that as a given for the contract, as well as no orgasms on my part until the one promised to me in the morning. Any alteration of those details can be brought up if necessary; otherwise, they are assumed. Any objections so far?”

Dillon shook his head.

Mike had already crossed the line. His next words would only take him further beyond it. He braced himself, wondering how much of a mistake he was making and how badly Dillon would take it.

“The terms of our contract are in place from the moment my clothes are placed on the table by the door until the time I’ve retrieved them for morning coffee. During this time period, you will be my Master with all the responsibilities that includes. My well-being will be in your hands, and I expect you to take care of me as you would any sub put into your care.” Mike tried to ignore Dillon’s widened eyes and rushed on. “The responsibility extends both ways. During the time period we are together, I will take the responsibilities of your sub and all that entails. If I do not behave accordingly, punishments will be your responsibility to dole out as long as they are within the boundaries of the evening’s contract. I still hold the right to call a halt to any scene as well as the right to call a negotiation of anything that does not fall clearly within the terms of the evening’s contract.” He forced himself to keep eye contact as he asked, “Do you agree to these terms?”

The other man appeared to be frozen in shock. Mike resisted biting his lip in worry, taking a sip of his coffee instead. He didn’t taste it as he waited, but at least it was something to do.

“Are you sure about this?” Dillon asked.

Mike found himself backtracking. “It’s not a live-in permanent contract,” he said. “This is only for the times you employ me as a client. As your tastes are specialized, I felt it would be right to alter our agreement accordingly.” The fact that he wouldn’t even consider offering something like this to anyone else made his stomach churn with worry. What was he doing?

Dillon took his time drinking his coffee as he considered Mike’s proposal. The thought the Dominant put into the offer made Mike feel a little better. He wasn’t committing suicide by letting a client have this much control. It was Dillon, and Dillon was different.

And Mike was an idiot, obviously.

“That didn’t answer my question. Are you sure about this? You don’t have to do it. I don’t mind keeping things the way they are.”

“Well, I…” Mike stopped talking and thought about it. He could find many reasons for and against the idea, but that wouldn’t answer Dillon’s question or the real one he should be asking: Did he want to do this? When he set aside his job and his anxiety over what he should or shouldn’t be doing, the answer was easy. “Yes.”

“I accept your offer,” Dillon said.

Mike was startled into glancing up. “You do? Uh, good. Do you want to arrange another meeting then?” he asked, attempting to employ his professionalism, even though he seemed to have misplaced it somewhere.

Dillon smirked. “Finish your coffee, and I’ll check my schedule.”


Chapter Seven

“You met with that boy again.”

It wasn’t a question, so Dillon didn’t answer. Instead, he made himself a cup of coffee and took a seat on the couch in Jesse’s office.

“I’m worried, Dillon,” Jesse pushed. “I don’t like the thought of that kid taking advantage of you.”

“What makes you think he’s taking advantage of me?”

“It’s obvious you like him. I haven’t seen you like this since…” Jesse sighed. “Since Clover was alive,” he finished.

Dillon took a thoughtful sip of his coffee. Had he been acting different lately? He hadn’t noticed. But he felt different. He felt happier than he had in a long time.

“So, what’s the problem?”

Jesse moved to get his own coffee and leaned against the wall while he stirred sugar into his cup. “I’m worried he doesn’t feel the same way. He obviously treats you well, or you wouldn’t give him the time of day, but when it comes down to it, you’re still a client, and he’s still working a job.”

Dillon kept his eyes on the dark liquid in his cup. He didn’t want to admit it, but he’d been thinking the same thing. Having Michael scene with him in his house was a boundary he had never crossed with any of the one-nighters he’d picked up at the club. Not to mention the edges of their scenes reached into areas far outside what he’d consider casual. Their last night together and the negotiations following had proven that. He and Michael were heading into dangerous territory.

“I know,” Dillon said finally. “My bank account will start protesting soon.”

“Do I even want to know how much he’s charging you?”

“No.”

Jesse sighed again. “Just be careful, okay? I don’t want to see you get hurt.”

“Yeah, yeah,” Dillon said as he pushed up from the couch. “Sure thing, Ma.”

Jesse rolled his eyes. “Fuck off.”

“I will after I finish this.” Dillon gestured with his cup.

“Actually, would you be willing to scene on the stage tonight? We’ve got a slot to fill, and the members would love to see you. It’s been too long since you’ve been up there.”

“What has it been? A month?”

“Try three.”

“You’ve got to be kidding.”

“Nope. Time flies when you get old.”

Now it was Dillon’s turn to roll his eyes. “I can’t. I’m meeting Michael tonight.”

“Do you think he’d be interested in going up there with you?” Jesse asked.

Dillon paused, sipping his coffee. He liked the thought of putting Michael on the stage. Stripping him down and making a claim in front of an audience. Dillon grew hard at the idea, but he pushed the thought away. That wasn’t just outside their negotiations; it was on another planet altogether. He swigged the last of his coffee and stood.

“We’ve never talked about it,” he said. “If he would, it wouldn’t be tonight.”

Jesse shrugged. “Next time then.”

With a nod, Dillon set his empty cup on Jesse’s desk, waved, and headed off. A smile curved his lips as he headed downstairs and outside. He was looking forward to seeing Michael again.

*

The back door to Harte pushed open. Mike glanced up from his crouch against the wall and smiled when he saw Dillon in the doorway.

“Dillon!” he called, standing and waving.

Dillon found him instantly, and a shiver that had nothing to do with the cold ran down Mike’s body. He’d expected Dillon to stalk over to him and rush them off to the house, but he didn’t move. Backlit as he was in the doorway, Mike couldn’t determine his expression, but something felt off.

“You okay?” he asked, then wanted to kick himself. If Dillon was having doubts after their last time together, it wouldn’t do to encourage them.

“Would you be willing to do a scene on stage with me?” Dillon asked.

“What?”

“Harte asked me to scene on stage tonight, and it got me thinking. I haven’t done a scene here in a while, and it would be nice to take the stage again.”

Mike froze. Alarm bells that had never rung around Dillon were suddenly clanging loudly. “Are you kidding?”

“No.”

“That’s not in our contract,” Mike said, his mind scrambling to make sense of the unexpected change of plans and his new anxiety.

“I know. We would have to make a new one,” Dillon said. “Obviously, the basics would remain the same, and I’d still expect you to come home with me afterward, but we’d negotiate the details. Price as well, of course.”

Mike took an involuntary step back but forced himself to stop there, resisting the impulse to break into a run. “I…” It was too much. Mike searched for something to say or a question to ask, but nothing came to him.

“You can say no,” Dillon said, and the simplicity of his tone cut through Mike’s fear and anxiety.

“No,” he said. “I don’t want to do it.”

Dillon was quiet for a moment, and Mike flinched inwardly, wondering if he’d ruined everything.

“I shouldn’t have brought this up here. Are you all right? Do you still want to come back to my place as originally planned?”

“Um…” Mike swallowed. His heart raced, and he couldn’t slow it down. The feeling of comfort and safety he usually felt in Dillon’s presence had vanished. “I’m not sure how good I’ll be for you right now.”

“We can take our time. We don’t have to go to the house until you’re ready.”

“I’m…” Mike hesitated.

“Would you rather call it a night and reschedule?”

The alarm bells had quieted after Mike had said no, but now he felt as if they would return. He didn’t want to leave Dillon. He was afraid if he walked away now he would never be called to the Dominant’s side again, but the part of him that craved the man’s company had nothing to do with his job. Maybe he did need some space to get his thoughts straightened out and his feelings in order. This was a business relationship, nothing more. He had to remember that. If he couldn’t, he couldn’t be in this relationship anymore.

“Yeah,” he finally said. “I think it might be best to call it a night.”

Dillon nodded. “Do you need a ride anywhere?”

Mike shook his head. “I got it.”

“Okay. Have a good night, Michael.”

“Good night, Dillon.”


Chapter Eight

Once Michael left, Dillon returned to Harte’s office and pulled a bottle of scotch from the cabinet.

“What are you doing back here?” Jesse asked.

“Change of plans.”

“What happened?”

“I might have just fucked things up royally.”

Jesse leaned against his desk and stared at Dillon expectantly.

Dillon drank some of the scotch. “I asked him if he’d want to take the stage with me,” he said. “It completely shook him up. I didn’t think it would be that big of a deal, but I really know nothing about this kid. He was so rattled, we called everything off for tonight.”

“Are you going to see him again?”

“We said we’d reschedule.”

“Then what’s the problem?”

Dillon sighed and sat on the couch. “I let him go home upset. I don’t feel right leaving him alone with his thoughts like that, but I have no right to insist he stay with me.”

Jesse took a seat next to his friend. “Maybe being alone with his thoughts will help him figure out what he might want from you.”

“What do you mean?”

“You’re not planning on paying for sex forever, are you?”

“No.”

“So, at some point you’ll have to ask him if he’ll be willing to transition from a professional relationship to a real one. You need to let the kid make up his own mind when you ask him. If you coddle him now, how can you expect him to make a rational decision?”

“You really think I should collar the boy?”

Jesse laughed. “Come on, Dillon. You already know what you want. You did the same thing the first time you saw Clover.”

“I did not want to collar Clover the first time I saw him.”

“No, but your protective streak flared up royally. Why do you think he always gravitated toward you? You looked at him, and he was yours. This kid is the same. In your head, he’s already collared.”

Dillon swirled the scotch in his glass. “That’s what’s making things so difficult,” he said. “It’s hard to keep the line when you feel like you’re past it.”

“The next time you two meet, you need to put all your cards on the table. It’s your responsibility to make sure those lines are clear, and if you can’t keep them that way, you shouldn’t be playing at all.”

“I know,” Dillon said. “I know.”


Chapter Nine

Mike hadn’t called to reschedule, but neither had Dillon. They’d exchanged numbers after their second night together when their negotiations had clearly been moving toward a regular thing. He was glad he had a way to contact Dillon that didn’t require standing outside Harte in the cold, hoping the man was around, but picking up the phone felt harder than that.

A week had gone by since they’d last seen each other, and Mike still wasn’t sure what he should do. He knew he could trust Dillon. If he hadn’t, he never would have broken so many of his rules with him. But maybe he’d given Dillon too much leeway for Dillon to request to scene in public with him. There was nothing wrong with asking, but Mike had had bad experiences with clients in public, enough that even the thought of doing so with Dillon made him freeze up in fear.

He hadn’t expected to react so strongly. Maybe that was a sign he should end their arrangement. It had to happen sometime. The money was great, but how long could he expect Dillon to keep paying a thousand dollars every time they saw each other? Not to mention, his relationship with Dillon had been affecting the rest of his business. He didn’t exactly have a revolving door of clientele, but repeat customers were few, and he saw other tricks in between them. He hadn’t seen anyone else in the few weeks he’d known Dillon, but the real problem was he hadn’t been motivated to. Sex with Dillon blew his mind, and he was hard-pressed to imagine another client who would be able to stack up against him. He’d become spoiled, and he knew he was getting too attached.

On top of his issues with Dillon, he’d also received notification class registration was approaching again. The email reminded him of Dillon’s words about thinking of the future even if he wasn’t taking action yet. He knew he’d been out of school for a year, but he hadn’t realized how long it had been since he’d even considered going back. He’d opened the link to the class catalog and scrolled through it. As usual, nothing stood out to him. He’d closed the browser, feeling stagnant and hopeless, but instead of falling into the same old pattern, he’d wondered if he was searching in the wrong place. College wasn’t the only way to find a career. There were trade schools, apprenticeships.

It was time to stop waiting for inspiration to hit him and go out and find it. He needed to make some changes in the way he did things, and not just with school. Reluctantly, he admitted one of the first things he needed to change was his relationship with Dillon. He reached for the phone, but Dillon was already calling him.


Chapter Ten

Mike was nervous. When Dillon had called saying he wanted to talk, it had shaken his resolve to end things with him over the phone. He didn’t think it would be any easier in person, but he could hear Dillon out before they parted ways. After the last time they’d seen each other, he wasn’t sure how things stood between them. It would be best to clear the air before he let go of Dillon as a client.

He felt awkward as he arrived at Dillon’s house. Dillon did nothing to ease the tension when he opened the door. Without a word, he stepped aside to let Mike enter. Mike headed into the living room and stood in front of the fireplace, unsure what to do with himself.

“Have a seat,” Dillon said.

Mike sat.

“I want to talk to you about the other night and about our boundaries in general.”

Mike nodded. That was fine. Mike wanted to talk about the other night as well. As for boundaries…that wouldn’t be a problem soon.

Dillon appeared to hesitate before continuing. “If you’d like, we can go somewhere else to discuss this. I don’t want you to feel influenced by your surroundings.”

“I’m fine,” Mike said.

Again, that hesitation. What would make a man like Dillon hesitate?

“Can you tell me what bothered you the other night about scening on stage?”

Mike forced himself to remain relaxed. “I’m not sure.”

“Have you done anything like that before?”

“No.”

“Does it bother you to be seen by others?”

This time it was Mike’s turn to hesitate. Dillon nodded as if that were answer enough. “Do you trust me, Michael?” he asked.

“Of course,” Mike immediately replied. He’d never trusted anyone more, and that was the problem. He did trust Dillon. He liked Dillon. He liked the time they spent together, the way Dillon made him feel, especially how safe he made him feel. Mike let his guard down around Dillon, and he couldn’t do that and still consider himself “safe” when it came to his job.

“Why?”

“You’ve never given me a reason not to.” That wasn’t the whole truth. Yes, Dillon had never betrayed his trust, but that wasn’t enough of a reason. There was something else that drove his instinct to place himself in Dillon’s hands, but he couldn’t put the feeling into words.

“I hope I never give you a reason to distrust me,” Dillon said, “but there was something about the other night that you didn’t feel comfortable with. I’d like to know what that was.”

“I…” Mike didn’t want to talk about this, but that’s what he’d come for, he supposed. He took a breath and tried again. “I don’t like being in crowded places with a client,” he said. “It doesn’t always work out well. Sometimes…things don’t go according to plan. People take advantage. That’s why I have them take me to a hotel or just fuck me in the bathroom.”

“Others have tried to share you?”

Mike nodded. “Or just pass me along as if they own me. As if it’s not my choice who I fuck.”

Dillon was quiet for a long time. Mike feared the man was disgusted with him and had to fight to finally look up at his face. What he saw in Dillon’s expression rocked him to his core. Dillon was furious. His jaw was set tight, and it was obvious he was trying to calm down before speaking again. When he saw Mike eyeing him, he bit out three words: “I don’t share.”

Mike wasn’t sure how long he’d stopped breathing, but he didn’t start again until Dillon broke eye contact by turning toward the kitchen.

“I’ll make us some coffee,” he said before heading off.

*

Dillon was losing it. When he’d heard how Michael had been treated, he’d wanted to find those men and rip their balls off. More than the thought of defending Michael, the idea of anyone else touching him had set fire to his veins.

Jesse was right. If he couldn’t get hold of himself and draw clear lines with Michael, he couldn’t see him anymore. It was unfair to them both, not to mention dangerous. He couldn’t wait any longer. It was time to stop feeling the submissive out and lay his cards on the table. He set about making two mugs of coffee, and with one last deep breath to brace himself, he headed back into the living room.

“Careful, it’s hot,” he cautioned as he handed a cup to Michael. Once free of the duty of host, he took a seat in his big leather chair. The comfort and familiarity of its embrace helped him to put some of his worries aside and focus on the moment at hand. “I’d like to negotiate a new contract with you,” he said.

Michael had been in mid-sip when he spoke. He carefully lowered the cup to his knee and regarded Dillon. “What did you have in mind?”

Dillon fought to keep from blurting everything out at once. Michael would know better than to interrupt, but it was still difficult not to rush things. He made himself take a careful sip of his coffee before speaking.

“Our sleeping arrangements shall remain the same,” he began. It was easier to start with the simple things. “I still expect you to be available to me at any time during the night, same as before.

“I would like to lay out specific boundaries of what you are comfortable with and where your limits are, so I can use that information to determine what we do in future scenes without having to make suggestions you’ve never considered. If there is something you’d like to try, please tell me. I want to know what you’re interested in. My goal is that as we scene together and we learn more about each other, you will eventually be able to trust me to know your limits, so I won’t have to explain the full specifics of a scene before we do it.”

Michael’s brow had furrowed. He seemed a little wary, but he hadn’t objected so far. After another sip of coffee, Dillon continued.

“If either you or I suggest something we have not previously considered, we would discuss the idea, but overall decisions within the boundaries we have set would be mine to make. I would like to discover your limits and interests. This may mean pushing you to try new things, but it may also mean delaying something you want because I don’t think you are ready for it. I’ll expect you to trust my judgment, but I’ll also expect you to be honest about what you’re feeling and thinking, so I can make the correct decisions. If you find yourself fully against something, it’s mandatory you bring it up. I will not have an unwilling submissive, nor do I want to do anything detrimental to your health or well-being. You will still have your safeword to stop any scene or situation you deem necessary. This will not break the contract, and I will fully expect to discuss why you used your safeword once we have resolved the situation.”

The crease between Michael’s brows had deepened, but he continued to be silent, so Dillon pushed on.

“This contract will also extend to regular duties around the house. I will expect you to make breakfast, lunch, and dinner when we are both home. If you are not going to be home, I expect you to have something prepared for me. If I decide to surprise you and cook or let you off the hook for an evening, you will be notified beforehand. You remember I told you I may tie you up in front of the fireplace just to look at you?”

Dillon paused while he waited for a response. Finally, Michael nodded.

“I like to read in front of the fire, and I may do so for hours on end some evenings. I like to have something to admire during that time, and you will be it.

“There will also be rules and punishments in our routine. I expect you to follow the rules, and if you do not, you will be appropriately punished. I will not punish you unreasonably.”

Now he was getting to the more obvious details. Dillon found it harder to face Michael as he spoke, not wanting to see an answer in the boy’s eyes before he had finished speaking.

“If you agree to this contract, I will take responsibility for your care and safety. I will provide for us both with a roof over our heads, food for the kitchen, and clothing for when you venture outside. Indoors, clothing will not be necessary. There are other details to discuss, and I fully expect us to learn and adapt as we work out the specifics, but final decisions will be mine.” Dillon gathered his courage and fixed his gaze on Michael. “Above all of the details I have mentioned, there are two items that cannot be negotiated.” He hoped the roiling fear in his belly did not show as he forced the Dom to the surface and hid the rest behind a screen of steel. “This will be a live-in, exclusive contract,” he said, his voice brooking no argument, “and it will not be a professional one.”

*

Mike found himself frozen once again. Dillon’s last words rang in his ears like deep bells, yet he still wondered if he’d heard them correctly. “You want me…as your sub? Like a real sub, not a once-a-week thing?”

“The only sub I have ever had lived with me,” Dillon said. “I don’t want it any other way.”

“You could have anyone though, couldn’t you? I’m sure there are tons of subs at Harte who would kill to be yours.”

“I want you.”

Mike didn’t know what to say. He’d come here to end things with Dillon because he had been getting too attached. Now Dillon was asking him to commit to a full-time contract. It was too much all at once.

“You can say no.” Mike could see how much it hurt Dillon to utter those words.

Despite his hesitation, Mike wasn’t sure he wanted to say no. He liked Dillon. That had been the problem. Question was, did he like him enough to try having a relationship with him? Especially one that required a contract?

“I’m not him,” he said. “It isn’t going to be the same.”

“I know. I want to create something that works for the two of us. And I know it’ll take time, trial and error. What I’m asking for today is your willingness to try this with me.”

Dillon filled a need in him he couldn’t get from other clients. He couldn’t trust them enough to really let go. He didn’t think he’d ever trusted anyone the way he did Dillon. The Dominant made him feel safe, and with this contract Mike could feel that way all the time. All he would have to do is give up his job. It wasn’t like he’d been taking other clients anyway, and he did have money saved for college.

“What about school?” he asked.

“Are you interested in going?”

“Yes.” Not that he’d figured out what he wanted to study, but when he did, he wanted to be free to pursue it.

“You’re welcome to go to school whenever you want, and if you need help, I will be happy to assist you.”

Mike shook his head. “I want to pay my own way through school. And I want to be able to take a job after I graduate. I may be your submissive, but I do not want to be completely dependent upon you.”

Dillon smiled. “Does that mean you accept my terms?”

Mike took a deep breath. He could think about it all he wanted, but he already knew his answer. Setting his coffee mug aside, he rose and undressed. Once he was completely naked, he crossed the room and knelt in front of Dillon’s chair.

“Yes, Master,” he said, his head bowed.

There was no response, and Mike chanced a look up. The bright smile on Dillon’s face made him grin.

“You owe me a collar.”

“Brats don’t get to demand collars,” Dillon replied. “I decide when you get one.”

Mike shook his head. “It’s only a decoration. I’m already yours.”

Dillon’s gaze softened. He pulled Mike up into his lap and kissed him deeply. “Yeah. You were mine the moment I saw you.”


Epilogue

Seven months later…

 

“Happy birthday, Clover.” Dillon set the flowers down in front of the gravestone and knelt to say a few silent words. Mike stayed back to give him some space. After a few minutes, Dillon rose and gestured for Mike to stand beside him. “I’d like you to meet someone. This is Michael. He’s—” The words caught in Dillon’s throat, and Mike put his arm around him. Dillon leaned into him. “I hope you are happy for me.”

“I’m sure he is,” Mike whispered.

Dillon held him tight as they stood there.

“We never spoke about what would happen if one of us was gone. We never thought that far ahead.”

Mike didn’t know what to say, so he kept quiet. In his head, he said his own silent words for the man he’d never met. I’m sorry you had to leave him. I hope you don’t think I’ve taken him from you. You will always be in his heart, but there is room for me too. I love him, and I’ll be good to him. I’ll take care of him, I promise. Please watch over us and give us your blessing.

“Do you want a few minutes alone with him?”

Dillon shook his head. “I’m almost done.”

“No rush.”

Later, when they were making their way back to the car, Dillon said, “How do you feel about going on a date?”

“A date?”

“Yes. Dinner, a movie. We can go to Harte later tonight too.”

They had been to the club a few times since their relationship had changed from professional to something more. Dillon hadn’t asked to do a scene with him onstage again, but Mike knew he was warming up to it. Mike didn’t mind. Knowing he was Dillon’s alone made him feel like he’d be able to give it a try this time. He eagerly awaited the day Dillon asked, so he could say yes.

“I’d love to go on a date with you, but would you mind helping me with something first?”

“What did you have in mind?”

“I think it’s time I went back to school, but I don’t want to do the whole bachelor’s degree thing. There are certificate programs for stuff, and I was hoping you’d help me figure out what I might like to go for.”

“I’d love to.”

“I should have enough money to get started, but I also think I should get myself a job.”

“What kind of job?” Mike knew he tried, but Dillon couldn’t fully hide the concern in his voice.

Mike grinned. “Starbucks.”

Dillon laughed. “I think you’ll be good at it. You already make great coffee.”

Yes, he did. At the first opportunity, Mike had dumped the instant at Dillon’s house and refused to let him buy it again.

“Let’s go home. We’ll get comfortable in front of the fire, and we can talk about it.”

That was Dillon’s way of saying Mike had been clothed for too long, and he wanted his submissive naked. Mike leaned in to give Dillon a kiss. “Yes, Master.”

Dillon squeezed his ass before giving it a pat. “Into the car with you.”

Halfway home the words he’d thought to Clover came back to him. Though they’d had a few snags along the way, he’d easily settled into life with Dillon. He couldn’t imagine being anywhere else. He’d always felt safe with his Master, but he hadn’t noticed his feelings had grown so much. It wasn’t fair that only the dead knew about them.

“Dillon?”

“Yes, Michael?”

He was sure it was unfair to say this to a person who was driving, but now he’d realized it, he didn’t want to wait any longer. “I love you.”

Dillon’s mouth spread into a wide smile. Though his eyes remained on the road, he reached for Michael’s hand and gave it a squeeze. “I love you too.”

Joy filled Michael’s chest like a balloon, and he found it difficult to stop grinning. It may have been a stupid decision to go home with a stranger that first night, but it was the best decision he’d ever made.
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